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The elegant ballroom was bathed in a soft, golden glow, with laughter and
chatter filling the air. The decor was lavish, the atmosphere jubilant and the
food was incredible. The New Years' Eve party for MyBanq was in full swing.
The company’s employees and their spouses had gathered to celebrate the
arrival of a new year, and the atmosphere was electric.

Gregory Kane, the CEO of MyBang, stood near the grand entrance, a glass of
champagne in hand, scanning the room for his date, Angelika. She was a
striking woman with long, golden hair and a radiant smile that had captivated
him from the moment they’d met. She was a dazzling beauty, and an elegant
woman. What he especially loved about her was her no-nonsense attitude. She
was never afraid to go get what she wanted, and to Gregory’s delight what she
wanted was him.

“Gregory, daaaahling!” a voice called out, and he turned to see Angelika
approaching, dressed in an angelic white gown riddled with glittering silver
rhinestones. A long slit up one side exposed one of her devastatingly beautiful
legs with every other step. She wore strappy silver heels, and her broad, warm
smile that illuminated the space around her seemed to light the way.

Angelika came to a stop just in front of Gregory, and she tossed her thick
blonde hair back with the subtlest flip of her head. She leaned in for a quick
kiss on his cheek. “I'm sorry I'm so late. There were... Complications.” She
shifted here eyes to the side. Gregory followed her eyes and saw what she was
hinting at: the complication.

Behind her was her nephew, Buck. He was 19, jobless, shiftless and listless.
Despite everyone around him in the expansive, luxuriously garnished ballroom
being dressed in tuxedos and gowns, Buck was wearing a hoodie and a wool
beanie.

“Why is he here?” Gregory asked.

“Because I don't trust him at home alone,” Angelika said. “A teenager alone on
New Years’” Eve with a cabinet full of liquor? When I return home, I want there
to actually be a home to return to.”

Gregory sighed. He had been romancing Angelika for over a year now, and
she had just accepted his proposal over Christmas. He was head over heels in
love with the woman, and had never loved — or lusted — after someone like
this in his life.

Yet he was going to have to accept that Buck was going to be a part of the
bargain.



Ruined by Resolutions by Joe Six-Pack

“Hey, aunt Angelika,” Buck said, walking up to her side and lightly rapping her
on the shoulder with his fist. “Where’s the food?”

“I just got here, sweetie,” Angelika said, trying to smile. “T know just as much
as you do.”

“Do you know, Greggy?” Buck asked the man in the tuxedo and distinguished
greying hair.

“There’s some hors d’oeuvres over by the wall over there,” Gregory replied,
pointing the way while still holding his champagne flute.

“Hors d’oeuvres? Sucks. I wanted real food. Thanks for nothing.” Buck
shuffled off in that direction anyway.

“Maybe letting him burn down the house wouldn’t be such a bad idea,”
Gregory said. “As long as he was in it.”

“Oh, you're awful!” Angelika said, giggling. He loved the way she giggled. “But
he’s just a teenager.”

“He’s nineteen. He’s old enough for you to kick out.”

“Gregory, believe me, I think of that every day — but that horrible young man
is all the family I have left after my sister died. I mad a promise.” She then
pressed herself against her date. “But let’s not talk about him. I'd rather talk
about...”

“Us?” Gregory said, hopefully.

“Us,” Angelika said with another big smile. “And finding the love of your life.”

The two looked into each other’s eyes for a moment as the rest of the world
faded into the background. Gregory had waited a long time to find a woman
like Angelika, and Angelika had worked so hard for this kind of relationship.
They were both exactly where they wanted to be.

“I'm going to go find some champagne,” Angelika said. “You'll wait for me?”

“T've waited a lifetime,” Gregory said.

Angelika smiled back, departing as she still held her fiancée’s hand for a
moment as she walked away, releasing it only when she had to.

As he found himself alone again, the multi-millionaire CEO of MyBanq had to
grunt in discontent to himself. It was 10:40, still over an hour to midnight, and
he really just wanted to get to the part where they kissed. He had been
picturing it for weeks now.

His thoughts were abruptly interrupted when he was bumped in the back by
Buck, who was holding a plate overloaded with expensive food and stuffing it
into his mouth like he was eating at a discount buffet five minutes before
closing.

“Hey, Greggo,” Buck said. “I hope you're not jealous. Seems everyone else
here is more fascinating to Angelika than you. Already ditched you already to
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do some networking.”
“She’s just getting a drink,” Gregory said, curtly.
Buck nodded as he finished chewing a whole canapé. “It must be a shame.

You're so important to this online banking business thing you own, but you
can’t even hold the attention of your own future wife.”

Gregory tried to keep his composure. He had known Buck for only about
eight months, but he’d begun to despise the brat mere moments after they'd
met. The kid had never made any secret of their skepticism about his
relationship with his aunt Angelika.

“She’s such a fucking gold digger,” Buck said. “She can’t wait to climb up the
social ladder, even if she walks over your back to do it.”

“She’s not like that,” Gregory countered.

Buck laughed as little bits of food spat out of his overstuffed maw. “Oh, buddy.
You don’t know her like I know her. Dear aunt Angelika. Can’t even spell her
own name correctly.”

Gregory was going to very happy when the holidays were over and he didn’t
have to deal with family anymore. “It’s a party,” he replied with a polite smile.
“She’s just having a nice time.”

“You know,” Buck began, his voice low and conspiratorial, “You're hardly ever
available, and spend half the time jet-setting around the world on business.
How are you going to keep her... Happy? It won'’t be long until she someone
who can give her the attention she needs and the status she craves.”

“Angelika and I are happy together. We have our own way of making things
work. Meeting someone you can connect with is the best thing that ever
happened to me. You should try it.”

“Yeah, right. Keep telling yourself that.” Buck had to pause every so often to
eat more, as he prioritized the free food more than he did the man who paid
for it. “You should hear her and her friends behind your back. They can’t stop
talking about all the ways aunt Angelika is gonna spend all your money.”

Gregory caught a glance of Angelika as she flew from one social group to
another. When he had met her, she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever
seen. That she even wanted to talk him was a miracle of some sort. When he
told her about this new startup, MyBang, and the potential billions that might
be made, she was fascinated. She pushed him into proposing and he felt like he
was living a dream.

One of the servers held out a tray of crab puffs and Buck practically elbowed
Gregory out of the way to take them all. The older man looked at his now-
empty glass and set it on the tray with a sigh. Angelika certainly was taking her
time getting back.
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He could tell by the smug expression on Buck’s face that he was getting ready
to dig back in. Gregory just had to stand there and take it.

As the clock inched closer to midnight, Gregory made a mental note to discuss
with Angelika his displeasure about Buck’s behavior. He'd even paid for his
tuition for college, only to be treated like this, and it was unacceptable.

“You gonna bang her tonight?” Buck asked. “She’s wearing her lucky panties,
you know.”

“The relationship between Angelika and me is private, and just between us.
It’s not appropriate to discuss it any further.” Simon puffed up his chest in
defiance.

“Doesn’t matter. She’ll be bragging about it for days at home.” Buck chuckled.
“She tells her girlfriends every move you make.”

Gregory had no intention of allowing his soon-to-be step-nephew’s behavior to
escalate into a confrontation, especially not at the New Years' Eve party. As he
had to remind himself, Buck was Angelika’s entire family, and he wanted to
keep the peace for her sake. Choking him until his eyes oozed out his sockets
would be impolite in public.

“Buck!” Angelika snapped as she headed toward the two of them. “T asked you
to entertain yourself this evening, didn’t I?”

“You say a lot of things,” Buck replied with a shrug. “I stopped paying
attention a while ago.”

Angelika turned to Gregory. “I'm sorry, darling. Would you give us moment?”

“By all means. I have to call the office anyway,” Gregory replied before
departing. He did note that Angelika didn’t have the champagne she had said
she had been after.

Angelika focused her eyes on her nephew. “Listen, you little shit, don’t mess
this up for me!” She growled. “Do you know how many assholes I had to date
before I could get to Gregory? I went through half of the Forbes 500!”

“I would have said more,” Buck replied nonchalantly.
“I swear to God, Buck, this is my ticket! You lose out if I lose out!”

“Hey, it'd be worth it to see you mess up. You think you’re so superior to
everyone. You need to be knocked down a few pegs.”

“You stupid piece of...”

“See, you don'’t respect me, and you never have. My mom asked you — on her
deathbed — to look after me, not to shove me in the attic room and then treat

me like a fucking leper, you selfish bitch!”

“You're nothing but an entitled brat! I've been paying for you for four years!”
She was getting steamed. “T even begged Gregory to cover the cost of your
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tuition, and then you dropped out two weeks into the term! You're selfish,
disrespectful...”

“Don’t get too mad, your last plastic surgery hasn’t healed yet. You'll pop a
seam.”

“I've never had plastic surgery!”

“If by never, you mean the last three weeks, sure.” Buck paused to swallow his

food. “At least I don’t look like my face is in a wind tunnel. You probably still
tell people you're 35.”

“You'll say anything. You don’t care who you hurt.”

“You're no better than me! You're the most selfish person on the face of the
planet!”

“Selfish? Selfish?” She hissed. “I take charge! I know what I want! I'm pro-
active!”

“You never talk about anyone but yourself. You sit around all day on the
phone, talking to your friends, doing nothing but sponging off what Gregory
gives you!”

“I earned everything I ever got!”

“Your pussy earned it.”

The slap was like cracking a whip in the ballroom, attracting everyone’s
attention. It didn’t stop Buck from chewing his French pastry he was working
on, though. “Stupid bitch,” he said.

Angelika looked embarrassed and sheepishly turned away from the stares. She
had committed a cardinal sin in her life. She had let her nephew get to her.

As Angelika plotted her next move, and as her nephew scarfed down what
looked like a crepe stuffed with whipped creme, the light in the ballroom
dimmed.

“Ladies and gentlemen, guests of MyBang, please direct your attention to the
stage!” A voice called out over the loudspeaker. “For your entertainment
tonight, may we present: The Magnificent Mezmo!”

As a fanfare of music played, a spotlight sone against a black velvet curtain at
the side of the ballroom. The company had sprung for some performances
tonight to entertain their guests before the ball drop at midnight. After some
weak, probably confused clapping, a puff of smoke and flash of light a man in a
top hat and tuxedo appeared on stage. A magician.

“A fucking magician?” Buck said it so loudly it threatened to carry all the way
to the stage. “Please,” he added with a dismissive wave of his hand.

Even with his obvious disdain, Buck didn’t miss a moment of the
performance. The magician wasn’t that unique, as he was performing an
ordinary routine of familiar tricks, from card tricks to floating rings, and even
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produced a proverbial rabbit from his top hat. Buck was largely correct. The
magician’s act was tired and worn out.

“What a tool,” Buck muttered.

“I paid quite a bit for this,” Gregory said, as he had returned to Angelika, and
stood just a few feet away. “Would it kill you to be polite?”

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the magician announced from the stage with a
flourish, “T require the participation of two volunteers.”

He used his black cape with red satin lining to make some theatrical moves as
he paced around the stage, solidifying the impression he was a bit of a hack.

“I studied in the deepest heart of the orient for many years to decipher the
mystery of the human mind,” he said. “T travelled to India, to Nepal, to China
and all over. I returned to civilization having learned the very darkest secrets of
those who could entrance the thoughts of men and make anyone do my
bidding!”

Gregory could hear a derisive chortle coming from Buck.

“I require the participation of two volunteers,” the man on stage repeated.
“Two volunteers to be subject to my powers!”

Angelika, sensing an opportunity to be seen and noticed, eagerly volunteered
herself. The magician’s eyes lit up seeing the beautiful woman who was
approaching the stage.

Gregory was about to follow, when he was pushed aside by Buck. “Oh no she
won't,” the young man said, heading off after his aunt. “Fuckin’ fame whore.”

He intended just to grab his aunt and drag her back, but a spotlight was
suddenly on him. Before he knew it, he was standing on the stage beside
Angelika.

“Now, if you will turn your attention to the swinging pendant...” The magician
said as he swung it in front of an eager Angelika and a highly unamused Buck.

It was only a minute before Buck was clucking on stage, using his feet to
scratch the imaginary dirt of the illusory chicken coop he now inhabited. He
was a comical display of uninhibited absurdity as he made the occasional
exclamation of “Bgok!”

Angelika, meanwhile, became a ballerina, her poise and elegance a ridiculous
contrast to her nephew’s farcical antics. With unexpected grace, she twirled and
danced across the stage, her movements practiced and fluid.

The magician had them imitate apes, get trapped in an imaginary box, struggle
to lift a feather from the floor and many other familiar feats of stage hypnosis.

The audience reveled in their performance, moments of absurdity in an
otherwise lackluster act. Had they known, neither Buck nor Angelika would
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have endured the laughter and ridicule outpouring from the crowd of MyBang
employees and influential power brokers. They would have been mortified.

“Yes, they've been wonderful sports,” the Magnificent Mezmo said. “And to
thank them for their efforts, a little help with their New Years’ resolutions.”

“Your name, madame?” He asked Angelika.
“Angelika Bannister,” she said, still in her trance.
“Please share with us your New Years' resolutions.”

Angelika spoke with a dissonant, disconnected voice. “My New Years'
Resolutions are to teach my good for nothing nephew Buck what being an
adult means — and teach him a few good lessons about growing up!”

“Ah, I see and...”

“Angelika, although hypnotized was still in the habit of interrupting people. “I
also want to marry the love of my life and start again.”

Gregory, down in the crowd was touched. He really had found the right
woman for him.

“And you, dear boy? What is your name?”

“Buck,” the young man replied.

The illusionist was taken aback. “Oh... Buck. I hear your aunt isn’t very happy
with you.”

“Whatevs,” Buck replied. “What about my resolutions, huh? Or is my aunt
going to get all the attention?” Being in a trance had not dulled his innate
ability to annoy people with his petty whining.

“Please, won't you bless us with your resolutions for the new year?” the
magician said.

“Well, I resolve... To show my dumb aunt that anything she can do I can do
better,” Buck said with a sneer.

“Ah. Fascinating. Anything else?” Mezmo asked, unimpressed with Buck’s
statement. “Go on. You must have something else.”

“Uh... Well...” Buck said.
“Oh, there must be something else. Don’t worry, it’s just between us.”

“Well, I... I... T want to know what love is,” Buck said, looking
uncharacteristically uncomfortable. The audience laughed and snickered
appropriately.

“Well, because the both of you helped me out here tonight, and as a reward
for your help,” the hypnotist said, “I command you, under the power of
hypnosis, to fulfill your resolutions. You will not let yourself slack off or be
dissuaded. You will dedicate yourself to seeing your resolutions through!”
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The crowd applauded the gesture, all of them aware of how difficult it was to
fulfill New Years’ resolutions, and somewhat envious that a hypnotic suggestion
might just do the trick.

“And you will help each other attain their resolutions,” the performer added,
hoping to break the obvious tension between them by making them cooperate.
He then snapped his fingers to break the, of the trance.

As they descended the stage, Gregory joined them, a knowing smile playing
on his lips. “An unforgettable start to the New Year,” he mused, his voice rich
with amusement.

Angelika was confused, rubbing her temples. “I don’t remember anything. Did
I embarrass myselfr”

“Oh noooo,” Gregory replied with a smirk. “Not at all.”

She immediately knew something was up. “Tell me,” Angelika demanded to
know. “You have to tell me!”

“Well, maybe if you could persuade me,” Gregory said as he put his arm
around Angelika’s waist and guided her away.

“I'm going to make you tell me!” Angelika repeated as they walked too far
away to be heard anymore.

Buck was suspicious of what had just transpired. He was not the kind of
person who enjoyed being laughed at, and he had a bad feeling in his stomach.
But that was probably due to the two pounds of rich food he’d just consumed.

“You want to talk about Buck, don’t you?” Angelika asked Gregory as they got
to the other side of the room. “He’ll warm up to you.”

“Some people you just can’t win over,” Gregory said to his fiancée. “That’s just
the way it goes. And I hate to think how he’s going to deal with my kids.
They're so young.”

Angelika sighed. “T have at least five wrinkles I can directly attribute to dealing
with Buck’s issues. But he’s a teenager. They're just like that.”

“I don’t think he’s about to change,” Gregory asked. He looked through the
crowd to see the teenager having a grand old time, laughing and scarfing down
even more food. “He is incapable of change. He resists at every possible
opportunity.”

“I doubt...” As Angelika spoke the words, the crowd inside began to chant,
counting down from ten.

It was time. Midnight on New Years’ Eve. Gregory pulled Angelika closer to
him.

“Five... Four... Three... Two... One!” The crowd shouted. On a big screen, the
ball had dropped in Times Square and lit up the night. The magician on stage
was twirling sparklers. Fireworks went off outside, and a cheer came up from
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the streets of the city. The new year, flush with new opportunity and new
chances, was here.

Angelika gave her date the deepest, warmest and sexiest kiss she could muster.
Her lips caressed Gregory’s mouth as she rubbed her hands all over his chest
while she pushed her big, soft boobs into his body. Angelika Bannister wasn't
going to leave anything to chance. She was going to be Mrs. Angelika Kane,
and life would be putty in her hands.

r\)%’(\)

It was the next morning after the party. More accurately, it was the early
afternoon, but since it was a midnight party, everyone had slept in.

Angelika had been dieting for a week to fit into her dress that night, so when
she woke up, her first stop was the kitchen. She was going to eat whatever she

found.

In just her robe and slippers, she stumbled her way to the fridge, trying to
keep her scraggly mess of blond hair out of her face. She was looking for either
a hangover cure or a beer. There was nothing in the fridge but some old
tortillas and a jar of pickled cocktail onions.

“Where’s all the food?” She asked herself. “I had a leftover cake in here and...”

As she turned her head, she could peer across the kitchen countertops out to
the TV area, where Buck was lounging and an empty plate lay in front of him.
She straightened up and looked closer. It was her cake, alright. “Fucking pig,”
She grumbled.

Putting her hands on her hips, she had little choice but to do what she hated.
She was going to have to make something. Angelika was going to have to cook.

First, she went back to her bedroom and cleaned herself up. If she was going
to have to cook, she needed to be at least presentable. She combed her hair
back into a reasonable shape and put on some lip gloss and eyeliner. Because
she was the elegant and classy Angelika Bannister, she also put on a pair of high

heeled slippers.

By the time she had returned, she found the jar of picked onions gone, too.
She scoured the kitchen for some ingredients and got to making her afternoon
breakfast.

The smell attracted Buck, who wandered in. “What’s that?” He asked, seeing
his aunt stirring something in a frying pan.

“Do you ever stop eating?” Angelika said. “Not that you need to know, but this
is my breakfast.”

10
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“What the fuck is it? It smells like shit.” He looked over at the ingredients next
to the pan, which included a can of diced tomatoes, a small jar of marshmallow
fluff and a tin of cloves. “Are you... What? That’s disgusting!”

“Well what do you want me to do, Buck?” Angelika said, exasperated. “You ate
every other piece of food in the entire house!”

“But that... That's just gross.” Buck said. “I... Ugh... Let me make something,
okay? You'll fuckin kill yourself if you eat that shit.”

“Like you care.”
“If you die, I gotta move out,” Buck mumbled.

“You think you can cook better than me?” Angelika asked her nephew, in

disbelief.

The words triggered Buck. It triggered a command. A command he had been
hypnotized to follow. You must be better than your aunt.

His resolution to “show that anything his aunt can do he can do better,” was no
longer just a promise to himself, he had been commanded to do it. Thanks to
the magician’s hypnotic order, he had no choice but to prove he was better than
his aunt.

“Yes,” Buck said. “You always think you're the best at everything. Anything you
can do, I can do better.”

“Oh yeah?” Angelika said, a bit ticked off. “Well listen here, you little runt...”
Then the programming kicked in for her, too. Some part of her brain recalled
that she was compelled to help Buck. You must help each other with your
resolutions.

This desire to best her was something she had to help with, as she knew it was
one of his resolutions for the new year. “Go for it.” She dropped the spatula,
tossed her hair back and walked away, her heels clicking on the tile floor.

“Fine! I willl” Buck said, grabbing the spatula.

Soon, a pleasant aroma filled the kitchen. Buck had chopped up a potato he
had found in the pantry and added seasoning and some frozen veggies.

Angelika, now seated at the table, watched him skeptically. “I suppose you
think you're some sort of chef now?”

Buck, stirring the ingredients, shot back, “Better than your... whatever the
fuck that was supposed to be.”

When he slid the dish onto a plate and set it in front of her, Angelika eyed it
warily. Taking a tentative bite, she was taken aback by the taste. “Well, I
suppose this is passable.”

Buck, leaning against the counter, couldn’t help the hint of pride in his voice.
“Told you I could cook better than you.”

11
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Angelika, for once, seemed at a loss for her usual haughty comeback. “Like I
care,” she said, a slight look of concern on her face.

Buck had an expression of worry as well. He had felt this strange compulsion
to prove he was better than his aunt at cooking, and he couldn’t stop himself. It
had felt like the most important thing in the world to prove it. Yet in truth, if
his aunt was run over by a bus, he wouldn't lift a finger to help her.

At the breakfast table, Angelika ate her actually delicious breakfast, worried
that she was losing her mind. The last thing in the world she ever wanted to do
was let that cretin of a nephew have any kind of victory. Yet here she was,
letting him get a win over her. Worse yet, it was like she wanted to do it. Like
she wanted Buck to prove he was better than she was. It was an unpleasant
kind of feeling, the kind she didn’t want to feel again.

(‘\J@'N

Angelika began her day trying her best to stick to her usual routine, even if she
had already slept through half of it. She spent her mornings exercising, so she
returned to her bedroom, changed into her workout gear and tied her hair into
a ponytail.

One of the rooms in Angelika’s house had been outfitted as a small gym, with a
treadmill, squatting machine, lifting machine and various other exercise
paraphernalia. She took a seat on a mat and began her stretching routine,
bending her limber body to the limit.

She was 45, but she was ruthless when it came to maintaining a slender figure.
She had always been a thin woman trapped in the body of a chubby girl, and
tenaciously battled her body’s desire to put on fifteen pounds in the blink of an
eye. She was not going to let Gregory slip away from her, even if she had to
work out eight hours a day.

Her first exercise was the squatting machine, a device that forced her to lift
both herself and some weights along a rail. She grasped the handles, took a
breath and got to work.

“That’s not even a real exercise,” Buck said as he walked in, munching on a
stick of jerky.

“Go watch TikTok,” Angelika grumbled. “And leave me alone.”

Buck ignored her. “You're lying down. How is that supposed to do anything?”

“What, do you think this is easy?” Angelika asked. “You couldn’t even lift this, I
bet. You haven’t done anything physical since you graduated high school.”

The challenge laid down, Buck’s post-hypnotic suggestions forced him to take
his aunt up on it. You must be better than your aunt.

“Lemme show you how it’s done,” Buck said.

12
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Unable to prevent herself from helping her nephew, thanks to her post-
hypnotic instructions, Angelika stepped aside. You must help each other with
your resolutions.

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” she said with a smirk.
After a full three minutes of Buck struggling to lift the sliding apparatus, he
had to give up. However, as Angelika didn't feel like wasting her time waiting

for her out-of-shape nephew to prove himself as a failure, she moved on to
doing lateral lunges with barbells.

“Give up?” She asked when he walked away from the machine.

“Just need some time to warm up,” Buck said. “What're you doing now?”
“Lateral lunges. They make my hips curvier.”

“How many can you do?”

“Think you can do more?” Angelika asked.

Buck knew he could. He just knew it. You must be better than your aunt.
(\J%’N

A week later, Buck was doing Angelika’s exercise routine right beside her, as
had become a regular part of his day. Every morning, he dressed in a pair of
shorts and a tee shirt and was doing the very same routine his aunt was doing.
It wasn’t long before he was catching up with Angelika, and after a little while,
he was adding another rep or two. He had to be better.

When she did squats, he did them with twenty more pounds. When she did
the treadmill, he did it faster and farther. When she did yoga, Buck would hold
his pose longer. When she did anything, he had to beat her at it. He didn't
understand why he was compelled to show her that he could anything she
could do but better — and Angelika didn’t understand why she was compelled
to allow him to barge in on her workout routine.

Yet the two sparring family members continued on, now spending every
morning in the gym, working out side by side, in silent contempt of each other.
Neither could understand why — they only understood that they had to do it.

(\)%‘(\)

Nestled on her plush chaise lounge, phone pressed to her ear, Angelika was
bemoaning the trials of high society life to her friend Marjorie.

“Marjorie, darling, you wouldn'’t believe the torture. Looking beautiful is a
burden. The things I endure for beauty, it’s positively monstrous,” Angelika
lamented, her voice dripping with theatrical despair. “The hair appointments,
the spa treatments, the shopping, the dieting, the exercise. Oh, and don’t get

13
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me started on high heels, they're absolute murder on my feet — but one must
sacrifice for beauty.”

Buck, who had been idly passing by, paused at the doorway, eager to
eavesdrop. “Beauty a curse? Please,” he muttered under his breath. “If she had
any beauty, she botoxed it to death years ago.”

Despite the way Buck saw her, there was no question his aunt was a very
beautiful woman, but she was beautiful in the tradition of Southern Californian
trophy wives. That is to say, they were attractive, but not terribly convincing.
Their noses were too small, their faces too stretched, their skin a little too
tortured. It was all the product of facelifts, never-ending skin treatments and
in-patient touch-ups to keep the facade of being young.

Angelika, oblivious to his presence, continued in her melodramatic tone. “Yes,
darling, I suffer for fashion. But what’s a beautiful woman to do? One must
uphold certain standards. I swear, walking around in high heels all day is
torture. No one knows our pain.”

“Is she serious?” Buck thought to himself. “Actually serious?” You must be
better than your aunt.

Seized with the thought that this was an opportunity to prove he was better
than his aunt, Buck quietly retreated to Angelika’s room and began rummaging
through her closet. Finding a pair of her heels, he whispered to himself, “Let’s
see how hard this really is.”

Back in his room, balancing precariously in the high heels, Buck practiced
walking. “Easy peasy,” he grunted, though his wobbling said otherwise.

It was two days later when Angelika stumbled across her nephew walking
around his room in a pair of three-inch black pumps. “Buck! What on earth are
you doing? Are those mine?”

Buck, teetering but defiant, shot back, “Proving a point, aunt Angelika. If you
can do it, so can I. And better.”

