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THE SUCCUBUS’ SISSY


Phil is a travelling contractor, specializing in remote, rural home renovations. His business model is somewhat unorthodox, but appealing to clients who want the work done fast: the client moves out while Phil moves in and works long sixteen hour days, sleeping on the site until the job is done.

He’s never had any issues before, even though he cuts the odd corner… until he takes on that old farmhouse. The farmhouse is different. Phil keeps hearing weird noises in the empty rooms, and his tools keep mysteriously vanishing, making the job take longer than it