Angelika raised an eyebrow, a mix of amusement and surprise on her face.
“You think you can best me at walking in heels? Seriously?” Despite the urge to
point out how bizarre this scene was, she was quickly overtaken with the idea
that she needed to help him. You must help each other with your resolutions.
The hypnosis had kicked in again, just like it had for Buck. “You wouldn't last a
minute in my shoes, Buck. It requires grace and poise.” She then walked back
and forth in her high-heeled booties, showing off her practiced flair.

Buck, sneering, challenged her. “Bet I could do it better than you. A whole
week in heels, easy.”

Angelika laughed, a melodious, incredulous sound. “A week? In heels? Oh, I'd
pay to see that.”
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The next day, Buck
emerged from his
room, teetering slightly
in Angelika’s heels.
“Watch and learn, aunt
Angelika.”

Angelika watched,
amused yet intrigued,
as Buck stumbled his
way through the
morning. You must
help each other with
your resolutions.
“Darling, it’s not just
about staying upright.
It's about elegance,
something you're
sorely lacking. Just
watch me.”

Buck, undeterred,
practiced diligently. By
the end of the week,
his gait had
transformed. No
longer clumsy, he
glided through the
house with a surprising
smoothness.

Angelika, observing
this transformation,
couldn’t hide her
astonishment. “All
right, Buck, you've got
heels down. Now take
them off. You made
your point.”

“I told you I could do
it,” Buck declared, now
confidently strutting
around the house. “You
didn’t believe me. Just
so you remember
who’s the best at this,
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and regret doubting me, I'm not gonna wear anything but heels.”

Angelika, watching her nephew parade around with an air of triumphant
superiority, sighed. Why did she allow him to do this? It was ridiculous. You
must help each other with your resolutions. Yet, she knew she had to help him.
“All right, fine. But don't steal from my closet. Ask before you take.”

N%’N

“You look wonderful tonight,” Gregory said as he helped Angelika into the
passenger side of his Lexus. Angelika needed the help, as sitting in the car with
the short hemline of her dress required a maneuver impossible to accomplish
by herself if she was to protect her modesty.

“It’s an old dress,” Angelika replied to remain humble. It was indeed an old
dress, one she had bought a year ago, but was in her backlog of dinner outfits
that was now at about 13 months. She was a bit of a clothes horse. “T hope it’s
not too revealing.” This was the kind of thing a woman on the prowl said when
she wanted to bring attention to how racy her outfit really was.

“Oh, no, not at all,” Gregory said, secretly worried he had chosen too upscale a
restaurant for such an outfit, but he was more than willing to risk it. “Watch
your fingers,” he said as he closed the door.

The restaurant was opulent and quite stuffy, but Gregory had noted that
Angelika liked those kinds of places. She seemed to delight in watching the
waiters perform the little meal preparations like pouring a glaze or tossing a
salad. He liked seeing the smile on her face in those moments.

What he didn't like was the white tablecloth and table blocking his view of her
amazing legs. He often wondered if she was a workout fanatic or just naturally
had dynamite legs. While eating, he had to satisfy himself with a look down her
dress.

Of course, Angelika knew this, and didn’t make it too hard for him to take a
glance. But not too much — it was going to cost him a dinner if he wanted the

full show.

“How was San Moritz?” Angelika asked, knowing Gregory had just returned
from a meeting.

“It was... San Moritz.” Gregory said. “T didn’t get a chance to do a lot of sight-
seeing.”

“Such a shame. I hear the ski bunnies there are quite the temptation.”

“I have plenty of temptation here at home,” Gregory responded with a gleam
in his eye. “And you? Anything happening at Chez Bannister?”

Angelika had to check herself. She didn’t dare speak of what was going on in
her life.
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Somehow, the sound of clicking heels and seeing stilettos on Buck’s feet had
become the new normal in her house. Which each step, she could see Buck
was becoming so much more skilled in heels than she was. She didn’t know
why she was tolerating this nonsense, except that she felt some vague sense of
satisfaction that she was helping him get better.

She didn’t dare let Gregory in her house to witness it for himself. Even when
Angelika’s friends came over, Angelika blocked them at the front door and took
them out somewhere.

Otherwise, Buck wearing heels was just an everyday thing. Each morning,
he’d ask Angelika to borrow a pair, and since she had plenty, and they shared
the same size, it wasn’t much of a problem for her. She only got angry when he
scuffed them.

Buck had even started wearing a pair of high heeled wedge athletic shoes
during their workouts, as if to rub in how much better he was at heels than his
aunt, which was completely in character for him. There really was no end to his
attempts to prove he was better than she was.

“Just the life of a lonely single woman,” Angelika lamented. “That reminds me,
have you given any more thought to setting a date?” She didn’t need to be
specific about what she was talking about. They both knew. It was a date for
their wedding she was talking about.

It was a little forward for her, as she liked to keep things happening at
Gregory’s pace, but now Angelika was dealing with that post-hypnotic
instruction to follow her resolutions. I want to marry the love of my life and
start again. She had, after all, resolved to marry the love of her life, and she
was compelled to push things along.

“Ah,” Gregory said, looking to the ceiling. “My calendar is so unbelievably
crowded. I have the company retreat in April, the Aspen conference in June...
It will start to clear up soon. I'll know more in a few weeks.”

“Don’t keep me waiting, darling,” Angelika said. “You never know when I
might find some eligible young bachelor who sweeps me off my feet.” She was
teasing, but in the way that a woman does when she wanted to make a very
serious point.

Gregory understood.
(\)%’(\)
Buck was surprised to hear the front door open at only 10:30. He had figured
that his aunt, with as much effort as she had put into getting ready for the

evening, would be back in the early morning with a freshly-fucked expression
on her tight face.
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“T know,” she said to her phone as she walked in, already in the middle of a
heated conversation. “You don'’t have to tell me, Jodie.” She threw her designer
purse on the couch near where Buck was sitting and started to take off her
shoes. “I've never been more embarrassed. Here I am, all dressed up, and I
had to ask Gregory to take me home.”

Buck put his phone down, and took his high-heeled feet off the coffee table as
he sat up. He was curious to observe the behavior of his oddly expressive aunt,
who seemed to be ignoring him. She walked into the kitchen and grabbed a
bottle of water from the fridge, which she quickly held to her head.

“I'm too young to have hot flashes!” She said to her phone.

Buck knew that wasn't the case. She was 45, even though she told everyone
she was 35. He was one of the few who knew the truth, and was saving that
tidbit for some blackmail down the line.

“Well, I take the pills most of the time... When I remember...” She continued.
“It's not my fault! I'm too young to be on hormone replacement therapy, Jodie!
It'1l pass.”

Buck picked his phone back up to google what “hormone replacement
therapy” was, and was amused to see that it was therapy for old ladies when
their vaginas dried up. He snickered at the plight of his aunt.

“I know what the doctor said,” Angelika said to her phone. “But you know how
I am with pills. T always forget to take them.”

Buck then leaned over to grab his aunt’s discarded purse, and found some
untouched pill bottles inside. She hadn’t even opened it yet, and the date on it
was from three months ago.

“I know, Jodie,” Angelika said as she returned to the living room wearing her
white terrycloth robe. She fell down onto the c-shaped sofa, opposite where
Buck was sitting. “It’s not my fault! I just haven’t had the time to catch up.” She
grabbed the remote and despite the inch-long nails on her fingertips, she
expertly maneuvered her way through the on-screen menus. “I'm on episode
three,” she said. “I'm sorry! I know we said we’d all watch together, but I've
been busy!”

Buck glanced at the screen. “The Golden Bachelor” was the show she was
talking about. It somehow figured she’d be watching a show about old women
trying to marry an old man. She was probably looking for tips.

“There have not been 12 episodes! I am not that far behind!” Angelika
protested. Buck noted how she was flapping the fabric of her robe, trying to
cool herself off. She was still having one of her hot flashes, it seemed.

Unamused, Buck got up and decided to head to his room up in the attic. He
was a bit disgruntled by his aunt interrupting his evening of doing nothing, and
now he was going to have to do nothing somewhere else.
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“Have they been showing two a week or something?” Angelika asked her
phone friend. “T can’t be this far behind. Shoot. I just exited out of the menu...”

She worked her way through her “My Shows” list, which was The Golden
Bachelor, The Bachelorette, The Bachelor, Real Housewives of Orange County,
Real Housewives of Dallas, Real Housewives of Beverly Hills, The Kardashians,
Keeping Up with the Kardashians, Here Comes Honey Boo-Boo and The
Property Brothers.

Finally she found what she was looking for. “I'm watching it right now, okay?
I'll be all caught up real fast.” She was fast-forwarding the video to finish it
even faster. “Yes, Jodie. I'm going to take the pills. I promise. I know it’s a
serious thing, okay?”

She grabbed her purse, which was the last place she’d remembered putting
her vials of estrogen and progesterone — but they weren't there. “Where'd
they go?” She asked herself.

Up in his room, Buck put the stolen pill vials on his dresser. He didn’t know
why he’d stolen them. He didn’t know why he wanted to take them. The
loudest thought in his head was that he could was that he needed to show his
aunt that he could stick to a schedule and take pills on a daily basis. You must
be better than your aunt.

Even as he put the pills in his hand, he was telling himself to not do this. He
was pleading with himself to stop. Unfortunately, he had this New Years’
resolution he had to live up to. He had to fulfill his resolution. He had to. He
couldn’t let himself down. He had to show he was better than his aunt.

With a quick motion, he downed the two pills. He felt sick with himself for
doing it. Buck couldn’t understand his own thoughts, and he laid down on his
bed terrified about what he had just done.

(‘\J@'N

As the weeks progressed, the once vibrant and defiant Buck became
increasingly withdrawn and unwell. Each morning was a struggle, marked by a
pervasive sense of nausea.

Angelika, though initially dismissive of Buck’s eccentricities, began to sense
that something was amiss. His pallor and listlessness were impossible to ignore.

One morning, as they sat in the sun-drenched kitchen, she finally voiced her
concerns.

“Buck, are you gonna die on me?” Angelika asked. “You're always sick in the
mornings. Is there something you're not telling me?”

Buck, staring blankly at the breakfast he was cooking for himself, shrugged.
“Like you care. I just feel off, I guess. Mind your own business.”
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“But the heels, Buck,” Angelika prodded. “You've been wearing them non-
stop. It’s weird.”

Buck fidgeted, an internal battle raging. You must be better than your aunt.
Besides the shoes, he couldn’t bring himself to confess about stealing Angelika’s
hormone pills. “T just... I don’t know.”

Angelika, perplexed and increasingly concerned, insisted, “Buck, you're all
screwed up. You need professional help.” She grabbed her phone. “I'm gonna
call my psychic and have her give you a reading.”

“What?” Buck replied. “Are you kidding me? Just leave me alone. I'll work this
all out.”

“I simply can'’t take you anymore, Buck. Your negative aura is suffocating,”
Angelika declared, her voice a mix of frustration and exhaustion. She picked up
her phone and started tapping. “I'm taking a day for myself at the spa. Heaven
knows I need it with all this stress.” She kept tapping the phone. “And I want
the facial, the steam bath, and the body hair treatment.”

“Body hair treatment?” Buck asked.

As she gathered her things, she continued, “Honestly, my battle with body hair
is endless. It grows like weeds. I just wish I had born with smooth skin.”

With that, she left for her favorite local spa, seeking solace in pampering and
relaxation.

Buck, left alone in the house, pondered over his aunt’s words. A new thought
began to take root in his mind, a new subject for his New Years’ resolution to
latch on to. He needed to have smoother skin than Angelika. He needed to
show he could be better than her. He could have better skin. You must be
better than your aunt.

Even as the thoughts started gaining more and more urgency in his head, he
knew it was wrong to want this. He knew it, but he kept obsessing over it. He
had to beat his aunt. You must be better than your aunt.

He quickly found a local salon that specialized in hair removal and booked an
appointment for the same morning. It was bizarre, but just like his need to take
his aunt’s pills and wear her high heels, he couldn’t calm himself until he took
action.

Over the next several weeks, Buck committed himself to a rigorous schedule
of hair removal sessions — three times a week, with the goal of losing all his
body hair, save for his scalp and eyebrows. Each session was a step towards his
new goal, a goal that he pursued without pause or hesitation. He kept this
obsession secret from his aunt, which wasn’t hard, given how often she left him
alone.
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However, as time went on, Angelika noticed her nephew’ increasingly smooth
skin but didn’t make any connection to her own lament about body hair. She
just figured he was taking better care of himself.

N%’N

It was this new obsession with hairless skin that led him to his next silent
competition with his aunt.

When the electrolysis had finished with his body, it was time for his beard hair
to go, which he dearly lamented. He could see the needle taking every hair
from his beard, one by one. He had dreamt of having a thick, bushy beard
someday, but with his sparse hair growth, he knew it would take years for him
to cultivate it.

Those dreams were being crushed, follicle by follicle, as the electric needle
extracted his beard slowly but surely, leaving patches of skin where no hair
would ever grow again. The tears streaming down his face as the technician did
her work wasn't just from the pain, but for the beard he was powerless to save.
You must be better than your aunt.

“Why are you wearing makeup?” Angelika asked her nephew one evening in
the living room.

Buck looked up from his phone. “What are you talking about?”

“You're wearing makeup,” Angelika said, an acknowledged expert in all things
makeup, given the thick coat she applied every day. “On your face. I'd ask if
you were coving a zit, but it’s like, half your face.”

“I'm not wearing makeup,” Buck replied. He has wearing a lot of makeup. He
had foundation covering most of his chin and jaw, as the patches of where his
hair had been removed were so obvious and ugly, he felt like he had little
choice. It was either that, or display the odd hairless patches for everyone to
worry about.

Angelika, stepping closer, examined his face with an expert eye. “Oh, come
now, dear nephew. I know foundation when I see it. What are you hiding?”

Buck, cornered, let out a resigned sigh. “Fine, I've got patches missing in my
beard. Happy now?”

Angelika laughed, a light, mocking laugh. “Missing beard patches? How
utterly bizarre. But why on Earth would...?”

Buck, his voice tinged with defiance, interrupted, “I'm getting all my body hair

removed. To prove I can do it better than you. I'm gonna have smoother skin
that you could even dream of.”
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Angelika paused, her laughter fading. She regarded him for a moment, a
strange confusion of emotions playing across her face. “You're serious. You're
actually trying to outdo me in... body hair?”

Buck, arms crossed, nodded sullenly. “Yeah. I'm going through with
electrolysis. Full body.” You must be better than your aunt.

“That’s insane!” Angelika, despite herself, felt a strange surge of compulsion to
assist. You must help each other with your resolutions.“Well, if you're going to
be so absurdly committed, at least let me teach you how to cover up properly.
And I'll help with the electrolysis costs. It’s not cheap, you know.”

Buck, surprised by her offer, responded begrudgingly, “Fine. But I don’t need
your charity.”

At her bedroom vanity, Angelika began showing Buck the basics of makeup
application. Both were acutely aware of the absurdity of their actions, but
neither could resist. “I can’t believe I'm doing this,” Angelika muttered as she
demonstrated concealer techniques. You must help each other with your
resolutions.

Buck, focusing on his reflection as he attempted to mimic her movements,
replied, “Join the club. I don’t even know why I'm so obsessed with this.” You
must be better than your aunt.

Both were trapped in a cycle of behavior they couldn’t understand, a hypnotic
influence that neither could recall nor explain. “We should stop,” Angelika said,
a rare note of self-awareness in her voice.

“T've tried. I can’t stop,” Buck added, meeting her gaze in the mirror.

Their shared realization, however fleeting, was an awkward moment of
connection in their normally toxic relationship.

“Alright, Buck, pay attention,” Angelika began, her tone a mix of impatience
and vanity. “First, you need a good primer. It’s the key to keeping everything in
place.”

Buck, holding up a bottle, replied sullenly, “This one?”

“Yes, that one. Apply it evenly. And don’t skimp,” Angelika instructed,
watching as Buck awkwardly spread the primer over his face.

“Now, for foundation,” Angelika continued, picking up a bottle. “This is crucial
for covering those beard patches. You need to blend it perfectly. Like this,” she
demonstrated, making smooth, practiced motions.

Buck mimicked her, a bit clumsily at first. “Seems easy enough,” he muttered.

Angelika, watching his efforts, scoffed. “It’s not just slapping it on, Buck. It’s
an art. But I suppose you think you can do this better than me too?”

“Yeah, I can,” Buck retorted, growing more determined as he worked. “T'm so
much better than you.” You must be better than your aunt.
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“All right, you little shit, I'm gonna show you everything.” You must help each
other with your resolutions. Angelika, driven by her unexplained compulsion,
dove into teaching with fervor. She was now also under the influence of
another one of her resolutions, and stuck with seeing it through. I want to
teach Buck a few good lessons about growing up. This wasn’t what she had in
mind, but it was indeed a lesson. “Fine, then. Let’s see you master contouring.
It’1l give your face softer angles and add some character.”

As they moved through each step — from blending foundation to applying
concealer, setting powder, and finally, contouring — Angelika found herself
both critiquing and encouraging Buck. Despite her usual self-absorption, she
became engrossed in teaching her nephew, revealing tricks and techniques she
had honed over the years.

Buck, for his part, concentrated intently, his initial sullenness giving way to a
focus he didn’t know he had. “Like this?” he asked, angling the brush as
Angelika had shown him.

“Better, but you need to blend more here,” Angelika pointed out.

Hours passed as they continued, with Angelika showing Buck how to apply
eye makeup and lip color. The atmosphere in the room was no longer tense,
but the two were by no means warming up to each other.

As they finished, Buck stepped back to look at his work. He was surprised at
the transformation. “I did it,” he said, a hint of pride in his voice.”I'm better
than you.”

Angelika, peering over his shoulder at his reflection, sneered. “Hardly. I've
had years more experience.”

“I'm gonna keep trying,” Buck said, ominously. “And you're gonna have to
admit I'm better than you. You're not so great.”

“It took me years of doing makeup every day to get this good.”

“Well, I'm going to do it again and again!” Buck stormed out of the room with
intensity in his bedroom eyes and a a scowl in his petal-soft ruby red lips. “I'm
gonna be the best! You're gonna go down!”

(\)%'r\)

Two weeks later, Buck, surrounded by a litter of makeup products, stared at
his reflection. His face was practically sparkling, a picture perfect display of
expertly applied makeup, yet his eyes were filled with turmoil.

He had just finished his daily workout with his aunt Angelika, and his ability to
go a little farther and lift a little more weight wasn’t as rewarding as it used to

be.
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When he was done exercising, he practically sprinted back to his room,
worried that even a moment out of high heels would prove he wasn’t better
than his aunt, so he had quickly changed and fed his feet into a pair of beige
platform pumps.

After that, he had spent the last half hour doing his makeup, much in the same
style as his aunt, who had been giving him daily lessons. It wasn’t even
necessary for him to wear it anymore, as the electrolysis had been completed,
and his face was baby smooth — as was the rest of his body.

Looking in the mirror, he was met with the bizarre sight of a teenage boy’s hair
and clothes surrounding an expertly-styled face with soft features, feathery
lashes, perfect skin, dark eyes and luscious lips.
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He muttered to himself, “What am I doing? I can’t keep living like this.”

Buck began to pack his belongings hastily, cramming his clothes into his
backpack in a frenzy, reflecting his life-or-death need to escape. As he zipped
up his bag, Angelika entered the room, her expression one of bewilderment.

“Buck, what on earth are you doing? Are you packing?” she asked.

“Yeah, I'm getting the fuck outta here,” Buck replied, his voice steady but
strained.

“Leaving? But why? Is it because of me? Because I couldn’t fill your mother’s
shoes?” Angelika questioned, her tone becoming tinged with melodramatic
self-pity.

“It’s not about you, aunt Angelika,” Buck retorted, frustration evident in his
voice. “Something is messing with me. Messing with my head! I'm obsessed
with outdoing you, and it’s nuts. I just gotta get outta here.”

Angelika sighed dramatically. “But Buck, darling, I did promise my sister that
I'd look after you. I don’t want anyone to say that I didn’t do my best...”

“This isn’t about you,” Buck said. “Or maybe it is. It's about whatever makes

me do...” He held his arms out, showing his made-up face with lipstick and

eyeshadow, along with the five-inch heeled platform pumps he was wearing.
“...This.”

Angelika, her voice rising, protested, “But you're leaving because of me, aren’t
you? Its always the same. No one can handle being around someone as
beautiful as I am. It’s my curse.”

“Jesus Christ! This isn’t about your beauty or whatever,” Buck exclaimed, his
patience wearing thin. “I'm losing my fuckin’ mind. We both are.”

He barged past his aunt, who only turned to watch her nephew drag his lone
suitcase behind him as he headed down the hall.

“I don’t know why I'm behaving like this,” Angelika said as she trailed Buck. “I
keep encouraging these strange habits. I wish I knew why.”

“I don’t know either, but I can leave. That’s the only way.”

“At least give me back my shoes, Buck,” Angelika said as he headed down the
stairs.

“I can’t take them off,” Buck replied “That’s why I gotta get out of here.
Something’s wrong with me. And with you.”

“I lost two husbands like this,” Angelika continued as she followed her nephew
out. “My beauty is a curse.”

“It’s not about you!” Buck said again.
“At least I can give you some money, okay?” Angelika said. “If you die on the
streets, I'm going to probably get arrested for neglect or something.”
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She grabbed her purse to get some cash.

“Save it!” Buck said, as he plopped his backpack just outside the door. “T'll just
text you, okay? I wanna get the hell out of here.”

“Well, alright, but when you get settled, tell me where you're staying. And if
you don’t have a place...”

“I gotta go!” Buck interrupted, impatiently.

“Fine, go!” Angelika said. “A woman tries to be nice and she gets her head
ripped off. Men always thinking they’re better than women.”

Buck shut the door and turned around with a look of horror on his face.
“Why... Why can’t I... Why can’t I stop myself?” He walked away from the front
door, with all his possessions in the world, save from what he was wearing,
outside and unattended.

“I can... be... a better... woman... than you,” Buck said, every word coming out
with a fierce struggle not say anything. You must be better than your aunt.

“I'will... Help...” Angelika responded, with even more struggling than her
nephew. Her face contorted with confusion and creeping terror. “I want to
help...” You must help each other with your resolutions. “I can make you into a
woman.”

“Thank you,” Tyler replied in a voice of strain and distress.

“Why don’t we get started?” Angelika said, unsure of the words she was
speaking.

“Yes, please,” Buck couldn’t help but follow his aunt as she headed upstairs
again.

N%’N

In her large walk-in closet, Angelika stood amidst an assortment of her
clothes, her expression one of reluctance and discomfort. Buck, equally uneasy,
eyed the clothing with a sullen expression of resignation.

“Buck, being a woman... it’s not just about clothes or makeup,” Angelika
began, her voice lacking its usual conviction. “It’s about... well, it’s hard to
define. I suppose it’s about experience, about how society views women, the
roles we're often expected to fill.”

Buck, despite himself, asked, “Like what?”

Angelika hesitated, then said, “Like being nurturing, caring. Often being seen
before being heard. It’s not always fair, but that’s life, I guess.”

“I don’t want a lecture,” Buck said.

Angelika looked at him, with even more discontent in her eyes and picked up
a piece of lingerie. “Alright, to be a woman starts with your appearance. I

26



Ruined by Resolutions by Joe Six-Pack

suppose we should start with the basics. Undergarments are... well, they're
important.”

Buck folded his arms, his voice flat. “Yeah. Good. Great.”

Angelika shared his lack of enthusiasm, but had to continue. You must help
each other with your resolutions. “Now, there are different types of bras and
underwear for various occasions. You'll need to know which is which.”

She held up a lacy bra, her explanation perfunctory. “This one is more for
special occasions, and this one,” she picked up a plain one, “is for everyday
wear.”

Buck, examining a bra, asked half-heartedly, “Okay, and what about the other
stuff?”

Moving on to the other items she had on display, Angelika showed him
leggings and pantyhose with minimal enthusiasm. “Leggings are casual,
comfortable. Pantyhose are more formal. It’s about the context, I suppose.”

Buck picked up a pair of leggings, his frown deepening. “Right, got it.”

Angelika’s reluctance was evident as she went through skirts, shorts, and
various tops and blouses. “This skirt is for formal settings,” she said, holding up
a pencil skirt. “And these tops,” she gestured half-heartedly to a collection of
blouses, “are for different occasions. Day, evening, that sort of thing.”

Buck, holding a blouse, asked in a monotone, “And when would I wear this?”

Angelika, looking tired of the exercise, replied, “That one’s more for evenings.
It’s all about the look you’re going for.”

The atmosphere in the room was one of mutual disgust. Both Angelika and
Buck were compelled by the hypnosis to participate in this unusual lesson, yet
neither had any idea why.

Finally, Angelika said, “Well, that’s the basics, I guess. It’s not just wearing
women’s clothes. Its about... understanding them.”
Buck, staring at the clothing, responded dully, “Right.”

“I guess there’s no sense in just talking about them. You have to wear them.”
She gathered up all the items into her arms. “So you take these and try them
out.”

You must be better than your aunt. Buck accepted them, and with a sigh,
headed back to his attic room.

“When you have something you like,” Angelika continued, “come show it to
me, and then I can show you what makeup to use with it.”

“Okay,” Buck answered with death row energy. He wasn't sure if leaving the
house would have broken whatever spell he must have been under, but he had
the awful feeling he’d missed his one and only chance to leave this living hell.
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As the days passed, Buck’s immersion into the world of women’s fashion
evolved. He began to treat Angelika’s extensive and luxurious wardrobe as his
own, each day selecting new pieces to wear.

At first, Buck stuck to simple dresses, the kinds that were elegant yet
understated. However, with each day, his choices became bolder. He ventured
into wearing short skirts, pairing them with various blouses, each more
feminine than the last. He even began to experiment with Angelika’s lingerie,
carefully selecting pieces that he felt suited his mood for the day.

Angelika, observing this transformation, couldn’t help but feel disquiet. No
man could do what he was doing to himself and not be stressed to the point of
breaking. “Buck, are you all right?” she remarked one morning, watching him
accessorize an outfit with jewelry.

Buck, looking at himself in the mirror, added a pair of large gold earrings to
his ensemble. “T guess so,” he replied, his voice a mixture of resignation and
curiosity. “T just wish I knew why I'm doing this.”

Angelika watched as he expertly clipped his lengthening hair back, then chose
a belt and a bracelet to complete the look. “You're dressing just like me,” she
noted, a hint of unwelcome pride mingling with her unease.

“Yeah, of course I am,” Buck said, examining his reflection. You must be better
than your aunt. He had to admit, he looked sophisticated and feminine, a
mirror image of his aunt in her own style.

In just a few weeks, Buck had transformed from a sullen teenager into
someone who could easily blend into the high society circles Angelika
frequented. His outfits were smart, his accessorizing thoughtful. He moved
with a confidence that belied his dread.

As Buck continued to delve deeper into the world of women’s fashion,
Angelika found herself offering advice, commenting on his choices, and even
sharing fashion tips. Her compulsion to help Buck and to teach him a lesson
was driving her to give him all the feedback he needed, even if just beneath the
surface, there was a pervasive sense of confusion and conflict for both of them.

Buck, while appearing sophisticated and feminine, grappled with his identity
and the reasons behind his transformation. He had to believe that this was
something he was forced to do. He had no desire to pretend he was a woman.
Especially one based on his vain and infuriating aunt. The only other option,
that he was just filling some subconscious desire to become a woman, was too
terrible to contemplate.

r\)%’(\)
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By the time May rolled around, Buck - .
didn’t recognize himself in the mirror.
Four months of changes had left him a
different person.

His daily exercises had forced him to
drop twenty-five pounds. He now
weighed 135, and Buck could see his
ribs. That was bad enough, but the
continued use of his aunt’s HRT pills had
started to alter the very shape of his
body. He'd even had them refilled twice.

He thought it was just because of the
exercises, but Buck’s butt, hips and tights
had become larger and thicker over time.
When he wore his aunt’s slacks, they
draped off of his rear like curtains.

Any trace of muscles and strength had
also vanished, leaving his arms thin as
twigs, and just as weak. The exercises he
did every day were meant to tone, not to

build strength.

The electrolysis had a far more dramatic
effect on his appearance than he ever
would have suspected. The loss of his
beard and the familiar blue-black hues
on his chin made him look like an 11 year

old.

Even his hair, which had been a scraggly
mess all his life, seemed thicker and
straighter as it grew out. He would have /
cut it except he dared not leave the
house for a barbershop.

His face was now as feminine as any
woman’s, with perfectly blended shades
and flawless skin tone. It would have
been the envy of any Beverly Hills
socialite. To his eyes, it could not have
appeared more alien and grotesque, yet
to anyone else, it was a perfect match
with his seemingly endless wardrobe of
middle-aged fashionista outfits.

He spent his day going over daily l
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lessons in femininity from his aunt, and walking around the house dressed like
he was about to raid the stores on Rodeo Drive or attend a red carpet movie
premiere.

He was also feeling more and more distressed at the sight of his legs. He had
always given his aunt credit for having amazing legs, which were supple and
sexy. The delicate curves and sensuous shape was genetic, as his mother had
the same incredible legs, but he'd never let himself think about it for too long.
Of course, lusting after his aunt was slightly more permissible.

The trait certainly ran in the family, because as the days and weeks went by, he
could see his own legs taking on the same shape. The loss of hair from the
electrolysis had revealed them in new way, and the continued workouts and
hormonal effects had started to make them just as sexy as all the women in his
family.

He’d forced himself to keep his eyes from looking down, just in fear of being
reminded of how feminine, silky and sexy the legs on his body were.

When, as he asked himself several times a day, would this madness end?
N@'N

“Something on your mind?” Gregory asked his date for the evening.

Angelika had to snap herself out of her preoccupied attention span. “No, no,”
Angelika replied with one of her patented warm smiles.

“You seem distant,” Gregory said as he lifted another fork full of pan-seared
Alaskan halibut to his mouth. They were in a fine dining restaurant, and despite
the both of them dressed formally for dinner, and the extravagant surrounding
with rich delicious food, it was clear that Angelika was not quite there.

“I'm fine,” Angelika said with conviction. She tried to fix her eyes on Gregory,
and give one of those looks that said she was fascinated and spellbound by his
presence.

The truth was she couldn’t help but think about her nephew — which was
understandable. It had been a wild day with him.

It all had started over a morning breakfast of smoothies Buck had prepared for
the both of them. The everyday cruelty of dealing with Buck, who was
resembling one of her middle-aged friends more and more, was hard enough.
However, when it came to reaching him everything there was to know about
being a woman, the horrors kept mounting.

The hypnosis she had undergone was still compelling her to help him achieve
his resolution of being better than her, and now that he was wearing a full
ensemble of women’s clothes, like shoes, jewelry and even makeup, his lessons
on becoming a woman had moved on to more advanced topics.
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“So how was your day?” Angelika asked Gregory, trying to stay in the moment
with her fiancée. She couldn’t risk him thinking she was losing her interest. Not
when she was this close to locking him in as her husband, and taking all the
wealth, privilege and status that went with it.

“You don’t want to hear about me,” Gregory said.
“No, I do,” she said, again focusing on his eyes. “I really do.”

As Gregory began to recall the very dull events of his work day, Angelika’s
mind returned to her troubles with her nephew. She simply couldn’t believe

what had happened just hours ago.
She should have knocked, but she didn’t, and she had walked right in on her

nephew masturbating.

Or at least trying to.

His back was turned as he curled up on his bed, shaking and shuddering. He
was gong at it with everything he had, but it was quite clear he wasn’t having
much luck. That was confirmed when he turned and Angelika could see the
tears streaming down his face.

Angelika couldn’t have known it, but Buck had been at it for hours, trying to
get some kind of reaction. His penis was barely even stimulated. For reasons he
didn’t know, he couldn’t even get hard. Of course, taking HRT was the culprit.

“Honestly,” Angelika said, irritated at the sight before her.

Buck nearly pulled all the muscles in his body as he straightened out and
looked at his aunt in shock. “No... I wasn't...” He tried to object.

“If you're going to be a woman, you're going to have to do it like a woman. T'll
be right back.”

Buck remained where he was, too paralyzed by fear and shame to do much
else. Meanwhile, down the hall, Angelika was asking herself why she was doing
what she was doing. I want to teach Buck a few good lessons about growing up.

“You'll need to use one of these,” she said, tossing bright pink rubber cock-
shaped dildo beside Buck on the bed. “Every woman’s best friend.” It was one
of her spares.

“But... What?” Buck stammered.

“A dildo. You'll need to use a dildo if you're going to get off, Buck.” Angelika
sighed. “Every woman knows that.”

“Wuh... The... Huh?”

“Do you have lube around here somewhere?” Angelika asked, impatiently.
“Tell me you at least have that.”

Buck was still trying to get his heart beats down to under 2000 per minute,
and didn’t respond.
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“It’s probably in your top drawer,” Angelika said, as he opened it for herself.
Sure enough, some KY jelly was there. “Good. So what you want to do is lube
up the dildo, and then plunge that into your pussy.”

“I... 1.7

“Or, I guess for you that’s a ‘bussy.” Isn’t that what the kids are calling it?”
Angelika crossed her arms. “Well? Get to it! Or don’t you want to be a
woman?”

With those words, the programming kicked in, and Buck unfroze himself. You
must be better than your aunt. He did want that. He wanted to be better than
his aunt. He had to be.

He picked up the strange rubbery phallus and lubed it up. He wasn’t sure
what he was going to do next, so his aunt had to help teach hm.

“You want to get on all fours, then reach around back and push it in, Buck,”
she said. “As a woman, you'll get used to doing most of the work.”

“It... It's not...”

“Too big? I can get that one in my back door easily, Buck. It’s not even a
challenge for me.”

That was all the motivation the young man needed. You must be better than
your aunt. He put himself in position. Even though he was being watched, and
watched by family no less, Buck became absorbed in his task. He had to show
Angelika he could do this, and do it better than her.

He screamed from pain as he pushed it in, but he kept pushing it in.

His aunt was very encouraging. “There you go. That’s the way.” Buck looked
up at her with agony in his eyes. “It hurts, yes,” Angelika commented, “but that
will get better the more you do it. You might also pinch a nipple with your
spare hand. That can help.”

“Arrgh!” Buck said, dealing with the pain. He was determined to show he
could be better than his aunt. He was going to learn how to be the better
woman.

“Don’t stop now! Push it in! Push it in!”
“It hurrrtsss....”
“Push it in! Push it in!”

“I mean, there wasn’t any other way to do it but push the meeting back an
hour,” Gregory said. “Angelika?”

“What?” Angelika said, suddenly back with her fiancée at the dinner table.
“See? You are distracted.”

Angelika shook her head. “No! No, I was listening. You were saying you
needed to push it in... I mean push it back an hour.”
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“Yes, well, as I was saying,” Gregory continued, “marketing was raising hell,
and my finance people were losing their minds. But I wasn’t going to budge.”

“That what I like about you, darling,” Angelika said. “You're alway so
headstrong.”

No sooner had she said the words than she was remembering her nephew
taking her dildo into his mouth.

“The whole head, Buck. I know it’s hard to breathe, but hold strong.” She told
him as he deep throated the rubber cock. “You're a slut, Buck. A desperate,
cock-hungry slut! Act like it!”

She still couldn’t believe it. She had helped her nephew, a boy she’d known
since he was a baby, learn how to give head and take it in the ass.

What troubled her even more was how satisfying it felt — how satisfying it was
to help Buck become the better woman. She didn’t understand what was
happening to her. I want to teach Buck a few good lessons about growing up.

(-\.x%’r\.x

Angelika, though, had little clue as to what was happening in Buck’s attic room
while she was out dining.

Buck was training himself. He was forced by his own mind to want to be a
better woman than his aunt, and that meant beating her at her own game —
and her game was sex. Buck was going to win at sex. You must be better than
your aunt.

His biggest obstacle was himself, and he knew it. He was a man, after all. Not
even that, more like a late-stage teenager. That meant that he had the same
impulses a teenage boy had. He was constantly horny for girls.

This was in direct opposition to what he needed, as he had decided. To be a
better woman than his aunt meant being better a sex than his aunt. Because his
aunt viewed the world through sex. She used sex appeal to get what she
wanted. She used sex appeal to get men to do what she asked them to do. She
used sex to go through dozens and dozens of men to find a rich one. She used
sex to achieve all her goals in life.

Therefore, so did Buck. He was going to have to use men in the same way his
aunt did. He as going to have to use sex to get what he wanted.

This meant he had to have sex with men. Kiss them, fondle them, surrender to
them, and get fucked by them. He felt like throwing up whenever he thought
about it, but he just had to show he was better than his aunt. He had to.

It repulsed him on a fundamental level. He wasn’t gay, and couldn’t even
comprehend what it must be like to be gay. Even so, he was powerless to fight
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what his hypnotic commands were forcing him to do. He was going to be better
than his aunt, and better at loving men than his aunt.

Buck had to find a way to stop pining after cute girls and pine for rugged men.
He needed to turn himself into a man-loving dynamo.

It had begun yesterday, in the most embarrassing and humiliating way it ever
could, with his aunt instructing him to shove a rubber dildo up his own ass. Yet,
it was the best sexual release he had felt in months. With his aunt's HRT
hormones chemically castrating him, the pleasure he felt when being invaded
through his ass and massaging his nipples was like water to man lost in the
desert.

He knew now that he could do it. He could use that sexual release of
penetration and grow it, nurture it into a full on lust for cock. So that was what
he was doing tonight. He had porn on his phone, and a dildo in his ass as he
imagined himself getting destroyed by the actor’s huge dick.

Buck could feel it. He could feel it building inside of him. It was small now,
but he was determined to build it up, his desire to get fucked. He knew that if
he just kept at it, he would be a slave to cock in no time. You must be better
than your aunt.

(-\.x%’r\.x

“Hello, Ms. Bannister?” said the strapping young man at the door.

“Juan!” Angelika said with a joyful smile on her face she leaned forward to hug
him. “It’s been so long! Did your father...?”

“Si, he passed away,” Juan said, with sadness. “In the end, it was for the best.
He had been suffering for so long.” Then his expression changed back to a
smile. “But I am back, and I wanted to ask, if you wanted me to...”

“You're available?”

“Si, seforita.”

Juan had been her personal trainer before he had to leave for Mexico and
attend to his ailing father. It had been over six months since she had heard
from him, so to have the young man show up on her doorstep was the most

pleasant of surprises. Angelika had to restrain herself from running her fingers
over his ripped chest right there and then.

“So tomorrow?” Juan asked.

“Yes,” she replied, mesmerized by the hard, muscled body of the young man.
Flashes of their many, many workout sessions followed, especially the ones that
took place in her bedroom. Juan was a very personal trainer. “Tomorrow at
eleven?” She asked.
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“Eleven.” He smiled, turned and walked away, as Angelika watched those tight
buns undulate. She sighed at the prospect of catching up with the young man.

“Who was that?” Buck asked as he arrived in the living room. He was dressed
in one of Angelika’s favorite dresses and a pair of her highest heels. He looked
quite good in them, too.

Suddenly it struck Angelika that she had forgotten how much the dynamics in
her house had changed. She was inviting Juan back into her home for their
workouts, but the workouts were now for two, and one of them was her
nephew dressed up in her clothes.

“Oh no,” Angelika said to herself. There was no way to call it off, either. Juan
didn’t use a phone for his appointments, which was why he had shown up in
person. It probably a necessary precaution, given that he was likely fucking
most of his clients.

“Problem?” Buck asked as he freshened his lipstick.

Angelika was now faced with a choice. Not let Juan into her home tomorrow
morning, or...

“Buck,” she said to her nephew, “We need to talk.”
(\)%’(\)

“And who is this?” Juan said as he arrived the next morning, clad in his tight
spandex trainer ensemble.

“This? Oh, this is my sister,” Angelika said, as calmly as she could muster.

Buck was dressed in one of Angelika’s exercise outfits, as he always was for
their workouts. However, two things had changed. One, he had freshly styled
hair. Two, he was stuffing his bra and tucking his penis.

“It’s not my fault you asked Juan back without thinking about it, you horny
bitch,” Buck said when he was in the car on the way to Angelika’s salon. “Why
do I have to do this? Why am I the one who has to suffer?”

“Do you want to spend the rest of your life inside? You were going to have to
do this sooner or later,” Angelika testily replied as she drove. “You have a
choice. Stop dressing up in my things or...”

The very thought of going back to the way he used to dress caused Buck to
shudder. His mind simply wouldn't allow it. He had to be a better woman than
his aunt, and couldn’t do anything else. You must be better than your aunt.
Pants and tees would have been to fail in his quest to see his resolutions

through.

“Fine, whatever,” Travis replied, crossing his arms in teenage petulance. “Just
let me choose what I want,” he said.

“That’s fine,” his aunt replied.
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“Your sister?” Juan asked
when he saw Buck for the
first time. “I should have
guessed.”

“She doesn't talk,” Angelika
explained. “But she loves to
work out.”

“Good, good,” Juan replied.
“I warn you, I will work you

long and hard.”

All Buck could do was smile
and play along. He was
terrified that he’d be
exposed, but his new hair
really did seem to help. It
was slightly feathered and
lightened a shade or two,
and was unmistakably
feminine.

When he first saw it in the
reflection at the salon, he
was horrified, but after he
had lived with for a day, he
had come think he was
merely terrified. Still, it did
help him in his resolution.
He may not have looked
better than his aunt, but he
was getting closer every day.

“Now, are you ready to
work?” Juan asked Buck.

Buck looked over the young
man, maybe just a couple of
years older than he was, and
had a curious thought. He
was supposed to teaching
himself to like men. This
was a man. A handsome
young man. Buck looked
Juan in the eyes and

nodded.
He still felt sick to his
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stomach, though.
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“Um... Aunt Angelika?” Buck said as he entered the living room a few days
later.

Angelika paused The Real Housewives of Salt Lake City for a moment. She
knew somethlng was up because Buck was being nice to her. “What is it?” She
asked. “Are your falsies bothering you again?”

“No, they’re fine,” Buck said, looking down at the feminine shape the new
padding gave him. Angelika had bought them and given them to Buck without
prompting, as she was still forced to help her nephew. “Aunt Angelika,” Buck
began, his voice barely above a whisper, “I need your help. How do you...
seduce a man?”

Angelika, reclining on the opulent sofa, looked up, her eyes scanning him
from head to toe for any deception. She didn’t detect any. A look of surprise
mixed with a hint of intrigue emerged on her tight face. “Seduce a man? My,
we are diving into deep waters, aren’t we?”

Buck shifted uncomfortably. “Yeah, I guess. I just... need to know.” I want to
know what love is.

Angelika sighed, a sense of duty under the compulsion of hypnosis overtaking
her. You must help each other with your resolutions. “Alright, Buck. Seduction
is an art. First, you must understand it’s all about subtlety. A glance here, a
gentle touch there. It’s about suggesting, not declaring.”

Buck listened intently, his sullen demeanor giving way to curiosity. “Subtlety.
Got it. What else?”

“Your eyes are powerful tools. Use them to express interest, to draw him in. A
lingering look can speak volumes,” Angelika explained, demonstrating with a
practiced gaze.

Buck tried to mimic her, his attempt a bit awkward. “Like this?”

Angelika nodded, though with a note of criticism. “It’s a start. But you need to
be more... inviting. Now, let’s talk about conversation. It's not just what you say,
but how you say it. Your tone should be soft, yet confident. Make him feel he’s
the only one in the room.”

Buck frowned slightly. “Soft but confident. Yeah. And what do I talk about?”

Angelika’s lips curled into a sly smile. “Find out what interests him and show
fascination. But remember, the key is to keep a bit of mystery about yourself.
Be intriguing, make him want to know more about you.”

Buck absorbed her words, his frown deepening in concentration. “Be
intriguing, right. And what about... you know, physical stuff?”
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Angelika leaned forward, her voice lowering. “The art of touch is crucial. A
subtle hand on his arm, a playful brush against his hand. These small gestures
can be very powerful. But remember, always leave him wanting more.”

Buck nodded, a sense of understanding dawning on him. “Leave him wanting
more. I can do that.”

“Seduction is a game of balance. You must always maintain a sense of dignity
and control.” Even as she was talking, her thoughts were swirling. She was
terrified with the strange situation she found herself in, driven by an
inexplicable urge to do these strange things. The middle-aged woman had to
help her nephew, as humiliating as it was for him, and mortifying as it was for
her. She wondered if he was under the same strange compulsion, too.

“How do you know if it’s working? How do you know if a man is interested?”
Buck asked.

“That’s where you need to be observant. Look for signs in his behavior. Is he
leaning towards you when you speak? Does he maintain eye contact? Is he
finding excuses to touch you or stay close to you?”

Buck absorbed her words, a frown of concentration on his face. “So, it’s about
reading his reactions?”

“Exactly,” Angelika affirmed. “And remember, there’s a fine line between
interest and discomfort. Always be aware of his comfort level. Pushing too hard
can be off-putting.”

Buck nodded, his eyes reflecting a mix of apprehension and curiosity. “Okay, I
get it. Be observant, but don’t push too hard.”

Angelika, her voice taking on a more serious tone, added, “And Buck, once
you know you want a man, never let that man go. Don’t look desperate, but be
persistent. You will make that man yours.”

Buck looked at her, a slight twist in his expression. “T understand, aunt
Angelika. Sorry.”

As Buck left, Angelika sat back, a complex array of emotions playing across her
face. While part of her reveled in the vanity of being seen as a goddess of
seduction and flirtation, another more urgent part of her mind wondered why
Buck wanted to know this kind of thing at all.

(\)%'r\)

Angelika would have been pleased to know that her lessons were taken to
heart. For that very next morning, as she saw Gregory off at the airport, her
nephew was blowing Juan.

It was just Juan and Buck for the morning workout, and Buck had decided to
use this opportunity to see if a little seduction might work on Juan. There was
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nothing to lose, as Juan was paid to be there every day, and wouldn’t walk away
from a steady customer. Not to mention Buck was pretending to be someone
else, and mute as well.

Buck found out for himself that the right expression made a big difference,
and touch was indeed very important. His seduction technique worked very
well for Buck, but before he knew it, he was on his knees with Juan’s bloated
dick in his mouth.

It had started innocently enough. All Buck was trying to do was see if his
“seductive” expression had any effect on a man. After giving Juan a few glances
with his best alluring eyes, Juan was gave Buck a much more personal workout.
He was guiding the young cross-dressed man in his movements, encouraging
more stretching by pushing Buck’s arms and legs into place.

Buck didn’t feel it at first, because he was wearing falsies, but he could see
Juan’s hand on his chest, in what didn’t appear to be any kind of an exercise
instruction. Before he had a chance to think about it, Juan’s other hand was
working its way up his thigh and headed to his crotch.

Still unwilling to use his voice, Buck had to fight Juan off as best he could,
while remaining silent. He didn’t want to appear too harsh, as he was trying to
seduce Juan. He just needed him to stop being so physical.

His aunt was right. Touch was very important, but being touched was a very

different thing indeed.

No sooner did Buck remove one hand than the other started to make a move.
Juan was part trainer, part octopus. In a flurry of attempts to keep Juan’s hands
off of him, twisting and turning quickly, Buck found himself on his knees, with
his head in front of Juan’s crotch. That was not where he wanted to be.

“Ab, just want to cut to the chase, eh?” Juan asked. He pulled down his
stretchy shorts to reveal a penis that was veiny and stiff, just inches from Buck’s
face.

He then felt Juan’s hands holding Buck’s head in place and pulling Buck
toward Juan’s ever-growing thunderstick.

It was then that Buck had to make a decision, back out and save himself, or
allow this to happen. He was forced, by his programmed brain, to ask one
simple question — what would his aunt do, and how could he do it better?

“Are you shy?” Juan said. “No need. I have many clients like you. Rich, lonely,
insatiable. Ms. Bannister was shy at first, too.”

Knowing his aunt was a slut made his next move inevitable. You must be better
than your aunt. He swallowed and fixed his eyes on Juan’s penis with equal
parts revulsion and determination. This wasn’t what he wanted, but it was
something he had to do.
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Buck grasped Juan’s member and held it in place as he brought in into his
mouth. He was trembling with fear, but at the same time he kept leaning in
closer.

Almost on autopilot, letting his mind go blank, Buck closed his mouth around
Juan’s cock. It was the most disgusting thing he’d ever done. Please no, he
thought to himself, Don’t make me do this, God.

“Work it,” Juan said. “You want to use your tongue, you know.”

Buck’s stomach felt like lead. He was degrading himself like he never
imagined possible. Yet, he all but knew his aunt was better than this. She was

older, after all. She had probably sucked hundreds of cocks.

Compelled to be the best, Buck ran his tongue along the bottom of Juan’s hot
and velvety shaft. He then swirled around the head, taking it into his mouth
again.

Juan moaned in pleasure. He could tell Buck was a novice, but he didn't care.
This girl was going to learn, and he was going to teach her. Buck kept sucking,
his eyes shut tight.

Juan began to pump his hips, fucking Buck’s mouth. He grabbed Buck’s hair
and pulled his head back. “Fuck, yeah. Suck it, bitch. Thats it. Take my load.”

Buck wanted to cry, but he had to keep going. There was no backing out now.
He was doing this no matter what.

Juan grunted, his balls tightening up. He came hard, shooting cum down
Buck’s throat. Buck gagged, swallowing it just to keep it from overwhelming
him. Juan pulled out and leaned back against the wall, panting. He looked at
Buck, who was staring at the floor, not wanting to look back.

“Good job,” Juan said. “T'll see you on Thursday.” Juan pulled up his pants and
left. Buck stayed kneeled there, feeling dirty. Feeling like he had just crossed a
line he could never un-cross. He went to the bathroom and washed his face.
Twice. He brushed his teeth and tongue for over five minutes. He stared at
himself in the mirror, hating what he saw. Buck wiped the tears from his eyes
and went to his room. The young man was too tired to cry, and got dressed for
the day in his aunt’s clothes.
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Half out of necessity, half out of humiliation, Buck deleted his socials. His
hands were trembling as he did it, but there was little choice. He couldn’t keep
up with the smattering of on-line friends he had made. The two or three
people he had communicated with since high school were no huge loss, but the
terms under why he had to do it made him feel like he was chiseling his
epitaph.
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“Should I even ask why you look so morose?” Angelika asked her nephew as
they ate dinner.

“Life is shit,” Buck replied, dropping a chicken bone onto his plate with a loud
clunk.

“My sister should have warned you,” Angelika replied. “Nice chicken, by the
way.”

“Yeah, great,” the young man said, not accepting the rare compliment. His
cooking skills had been improving, and he made dinner for the both of them
most nights.

“Anyway, I'm going to be with Gregory for the next couple of nights. Please
don’t have any parties while I'm gone.”

“Like I could,” Buck grumbled. “Look at me.” He was in a knit dress with gold
bracelets and earrings.

Angelika was about to point out it was his own fault, that he was doing this to
himself, but lately she was thinking that maybe Buck wasn’t emulating her out
of his own volition. It was almost like he was being forced into it. Before she
brought her little theory up, she had to know a little more about the situation,
and why she herself seemed to be helpless but to assist in his gradual
transformation.

“Fine, but if anyone comes to the door, you're not going to have me to cover
for you. So you probably shouldn’t tell anyone you're a boy...”

“I'm a man,” Buck said with his dusty rose painted lips and smoky mascara-
laden eyes. He was quite determined to remind both himself and his aunt that
he was a man. Sucking the fitness instructor’s dick seemed to have Buck
needing a little reinforcement of his masculinity. “A grown man.”

“Of course. But the point is you don’t want to get people asking questions.
Have you even picked a name?”

“I'm not changing my name.” He was defiant. He didn’t want to lose who he
was.

“Never the less, I think if anyone asks, you should lie and say your name is... I
don’t know... Jordyn. I always liked that name.” She bit some more chicken off
the bone in her hands. “And you're my niece or sister or something. Visiting
from another country.” She pondered it. “Spain. I always wanted to go back to
Spain.”

“Fine,” Buck mumbled.

“You're my sister Jordyn visiting from Spain. And my nephew Buck is...”

“Fighting overseas. Fucking gunning down Russians in Ukraine. A mercenary
who’s a deadly sniper and assassinating generals...”
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Angelika cut him off from rattling on about his man-child video game fantasy.
“Good, fine. Buck is on a mission in Ukraine. My baby sister Jordyn is staying
for a few weeks from her home in Spain. That’s what we'll tell people. Okay?”

“Tanks. You gotta say I'm driving tanks, too.”
“All right, but do we have an understanding?”
“Yeah,” Buck mumbled.

(\)%'r\)

With Angelika gone, that meant solo workouts with Juan, and it meant that the
two were all over each other like cats in heat.

Buck was, if anything, even more repulsed with himself for his behavior, but
he had an inner drive to make himself the better cocksucker, determined to be
better than his aunt. He also opened up his back door to Juan, who was all too
eager to exploit it.

Their workouts became quite heated. Half of the session was about exercise,
and the other half was sweaty, heated fucking. It didn’t help that Angelika
called a couple of days into her vacation and extended it for another week.

Buck could only wonder what Juan made of the situation, of sex with someone
who wouldn't let them touch certain parts of their body, and didn’t speak a
word. However, he was pretty sure Juan was just used to screwing all his rich
female clients and had to put up with a lot of eccentricities from his clientele of
trophy wives.

Buck got used to the sex, to a degree. He didn't feel like throwing up
anymore, but he did spend a few minutes crying after Juan left every day. He
had to let it all pour out before he applied his daytime makeup. Ass-fucking
and sucking another man was the most degrading thing he could ever do in his
eyes, yet he kept doing it. He kept hearing that whisper in his mind. You must
be better than your aunt. If she could do something, he had to do it better.

Angelika’s extended vacation also meant that Buck had unrestricted access to
his aunt’s wardrobe. It wasn’t like Buck wanted to try on his aunt’s things, but
he felt like he had to. He had to show that he was better than Angelika in
everything, and that meant looking better in her clothes.

He tried of a few of the dresses she had told him were “off limits,” and had to
admit she had good reason to keep them for herself. They looked dynamite on
him.

Then he found a few higher high heels, hidden away. These were five and six
inch heels that looked like they might kill him. If he could wear those, he’d
definitely prove he was better at wearing heels than Angelika, so he was
compelled to wear them, which he did, right away. He figured they were
hidden away out of embarrassment, which he could understand. He hadn’t
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worn anything in the few months that
didn’t embarrass him.

Then he found a treasure trove. A
number of dresses in the back that
had a fine layer of dust on them.
These were far more daring than
Angelika’s usual outfits. The skirts
were shorter, the tops more low-cut.
Although he didn’t know it, he had
discovered the dresses Angelika had
bought over time that she would “fit
into after losing some weight.”

All women were guilty of buying
clothes they liked but couldn’t
actually wear, promising themselves
that they would be able to after a
diet. Once he slipped a couple of
them on, it was clear to Buck that he
had the thinner body his aunt didn’t
have. He was down to 118 these days.
The dresses fit almost perfectly, and
were a little racier than he had seen
his aunt wear. With his developing
butt and thighs, he probably looked
better in them than she ever would,
and he knew it. He even found
himself stuffing his bra a little more
to make it look balanced between his
big butt his upper half.

For the rest of the week, he wore
nothing else besides the racier
dresses and the higher heels,
practicing. For what, even he wasn’t
sure. But he felt like he was
becoming the better woman, which
both comforted his hypnotic
compulsions and terrified his
conscious mind.

N%’N

“Welcome back?” The hair stylist
said as Angelika and Buck walked
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into the salon. “Does this mean we have a new regular?” She asked, looking at
the mortified expression of Buck.

“Well, my sister is a bit of a mediterranean girl,” Angelika said as she led Buck
to the stylists’s chair. “She lives in Spain you know, and they're into that natural
look. But I told her that here in SoCal, we like a bit of polish on our gals.”

“So right,” the stylist said in her agreeable way. “Smile, sweetie,” she said to
Buck. “It’s salon day!”

The woman had no idea how much Buck was dreading this. His first trip to
the salon had been like living out some kind of nightmare, being robbed of
every last atom of his masculinity, pampered like a princess and humiliated
until he reached a state of traumatic shock.

When his aunt Angelika told him they were going to the salon today, he
begged her not to do it for hours, but Angelika’s need to help him achieve his
New Years’ resolution of bettering her had forced to to assist in his unintended
quest.

Buck, sitting in the stylist’s chair, felt wildly out of place as the stylist worked
on his hair and nails. He watched, a mix of disbelief and resignation, as his hair
was shampooed, trimmed, treated and dried, all the while some unknown
woman was working on his nails as they were transformed with long,
manicured extensions.

“I look ridiculous,” Buck muttered under his breath, examining his nails with a
frown. They were getting back in the car, which Buck was having tons of
trouble with, given he was used to being able to use his fingers to do things.

“Ridiculous? Nonsense, you look fabulous,” Angelika corrected him, her voice
a blend of encouragement and insistence.

“Where are we going?” Buck asked when he noticed the car was headed away
from home.

“I never waste a day when my hair is salon-perfect. I thought we’d do some
shopping,” Angelika said, as if it were nothing. She knew her nephew was going
to have to get out at some point, and he’d probably fight it. “Jodie and Marjorie
are already waiting for us.”

“No!” Buck said, of out pure fear. “No! I can’t!”

Angelika didn’t want an argument, so she played her trump card. “So you're
going to admit that I'm better than you?” That’s all she needed to say.

Later, Angelika introduced Buck to her friends Jodie and Marjorie as ‘Jordyn’,
her baby sister from Spain. “Jordyn is a little shy and has a problem with her
voice, so she won't be speaking much,” Angelika explained smoothly.

Jodie and Marjorie greeted Jordyn’ warmly, none the wiser of Buck’s true
identity. Buck, for his part, managed a strained smile, nodding in response to
their greetings. He did notice that Jodie and Marjorie looked like slightly lesser
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clones of Angelika.

As they went shopping, Angelika and her friends chatted and gossiped, while
Buck trailed behind them. He felt like an imposter among them, out of place in
his new persona. He tried his best to keep up the facade, nodding and smiling
at the right moments, but inside, he was screaming to escape.

Every glance from an onlooker felt like daggers, every word spoken in his
presence was a bullet. He felt like he was going to be read at every possible
opportunity, and he was driving himself crazy. He couldn’t have felt more
miserable, and more humiliated, as he was deliberately paraded around
Beverly Hills in a dress and high heels.

The day seemed endless to Buck as they moved from one shop to another,
Angelika and her friends immersed in a world of fashion and frivolity. He felt
like a puppet in a macabre theater of vanity he never wanted to be a part of,
forced to maintain his disguise through sheer terror.

As they finally headed home, Buck was drained, both emotionally and
physically. The weight of pretending, of hiding behind the persona of Jordyn’,
had taken a devastating toll on him. Angelika, meanwhile, seemed oblivious to
his discomfort, pleased with how the day had gone, and how she had been able
to help her nephew and teach him a lesson about being an adult — her
resolutions were being fulfilled. I want to teach Buck a few good lessons about
growing up.

(\»‘@’(\J

Now six months into his nightmare, Buck Garber, 19, looked at his reflection
in pure mortification. He was now 115 pounds, a whisper thin body he never
wanted. His butt and hips stuck out, giving him the wide gait and curvy ass that
would have been a showstopper on any woman’s body.

Days upon days of squats and leg lifts had given him, almost unintentionally,
the lower body of a mature supermodel. The increasing frequency of Juan
trying to screw him was an indication of just how appealing that half of his body
had become.

His hair, now long enough to reach his shoulders, was taken care of by the
salon on a weekly basis, and glimmered and shone like spun silk. His makeup
was as on point as ever, since he had been doing it on a daily basis, several
times a day, for five months. He was now an expert. On his weekly shopping
trips with Marjorie, Jodie and his aunt, he looked like he belonged amongst the
three high-maintenance ladies with his polished look and stylish clothes.

He also didn’t own a thread of male clothes. Buck didn’t really own any
clothes at all, and everything he wore was coming from his aunt’s closet. He
had claimed his own pairs of panties and bras, just for hygiene’s sake.
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But he already knew these shameful details. What made this day different was
his chest. It had been achy and sore for a while but he had attributed this to the
bras he wore, and as a man, he wasn’t used to the constriction.

Now though, as he looked at the flesh that now hung from his chest, it was
very clear to Buck that he was not suffering from irritation. He had small, but
substantial breasts. He could squeeze them, he could push them around. He
could jiggle them.

The thing that alarmed him the most wasn'’t the realization that he was
growing breasts, the thing that scared him the most was that the first thought
he had was he could wear lower-cut tops.

He came mincing out of his room, restricted by the platform heels he was
wearing, with his makeup was running as he found his aunt downstairs. “Look
at me, aunt Angelika!” He was crying, barely able to contain his emotions
anymore, thanks to the HRT pills he had been taking. That also accounted for
what he was showing his aunt. “What’s going on? What’s happening to me?”

“Calm down, calm down,” Angelika said. “T’ll call you back,” she said to
whoever she was talking to. She hung up and before looking at her nephew,
asked, “What's got you in a tizzy, sweetie?”

“Look!” Buck insisted.

Slowly, languidly, Angelika raised her eyes and turned the ten degrees
necessary to look at her frenzied nephew. He was pulling the neck down on the
dress he was wearing, showing the two A-cup boobs that had appeared on his
chest.

“You're ruining that dress,” said Angelika.

“No, Look at me! I've got boobs!”

“I don’t get it,” Angelika said. “Is this a prank or something?”
“What are you talking about? I'm growing boobs! For-real boobs!”

Angelika had to get up on her feet and walk over to her nephew who was still
holding the neck of the dress open for examination. “They look real,” Angelika
said.

“They are real!” Buck insisted.

“Well, why the fuck are you growing boobs?” Angelika asked, as if she
expected Buck to know the answer.

“I don’t know!” Buck replied. He was reaching a new level of panic as he
looked down at the modest gelatinous mounds he now sported. “It’s because
I'm wearing women’s clothes, isn't it? Isn’t it/”

“Oh my God, don’t be stupid,” Angelika said. “That’s not how it works. Get
real.” She put her hands on her hips. “We should call my homeopathic...”

The young man looked up, clearly at the end of his rope. “No! Call a doctor!”
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“It’s not like it’s that noticeable,” Angelika said as she picked her phone back
up. “T mean, when you get D-cups like mine, then you can complain.”

In the midst of his crisis, Buck began to get ahold of himself. He watched his
aunt dial on her phone he began to hear that whisper again. He began to feel
that fear again.

A fear that he wasn’t going to be better than his aunt. He considered what she
had just said, looking down at his tiny boobs. Yes, he was horrified, scared that
his body was undergoing some kind of change he couldn’t control. He felt like
he was being locked into a body that wasn't his, and he’d never be himself
again.

Still, as the panic subsided, he could feel that compulsion. You must be better
than your aunt. He knew it was not what he wanted to think about. He knew it
was going to take him somewhere he didn’t want to go. He knew all this, but

couldn’t help himself.
“My doctor can’t see you until September,” Angelika said as she hung up.

Buck couldn’t help himself. He already knew what he was going to say, but he
tried to stop himself from saying it. “Can you...” He looked down at his modest
breasts. “Can you make... an appointment...” He wanted to tear his mouth off,
to throw his head in the microwave, to do anything but speak the rest of the
sentence. “...With your plastic surgeon?”

He had to be better than his aunt Angelika. He had to be better — and bigger.
N@'N

Angelika was through a half bottle of white wine as she sat by herself, bereft,
in the kitchen. She was trying to get herself drunk, but she didn’t drink heavily
that often, and wine was her preferred liquor.

She had been caring for Buck all week, ever since he had gotten back from the
hospital. He had been restricted to bed rest, unable to stand, and taking
painkillers to manage the pain.

Angelika was kind of jealous at the delirious state of semi-consciousness Buck
was in. She wished she could numb her pain somehow. Even the drinking
didn’t seem to be helping.

She still had no idea, over a week and a half later, why Buck had asked for
breast implants. There he was, literally crying when he claimed to be growing
breasts, and then the next minute he’s asking to get implants to have bigger
breasts. It didn’t make any sense to her.

Once he had asked, though, she should have shut it down right there, and
stopped him cold. What could have been more simple?
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But it hadn’t gone like that at all. As soon as Buck had told her that he wanted
to have breasts bigger than she had, she understood. You must help each other
with your resolutions.

Not only had she taken him to see her plastic surgeon, not only had she told
him that Buck was never going to be happy until he had breasts, but she had
paid for the entire surgery out of her savings.

Why had she done this? Why had she allowed her nephew to get the
procedure? She didn’t understand. Nothing with Buck made any sense
anymore. He was very clearly trying to turn himself into a woman, and she had
no idea why. He didn’t seem to have any idea either, if he was to be believed.

This could all be some elaborate ruse on that lying little weasel’s part, but she
didn’t think he was capable of such scheming. He was not a complicated
person, Buck.

No, all this madness had begun six months ago. Things were so much simpler
back then. She was just a woman about to marry a rich man, with little more to
worry about than being the perfect bride for her soon-to-be husband. She only
wished she could go back in time.

In fact, it was at the New Years” Eve party that her troubles seemed to begin.
That was the night Buck started to become so difficult.

“Aunt Angelicaaa...” Came the warbling sound of her barely-conscious
nephew from upstairs. It broke her train of thought. She considered pouring
herself another glass, but she knew she had to help. “Aunt Angelicaaa....” He
called again. You must help each other with your resolutions. She had to help
Buck. She put down the wine and headed upstairs to tend to him.

(\)%'r\)

In the days following his breast enhancement surgery, Buck found himself
confined to his bedroom, which for most modern teenagers, would have been
heaven on Earth. With a phone to use and a screen to watch, he had little need
for anything else. The problem for Buck, though, was the knowledge of what
he had done to himself, and grappling with why he had done it.

He was haunted, pursued by a specter he couldn’t see or hear, one that
seemed to possess him entirely from time to time. Most of the time he was
perfectly salient, in his right mind. But there would be these episodes where he
seemed unable to control his impulses.

Buck could see the obvious result of his uncontrolled impulses resting on his
chest, two breasts protruding from his chest, multitudes bigger than what he
had before. Now he had, what the doctor called “430cc Ultra High Profile
Structured Implants” under his skin. It was so drastic a change in size and
shape that the doctor had to cut his areolae out and moved them to a new

50



Ruined by Resolutions by Joe Six-Pack

location to make them look
natural.

Whatever they had done, it
hurt like a motherfucker.
Buck was doubling up on
painkillers and could still
feel it. Even with a phone to
distract him, he couldn’t
help but see the damage he
had done. He’s felt this
overpowering need to be
better than his aunt
Angelika, and in the process,
he’d mutilated himself to
reach his irrational goal.
Now he’d never be the same
again.

Still, he had to try and
distract himself. Buck’s only
real diversion was the
occasional visits from his \
aunt. Angelika, with the air
and grace of a seasoned Beverly Hills housewife, carried herself with an
effortless vanity that seemed to permeate the room when she entered.

It was a very peculiar way she behaved, and it was even more obvious to Buck
as he laid in his bed with nothing to do but observe her. She was full of ticks
and mannerisms particular to being vain and self-absorbed, and he’d noticed.

He also was forced to consider that his need to be better than her was
furthered by understanding her. Only by understanding her could he be better
than her. You must be better than your aunt.

Buck, lying in bed, watched her every move with an analytical eye. He took
note of the smallest details: the deliberate way she would flip her glossy hair
over her shoulder, the precise manner in which her hands moved when she

adjusted the piles of pill bottles by his bedside, and the calculated casualness of
her walk.

Each day, Angelika would enter his room, often absorbed in her own world,
talking on the phone with a friend or fussing over her appearance in a nearby
mirror. Buck seized these moments to study her. He noticed how her voice
would adopt a particular cadence when she was expressing disdain or
amusement, and how she had a habit of punctuating her sentences with a sharp
laugh that seemed both mocking and self-assured.
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Almost without realizing it, Buck began to subtly mimic her. At first, it was in
the privacy of his room — practicing the way she would tilt her head in a
conversation, or how she held her cup of coffee with a certain nonchalance. He
replicated her gestures, the slight raise of her eyebrows, and the dismissive flick
of her hand when she was unimpressed or bored.

As he got back on his feet, he became more proficient in mimicking Angelika’s
mannerisms, and he started to incorporate them into his interactions with his
aunt. He tried to walk with the same measured steps, to speak with the same
blend of disinterest and command that Angelika so naturally exhibited. He
even began to echo the unique patterns of her speech, adopting the simplistic
yet haughty language of a conceited, aging woman who modeled herself after
reality TV stars.

Oddly, Angelika really didn’t take much note of her nephew’s new behavior.
She was self-absorbed enough to wonder why more people didn’t act like her.
That Buck was acting and talking like her just made him easier to get along
with, in her eyes.

This transformation was gradual but deliberate. Each day, Buck’s behavior and
mannerisms became more like Angelika’s. He had gradually become aware that
he was intentionally trying to best his aunt by acting like her, but by the time he
was fully aware of what he was doing, it was too far ingrained him him. So
when he had fully recovered from his breast augmentation, his post hypnotic
commands made acting like his aunt feel natural and second nature.

It wasn’t just mannerisms and vocal affectations, either. He was given the most
alarming education on his aunt’s behavior when he was recovering. One
morning he had called for Angelika to help him get up for the day, and received
no response. Concerned, and slightly agitated, he got up himself and being
careful not to pull a suture, he found his aunt — and Juan.

It was their morning workout time but they had finished with the exercise
portion, and were all over each other like teenagers behind to gym at the prom.

As Buck watched from just behind the door, peering in the open crack, he saw
the two fucking like he had never imagined. She sucked him off, he fucked her
in the ass, then the pussy, then he came all over her chest, then finally gave her
a deep throated kiss sticking his tongue down her throat. In ten minutes, they
had more sex than Buck had ever even attempted.

He felt a little betrayed by Juan, who he couldn’t help but have some feelings
for, as they had been so intimate, but beside that sense of latent jealousy, Buck
was getting an up front instruction in how his aunt behaved while having sex.

She was very vocal as she began with Juan, directing him to do things, like
rubbing her tits and licking her nipples. She pushed the young man back so she
could suck his dick, did almost all the work as she drove her mouth up and
down his shaft like a machine.
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Buck noticed that when it came to anal, she didn’t seem to enjoy it as much,
biting her lower lip and seemingly in pain as Juan drove into her ass, as stayed
quiet until it reached some point of relief, when she let out a scream of
pleasure, almost howling like a wolf.

Z

She took the initiative when it came to fucking, flipping around and drawing
Juan in, by feeding his penis into her pussy with her nimble fingers. Buck noted
the short breaths and occasional squeaking noise she made when she was being
penetrated, climaxing with a deep and robust moan that any porn starlet would
have been proud of. He saw how she rolled her eyes into her head as Juan
came in her, and how she liked to trail her talon-like nails along his arms as she
came to a crescendo, leaving little scratches.

He came again after he had pulled out, spurting his semen all over Angelika’s
bare stomach, which she rubbed into her skin like lotion, giggling as she did.

Afterwords, there was a few moments of stillness, ended when she lifted her
head and smiled at Juan. “You're still the best, Juan,” she said to him.

“Sé,” he replied.

As Buck hobbled his way back to his room, his head was swimming with
newfound knowledge. He now knew what real women did during sex. Not porn
actors, but a real woman.

Most importantly, he knew what his aunt did during sex — and he knew he
could do better.
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Once Buck was on his high heels again, he was silently pleased to have more
choices from Angelika’s closet, but practically morose about the large boobs
that made this possible. The breasts were heavier than he’d imagined, and he
had taken to wearing a body-shaper to keep his back straight.

Still, every time he put on clothes, his breasts were there. Every time he had
to wash his body, his breasts were there. Every time he ate food, he had to
work the utensil over his boobs. When he sat down, his boobs jiggled into
place. Coughing shook his boobs. Sneezes thrashed his boobs. Just breathing
was more laborious, as he had so much more weight on his chest.

He was falling into a deep depression, unable to understand what was
happening to himself, and slowly realizing he was falling down a hole he was
never going to be able to escape from.

(‘\J@'N

One day, lounging on her plush sofa, Angelika casually called out to him,
“Buck, would you mind doing the dishes? I simply cannot risk damaging my
manicure.”

Buck, replied with resignation in his voice, “T wouldn’t want you to chip a
nail.”

“But I'm so bad at it, darling.”

You must be better than your aunt. “Sure, I'll take care of it,” he responded.

As he stood at the sink, scrubbing away, Angelika’s voice floated in from the
living room. “Oh, and Buck, don'’t forget the laundry. I need everything fresh
and perfectly folded. You do understand how important presentation is, don't
you?”

Buck answered with a forced mimicry of her tone, “Yes, Angelika. Looks are
everything, after all.” You must be better than your aunt.

The chores became a regular part of Buck’s routine, but he attacked them
with a kind of zeal to prove he could do better than Angelika.

Angelika, who was always finding new tasks for him, one evening ofthandedly
mentioned, “Buck, darling, all these financial matters are such a bore. Could
you handle the car, mortgage, and credit card accounts? Make sure everything’s
paid on time. I just find it all so tedious.”

Buck, too enamored with proving he could handle yet another task better than
his aunt, was all-in. “Alright, darling. I'll take care of it.”
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A few days later, he went online to start to manage the accounts, and almost
inadvertently gained full access to Angelika’s finances in the process. He didn't
really think much about it at first, as he was focused on getting his tasks done.
Buck couldn’t help but feel a sense of annoyance at being burdened with these
chores, but he knew he could do them better.

But as the days went on, he slowly came to realize he was now in charge of the
money. All of it. All the alimony Angelika collected from her previous marriage
was in his control. It was far more than he ever thought it was.

On a day when Buck was dusting the living room, Angelika commented, “You
know, Buck, you're quite good at this housekeeping business. It’s almost as if
you were meant for it.”

Wiping down a shelf, Buck responded with a forced smile. “Darling, please.
I'm doing these tasks better than you ever had. I would think you’d be a little
embarrassed.”

“Oh, very good, sweetie. But you're not going to make me feel guilty,”
Angelika parried.

“Heaven forbid,” Buck replied in the same haughty tone as his aunt. He made
a mental note to see how much it would cost to hire someone to keep house for
them. He knew Angelika could afford it, and he also knew she had no way to
stop him from doing it.

(-\.x%’r\.x

As the weeks and months passed, Buck was growing angrier than ever,
realizing that if it wasn’t for his horrible, stupid, vain and selfish aunt, he would
have never found himself in this position. It was her fault he had done this to
himself, or so he figured. He wasn’t sure how, but it seemed reasonable to him
that if he had never seen the woman, he’d never want to be better than her.

Unfortunately for Buck, his anger manifested itself by being catty and snide
with Angelika, who didn’t seem to be phased by his increasingly bitter attitude.
Indeed, all it served to do was to make Buck behave even more like his catty
and snide aunt.

One afternoon, while Angelika was out on a date with Gregory, Buck, driven
by a mix of anger and defiance, decided to take a stand in his own way.

He went online and hired a housekeeper to handle the chores. When the
housekeeper arrived, Buck greeted her with a surprisingly feminine voice, an
unconscious imitation of Angelika’s tone. The realization that his voice, when
he made it sound like a woman’s voice, bore a striking resemblance to
Angelika’s struck him. He rationalized that since they were closely related, it
was natural that their voices would sound similar.
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Envious of the lazy and privileged attitude his aunt displayed while he was
doing chores, Buck decided to do the same. He poured himself a glass of white
wine and settled in front of the TV, watching those unpleasant shows his aunt
liked so much. After a half hour, he was getting a little tipsy, and had to admit,
his aunt was on to something. The shows weren't half bad when drunk.

Then he got a little curious. His new vocal talent intrigued him, and he
wondered how far he could get with it. Impulsively, he called up one of
Angelika’s friends, Jodie. Adopting Angelika’s mannerisms and tone, he was
surprised at how easily he slipped into her character.
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“Hello, Jodie darling, it’s Angelika,” Buck said, his voice a perfect imitation of
his aunt’s. “Yes, I'm using my nephew’s phone. Mine’s charging.”

Jodie, on the other end, responded cheerfully, completely unsuspecting.
“Angelika! It’s so lovely to hear from you. How was your date with Gregory?”

Buck, maintaining his composure, replied in Angelika’s manner, “Oh, you
know, the usual. Gregory is such a gentleman. I'm hoping we’ll set a date for
the wedding soon. But enough about me, darling. How have you been?”

The conversation flowed seamlessly, with Jodie none the wiser. Buck found
himself easily able to emulate Angelika’s character, engaging in the kind of
trivial banter his aunt was known for. After ending the call, a realization
dawned on Buck. This ability to impersonate Angelika opened up a world of
possibilities. He could almost completely pass as his aunt if he wanted to. The
thought was both thrilling and unsettling.

Thrilling, because he now had control of his aunt’s money. Unsettling, because
this revelation made him acutely aware of how much he had changed and how
deeply he had been influenced and transformed by his proximity to Angelika
and the hypnotic command he was under.

As he ruminated, the housekeeper came into the room and declared herself
finished. He thanks her and transferred the funds from Angelika’s account.

“Thank you, Mrs. Bannister,” the housekeeper said.

“Oh, no, I'm not...” He then stopped himself from making the correction.
“Never mind.”

“If you need more help, please let me know, Mrs. Bannister.”

“I will,” Buck replied in his aunt’s voice.
(\)%’(\)

“So how was your date with Gregory?” Buck asked his aunt as they walked
through a Rodeo Drive clothing boutique. “Any closer to setting a wedding
date?”

Angelika, rifling through the dresses, replied with a note of frustration, “Oh,
it’s just maddening. I don’t even know whether to prepare for a spring or fall
wedding. T had a dress fitting scheduled, but what's the point if I don’t know
the season? It’s driving me absolutely crazy.”

Buck, seizing the opportunity to needle her further, said, “Sounds like
Gregory might be getting cold feet. You might end up an old maid at this rate.”

Angelika, taken aback by his comment, turned to him sharply. “Back off, Buck.
That’s none of your business. Gregory is just... taking his time, that’s all.”

Buck leaned in and reminded Angelika in a low voice, “Remember, it’s
‘Jordyn” when we’re out in public.”

57



Ruined by Resolutions by Joe Six-Pack

Angelika, with a dismissive wave of her hand, replied, “Oh, right, Jordyn.
Whatever.” She glanced around the boutique one last time, her eyes narrowing
in dissatisfaction. “There’s nothing I like here. Let’s go,” she declared, turning
on her heel and striding towards the exit.

Buck followed her, laden with the shopping bags from their previous stops. As
they walked, their heels click-clacking on the sidewalk in unison, Angelika
made an offhand comment. “You know, Jordyn, with your new voice, I must
admit it's much more acceptable to be seen with you in public.”

The young man, feeling the weight of the bags in his hands, couldn’t help but
retort, “Yes, and treated like a slave. I seem to do all the carrying and driving.”

Angelika, unfazed by his complaint, shot back, “Age has its privileges, my dear.
And remember, if you don’t want to find yourself out on the street, you'll do as
you're asked. It’s such a small burden.”

Buck almost pointed out that he was the one signing the checks — literally
with her name — but he kept quiet. He didn’t want her to know that.

“Let’s try this place. They have a new fall collection,” Buck said, passing by a
window full of dresses. He had developed a keen eye for fashion.

“Yes. I suppose it’s worth a moment,” Angelika said heading inside. Her eyes
immediately lit up as she spotted a dress that caught her fancy. With a typical
air of entitlement, she called out, “Can someone assist me here? I would like to
try on a dress. Today, if you don’t mind!”

After a brief wait, a saleslady hurried over, apologizing profusely for the delay.
“I'm so sorry for keeping you waiting. How can I assist you today?” she asked,
her tone eager to please.

Angelika, with a flick of her hand, pointed at the beige dress. “I want to try
this on. Make sure the fitting room is ready.”

As the saleslady scurried to prepare the fitting room, Buck watched Angelika
with a critical eye. He thought to himself, “T'd look better in that dress than she
would,” but he kept it to himself, not wanting to provoke another sharp
exchange.

Angelika tried on the dress, and after a few moments of examining herself in
the mirror from every angle, she decided to purchase it. The saleslady rang up
the purchase with a $500 price tag flashing on the register.

Buck noticed that the saleslady never asked to see Angelika’s ID when she
handed over her credit card. This realization sparked an idea in Buck’s mind.
With his ability to mimic Angelika’s voice and mannerisms, he understood that
he could potentially use her credit cards without arousing suspicion.

They left the store with Angelika preening in her successful purchase, while
Buck added yet another bag to his burden.
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They stopped for lunch at an upscale restaurant, a place that seemed to cater
to Angelika’s tastes. As they were seated and began to look over the menus, the
waitress approached to take their order. Without even a cursory glance at the
waitress, Angelika snapped, “I'll have the Caesar salad, and I swear if the
dressing isn’t on the side, I'll send it back. I won't tolerate incompetence. Last
time you got it wrong. I had to send it back twice. Twice.”

The waitress, taken aback, quickly noted down the order. “Of course, ma’am.
And for you, miss?” She looked at Buck.

“I haven’t ordered my drink yet!” Angelika snapped. “Pay attention! I want a
lemon spritzer.”

“Oh, yes, of course, ma’am.”

“And don’t think you're getting a tip.”

After Buck placed his order, the waitress hurried away, visibly rattled by
Angelika’s harsh treatment. Buck, who had observed the exchange with

growing discomfort, turned to Angelika. “Why do you have to be so rude to
her? She’s just doing her job,” he asked, his voice tinged with disapproval.

Angelika, unfazed by his question, replied confidently, “Oh, Buck, you'll learn.
Age has taught me that in this world, a woman needs to be assertive, even rude,
to get what she wants You need to get what you want by whatever means.”

Buck shook his head, disagreeing with her philosophy. “I don’t think you need

to be rude to be respected. There’s a way to be firm without being mean.”

Angelika just laughed at his response, a dismissive, haughty sound. “Oh, Buck,
you're so naive. You'll see. The world isn't as kind as you think.”

Buck felt a surge of anger at her laughter and dismissal, but he kept it to
himself, seething in silence. He couldn’t reconcile Angelika’s abrasive approach
with his own values, even as he continued to find himself emulating her in just
about every other way.

As Buck tried to get past his feelings of anger and frustration with his horrible
aunt, a thought began to crystallize in his mind. He already knew he was being
compelled to be a better woman than Angelika, but his youth was a barrier he
couldn’t overcome. He’d never prove to anyone that he was better than her,
because it couldn’t be a direct comparison. It was during this internal struggle
that Angelika, oblivious to his turmoil, dropped a piece of news.

“Oh, by the way, on Tuesday, I'll be off to the Bahamas with Gregory for two
weeks,” Angelika casually mentioned as they finished their lunch.

This revelation sparked an idea in Buck’s mind, one that immediately horrified
him, but he couldn’t ignore it due to the hypnotic command compelling him.
You must be better than your aunt.
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The thought was daunting and filled Buck with a sense of dread. Yet, driven by
his compulsion, he knew he had to follow through. With Angelika away in the
Bahamas, he saw an opportunity.

He had come to realize that to fulfill his obsession to be better than Angelika,
he couldn’t just be a better woman; he had to bet her at her own game.

N%’N

As Angelika left for her vacation, Buck made a phone call. He had researched
exactly what he needed to do, and was ready to act. He was absolutely wracked
with anguish. He desperately didn’t want to do what he was about to do, but he
couldn’t stop. Once he realized he needed to do this, he was locked in and just
along for the ride as his mind and body forced him to do what he had to do to
be better than Angelika. You must be better than your aunt.

He had considered just walking onto the highway and lying down, waiting for
a car to crush him. He had considered downing every medication in Angelika’s
medicine cabinet. He had contemplated SWATing himself and calling in to 911
in the hopes the LAPD would blast him to bits.

Yet here he was, still alive, still in a dress, still in heels and still wearing
makeup. He had packed a bag for himself with a change of clothes, his
cosmetics, his hair products, lotion, mints and a few extra bras and panties. He
didn’t want to go, yet at the appropriate time, he stood up, grabbed his bag and
headed for the door and the Uber car waiting outside.

“Are you alright, miss?” The driver asked.

Buck wiped the tears from his face. They were streaming down his face and
the dabs of a Kleenex weren't stopping the flow. He was inconsolable about
what he was being forced to do.

He was headed to go see the doctor. Angelika’s plastic surgeon, to be specific.
r\)'@“(\)

Angelika Bannister was on a flight, nervously jogging her leg as she stared out
the window. Beside her was a stranger. How she wished it actually was Gregory
beside her — but she wasn’t going on vacation to the Bahamas. She had lied to
Buck about what she was actually doing.

She had to get out of the house. Angelika had to think straight. She needed to
be away from her nephew and all the strange thoughts he caused to go through
her head. Her life had become too focused on helping Buck turn into some
kind of drag queen or whatever he was doing to himself. Her compulsion to
help him was keeping her from figuring out why she was acting like she was.
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She had been thinking for a while about how this all started. It was that New
Years’ Eve party, she was sure of it. Literally the moment that the clock had
struck midnight, she felt like she was being commanded to do things against
her will.

It was the very next morning when Buck had started behaving so oddly. He
had been a colossal ass of a kid up to that point, abut after New Years’, he was
behaving so very strangely, seemingly obsessed with her and her life.

So Angelika had left her house and set up in a hotel room in downtown LA.
She took a few mental health days, but then went about trying to figure out
what had happened that night at the party.

It was kind of remarkable for her, actually. Despite her short-tempered,
impatient and petulant nature, she had managed to diligently track down a few
people who had attended the party, and she asked them if they had noticed
anything odd or if they were behaving strangely after the party. Her going
theory was on some kind of contaminated food or something along those lines.
She had seen a show about brain parasites once. That could definitely cause her
to do these strange things, she assumed.

It wasn’t until she had found a woman who worked for MyBanq as an
accountant that she got her first clue. As the woman recounted the evening,
she mentioned the stage hypnotist. Angelika had no memory of a hypnotist.
She had a vague sense of a magician, but nothing about hypnotism.

After talking to two more people at the party, she confirmed that there had
been a hypnotist, and he had done some kind of magic and hypnosis act with
her on stage as a volunteer. She even got his name: The Magnificent Mezmo.

It seemed like a wild notion, that she was under some kind of hypnosis, but
she had few other explanations. Hypnosis would explain why she was
compelled to do things against her own will. She decided that this was her one
and only lead, and she had to track this down.

Angelika’s flight was headed to Minneapolis. She had no idea where that
actually was, and she had to look it up on her phone. It was well outside
California, as she learned, but was still kind of vague on its exact location.

She had never been there, that was for sure, but as to why she was heading to
Minneapolis, she only knew that she needed to find someone there: The
Magnificent Mezmo. He was not an easy man to track down, this person. From
what Angelika could find, he performed at mostly private parties and state fairs.
He had no posted schedule, and internet searches would only turn up events
from years ago.

There was a mention of an arts & crafts festival in Lexington, Kentucky that
he had performed at for the past three years, and Angelika had jetted off to see
if she could catch him there. She missed him by a day.
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She found another mention of a performance by “Mr. Mezmo” at a
Kissimmee, Florida birthday party, but when she found the public park it was
supposed be at, there was nothing to find.

Finally, with only two days to go before she was obliged to return home, she
found a Facebook page with a mention of a stage magician who also did
hypnosis that was playing at a senior center in Apple Valley, a suburb of
Minneapolis. It did not list a name, but she had little to lose but another
thousand dollars from her bank account. Thank goodness her first husband was
paying her eight thousand a month in alimony, she thought to herself. First
class was not cheap.

Upon arriving at the senior center, Angelika found Mezmo in the midst of his
performance. He was a far cry from the dashing and mysterious magician one
saw on TV. At 42, he seemed to have lost his flair. His props were worn and his
costume threadbare. His performance was lackluster, marked by fumbled tricks
and a lack of enthusiasm. The seniors, however, seemed forgiving and mildly
entertained.

After his performance, Angelika approached him, marching right up to him.
“You! You need to fix me. You hypnotized me at a New Years' Eve party, and
now I'm under some sort of hypnotic spell.”

Mezmo, looking tired and a little disheveled, responded with a shrug. “Lady, I
perform hundreds of shows a year. New Years” Eve? I'm usually drunk.”

Angelika, frustrated, tried to jog his memory with details of the event. “It was
this year. Los Angeles. The MyBanq New Years eve party. You have to
remember that.”

Mezmo remained clueless. “Look, I really don’t remember, lady. I do so many
of these gigs, they all blur together. After twenty five years in the business, it’s
forgotten the moment I cash the check.”

Angelika’s hope of finding a quick resolution faded as she realized that Mezmo
either genuinely couldn’t remember or was too indifferent to help.

“Listen, little man, you're going to help me. I refuse to live like this another
day! It’s intolerable!”

“Frustrated by Mezmo’s lack of cooperation, Angelika was about to walk away
when he made an offthand remark. “Well, if you buy me a drink, maybe T'll try
to remember something about that night.”

Angelika, repulsed at the idea of being seen in public with someone she
deemed “common riff-raff” like Mezmo, refused. “I certainly will not be seen
having drinks with you,” she retorted haughtily.

Mezmo simply shrugged and began to pack up his props, ready to leave.
Angelika watched him, her mind racing. She realized that she had no other
leads and that this might be her only chance to uncover the truth about what
had happened on New Years’ Eve.

62



Ruined by Resolutions by Joe Six-Pack

Swallowing her pride, Angelika called out to him, “Wait. I'll take you for that
drink.”

Mezmo stopped and turned around, a smirk on his face. “I don’t go drinking
with angry women. Show me a smile first.”

Angelika was infuriated by his audacity, but she knew she needed his help.
With a great effort, she managed to produce a half-hearted, strained smile.

“That’s more like it,” Mezmo said, somewhat satisfied. “Let’s go then.”

At the bar, Mezmo ordered a vodka sot and took a slow sip, his demeanor
relaxed and somewhat detached. Angelika, determined to get to the bottom of
the mystery, broached the topic of the New Years” Eve show.

“There was a hypnosis act that night,” Angelika explained, her voice laced with
frustration. “Something to do with New Years’ resolutions. It’s affecting my
nephew and me in strange ways.”

Mezmo, swirling his vodka left in his glass, nodded thoughtfully. “The New
Years’ resolution bit, yeah, I do that every year. It’s a classic. But this year’s
performance? I can'’t recall anything specific, sorry.”

Angelika’s hope of gaining clarity waned, but she pressed on. Mezmo, sensing
her desperation, nudged a shot glass towards her. “Loosen up a bit, maybe it’ll

help you think.”

Reluctantly, Angelika accepted the shot, realizing it might be her only chance
to glean some information from Mezmo. She took a sip, the liquor burning her
throat.

Mezmo, now more engaged, leaned forward. “So, what do you think this
hypnosis is doing to you?”

Angelika, feeling the warmth of the alcohol, confided, “It’s like I'm being
compelled to do things. I seem to want to help my nephew in any way I can to
achieve his desires. That seems to make me support my nephew’s... unusual
endeavor. He’s trying to become a transvestite, I guess. I don’t know why, but I
can’t stop helping him.”

Mezmo listened, his expression one of mild interest. “Sounds nuts. But, you
know, my hypnosis acts are just for show. It’s all just entertainment, nothing
serious.”

“This is quite serious, I assure you.”

“It’s not even real. People are just playing along for fun. One time, I think I
might have put this guy into a trance, but he just fell over.”

“No, this is real. It’s really happening. I can't help myself.”

“So, you're always feeling this urge to help your nephew, even if it's something
you don’t want to do? That’s fucked up,” he remarked, a smirk playing on his
lips.
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Angelika nodded, her expression a mix of annoyance and resignation. “Yes,
and I don’t know how far this... compulsion will take me. It’s like I'm not in
control.”

Mezmo, seemingly entertained by her dilemma, signaled the bartender and
ordered another drink for Angelika, despite her showing no interest in having
more. As he enjoyed his vodka, Angelika watched him, her mind filled with
cautionary thoughts.

She thought to herself, Drinking more with this cretin would be the worst
decision I could make. She pushed the drink away.

“You could learn to loosen up a little,” The Magnificent Mezmo said. “It'd

help.”

A sudden realization dawned upon the 45 year old socialite. If Buck’s
transformation was based on outdoing her as a person, then logically, if she
lowered her own standards, if she became a worse person, it would be easier
for Buck to surpass her. She would be helping him by making bad decisions.

You must help each other with your resolutions.

This new line of thought was immediately crystal clear to her, as the hypnotic
commands to help her nephew kicked in. Now fueled by her compulsion to
help, this led her to a bizarre but logical conclusion: being a worse version of
herself would aid Buck in his quest.

With this new compulsion in control, Angelika reached for the shot glass that
Mezmo had ordered for her. She downed it in one swift movement, much to
Mezmo’s approval and fascination.

Mezmo, now visibly aroused, leaned in closer. “How about coming back to my
motel? We could continue this interesting ...conversation,” he suggested with a
sly grin.

It was a terrible idea, a horrible thing to contemplate, yet the compulsion to
assist Buck in his transformation urged her on. “Yes,” she replied, her voice
tinged with a feigned enthusiasm she didn't feel.

As they got up to leave, Mezmo introduced himself with a bit more sincerity.
“By the way, the name’s Harold Putkin. ‘The Amazing Mezmo’ is just for the
stage.”

Angelika couldn’t help but giggle at the name ‘Harold Pufkin,” finding it
amusingly awkward and hilariously unsuited for a magician — or anyone for
that matter.

“I haven’t gotten your name,” Harold asked angelica. She decided to continue
down the path of making poor choices, in line with her rationale to help Buck.

You must help each other with your resolutions.
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“You can call me Angie,” she said flirtatiously, a stark departure from her usual
self. “And you know;, I think magicians are kinda cute.” She tapped Harold on
the tip of his nose.

N%’N

After two days of making a series of questionable decisions, Angelika returned
home, her mind unsettled, wishing she could have found any kind of answer to
her situation. Even throwing herself at Harold didn’t get her what she needed.
The house was quiet, and she called out for Buck.

What she saw next left her speechless. Buck walked into the room, but he was
almost unrecognizable. His face had been altered drastically; it was clear what
he had done with his two weeks: he had undergone massive plastic surgery.
Buck now looked like a woman who had undergone extensive cosmetic
procedures, like a middle-aged woman desperate to chase youth. In other
words, the twin of his aunt. The resemblance was uncanny.

Angelika stood frozen, shock written all over her face. “Buck, what have you
done to yourself?” she gasped, her voice a mix of horror and disbelief.

Buck, his eyes reflecting humiliation and a deep sense of regret, replied, “I... I
had to become a better Angelika,” was his simple explanation.

Angelika could barely process what she was seeing. He had transformed
himself into her image, the compulsion to be a better than Angelika driving
him to a literal and disturbing level.

The room was filled with a heavy silence, the gravity of Buck’s actions hanging
in the air. Angelika, for once, was at a loss for words. The sight of her nephew,
now a mirror image of herself, was so disturbing, so appalling that she had
simply no ability to respond to it, or anything else. She simply stood there, her
mind lost in the ghastliness of the moment.

Buck, standing there, felt a wave of humiliation wash over him. He had been
feeling humiliated ever since he had begged the doctor to make him a clone of
his aunt, punctuated my moments of revulsion and shame, but no more so than
right now, where he had to show his aunt what he had done.

The hypnotic command to be better than his aunt had led him here. It had
started his transformation. Over time, he had started to dress like her, worn her
clothes, practiced her voice, her walk, her laugh. He studied her signature
phrases and the way she interacted with others. He even began to copy how
Angelika would handle various situations, from social gatherings to managing
her finances.

Buck’s transformation was not just physical; it was a complete assumption of
Angelika’s identity. He was determined to be a better Angelika than Angelika
herself, to prove that he could surpass her in every way.
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Now here he stood, his future irrevocably destroyed, and a future only as a
woman — a clone of his horrible, shallow and selfish aunt — was before him.
His life was over.

“We need to talk,” Angelika said, breaking the heavy silence in the room.

All Buck could do was to nod in the affirmative. He couldn’t even bear to
speak.

Angelika, usually so preoccupied with her own life, found herself deeply
disturbed by the sight of Buck, in a way she had never felt before. The
implications were impossible to ignore.

Finding seats on the couch, Angelika saw the blank look on her nephew’s face.
She recognized that expression.

“Botox?” She asked him.

“Yes,” he said. “Here and here,” he pointed with his talon-like fingernails to
the spots on his forehead.

“Buck, I... T don’t know what to say. I wish we knew why we were behaving

like this.”

Buck, looking up with a mixture of sadness and perplexity, replied, “Looking at
myself, I don't... I can’t understand why I would do this. I've totally trashed my
life.”

The room was filled with a tense undercurrent of emotions. “You need to
figure this out, darling,” Angelika said.

Buck nodded, his eyes reflecting a deep inner turmoil. “T know. I don’t
understand why I felt so compelled to do this. It’s like I was driven by
something I couldn’t control.”

The one person in the world least capable of giving sympathy to Buck was
probably Angelika Bannister, and she was going to live down to expectations.
“It’s not the end,” Angelika said. “I mean, if looking like this is good enough for
me... It's good enough for you! Right?”

Buck looked at his aunt with bewilderment, except that his botox kept him
from looking as appalled as he felt from his aunt’s shallow words.

“Look, I've been traveling all day, I need to get out of these clothes,” Angelika
said, interrupting the tension with some vanity. She got up and headed upstairs
to her bedroom. “Don’t go anywhere, we still need to talk.”

The woman simply had no capacity to deal with real problems, and she was
more than ready to pretend like this was no big deal.

Her nephew was now her twin. No big deal.

(\)%'r\)
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It was now October, with ten months of hypnotic control changing the lives of
Angelika Bannister and her teenage nephew Buck Garber.

It would understandable, however, if one did not recognize Buck Garber. He
had not been himself lately. Today, he sat in front of the TV, watching his aunt’s
shows as he sipped on a glass of white wine. He had his legs crossed as he
bobbed one high-heeled foot idly. Occasionally, he would turn his head and
sweep his long hair out of the way to watch the housekeeper do her work, his
large gold earrings shaking as he did. The rest of the time, Buck was enjoying
the pleasant buzz of the alcohol and snickering at the horrible behavior of the
people on TV.

As he sat there, Buck’s mind wandered back to his most recent visit to the
salon while Angelika was away. He remembered walking in for his weekly
appointment, still healing from his plastic surgery, only to be mistaken for
Angelika by the salon staff. Instead of correcting them, he had played along,
asking for his hair to be “fixed,” which meant styled like Angelikas.

He was chastised for cutting it short, and told extensions would be expensive,
but that strange drive inside Buck to be better than his aunt made it impossible
for him to choose any other course. “Do whatever you need to do,” he told the
stylist.

“Nails, Mrs. Bannister?” the Korean nail artist lady asked.

“Just the usual, please,” he had said, signaling them to replicate Angelika’s nail
style on him. Throughout the appointment, the salon staff treated him as if he
truly was Angelika Bannister, chatting about the usual things they would with
her. Buck found himself responding in kind, adopting Angelika’s mannerisms
and tone almost effortlessly.

The experience had been unsettling for Buck. The ease with which people
accepted him as Angelika and his own uncanny ability to slip into her persona
was both fascinating and disturbing. He left the salon that day looking — and
feeling — more like his aunt than ever, a reflection of her in every way.

Just a day later, he would meet Angelika as she came home from her trip, a
near perfect replica of the original.

Buck couldn’t shake off the eerie feeling of that day. He had become so adept
at being Angelika that it was almost second nature, yet it was a role he hated in
every way. Her life was all about superficialities, about appearances, and being
a royal bitch to just about everyone. He had always hated his aunt Angelika,
ever since he was a child, and for good reason. But here he was, in one of her
dresses, wearing her heels, adorned with her hairstyle and sipping her wine. In
the reflection of the glossy TV screen, he could see her image staring right back
at him, her face now his as well. He had slowly, gradually, become his aunt.
Despite fighting it at every step, despite promising himself he would find a way
to keep it from happening, he was already passing himself off as Angelika
Bannister.
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The reality TV show about idiot trophy wives catfighting with each other in
their petty empty ways droned on in the background, a faint reminder of the
life he was destined for, one he felt like he couldn’t stop from happening.

“I'm finished downstairs, Mrs. Bannister,” the housekeeper said. “Do you want
me to change the sheets on the beds today?”

“Yes, Julie,” Buck replied without thinking. “And freshen the towels too, while
you're at it? You forgot last week. Get a move on. That’s a good girl.” He
dismissed the woman with a flip of his hand.

Only as the housekeeper headed up stairs did Buck realize how he’d just
behaved. It was all he could do to keep himself from breaking down and crying.

(-\.x%’r\.x

A few days later, as Angelika got out of the shower, she received a text
message. She wiped off the fog and tried to read it. She was more than
shocked, and slightly irritated, to see it was from Harold Putkin, the man she
knew as The Amazing Mezmo. “In town for a couple of days. Up for some
drinks?” the message read.

She knew meeting Harold was a bad idea, but the hypnosis she was under
compelled her to make exactly such poor choices. She nearly threw the phone
against the wall to prevent herself from answering, but did so anyway. “Yes,”
she typed back, a sense of resignation mixed with the compulsion driving her
actions.

Determined to present herself as the more down-to-earth “Angie” she had
introduced to Harold, Angelika opted for a casual look. She donned a simple
tee-shirt and denim jeans, a stark contrast to her usual sophisticated attire.
Standing in front of the mirror, she didn’t apply most of her makeup, leaving
only a hint of her usual glamour.

Quietly, she sneaked out of the house, ashamed to be doing what she was
doing. She dare not let Buck find out. In her focus on adhering to her
compulsion to behave this way, she completely forgot what she had planned for
the day. Instead, she carried her pumps in her hand as she snuck out in her
bare feet.

(\J%’N

Buck was frantically going from room to room in the Bannister house looking
for his aunt. He had lost track of her that morning, and it had been hours since
he had seen her around.

He stopped by the front window again to look out, and saw Jodie and Marjorie
already walking up the front walkway.
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“Aunt Angelika!” Buck called out. “Your friends are here!” He had known
about this shopping trip for several days, as he was more or less in charge of
Angelika’s social schedule, but all of the sudden, Angelika had just disappeared
on him. “Aunt Angelika! This isn’t funny! Come out here right now!” His tone
of voice was more or less like a mother dealing with an impish toddler.

His aunt’s behavior had been irritating lately. She, somewhat understandably,
had been avoiding Buck since the facial surgery. Angelika hadn’t helped out at
all around the house, leaving messes that needed cleaning up and had even
been absent for their workouts. The only way Buck even knew she was around
most of the time was the noise she made when walking around, such as the
clack of her heels on the tile.

He heard the front door open and dashed behind a door, hoping to escape
detection. Angelika had already told them that “Jordyn” had left back home for
Spain, and there was no way to account for the presence of Buck as he looked
NOW.

Jodie called out, “Angelika, darling, are you ready? We're already late!”

Buck, realizing his escape was futile, hesitantly emerged from his hiding spot.
“Uh, I can explain” he tried to explain, his voice unintentionally slipping into

Angelika’s haughty tone.

Marjorie, turning to see him, exclaimed, “Angelika, there you are! Silly girl!
We thought you were avoiding us. Look at you! You're barely dressed!”

Buck, caught off guard and unable to reveal his true identity, reluctantly fell
into the role of Angelika. “Well, I...” he said, resigning himself to his fate.

“You've been so distracted lately,” Marjorie said. “I swear you've been
impossible, Angelika.”
Jodie was making a cross face. “Let’s get to your closet and get you dressed

like the shopping diva you are, girlfriend!”

Buck, stuck in this role, led them up to Angelika’s lavish closet, a sanctuary of
high fashion and luxury. The closet was a kaleidoscope of designer labels,
vibrant colors, and an array of shoes that could rival any boutique.

Standing there in a pair of panties and a bra, Angelika’s two friends hovering
around him like a swirling tornado of fashion, Buck was terrified. It was a good
thing he’d been able to push his shrunken genitals up into his body cavity lately,
otherwise he’d have been exposed immediately.

“Oh, Angelika, darling, look at this stunning red dress! It would look divine on
you,” Jodie exclaimed, pulling out a sleek, form-fitting gown with intricate lace
detailing.

Buck, holding the dress, couldn’t help but agree. “Yes, it is quite stunning. But
perhaps a bit too formal for an afternoon shopping?”
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Marjorie, rummaging through the racks, suggested, “What about this lovely
brown minidress? It’s so chic and perfect for the season.”

“Skirts are getting shorter this year,” Jodie added.

“But Angelika has the legs for them, don’t you dear? Let’s match that with this
long cardigan.”

Buck examined the brown dress — a tight, stretchy number simple and basic,
meant to show off curves. The cardigan afforded at least a little bit of modesty.
“Charming indeed. I think this could be the one,” he said, adopting Angelika’s
discerning tone.

The decision made, they moved on to shoes. Jodie picked up a pair of elegant
high heels, the color a perfect match for the leg-exposing dress. “These heels
are simply a must. Just look at the lines!”

Buck, sliding into the heels, felt a mix of discomfort and admiration. The
shoes were a work of art — stiletto heels with smooth suede that
complemented the dress exquisitely.

Finally, Marjorie suggested a purse. “This clutch will complete the look. It’s
understated, yet so sophisticated.” The clutch was a delicate beige, with a

subtle sheen that played off the light.

As Buck stood fully dressed, he was the epitome of a Beverly Hills socialite —
the dress clinging to Buck’s newly acquired curves, the heels adding poise, and
the clutch a perfect accessory. Jodie and Marjorie stepped back to admire their
handiwork.

“Oh, Angelika, you look absolutely breathtaking. Your taste is divine as
always,” Marjorie said, her voice dripping with approval. “I wish I could borrow
your closet for just one night.”

Buck, looking at himself in the mirror, saw not a hint of his former self. He
was Angelika in every way — from the clothes to the mannerisms. As they
prepared to leave, he felt a pang of loss for his true identity, overshadowed by
the persona he had so convincingly adopted.

Quickly, Buck found Angelika’s wallet and, stuffing it into the clutch, joined
Jodie and Marjorie. The trio set off, with Buck fully assuming Angelika’s
identity.

As he rode in the car to Beverly Hills, he found himself easily engaging in
conversations about the latest gossip, their favorite TV shows, commenting on
fashion trends, and even offering advice on purchases — all with the air and
poise of Angelika.

(‘\J@'N
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At the bar, Angelika, or “Angie,” met Harold. The informal setting and her
dressed-down appearance were a far cry from the luxurious lifestyle she was
accustomed to. It was a dive bar, no doubt about it. She hadn’t been in a place
this seedy since high school, and knew she had made the right choice for the
outfit. Anything she’d normally wear would stick out here and draw unwanted
attention.

“Angie, is that really you? You look... different,” Harold remarked, pleasantly
surprised by her casual appearance.

“Oh? Well I was... The last time you saw me I...”

“You were probably attending a wedding. That’s my guess. I figured that’s why
you were all glammed up.”

“Yes,” Angelika replied. “You're exactly right.”

As they sat and ordered drinks, Harold seemed intrigued by this new side of
her. “T have to say, Angie, I like knowing you're really a down-to-earth kind of
gal. It’s refreshing.”

Angelika, enjoying the attention, leaned back in her chair. “That’s me. I'm just
a simple woman.” She sipped her beer. “So, whats the life of a magician like?”
Angelika asked, genuinely curious.

Harold chuckled, “Mostly traveling. But has its moments. And having drinks
with someone like you is definitely a moment.”

Their conversation continued on and on. The bar got crowded over the next
couple of hours, and then emptied over the hours after that, and they were still
talking. Angelika was powerless but to act like she found Harold enthralling,
despite her repulsion with his worn-out clothes and unshaven face. In truth,
she found nothing about the man appealing in the slightest.

She just knew she had to make bad decisions, and she was making a lot of
them today.

N%’N

As the three glamorous shoppers moved from store to store, Buck’s
performance was so convincing that neither ]odie nor Marjorie suspected
anything amiss. “Angelika, darling, you simply must try on this dress. It’s
absolutely you!” Jodie insisted, handing him a chic designer outfit.

Buck, playing along, replied, “Oh, Jodie, you always know what fits my sense
of style. Before I forget, let'’s remember to stop by the jewelry store. I saw a
divine necklace there last week.”

They continued strutting along the storefronts, their seemingly endless
appetite for spending money on display. Buck maintained his facade flawlessly,



Ruined by Resolutions by Joe Six-Pack

engaging in lighthearted banter and even partaking in their usual late lunch at
an upscale bistro.

The atmosphere was buzzing with the chatter of the elite, the clinking of fine
china, and the soft notes of a piano in the background.

Seated at a table with a pristine white cloth, Buck ordered only a salad with
dressing on the side, conscious of maintaining Angelika’s slender figure. He
picked at his food sparingly, focusing more on the conversation.

“Oh, did you girls watch the latest episode of ‘The Real Housewives'?” Buck
asked, knowingly initiating a discussion that was sure to be pursued. He was
dangling bait for them, and they took it.

Marjorie, sipping her mimosa, replied with a chuckle, “Yes, darling, it was
scandalous! I can’t believe what Elena wore to that party. It was a fashion
disaster!”

Jodie, dabbing her lips with a napkin, added, “Oh, and don’t get me started on
her hair. It looked like she’d been caught in a tornado. Absolutely dreadful.”

Buck, reveling in the catty banter, joined in, “And speaking of disasters, did
you see that woman at the boutique today? The one in the plum Chanel? That
dress was two sizes too small. It was hanging on for dear life.”

The three of them erupted into laughter, the kind of catty arrogant laughter
that would have sent people to the guillotine in another age.

Jodie, leaning in, said, “And what about that sales clerk at the shoe store?
Those shoes she recommended... I wouldn’t be caught dead in them. It’s like
she had no sense of style whatsoever.”

Marjorie, shaking her head, added, “Truly, some people just don’t understand
fashion. It’s a gift, really, to have such impeccable taste — as we do.”

Buck, feeling a pang of guilt for participating in such mean-spirited
conversation yet compelled to maintain his role, said, “Absolutely, darling.

We're simply blessed with a sense of style that seems to escape so many
common people.”

They all laughed wickedly.
N@,N

Sickeningly to Angelika, as she pretended to listen to Harold talk, she realized
that he was falling in love with her. Or, with “Angie,” to be accurate. She
wanted to walk out, she wanted to tell him off and break his pathetic heart, but
she was unable to counteract her hypnotic command. She had to help Buck be
better, and to do that, she had to be worse.

“Let’s take a walk,” Harold suggested. “What do you say, cutie?”
“Lead the way,” Angelika replied, wanting to kill herself.
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They left the bar and strolled to a nearby park, the twilight air cool and
refreshing. The park was dimly lit, with just enough light from the street lamps
to guide their path. The sounds of the city were muted here, replaced by the
occasional rustling of leaves and distant laughter.

As they walked, Harold talked about his life, his dreams, and the challenges of
being a traveling magician. Angelika hated every word coming out of the man’s
mouth, but felt like she had to act like she was enjoying the moment. She
laughed at his jokes and appeared to listen attentively, all the while hating that
she was forced to pretend she was enjoying this pointless encounter and wasted
evening with a common cretin.

The walk in the park, under different circumstances, could have been a
romantic interlude, but for Angelika, it was a humiliating experience. She was
trapped in a cycle of making decisions that went against her better judgment,
yet the hypnotic command this little man had given her left her little choice.

After a while, Harold stopped and turned to her. “T'm really glad we did this,
Angie. It’s not often I meet someone like you,” he said, his eyes reflecting
sincerity.

Angelika, groaned inside, yet managed a smile. “I'm glad too, Harold. Tonight
has been... great,” she said, trying to end the encounter, but apparently failing.

“Now I know nothing can beat that night we had in Minneapolis, but...” He
looked to the side, peering in the window of a store they had stopped at.

It was the storefront for an adult sex toy store. The window display was willed
with vibrators, beads, plugs and plastic devices in shapes and sizes that made

the mind ponder what they could possibly be for.
“You up for it?” Harold asked.
“I'm up for anything with you...” Angelika was forced to say. “...baby.”
Harold held Angelika’s hand as they ventured inside.

N%’N

As the twilight became the evening, Buck, Jodie, and Marjorie continued their
shopping spree through the high-end boutiques of Beverly Hills. Buck, deeply
engrossed in his role as Angelika, was carrying on chatting with the girls when
he suddenly slowed his high heels down and looked at a dazzling dress in a
store window.

It was a stunning creation, a sleek, column gown in a deep shade of midnight
blue, covered in sequins that shimmered under the boutique’s lights. It looked
like liquid night. It was gorgeous.

The dress, with its elegant lines and luxurious fabric, spellbound Buck,
appealing to the part of him that had been steadily transforming into Angelika.
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Jodie noticed his interest and encouraged him. “Oh, Angelika, you simply must
try it on. It’s absolutely you!”

Marjorie chimed in, “Yes, darling, that color is perfect for you. It'll accentuate
your figure beautifully. And it’s Dolce & Gabbana. You simply must.”

He then glimpsed at the price, which was written on very small text on a tiny
card next to the gown. $7,945, it read.

Despite knowing the dress was insanely priced, Buck found himself swayed by
the girls’ persuasions. He went into the boutique and tried it on. The reflection
that stared back at him from the mirror was beyond striking. The dress hugged
his figure in all the right places, accentuating the feminine physique he had
adopted.

His apprehension and common sense about buying such a thing evaporated in
the moment he was forced to take it off. He never wanted to take such a
beautiful creation off. It made him fell like the most glamorous soul on Earth.
He had to have it.

As he purchased the dress, a part of him felt a thrill of delight. He was eager
to wear it and show off, reveling in the beauty and status. He had never felt this
way about anything before, and couldn’t help but get excited.

(‘\J@'N

Angelika was on the floor of the motel room, trembling in fear. It had been
three hours of crazy, animal sex, a night like she’d had sick fantasies about. It
was absolute debauchery. Above her, Harold dozed away, wrapped in slightly
flaky sheets.

The magician was insatiable, a mess of fetishes and horniness that she hadn’t
ever encountered in a human being. She’d dated some perverts in her time,
but Harold was a step beyond them all.

Yet she just took it. She didn’t have the capacity to stop it. Angelika just took it
all, believing that she was doing the right thing, being the kind of person that
her nephew could easily be better than.

She wasn’t trembling because she was scared of the sex, however. She was
shaking because she knew she had cheated on Gregory. Her future husband,
her future sugar daddy. If he ever found out, Angelika had thrown it all away to
have dirty sex with a fourth-rate stage magician.

It was the worst decision she could possibly make, and she knew she hadn’t
stopped making them. You must help each other with your resolutions.

Drying her tears, she crawled back up, naked, into the bed beside the old

man, pulled the thin sheets over her and tried to fall asleep.
She failed to.
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At about the same time, back at home, Buck tried on the dress again. He
stood in front of the mirror, admiring how the fabric flowed and how amazing it
made him look. But as he gazed at his reflection, a surge of realization hit him.
He was not just dressing to look like Angelika; he was dressing like this to
become Angelika.

In a moment of clarity and horror, Buck ripped the dress off his body. He tore
it to shreds, each rip a release of his frustration and anger. It should have felt
cathartic, but despite him ripping and ripping, he didn't feel like he was really
fixing anything. His problem was not with the dress, it was with what he was
becoming. Tears streamed down his face as he destroyed the beautiful gown,
spraying frayed fabric and tiny sequins everywhere.

He rested on his knees, breathing like he had run a hundred miles being
chased by hunters through a never-ending jungle. No matter how fast he ran,
they would catch him. There was no denying it. Angelika was now his one and
only reality.

r\)'@“r\)

“You're so tense,” Gregory said as he gave Angelika a back-rub.

In the luxurious setting of Monte Carlo bay, Angelika lounged on the deck of
Gregory’s yacht, the sun casting a warm glow over the hotels and casinos.

Angelika couldn’t bring herself to reveal the true reason for her tension — her
forced encounters with Harold and the disturbing transformation of her
nephew into her clone. Even now, a week later, she couldn't stop thinking
about it. Instead, she claimed her anxiety was the product of a more acceptable
concern. “It’s just the wedding, Gregory. I'm getting anxious.” She lowered her
sunglasses to peer over the tops. “People are beginning to talk.”

No one was beginning to talk, unless Angelika was counting the voice in her
head which was desperately pleading for a wedding date. She needed
something to hang on to, something she could target as the end goal. With her
life becoming so insane, she knew if she could just make it to the wedding, she
could survive.

Gregory, pausing his movements, looked at her thoughtfully. “Well, I've been
thinking...”
Angelika’s heart leapt into her throat. He could say anything next.

“...Why don’t we have a winter wedding? Around Christmas? It could be
magical.”
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Angelika’s heart sank at the suggestion. The idea of a wedding and future
anniversaries around Christmas was far from appealing to her. However,
desperate for the security that a wedding to Gregory would bring, she pushed
her disappointment deep down inside of her and agreed. “Oh, Gregory! Are
you serious? Tell me you're not joking.”

“We have a couple of weeks off for the holidays at work. It makes sense for my
schedule.”

“Yes, Gregory! Yes!” Angelika gushed.

As they continued to enjoy the luxury of the yacht and the beautiful setting,
Angelika’s mind was in turmoil. The thought of a Christmas wedding gave her
pause, as she detested the idea of the anniversary parties and gifts blending
into Christmas. But how long was the marriage going to last, anyway? Four,
maybe five years? Then she’d be on to bigger and better things. For now, her
situation left her little choice. The wedding, once a dream scenario, had
become a lifeline, a means to an end in her increasingly ridiculous situation.

The conversation about the wedding plans continued, with Gregory saying he
was going to hire a company to handle all the details. Angelika, meanwhile, was
lost in her thoughts, wondering how she was going to break it off with Harold,
and how she was going to deal with Buck and his situation. Maybe he could
take a vacation to the other side of the world and not show up at the wedding?
That was certainly an option.

Finally, Angelika could relax and enjoy the luxurious Monte Carlo backdrop
and the gentle swaying motion of the yacht with a sense of peace.

(\»‘@’(\J

“Oh, that one is positively stunning on you, Angelika,” Marjorie exclaimed as
she saw a gown with an elegant train and detailed embroidery.

Jodie, adjusting the veil, added, “It’s absolutely gorgeous. You look like a
vision.” She was swooning. “I'm so glad you came back from your vacation for
this.”

Each dress was more elaborate than the last, adorned with lace, silk, and
intricate beading. It had been a long day at the bridal store, going through a
myriad of wedding dresses. There was no time to waste, as the ceremony was
less than two months away.

Buck, standing in front of the mirror, felt a mixture of humiliation and
disbelief. Surrounded by Angelika’s friends, including Jodie and Marjorie, he
tried on an endless variety of bridal dresses under their watchful eyes.

Jodie, circling Buck to admire the gown from every angle, was bubbling with
enthusiasm. “It’s simply exquisite, darling. You're going to be the most
glamorous bride.”
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Feeling exquisitely uncomfortable, Buck forced a polite smile. “Do you really
think so? I'm not entirely sure. Could one of you take a photo? I'd like to have
a different angle.”

The reason for the photo was that he needed to send it to the real Angelika for
her thoughts, if one could call them that. Jodie used Buck’s phone to take a
couple of pics and handed it back to him. He could barely hold on to it in his
silk opera gloves.

Each time his phone vibrated with a response, he casually glanced at it and
conveyed her feedback. “Angelika thinks...” He stopped himself. “I mean, I
think it’s lovely but I want to see something more modern, too.”

The friends continued their enthusiastic involvement, offering suggestions and
opinions. “What about something a bit more daring?” suggested Marjorie as
she flipped through a printed catalog the store provided.

Obligingly, Buck changed into a modern, figure-hugging mermaid-style gown.
Pulling his hair out of his face, he asked, “How about this one? It’s kind of a
different look.”

Jodie, examining the dress, remarked, “It’s beautiful, but I think there are
others that had more impact.” The other three women in the room all nodded
and sounded their agreement.

In a life that seemed to be lurching from one humiliation to the next, this was
a whole new aspect to shame he had not yet felt. Here he was, standing in the
middle of a room with four of Angelika’s closest friends, all with their eyes
trained on him like snipers, judging him, staring at his disgracefully feminine
body, treating him like a forty-plus year old woman, and expecting him to act
like one.

As the afternoon progressed, Buck found himself trying on even more gowns,
each eliciting comments and excitement from the girls. Buck didn’t even have
the simple dignity of being a mannequin, as he had to twist and turn in each
gown, change in front of everyone, pose for photos, pretend to evaluate himself
in the mirrors that gave him five different angles, parade around in each
elaborate dress for ten to fifteen minutes for the wedding of a woman he
absolutely loathed.

Even worse, none of the gowns seemed to satisfy Angelika. He could only
imagine her sunbathing in the warm mediterranean, or lounging on a fluffy
bed, passively ruminating on each dress and then lazily dismissing them.

It was eight hours of his life he’d never get back. Of course, it really wasn'’t his
life anymore, he had come to realize.

Angelika had threatened to kick him out if he didn’t do this fitting for her. She
had phoned at the last second, saying she couldn’t bear to leave her vacation
early, and wanted to get a head start on the dress. The woman was so conceited
she couldn't even attend her own dress fitting appointment. Buck’s body was
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close enough, she figured.

The sad truth for Buck that he was going to get kicked out anyway when the
wedding came, so he was presiding over his own metaphorical funeral.

There was no chance Angelika was going to keep the house after moving in
with Gregory, and an even slimmer chance she’'d try to explain to Gregory that
she had some kind of secret twin that needed to live with them. He was going
to have to find some way to live on his own in a few months, and since he
looked like a middle-aged trophy wife, he had no idea what kind of work would

even be available for him.

After several hours, they concluded the fitting session. Buck, exhausted from
the emotional strain of the charade, politely excused himself. “Thank you,
ladies, for your help today. I think we have plenty of options to consider.”

“We'll be back here tomorrow!” Jodie said eagerly. Indeed, they had booked
the place for three days. “See you then!”

The drive back to Angelika’s house was a quiet one, filled with emotions
ranging from self-hatred to self-loathing. Buck didn’t see how this was going to
end well for him.

(\»‘@’(\J

“Aunt Angelika!” Buck said pushing his aunt’s body back and forth. “Get up!”

She was asleep on her bed, dead to the world, and smelling like cheap beer.
She had been out all night, and came home some time around four, stumbling
to bed. Since then, she hadn’t done much but drool on her pillow, and it was
already 11am.

“Come on!” Buck insisted, as he rolled her back and forth, without a response.
“You're going to miss it!”

Buck marched on over to Angelika’s closet and started picking out her clothes
for her, knowing she was running so late she wouldn’t have time. it was going to
need to be her good stuff, because this was the day Gregory had set aside for
Angelika to finally meet Gregory’s children.

He had two, a daughter Soleil who was 8, and a son Devin, who was three.
Buck wasn’t sure of the details, as he had learned most of what he knew by
eavesdropping on one end of a phone conversation, but Soleil was the product
of Gregory’s first marriage, and Devin was had out of wedlock, as they say.

“Aunt Angelikal” Buck snapped as he threw her things on the bed. “You can’t
do this!”

This wasn't the first time Buck had found her like this, either. Over the past
two weeks, ever since she had gotten back from her little vacation in Europe,
she’d go out drinking somewhere every couple of nights. At first Buck assumed
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she was celebrating the wedding date, but he was beginning to suspect she
wasn’t doing much celebrating at all. She smelled of beer every time she came
back, which definitely wasn’t her kind of drink. Then, whenever she woke up,
she was surly and didn’t want to talk about where she had been. Even her
friends were worried. In addition to all that, she was wearing... Denim.

Just yesterday, Buck had to take Angelika’s place on the weekly shopping trip,
keeping Jodie and Marjorie from getting too suspicious.

Why he had kept Angelika’s date with her friends wasn’t much of a mystery.
He was, after all, better than Angelika, and to be the better Angelika, he had to
prove he could do what she couldn’t.

Which was why, as he glanced at the clock, he started to take off the dress he
was wearing and slipped into the one he had just put out for his aunt. He knew
she was never going to be ready for this, but a better version of Angelika would.

You must be better than your aunt.
(\)%’(\)

Buck arrived at Gregory’s luxurious penthouse, feeling a like he was going to
fly apart at the seams at any moment. It was one thing to impersonate Angelika
to her flighty friends who were so self absorbed they might not notice a nearby
nuclear explosion, but this was Gregory Kane, a sharp-minded multi-
millionaire banking executive. Buck could ruin both Angelika’s and his own life
in a very permanent way with one wrong move. Buck kept telling himself he
had to keep it together.

Buck knew the importance of this meeting — Gregory was planning to
introduce his children to their future step-mother, a role Buck was now
uncomfortably assuming. This was essentially a test.

As the elevator doors opened, Gregory greeted him with a warm smile. He
stepped forward and gave Buck a kiss as he embraced him, assuming him to be
his fiancée. “You look stunning, Angelika. That dress is incredibly sexy, and
your hair smells wonderful,” he complimented, oblivious to Buck’s true
identity.

Buck, caught off guard by the kiss and compliment, managed a strained smile.
“Thank you, Gregory. You're always... So... Charming.”

Gregory, beaming with excitement, led Buck into the living room. “T want to
prepare you for meeting my children. They're really excited to meet their
future step-mom. Don’t be nervous, they’ll love you.”

Buck felt a knot of anxiety in his stomach. Not only was he impersonating
Angelika, but now he was about to meet Gregory’s children under this insane
pretense. “I'm sure it'll be fine,” he said, trying to sound confident while his
voice betrayed his nervousness.
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Gregory, mistaking Buck’s apprehension for typical pre-meeting jitters, put a
reassuring hand on his shoulder. “Just be yourself, Angelika. They're great kids,
and I know they’ll adore you.”

As Gregory went to fetch his children, Buck took a moment to compose
himself. He was in too deep, playing a role that was becoming increasingly
complex and challenging. There was still time to jump out a nearby window, he
reminded himself as he primped his hair in a nearby mirror. They were fifty
stories up, and it would be painless.

When Gregory returned with his two young children, Buck steeled himself
and let out a very quiet whimper. Gregory led his young son, Devin, into the
room by the hand, while his daughter Soleil followed closely behind. Devin, at
three years old, was still mastering the art of walking, and Soleil, eight years
old, appeared shy and reserved.

Doing his best imitation of his aunt, Buck greeted them with a warm, albeit
forced, smile. “Hello there, I'm so happy to meet both of you,” he said, his
voice soft and caring. “My name is... Angelika.”

As they approached, Buck noticed the children’s timidity. They kept their
distance, eyeing him with a mix of curiosity and caution. This immediate
reaction from the children sparked a concern in Buck. He realized that the real
Angelika might have a better approach in connecting with them, a thought that
stirred his compulsion to outdo her.

Driven by his desire to prove he could do anything better than his aunt, Buck
knelt down to the children’s level, offering them a warm and inviting smile. “Hi
Soleil, hi Devin, it’s so nice to meet you both. I've heard a lot about you,” he
said gently, trying to bridge the gap.

Soleil, looking at Buck with curiosity, asked, “Do you like princesses? I have a
lot of princess dolls.”

Buck, seizing the opportunity to connect, replied enthusiastically, “T think
princesses are wonderful. I'd love to see your dolls. I bet you have a lot.”

Devin, still clinging to Gregory’s hand, peeked out shyly. Buck extended a
friendly gesture, “And Devin, do you like playing with cars? I bet you have
some cool ones.”

Devin nodded, a small smile breaking on his face. “T have a red car. It’s fast!”
“I bet it is!” Buck replied. “T bet it’s faster than everyone else!”

As they talked, the children quickly warmed up to him, chatting about their
toys and interests. He listened attentively, responding with kindness and
encouragement.

Gregory watched the interaction with a satisfied smile, pleased to see his
children taking to the person he thought was their future step-mother. Buck,
meanwhile, felt the way a small mouse probably felt watching the cat give up
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chasing them. He had managed to connect with the kids, surpassing his own
expectations and, in his mind, doing better than the real Angelika might have.

As the visit came to an end, Soleil and Devin seemed genuinely sad to say
goodbye to Buck. “Will you come play with us again®” Devin asked with
hopeful eyes.

“Well, T'll be around a lot more very soon,” Buck replied.

“She’s gonna be our new mommy,” Soleil said to her brother.

“That’s right,” Buck said, feeling a weird pang of guilt for the deception.

Gregory gave Buck a big, pleased smile, and then took his kids back to their
rooms, once again leaving Buck alone. He guessed it was a success, this first
meeting, but those kids were in for a big disappointment when that selfish, self-
absorbed bitch of an aunt becomes their mother for real, he reasoned.

As Gregory came back from returning the children to their rooms, he was
brimming with joy and satisfaction. Buck had never seen him so happy. He
walked up to Buck, still believing him to be Angelika, and swept him into an
exuberant embrace. With a spontaneous motion, he spun Buck around, his face
beaming.

“You're going to be a wonderful mother to my kids,” Gregory exclaimed, his
voice filled with happiness.

Before Buck could react, Gregory leaned in and planted a smothering kiss on
his face. Buck, caught in the whirlwind of the moment, felt a rush of panic
mixed with the need to maintain his disguise.

Gregory, caught up in the emotion, asked with a hopeful undertone, “Do you
have any plans for tomorrow, Angelika? Anywhere you need to be tomorrow
morning?”

Buck knew exactly what Gregory was implying, and the thought he would
have to fight this man off as he tried to get into his panties terrified him like
nothing else before. He scrambled for a plausible excuse. “Oh, Gregory, I'd
love to, but I have... um, a pancake breakfast fundraiser to attend. I've had the
arrangement for months, and I simply can’t miss it,” he stammered, the excuse
sounding feeble even to his own ears.

Gregory, though visibly disappointed, nodded understandingly. “I see, well, I
understand. Maybe another time then.”

Buck, seizing the opportunity to escape the increasingly complicated situation,
quickly gathered his things. “Yes, another time,” he echoed, making his way to
the door with a hurried goodbye.

Once outside Gregory’s penthouse, Buck let out a sigh of relief. The job was
done. Now he needed to get his aunt to live up to her responsibilities. The idea
he was going to have to do anything more was ridiculous. She was the one
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marrying a multi-millionaire, the opportunity of a lifetime, and she couldn’t
even be bothered to meet with him.
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“No, I really gotta talk to you,” Angelika said from the floor of the bar.

She had been down there for a few minutes, after having slid off her bar stool.
The middle-aged woman had been in the process of sliding off the stool for
about ten minutes, so when she finally hit the floor, few noticed. It didn’t hurt,
either, because Angelika was well beyond being able to feel pain, as drunk as
she was.

Looking up at her date, Harold Pufkin, she reached up, grabbing at his shirt.

Getting his attention, he looked down at Angelika. “Didjoo get drunk agin,
Annngie?” He asked, his voice slurred by the several dinks he had consumed.

“I got sumthin I wanna talk to you about...” Angelika replied. She had
something urgent she needed to tell him, but the alcohol had temporarily
wiped it from her memory.

This was the fifth time she had done this. With her impending marriage to
Gregory, she intended to tell Harold that she couldn’t see him anymore. It was
time to break things off. But whenever she met up with him, she made some
bad decisions and started to drink. A few drinks and some heavy groping later,
and she couldn’t recall why she needed to talk to Harold.

As Harold, pulling Angie’s arm, dragged her across the floor to a booth,
Angelika’s faint thought of having to talk to Harold about something was lost in
a hazy drunken mind that would not clear up for several hours, until she was
home in bed.

N@“N

Not knowing where the hell his aunt Angelika was, Buck was forced more and
more to step in for his aunt.

Buck found himself in yet another elaborate charade, having dinner at a fine
restaurant with Gregory. The situation was becoming increasingly surreal, with
Buck having to step in for his aunt Angelika at the last minute. Gregory was
none the wiser.

Throughout the dinner, Buck was consumed with thoughts about his aunt’s
strange behavior. Angelika had been spending less and less time at home, and
the last time he saw her, she was dressed completely out of character in a tee
shirt, denim skirt, and flip-flops. This departure from her usual glamorous
persona added to Buck’s confusion and concern.
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As they sat at the elegantly set table, Gregory noticed Buck’s distracted
demeanor. “Angelika, you seem a bit distant tonight. Is everything alright?” he
asked, a hint of concern in his voice.

Buck, realizing he needed to maintain his act, quickly composed himself. “Oh,
Gregory, I'm so sorry. I was just lost in thought. Everything’s fine,” he assured,
forcing a smile and adopting a more affectionate tone to emulate his aunt.

Gregory seemed reassured by Buck’s response and continued the
conversation. “I'm glad to hear that. I've been thinking about our wedding
plans. Have you given any more thought to the venue?”

Buck, playing the part of Angelika, responded with enthusiasm he didn't feel.
“Yes, of course. A winter wedding would be so romantic, don’t you think? A
cathedral is what I'm thinking. The one downtown?” He slightly tilted his head
the way he saw his aunt do when she was trying to flatter someone. “I can’t wait
to start our life together.”

As the dinner progressed, Gregory began to turn up the charm, flirting more
openly with Buck. Leaning across the table, he reached for Buck’s slender,
long-nailed hand. “Angelika, I must say, you look absolutely ravishing tonight.
This color suits you so well,” he said, gesturing towards Buck’s attire.

Buck, knowing this beige dress was the same as a hundred beige dresses
Angelika owned, replied with a forced smile, trying to emulate Angelika’s
flirtatious tone. “Oh, Gregory, you always know just what to say to make a
woman feel special.”

Gregory, encouraged by the response, continued, “And it’s not just your style.
I find myself constantly drawn to your wit and charm. You're an incredible
woman, Angelika. I cannot believe I found such a treasure as you.”

Feeling increasingly uncomfortable but compelled to maintain the act, Buck
responded, “You're quite the charmer yourself, Gregory. I'm lucky to have
caught your eye. You could have any woman in the world.”

“Don't be silly, my love.” The conversation took a more intimate turn as
Gregory leaned in closer. “T keep thinking about our future together, Angelika.
I can’t wait until marriage. I want you now.”

Buck, caught unexpected, managed to reply, “Well, there will be plenty of
time for that on the honeymoon... It’s only a month and a half away.”

“You are an awful tease, Angelika. But I don’t know if T can wait. You're just
s0... You turn me on like no other woman ever has.”

“Oh,” Buck replied, not knowing what to say or do at this point.

“But I see I'm making you uncomfortable. Let’s us finish this wonderful
dinner.”

As the evening wore on, Gregory’s gestures became more affectionate, his
eyes lingered on Buck longer, his hand often finding Buck’s across the table.
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Buck played along, all the while feeling absolutely repelled by physical contact

with another man.

Finally, as they finished their meal, Gregory said, “Spending time with you
tonight has been the highlight of my week, Angelika. I feel so connected to
you.”

Buck, feeling the full burden of his deception, forced a final flirtatious remark,
“Our connection is only going to get deeper, Gregory.” Buck said, trying to
come up with things his aunt might say. “Tonight was just perfect.”

The dinner ended with Gregory escorting Buck to the car, his arm around his
waist. Buck, while relieved that the evening was over, felt a deepening sense
that Gregory was up to something.

Instead of going home the wealthy executive took Buck on a scenic drive
through the Los Angeles hills. The view was filled with the glittering lights of
the city below, creating a romantic ambiance that Buck found increasingly
unnerving. Gregory seemed to be in high spirits, occasionally glancing over at
Buck with a smile that indicated his intentions.

As they reached a particularly secluded spot overlooking the city, Gregory
pulled the car over. The quiet of the hills enveloped them, and the only sound
was the distant hum of the city. Buck’s heart raced as he realized Gregory’s
intentions.

“Gregory, I... I think we should head back. It’s getting late,” Buck stammered,
trying to ward off the impending romantic moment.

Gregory, however, was not deterred. He turned to Buck, his eyes softening.
“Just a moment, Angelika. This view is too beautiful to pass up. It's moments
like these that I want to share with you.”

Buck, desperate to avoid the situation, scrambled for another excuse. “I'm
really not feeling too well. Maybe it’s something I ate.”

Gregory’s expression turned to one of concern, but he still reached for Buck’s
hand. “T'm sorry to hear that. We’ll stop by a pharmacy on the way back.”

Before Buck could protest further, Gregory leaned in and gently pressed his
lips against Buck’s in a slow, romantic kiss. Buck’s mind raced with panic and
confusion. He remained still, not reciprocating but also unable to pull away,
caught in his lie.

Gregory finally pulled back, a contented smile on his face. Silently, he guided
Buck’s hand towards his crotch.

Buck tried to think of any way he could run from the car, how he could slap
Gregory across the face — how he could stop what Gregory was prompting
him to do at any cost.

“Go ahead, touch it,” Gregory whispered, his eyes never leaving the cityscape.
“You're so good with your mouth.” Buck wanted to be anywhere but here, right
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now. He didn’t want to suck Gregory’s cock. He wasn’t gay. But knowing
Angelika was supposed to be good at sucking cock, he also couldn't live with
knowing Angelika could do something better than he could.

You must be better than your aunt.

Buck slowly reached out and cupped Gregory’s cock through his pants. It felt
warm and hard against his palm. He was scared out of his mind, but he did it
anyway.

“Oh God,” Buck said, looking up at Gregory, who smiled and nodded.

“It hurts, my love,” Gregory said. “Please help.”

Buck swallowed hard. He looked around. He looked back at Gregory. He
couldn’t do it. Not here. Not like this.

“Please,” Gregory said, taking Buck’s hand off his crotch and holding it.
“Please. I want you.”

Buck tired one last time to stop the inevitable. “Gregory, please. I...”

“Suck it. Suck my cock. Like only you can.”

You must be better than your aunt.

Buck closed his eyes. He took a deep breath. He leaned forward and undid
Gregory’s slacks.

“Oh, fuck,” Gregory said, closing his eyes. Buck pulled Gregory’s massive cock
out of his jeans. It was thick and long and hard. Buck looked at it. He couldn’t

do it. He couldn’t suck it. He couldn’t. But he did. He opened his mouth and
wrapped his lips around Gregory’s cock.

“Oh, Yes. My love. My Angelika,” Gregory said, opening his eyes. He looked
down at Buck. His eyes were wide.

Buck was caressing Gregory’s cock with his lips. Then he licked it. He ran his
tongue up and down it. He felt Gregory’s hand on his head. He felt Gregory’s
fingers in his hair.

“Mggphh,” Buck moaned as he sucked on Gregory’s cock. He felt Gregory’s
cock throb in his mouth for a moment before hot cum shot into his throat. It
just kept coming, pump after pump.

Buck’s only way to cope was to swallow it. He swallowed every drop. “My
Angelika,” Gregory said, closing his eyes again. “So beautiful.”

Satisfied he was giving Gregory a better cock-sucking than Angelika could
had, Buck licked Gregory’s cock clean. He put it back into his pants. Then he
sat back in his seat.

“That was nice,” Gregory said, smiling and gently petting Buck’s hair. “Thank
you.”
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“You're welcome. I'm glad you liked it.” Buck tried to keep his true emotions
inside, his true feeling of outright disgust from showing through. “T loved it,
too.”

“T hope when we’re married you might do it from time to time.”

“Of course, darling.” He coughed in the most feminine way he could. “We
should really get going,” he said, eager to escape the situation.

Buck sat back up and buckled himself in as Gregory fired up the car and
pulled out of the parking spot. He sat in the car, thinking about what had just
happened. He felt dirty. He felt used. He felt like he had lost something.

The drive back was a blur for Buck. He was overwhelmed by the complexity of
the thoughts he had in his fevered head — guilt for deceiving Gregory,
discomfort from the kiss, sick from the blowjob, and a deepening worry about
the consequences of his impersonation. The wedding couldn’t come soon
enough for him. Maybe then he’d be free of this insane impulse to be better
than his horrible aunt.

As they arrived back at Angelika’s house, Buck quickly said his goodbyes and
hurried inside, leaving Gregory behind. Once inside, he leaned against the
door, taking a moment to compose himself.

The night had taken a toll on him, pushing him into debasing himself to a
degree he wasn't able to even believe. The musky scent coming from his mouth
told him that it really had happened. Buck knew that the charade he was
maintaining was spiraling out of control. He went into his aunt’s room to find
her bed empty, as he had come to expect.
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Three weeks later, Buck touched up his makeup in the mirror. Gregory was
waiting for him, and he liked to make Gregory wait.

When he was ready, Buck strutted out of the ladies’ room in his heels, his
short skirt showing all of his legs. He knew everyone was looking, and he
wanted to appear confident.

In the three weeks he had been seeing Gregory, he had gotten somewhat
adjusted to being seen on his arm. He had learned the hard way how to deal
with it.

At first, his humiliation was almost crippling, and he’d dash from one safe area
to the next, trying to stay away from the leering eyes and jealous stares of those
around him. Experience had taught him that confidence was his best weapon.
He stuck out his prodigious chest and kept a cool expression on his face as he
walked from the restroom to where Gregory was waiting for him.

“Thank you for waiting,” he said to Gregory as he hooked his arm through his.
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“I was beginning to
worry,” the salt-and-
peppered-haired
executive said, dressed
in a snappy tuxedo.

“Are you ready to
go?” Buck asked.

“They’re already
bringing the car
around.”

As Buck stood in a
stunning black evening
gown beside his date
for the evening, he
tried to stay calm, or at
least appear to stay
calm. Nothing about
dating Gregory had
become any easier. He
was still fighting his
advances off, still
frightened every
moment he was with
him that he’d he so
something wrong,
terrified of being
found out and
anguishing over what

his life had become.

Gregory would
probably have been
stunned to learn that
for the past month, he
had been talking to
Buck exclusively, not
Angelika. The real
Angelika was
becoming even more
elusive, and even Buck
hadn’t seen her for two
days.

It had been a
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delightful night at the opera, with Gregory able to mingle with all the wealthy
and famous people in Beverly Hills. Buck stood beside him and kept mostly
quiet, only speaking when the men started to talk about “Angelika” and how
lovely she was, as if Buck were a literal trophy being hauled around for his
friends to gawk at.

Gregory helped Buck into the car and Buck waited patiently as he paid the
valet and worked his way around to the driver’s side. He looked down at his
long, supple feminine legs over his huge, ever-present breasts as he waited for
Gregory. Buck hated everything about himself. He hated what he had become,
from the top of his coiffed head down to his little polished toes.

It seemed half his life was spent at the salon these days, getting himself ready
for dates and public appearances as Gregory Kane’s fiancée. He hadn’t worn a
stitch of male clothing in over six months. He hadn’t even used his own name
in two.

“Did you have a nice time?” Gregory asked Buck.

“T always have a wonderful time when I'm with you,” Buck said, channeling
his best Angelika impression.

They drove towards the cliffs, stopping to look at the moonlight shimmering in
the waves of the sea. Buck sighed and tucked his hair back. His dates with
Gregory always seemed to end this way. He'd lost count of how many time he’d
done this.

Buck unbuckled his seatbelt and hovered his head over Gregory’s lap,
Gregory’s hands gently caressing his hair as he began to give him another
exquisite blowjob.

The young man could feel the tension building within himself as he continued
to deep throat Gregory. As the wealthy older man’s hands gently cradled Buck’s
head, his fingers tangling in his long, golden hair as he expertly pleasured him
with his lips and tongue.

As Buck continued to blow Gregory, he tried to drive all the hatred and
humiliation from his mind. But he was forced to focus on the task at hand —
keeping up his disguise and satisfying Gregory’s needs — and he couldn’t keep
an overwhelming feeling of shame from surfacing.

Despite the intense disgust that was raging within him, Buck continued to give
Gregory the long, loving blowjob he required.

As he continued his ministrations, Buck couldn’t help but feel like a mere
prop in this elaborate nightmare. He was nothing more than a human sex toy
and walking status symbol for Gregory, and the realization filled him with
despair. The act itself was skilled and satisfying, but it only served to reinforce
Buck was playing a role he didn’t want or enjoy.

Afterward, back at his aunt’s house, Buck spent much of the night crying in
bed, trying to come to terms with the reality of his situation. He had become
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nothing more than a tool, a tool without a will of its own, no future, no
freedom, and the thought made him regret everything about his life.
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As the wedding grew closer, Gregory and Buck became practically
inseparable. It seemed like Buck was being shown off like a prize pony to all of
Gregory’s friends and business associates. There were nightly parties, dinners,
and galas. The young man knew how much Angelika would have savored all the
attention and praise as the fiancée of a near-billionaire. It was like living the life
of one of the real housewives she watched on TV every day.

But as it was, Buck was now stuck living the fantasy of a woman he hated. He
hated her even more these days as Angelika was absent too often to rescue
Buck from his role as an aging socialite, woman in love and bride to be.

Still, his drive to be better than Angelika in all things forced him to make
himself up every day, put on a killer dress, fuck-me heels and spend hours on
his hair and makeup to be the woman Angelika couldn’t be. He’d given up
fighting the impulse by this point. He knew that he couldn’t fight whatever it
was that controlled him — but he would never give up hating what was

happening to him.

So when Roger asked if he could come in for a “nightcap” after taking Buck
home after a late night on the town, Buck was powerless to refuse. Knowing
Angelika wasn’t home because her car was gone, Buck led the eager man
inside.

He already knew what Gregory’s favorite drink was, so he prepared a whisky
on the rocks for him and served it. Buck had a tumbler himself, and although
he was still too young to drink, no one on Earth would believe he was anything
other than a forty-something woman.

The drink was a mistake, however, as an hour later, Buck found himself on top
of Angelika’s bed, with Gregory pulling his dress down like it was a banana
peel. He was drunk enough to not be able to save himself with his usual quick-
thinking mind.

By the time he realized he was in too deep, Gregory already had his bra off.
Buck was desperate to keep Gregory from discovering he was a man, so he
decided to try his usual method of avoiding intercourse.

But before he could even bend over to give Gregory a blowjob, Gregory
stopped him.

“I need something more, my love,” he said. “I want to take you.”

“I... I... 'm on my period,” Buck said in desperation.
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Gregory smirked. “Well then, I'll just have to take you in that amazing ass of
your my love. Before he could fight it in his drunken condition, he was bent
over, his ass exposed, and Gregory was ready to give him anal.

“Oh God no!” Buck screamed. “I don’t do that!”

“You will, my love,” Gregory said. “You will.” And with that, Gregory thrust his
cock into Buck’s tight ass. The pain was excruciating, but Buck couldn’t say
anything. He had to pretend to enjoy it. He had to pretend to be Angelika.

It was too much for him to handle. He started crying. He felt like he was
going to die, ripped open like a butcher attacking a new carcass with a cleaver.
Then, Gregory came inside him. Gregory began to pump his cock in Buck’s
anus, and it was beyond painful.

Buck didn’t know what to do. He wanted to scream, but he couldn’t. He
wanted to cry, but he couldn’t. He wanted to run away, but he couldn’t. All he
could do was lie there and take it. And then, Gregory came inside him again.

And again. And again.
Buck was in agony. He was in so much pain, he truly believed these were his
last moments on Earth. But he couldn’t say anything. He couldn’t move. He

couldn’t even breathe. He just stayed there, bent over like an animal, taking it
from behind. Buck needed to prove he could take it, and be better.

Finally, Gregory came inside him one last time. And that was it. He felt
Gregory slide out of him, only slightly relieving the pain. He knew he’d be in
terrible agony for days, as his body tried to heal. The ER wasn'’t out of the
question.

Gregory was a selfish bastard. He hadn’t even asked. He didn’t even care how
much pain he had just caused. The man just took Buck and fucked him, and
didn’t think about the ramifications.

Twenty minutes later, Gregory was ready to go again, and Buck put himself in
position.
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Buck, dressed impeccably in one of Angelika’s many fashionable, expensive
dresses, waited for Angelika to return home. It had become a nightly routine
— Angelika stumbling in late, always drunk, and her behavior growing
increasingly erratic. She was a stark contrast to the glamorous socialite she once
was, now often seen in common, casual clothing and wearing simple, gaudy
makeup.

When Angelika finally arrived that night, Buck had been up for hours. It was
4:15 am. Hearing her fiddle with the front door, he got up from watching
Keeping Up with the Kardashians, and confronted her as she walked in.
“Angelika, we need to talk about what’s been happening. You're out every
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night, and I'm left to fill in for you — shopping trips, wedding arrangements,
even dates with Gregory. This isn’t right.”

Angelika, clearly drunk but still cognizant enough to be angry, responded
defensively, her voice tinged with sarcasm. “Oh, poor Buck. Must be so hard
being wined and dined, attending fancy dinners, and living a life of luxury.”

Buck was going to mention the blowjobs and the anal sex, but didn’t want to
detonate that powder keg for the moment. Feeling completely frustrated with
his aunt, and desperate to make her come to her senses, countered, “It’s not
about that! Don’t you get it? I don’t want to be you anymore. This charade is
taking over my life.”

Angelika, her expression hardening, shot back, “Listen, you think I want to do
this? You think I want to be... Where I am?” She planted a pointing finger right
in between her nephew’s D-cups. “If it weren't for you, I'd be planning my
wedding with the man I love!”

“How is this my fault?” Buck yelled, in Angelika’s voice. Even in an unguarded
moment like this, he couldn’t really speak in much else now that he had been
using it for months. “I'm saving your marriage!”

“You probably want him for yourself!” Angelika shot back. “Look at you! All
dressed up like that! You're trying to steal him away from me!”

Buck wasn’t sure if he should react to insults from his drunk aunt, but he
wasn’t going to let this one slip by. “T hate that fucking bastard!” he shouted.
“He’s a controlling, misogynist motherfukcer who uses women! That asshole
can go straight to hell!”

“You can’t fool me, you fucking fag!” Angelika said. “You wanted this all along!
You and your psychotic need to always be better than me!”

“Look at us! I am better than you, you cheap whore!”

“Cheap...?” was the insult that seemed to bother her most. “Do you think I
want this? I'm compelled to be this way! I'm supposed to be the kind of woman
you can be better than!” She was venting in a way few people ever do, letting
every ounce of turmoil in her life come out of her. “Oh my God, I love Gregory,
and his money, but I can’t help but be who I am now! I can't stop it!”

Buck, confused and frustrated, exclaimed, “What are you talking about? I'm
the one who'’s been forced to make bad decisions — to be better than you.
Every time you open your fucking mouth, I have to be better! Look at me,
Angelika! I've degraded and humiliated myself, gotten boobs, even I even had
surgery to get your old, pathetic face! It’s all because of this compulsion to
outdo you and your fucking shallow, stupid life! I have to be a better than you!
A better dresser, a better friend, a better lover... A better woman!”

Then Angelika spoke words that she would regret for time eternal. “You can’t
be a better woman than I am, you little prick, because you aren’t even a real
woman!”
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That was all it took. That was all it took for the next tragic phase in Buck’s sad
life to begin. The message was correct, clear and concise. He couldn’t be better
than Angelika because he wasn’t a woman.

You must be better than your aunt.

Angelika pushed her way past a stunned Buck and went upstairs, thinking she
had won the argument.

As she exited, Buck tried to make the thoughts go away. The invasive thoughts
he knew he couldn’t banish. The thoughts that made him do these humiliating
things. The thoughts that lead him to Angelika’s laptop, and began the search
for the world’s foremost sexual reassignment clinic.
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It was expensive, and took every last dollar of Angelika’s savings. The clinic,
located in Thailand, was a harrowing three weeks for Buck, more so than for
most transgender patients. The difference between him and their usual clients
was that he didn’t want any of this. He didn’t want to have his penis split, his
scrotum turned inside-out, his testicles removed, his urethra relocated. He
fought it every step of the way, in his mind, but every word out of his mouth
said yes.

He said yes to it all. He signed the papers. He paid the money. He
complimented the surgeons.

The nurses who attended to his needs were kind, and kept him as comfortable
as a person could be as a post-op patient recovering from major surgery.

Recovering, he cried almost constantly, his mind forced to remind himself of
what he had done. He had irrevocably forced himself into a life he never
wanted and would never accept. The nurses kept him heavily sedated for the
weeks it took for him to heal physically. There was little anyone could do to
help him heal mentally.

When a nurse showed how to dilate his new pussy and keep it douched and
clean, Buck was beside himself in anguish.

Oddly, ironically, the only thread holding his life together was the one thing
that had driven him to this bizarre point in his life. He needed to be better
than his aunt. It was the one thing he could focus on, and work towards. It was

all he had, now.
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“Is something on your mind, Angie baby?” Harold asked as they sat at their
laminated table. “You've hardly touched your Whopper Jr.”
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Harold Pufkin — stage name The Magnificent Mezmo — had treated his date
with best he could afford, by taking her to dinner at his favorite LA spot, the
Burger King inside the Arco gas station on Sepulveda.

The fast-food setting was a far cry from the luxurious lifestyle she was
accustomed to, such as lunch with her friends in an upscale bistro on Rodeo
Drive. Now, she was licking ketchup off her fingers. Her hypnotic command to
make bad decisions had led her here, away from her fiancée Gregory Kane, and
into the company of Harold.

As they sat across from each other with trays of burgers and fries, Angelika’s
mind was fighting itself. She knew this wasn’t what she wanted from life, or
where she belonged. She had worked so hard to become a wealthy Beverly
Hills socialite. This wasn’t meant to be her fate.

Convinced she could fix whatever was wrong with her mind, she was trying to
break free from the strange influence that had been guiding her actions, but to
little avail. However, this was one of the few lucid moments she had enjoyed
since meeting Harold, who seemed to constantly be drinking, and getting her
to drink as well.

Looking across the table at Harold, Angelika had just enough presence of
mind to confront the issue directly. “Harold, I need to ask you something
important. Could you have hypnotized me without realizing it?”

“Since when have I tried to hypnotize you?” Harold asked, though a mouthful
of meat and bun.

“Back at the New Years’ party.”
“Oh, this again. Like I told you, I don’t remember anything from that night.”

“You've gotta remember. I need to be released from whatever command I'm
under.”

Harold, munching on a fry, looked at her with a mix of amusement and
disbelief. “Hypnotize you? Angelika, that’s just part of the act. I'm an
entertainer, not a real hypnotist.”

Angelika, growing more frustrated, insisted, “But it’s real, Harold. Ever since
that New Years” Eve party, I haven’t been able to think straight. I know it
sounds weird, but I think I'm under some sort of hypnotic suggestion. I always
make horrible decisions.”

Harold chuckled, shaking his head. “Angie, you're being silly. It’s all smoke
and mirrors. I don’t have the power to do that.”

Angelika, feeling helpless, replied, “But you don’t understand. This isn’t me.
I'm not myself. This isn’t my life. Yet here I am, spending my time with you,
eating at goddamn Burger King! This isn’t the life I know.”

Harold, still dismissive, said, “What, you think we should have gone to In-n-
Out?”
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“No! You don’t understand!” Angelika whined.
“Finish your food, Angie.”

“But...”

“We'll talk about this in the car.”

Angelika looked at her burger and shoved a bite into her mouth. She had no
idea what to do. She was at the end of her rope.

“Please, Harold, I need you to listen to me,” Angelika said as she carried her
large Diet Coke to Harold’s rental car, her pink flip-flops flapping as she
walked. She slurped on the drink as she got in.

“We've been over this again and again, Angie. There’s nothing I can do,”

Harold replied.
“There has to be something you can do.”

“Baby, I can’t undo what I didn’t do in the first place. You're not under any
hypnosis. You trust me, right?”

“Of course I do, Harold!” Angelika replied. “It’s just that I know I'm not
supposed to be like this. I'm not like this at all!”

“Are you saying you want to break up? I thought we had a good thing going!”
Harold said as he turned to face Angelika.

They did not have anything close to a good thing going. Angelika had been
with dozens of men, all of them better than this cheap cretin, and she knew it.
But she couldn’t say it. She couldn’t just tell him that her name was really
Angelika Bannister and she was a wealthy Beverly Hills housewife who was
engaged to a multi-millionaire banking executive. She couldn’t tell him about
Buck and the strange things he was doing to himself.

She should have said something, but she wasn’t making very good decisions,
thanks to her hypnotic impulses. Angelika kept silent about her real life.

“Harold, I really think...”

“Well, stop thinking so much, Ange.” Harold interrupted. “I can do the
thinking for the both of us. Okay?”

“But Harold...!” She looked at this old man, with his scraggly clothes and
unshaven face, and loathed him so much.

“I tell you what,” Harold said. “You're the best thing that’s ever happened to
me, baby. Like an angel from heaven. I want you with me from now on. Let’s
get married.”

“Married?”

“We can be in Vegas in five hours. We can hitched. You and me. Together
forever.”
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The hypnosis that controlled her decisions had one last kick in the teeth for
Angelika. Because not only had she made a resolution to help her nephew learn
some lessons and be a grownup, she had also made another resolution.

I want to marry the love of my life and start again.

Gregory Kane had the status and money she loved. He was the love of her life,
according to her particular set of values, and in Angelika’s polluted thought
process, he had been the man she was meant to marry and start over with.

But an Angelika that was making bad decisions would have never chosen

Gregory as her husband. No, the type of woman she needed to be, a bad
Angelika, would make the worst decision.

Inside her, she could feel the word rising up her throat. She fought it. She
wanted to never speak another word if that was what it took. However, she was
powerless to stop it.

“Yes,” she said. “Let’s do it.”

“You won't regret it, baby!” Harold said, giving her a sloppy, wet kiss. His grey
scruff scratched her face roughly. He then started the car. “Buckle up!”

The love of her life was going to be Harold. It had to be him. That was what
poor decisions would have told her to do, and so she had to do it. She was going
to marry him and start over. She put a dumb smile on her face, the kind of
smile someone who had just made the worst decision of their life would make.
She continued to slurp on her Diet Coke.
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“Whatever you had done, sign me up for that, because you look years
younger,” Jodie said.

Jodie couldn’t know how off the mark she was. All Buck could do was smile
and nod, knowing what the three weeks away had really cost him.

“Honestly, it’s brilliant,” said Marjorie, “Getting some work done just before
the wedding. I'm going to do that for all my weddings.”

It wasn't like Buck wanted to do any entertaining, as Buck had literally just
gotten on his feet again. However, he had to better. He knew Angelika would
never do this, so he had to.

You must be better than your aunt.

“You're both very kind, but honestly I didn’t have any work done at all,” Buck
replied in Angelika’s regal tone, as he sipped his wine.

“Of course you didn’t,” Marjorie said with a catty little smirk as she sipped her
wine as well.

“Well, it’s true. I don’t want you two spreading any rumors.”
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They were on Angelika’s sofa, all watching the latest episode of Life of Kylie,
along with some wine, some cheese and lots of gossiping.

It was strange for Buck, as previously, he had always worried about being
found out or discovered as a fraud before. But today, for the first time, he had
no fear. There was nothing to discover, nothing to give him away. He could sit
there in a dress, wearing heels, jewelry, makeup, and not worry about if it was
enough to disguise his true identity.

What was there to disguise?

Jodie and Marjorie were as familiar to him as any friend he had made in the
past couple of years, and hanging out with them was such a common
occurrence, that there was no stagecraft whatsoever. He reacted to them
honestly and authentically, as the Beverly Hills socialite he now was.

Their attention drifted back to the show. “Oh, look at her outfit. It’s like she
got dressed in the dark,” Jodie scoffed, pointing at a woman on the screen.

Buck chimed in, matching their tone perfectly, “And those shoes! Can you
believe someone actually paid money for those?”

Marjorie laughed, adding, “Money clearly can’t buy taste.”

Buck spoke in Angelika’s haughty voice. "I know, right? Scandalous! And those
accessories! It’s like she raided a thrift store’s reject bin.”

Jodie snickered, adding, “And her hair is like a bird’s nest. Does she not own a
mirror?”

“No, she just doesn't like what they tell her.”
“Mmm-hmmm...” The girls all said together.

As they continued to watch, Jodie turned to Buck with a curious expression.
“Speaking of disasters, what ever happened to that nephew of yours, Angelika?
He just vanished into thin air.”

Buck, without missing a beat, replied in Angelika’s haughty tone, “Oh, who
knows. He just ran off somewhere. Young people. He’s probably got himself
into trouble again.”

“Such a shame,” Marjorie commented. “He seemed like a decent boy.”

Buck shrugged, maintaining his facade. “Well, you didn’t have to live with
him.”

They returned their attention to the TV show. “Can you believe Vanessa
actually said that to him?” Jodie gasped, pointing at the screen.
Buck laughed along, “It’s unbelievable. The drama these people create.”

“Look at Lindy, pretending to cry. These shows get worse and worse every

year,” Jodie quipped.
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Buck, laughing, responded, “Her acting skills are dreadful, aren’t they? I can’t
stand people who are putting on an act.”

“Oh, they’re the worst!” Jodie agreed.

They sat and binged through a few more episodes, getting a little more drunk
for each one, and the trio continued to exchange barbed remarks and laugh at
the expense of the reality TV stars.

It was when he was waving goodbye to his friends that he realized, very
acutely, that he did think of them as his friends.

So he walked upstairs and passed by the door to his old room and into
Angelika’s room, where he undressed himself and took off his heels. He was
now the only resident of this house. He hadn’t seen Angelika for weeks now,
and didn’t see much point in not taking the room for himself. Whenever she
came back, they'd talk about it then. The light was better, the room was larger,
and it had all his clothes in it.

So he fell back on what was his bed now, and tried to understand, as he did
every moment he was alone by himself, how this ever could have happened.
Buck had become the person he hated the most.

It had felt almost natural, the way he behaved with Jodie and Marjorie. The
way he gestured with his hands, laughed condescendingly at the shows, sipped
his wine and fixed his lipstick. He felt he was taking this all too easily, he felt
like he was becoming just like his friends.

...And if here being very honest with himself, they weren’t “his” friends, but
“her” friends. Buck wasn’t a man anymore. He knew he’d never get used to
that. He would never accept it. He would never allow himself to be Angelika.

(-\.x%’r\.x

The elegant ballroom was bathed in a soft, golden glow, with laughter and
chatter filling the air. The decor was lavish, the atmosphere jubilant and the
food was incredible. The New Years' Eve party for MyBanq was in full swing.
The company’s employees and their spouses had gathered to celebrate the
arrival of a new year, and the atmosphere was electric.

Gregory Kane, the CEO, stood near the grand entrance, a glass of champagne
in hand, scanning the room for his date, Angelika. She was a striking woman
with long, golden hair and a radiant smile that had captivated him from the
moment they’d met. She was a dazzling beauty, and an elegant woman. What
he especially loved about her was her no-nonsense attitude. She was never
afraid to go get what she wanted, and to Gregory’s delight what she wanted was
him.

“Gregory, daaaahling!” a voice called out, and he turned to see Angelika
approaching, dressed in an angelic white gown riddled with glittering silver
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rhinestones. A long slit up one side exposed one of her devastatingly beautiful
legs with every other step. She wore strappy silver heels, and her broad, warm
smile illuminated the space around her led the way.

Angelika came to a stop just in front of Gregory, and she tossed her thick
blonde hair back with the subtlest flip of her head. She leaned in for a quick

kiss on his cheek.

“You look even more radiant than you did when you were married,” A man
standing beside Gregory remarked.

“He’s right,” Gregory said to his bride. “You look even more beautiful, is such
a thing is possible.”

“You look absolutely stunning, Angelika. That dress is just exquisite,” cooed
one of the guests, a well-known figure in the social circuit.

Angelika, basking in the attention, replied with a smug smile, “Thank you,
darling. I like to think that have an eye for the finer things.”

Another admirer, trying to catch Angelika’s attention, added, “Not just the
dress, Angelika. You radiate beauty. It’s almost ethereal.”

With a toss of her hair, Angelika responded, “How kind of you to notice.”

Gregory, standing a bit to the side, watched with a mix of pride and awe.
Angelika, meanwhile, reveled in the adoration, her responses haughty and self-
assured.

A socialite, holding a glass of champagne, leaned in closer. “Oh good, you're
here Angelika. It’s not a party until you arrive.”

“Oh, don’t I know it,” Angelika said, a note of false modesty in her voice.
“Some of us are just born with that extra sparkle, I suppose.”

Angelika’s demeanor was as petty and vicious as ever, her remarks sharper and
more cutting. She engaged in gossip, making snide comments about others at
the party, judging people, and making up rumors, always with a cunning smile
on her lips.

Gregory eventually managed to pull Angelika aside. “Angelika, there’s no need
to overdo it. Everyone is absolutely taken by you. There’s no need to be vicious.
Everyone loves you.”

Angelika, looking into Gregory’s eyes, replied coolly, “Of course, they do,
Gregory, and I have my role to play. Do I detect a hint of jealousy, darling? So
unbecoming of you. I'm going to try and find myself a drink.” She was ready to
ditch her husband and do some networking.

Angelika smiled back, departing as she still held her fiancée’s hand for a
moment as she walked away, releasing it only when she had to.
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She did hope she was
making her husband jealous.
He was so much more
tenacious in bed when he was
angry with her. If so, she’d
have a story to tell all her
friends tomorrow.

Approaching a group of
elegantly dressed women,
Buck overheard one of them
discussing a recent vacation.
Seizing the opportunity for a
barbed comment, he
interjected, “Darling, that
resort is positively passé. You
really should try something
more in vogue.” Her voice
was dripping with a blend of
charm and condescendence

she had perfected.

One of the women, holding
a champagne flute, laughed
nervously. “Oh, Angelika, you
always know the latest trends.
We simply can’t keep up with
you.”

“Do try,” Angelika
responded. “Even if it is in
vain.” Angelika smiled thinly,
her eyes scanning the room
for her next interaction.

She moved on gracefully,
approaching a cluster of men
engaged in a discussion about
the stock market. With a sly
smile, he interjected, “If only
your stocks profited from
such dull conversation, you'd
all be richer than my
husband.”

One of the men, taken aback

by the sharpness of the

104



Ruined by Resolutions by Joe Six-Pack

comment, replied with thinly veiled irritation, “Angelika, your wit is as sharp as
ever. Always a pleasure.”

“For one of us,” Angelika said, before moving on.

Since the wedding, when Buck had to say those fateful words, “I do,”
becoming Gregory’s wife and to have and to hold, etc., his perspective had
undergone a dramatic shift.

In Buck’s mind, the notion of being better than Angelika had changed. As his
mind began to become more acclimated to Angelika’s world, so had his
definition of “being better.”

To be better no longer meant being a better person, or being a better woman,
it meant being a better Angelika.

As she mingled through the crowd of revelers, her eyes landed on a striking
figure: a well-known billionaire, Derek Finley, who was the center of attention
in a group nearby. The man’s reputation for wealth and charm was well-known
in the social circles of Beverly Hills, and Angelika felt a pressing impulse to

approach him.

With confidence and poise the real Angelika would have admired, Angelika
initiated a conversation. “I must say, your presence here has certainly added to
the evening’s allure,” she said, her voice laced with an air of flirtation.

The billionaire, intrigued by Angelika’s approach, turned his full attention to
her. “And you, Mrs, Kane, are the highlight of the party. I must congratulate
you on your beautiful wedding plans. Gregory is a lucky man.”

Angelika leaned in closer. “Thank you, but it’s not all about luck, is it?
Sometimes, it's about recognizing something... or someone special when you
see it.”

The billionaire raised an eyebrow, clearly captivated by Angelika’s boldness.
“Are you always this forward, Angelika?”

She replied with a daring glint in her eye, “Only with people who catch my
interest. And I must admit, you are... very interesting. Not to mention, quite
handsome.”

Derek chuckled, his interest visibly piqued. “Well, Angelika, I must say, your
boldness is refreshing. It’s not often I meet someone who can match my own
confidence.”

“Confidence is sexy,” Angelika said. “Don’t you agree?”

Beneath the surface, Angelika was acutely aware of the dangerous line she was
walking. Flirting with the billionaire while being married only a week ago to
Gregory was a risky maneuver, even for Angelika.

“I do need to get back to my husband,” Angelika said. “He gets lonely so
easily.”
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The billionaire leaned in. “T hope to see more of you, Angelika. You are quite
the woman.”

Angelika smiled enigmatically. “Life is full of surprises, isn’t it?” She winked at
him as she walked away, her gliding stride as seductive as ever.

As Angelika plotted her next move, the light in the ballroom dimmed.

“Ladies and gentlemen, guests of MyBang, please direct your attention to the
stage!” A voice called out over the loudspeaker. “You loved him so much last
year, he’s back! For your entertainment tonight, may we present: The
Magnificent Mezmo!”

As a fanfare of music played, a spotlight sone against a black velvet curtain at
the side of the ballroom. After some weak, probably confused clapping, a puff
of smoke and flash of light a man in a top hat and tuxedo appeared on stage. A
magician.

Angelika couldn’t have cared less. She did understand that it was pointless to
do any more mingling and networking with all eyes on the stage, so she
grabbed some champagne and made her way back to her husband.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the magician announced from the stage with a
flourish, “It’s wonderful to be back! And may I present to you, my lovely
assistant, The Astounding Angie!”

A leggy platinum blonde with a bright smile strutted on stage. She wore
fishnet tights, five-inch heels, a black leotard and tutu, with a small bolero
jacket that was no match for her D-cup breasts. She waved to the crowd with a
giggle.

It was clear that the interest of most of them in the crowd had just gone up a
few notches.

Angelika found Gregory watching the show and sidled up to him with a tap on
his arm to let him know she was there.

“Oh, there you are, my love,” Gregory said, eying his wife for a moment. He
pointed to the stage. “Look at this. Doesn’t that girl look like you?”

Angelika didn’t even bother to look. She had little interest in other women.
“Probably a tramp,” Angelika said. “Like all show people.”

“It’s almost uncanny,” Gregory continued. “She really does look like you. She
could be your twin.”

Angelika glanced at the stage for a moment, just long enough to see the girl
helping out with the classic rabbit-in-the-hat bit, kicking her leg to accent the
trick and clapping like an idiot. She appeared to be chewing gum as well.

“Don’t be stupid, Gregory,” Angelika said, and then she leaned in closer. “Or
do you think she can fuck you like I can?”
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“It was just an observation,” Gregory said, as he broke his attention away from
the performance.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the magician announced from the stage with a
flourish, “I require the participation of two volunteers.”

He used his black cape with red satin lining to make some theatrical moves as
he paced around the stage, solidifying the impression he was a bit of a hack.

“I studied in the deepest heart of the orient for many years to decipher the
mystery of the human mind,” he said. “T travelled to India, to Nepal, to China
and all over. I returned to civilization having learned the very darkest secrets of
those who could entrance the thoughts of men and make anyone do my
bidding! I require the participation of two volunteers,” the man on stage
repeated. “Two volunteers to be subject to my powers! Angie, find two suitable
vict... er... Volunteers, would you?”

“Sure thing, Mezmy!” The Astounding Angie said with a smile and a giggle.
She minced over to the edge of the stage where a staircase was.

Angelika watched the woman descend awkwardly, and had to admit, there was
something about her that was familiar. It would be amusing, Angelika mused to
herself if this was her aunt. Imagine going from fiancée of a rich man to being
driven around the country as the assistant to a lousy magician making peanuts
at children’s parties and the like.

Then the girl in her ridiculous and demeaning costume headed their way. For
a moment the two made eye contact. And in that moment, Angelika was
terrified.

Angelika saw her husband’s arm start to raise, and she practically leapt out of
her shoes to block it.

“Are you trying to embarrass me?” She hissed. She grabbed him by the arm
and led him away. “You're too focused on a flea-bag magician and not enough
on what matters,” Angelika said. “Like me.”

Angelika pushed her husband as far away from The Astounding Angie as she
could, and as quickly as he heels would let her.

“What did you have in mind?” Gregory asked.

“Wouldn't you like to know,” Angelika said as she led her husband away. She
didn’t look back.

As the sounds of a grown man making clucking sounds on stage faded into the
background, Angelika took her new husband back to the restrooms.

Needing to calm herself, Angelika’s thoughts wandered back to the memory of
her extravagant wedding.

She recalled the wedding dress in vivid detail. It was an exquisite creation, the
very epitome of bridal elegance. She had spent many a day planning it with the
wedding planners. At first, Buck didn’t want anything to do with it, only putting
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minimal effort, but as it drew nearer, he became more and more obsessed with
planning the perfect wedding.

The gown he had chosen was crafted from the finest silk, its surface adorned
with delicate, hand-stitched lace that cascaded down the bodice and skirt. Each
piece of lace was intricately designed, featuring subtle floral patterns that
seemed to come alive with every movement. The skirt itself flared out
gracefully, layers of tulle and silk creating a voluminous, ethereal effect.

But the most breathtaking feature was the train — a magnificent extension of
the gown that trailed behind Buck like a regal cloak, edged with the same
intricate lace and subtle beading that caught the light with every step she took.
Soleil carried it as Angelika walked down the aisle.

Buck’s hair was styled in a sophisticated updo that was both elegant and
modern. She spent a full day at the salon as she told the stylists exactly what
she wanted and didn’t let them stop until they got it just right. Wisps of hair
framed her face softly, adding a touch of romance to the look.

Then came the ceremony itself, each moment a showcase of wealth and
carefully orchestrated pageantry. After the grand entrance in her stunning
gown, Buck had proceeded down the aisle, the eyes of all the many wealthy
guests following her every step. The downtown cathedral was lavishly
decorated, with floral arrangements of white roses and peonies adorning every
corner, their sweet fragrance filling the air. It had cost thousands and
thousands, but Buck didn’t care. It wasn’t his money — yet.

As Buck reached the altar where Gregory stood waiting, there was a collective
sigh from the audience. The couple stood under a beautiful arch, entwined
with white flowers and soft, gauzy fabric that fluttered gently in the breeze.
The minister began the ceremony, and the air was charged with anticipation.

It was all so perfect. The only fly in the ointment being Buck, who was being
forced through this day at the point of a metaphorical spear. He was watching
everything he prized as a young man — his independence, his masculinity, his
future — all being extinguished in front of him, bit by excruciating bit.

When the moment came for the vows, Buck’s voice was clear and confident.
His hypnotic programming would accept no less. As he said “I do,” in the most
romantic and earnest way he could manufacture, his eyes locked with
Gregory’s, a perfect picture. As they exchanged rings, the audience erupted in
applause. No one noticed a thing out of place.

The reception that followed was equally grand. The ballroom was a vision of
luxury, with crystal chandeliers casting a warm glow over the elegantly dressed
guests. The centerpiece of the room was the wedding cake — a towering
confection of white and gold, each layer intricately decorated with edible pearls
and delicate sugar flowers. When it came time to cut the cake, Buck and
Gregory did so hand in hand, their smiles radiating happiness. The first slice
was perfectly cut, and as they fed each other, there was gentle laughter and
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cheers from the guests.

The ceremonial festivities continued with the garter toss. Gregory, with a
playful glint in his eye, slid the garter off Buck’s leg, his gown allowing just
enough room for the tradition. Following this, the tossing of the bouquet was a
highlight for the currently-single women in attendance. Buck, his back to the
eager crowd, tossed the bouquet over his shoulder. The bouquet, a beautiful
arrangement of white and blush flowers, was caught by Jodie, who apparently
needed reminding that she was married.

Throughout these events, Buck, as Angelika, played the role flawlessly, his
every move the epitome of grace and poise befitting a woman of her status. Yet,
beneath the surface, he was acutely aware of the performance he was giving.
Each tradition, each moment of the wedding, was a reminder of the identity he
had assumed, the life he was now being forced to live.

When the evening drew to a close, Buck and Gregory shared a final dance,
with the room watching them in admiration. It was during the dance that it
finally occurred to him. He could no longer be better than Angelika, because
he was Angelika.

Without that, he had nothing, He was just the skeleton of a young man
encased in the husk of an older woman.

“Is it everything you dreamed it would be?” Gregory asked her as they slow
danced in the dim lights. “I couldn’t have asked for a better woman to be my
wife.”

It was probably the romantic thing to say, but to Buck, it hit completely
differently.

He had done it. He had proven himself better than Angelika. He had won. His
resolution was done.

Yet there was one more resolution to meet.
I want to know what love is.

That question would be answered that night, as the two newlyweds arrived at
their rental in Greece.

Gregory carried his bride across the threshold. Buck, dressed in white, small
and vulnerable, was his wife now. His actual wife.

Inside, Buck was terrified of what was about to happen. He was a virgin, and
had never had sex as a woman — or as a man for that matter — and he knew
Gregory was insatiable. All sorts of bad scenarios played out in his head, one
after the other, each more terrifying than the next.

He threw him on the bed before he even bothered to close the hotel room
door, and was ripping off his shirt as he leaned over her.

“I've been waiting for this, Angelika,” Gregory said as he slipped the belt out
of his pants. He had a wicked gleam in his eye. “You have no more excuses.”
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“Oh no! Oh no!” Buck cried out. “I'm not ready yet!” Gregory looked at him
sternly. “You have to be ready. I've been waiting so long. This is the night. I
want you now.”

Buck looked up at him. “T don’t know how to do this,” he said, being quite
truthful. He had an idea of what to do as a man, but as a woman, he had no
experience.

Gregory looked at him. “Then let me show you.” He got on top of him. “T’ll
take care of everything. You just relax and enjoy it.” He kissed his lips. “It will
be okay,” he said. He kissed him again and put his hand on his neck. He was
shaking. “It will be okay,” he said again.

He took off Buck’s wedding dress, then the elaborate white laced lingerie
beneath it. He kissed his breasts. He kissed down to his stomach. He kissed
down to his thighs.

Buck was still not ready. He still didn’t know what to do. Despite trying to
train himself to like men, he had failed miserably.

He kissed down his legs, all the way down to his feet. Then Gregory took off
his pants. He was naked underneath them, his cock sprang forth like a railroad
spike, aching to be driven home. The overly amorous middle-aged man got on
top of Buck again, now nude. His grey chest hair rubbed against Buck’s massive
tits.

The only thing Buck could do was wait for the inevitable. The inevitable
moment Gregory wondered why Buck wasn’t responding in kind. As a man at
heart, and a man who was repulsed by the idea of having sex with another man,
it took all his willpower just to keep himself from throwing up.

But as Gregory’s very stiff dick was getting closer and closer to his surgically
created vagina, Buck had to think of something.

Then it came to him, his memories of watching Angelika fucking Juan, their
trainer. He quickly ran it back in his mind. He recalled that she had been very
vocal as she began with Juan, directing him to do things, like rubbing her tits
and licking her nipples.

“Rub my tits first,” Buck said. “And lick them.” Gregory responded as
directed.

Angelika took the initiative when it came to fucking, flipping around and
drawing Juan in, by feeding his penis into her pussy with her nimble fingers.

“Enough,” Buck said, pushing Gregory over onto his back. He started
lowering herself over his husband and holding his cock in place as he inserted it
into his pussy.

Buck remembered the short breaths and occasional squeaking noise Angelika
made when she was being penetrated. He closed his eyes and imitated his aunt
as best he could, making the same nosies.
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Gregory started moving in and out of Buck’s cunt as he got going.

Buck climaxed with a loud moan. He recalled how Angelika rolled her eyes
into her head as Juan came in her, and how she liked to trail her talon-like nails
along his arms as she came to a crescendo, leaving little scratches.

He did the same, rolling his eyes into his head and grazing Gregory’s arms as

he did.

Afterwords, there was a few moments of stillness, ended when Angelika lifted
her head and smiled at Juan. “You're still the best, Juan,” she said to him.

As Buck laid beside his husband, he looked at him with loving eyes. “You're
the best, Gregory,” he purred. Gregory smiled back.

He had done it. He had survived sex as a woman. He thanked his aunt in her
absence for the education. He couldn’t have done it without her.

“That wasn’t so bad,” Gregory said. “Want to try again?” Buck shook his head.
“Okay,” he said. He got up from the bed. “We'll try again later,” he said. He
went into the bathroom for a shower.

Was this it? Buck asked himself. Was that love? Did he now know what love
was? He didn’t feel anything. He just pretended like he was having a good
time. It was all fake. Was this really love?

Gregory returned, wet, wearing a towel.

He dried himself off, put on his clothes and opened the bedroom door. “See
you later,” he said. “I'm gonna check out the golf course.” He walked out of the
house. Buck laid there, alone and used.

This was love. His hypnotic commands forced him to accept this as the truth.
He had learned what love was. He knew what it was now. It was fucking. It was
fucking to survive. It was selfish fucking and leaving his bride two minutes after
consummating the marriage to check the fucking golf course. This was love. He
had learned his lesson.

His aunt was right. It was right to be selfish. If this was the way love was, a
heartless transaction, Buck needed to look after himself from now on. He
didn’t need to be better than his aunt, but to be better at being his aunt. He
needed to be selfish.

A better Angelika would be more petty, more vicious, more acid-tongued. She
was a nasty gold-digging whore, impatient, selfish and self-obsessed. She would
extract what she needed out of life. That was the only objective. Take no
prisoners, and lie, cheat and steal to get what you needed and don't feel
regrets. Just like Angelika.

So in Buck’s mind, he needed to be more of that. Angelika was his future.

As Angelika led her husband away from the New years’ party crowd, she
pushed him against the wall in a secluded corner. She didn’t need her husband
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getting any funny ideas. Reminding him of who he was married to was
imperative.

“Now take your pants off,” Angelika commanded. She liked to be in charge.
She pushed Gregory back and kneeled down so she could suck his dick, and

did almost all the work as she drove her mouth up and down his shaft like a
machine. It was still repulsive to her. She was still humiliated. Still, do anything
as often as the new Angelika was doing this, and one gets used to it — even
proficient. She could remember watching her aunt do this and was thankful she
had a great teacher.

“Ten... Nine... Eight...I” The crowd shouted. On a big screen, the ball was
dropping in Times Square.

Gregory saw the commotion. “We should go and...”

“Do you want a blowjob or not?” Angelika growled.

“Three... Two... One!” the crowd continued. As the skies outside the ballroom
lit up with fireworks, Gregory came in Angelika’s mouth.

What she couldn’t have known was at that moment, the resolutions were
fulfilled. The young man inside the new Angelika Kane was no longer subject
to their power. He had his free will back, but not knowing he was under a
hypnotic spell, he had no idea he had just been released from it.

‘ — o A 4
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Angelika swallowed carefully, wiped her mouth clean, and then crawled up
her husband. “I need a couple thousand more on my allowance, darling. Maybe
three? It’s not a problem, is it?”

“But we agreed...”
“T'll suck you off again,” Angelika offered.
“Someone will see us,” Gregory weakly protested.

“You love the danger,” she said back to him. “You could be fired by the board
of directors if someone discovered us. But your wife knows you too well,
darling. You like the danger.”

“You bitch,” Gregory said breathlessly, still aglow in the moment.
Angelika smiled. She got back on her knees and sucked him off a second time.

This was what Buck’s life was about, now, being a better Angelika. An Angelika
who was going to use her talents to get what she wanted. Buck would forever
be a man consigned to misery, horrified at his fate, humiliated to his core, but
he could use the tools he had at his disposal — sex, love and beauty —
searching for something in life that might comfort him. Money seemed a good
start.

As the celebration continued, the magician on stage was twirling sparklers
alongside his wife and assistant. Fireworks went off outside, and a cheer came
up from the streets of the city. The new year, flush with new opportunity and
new chances, was here.

Angelika gave her husband the deepest, warmest and sexiest blow she could
muster. She then stood and kissed him with the same jizz-covered mouth. Her
lips caressed Gregory’s mouth as she rubbed her hands all over his chest while
she pushed her big, soft boobs into his body. Angelika wasn’t going to leave
anything to chance. She was Mrs. Angelika Kane, and life was putty in her
hands.

The End
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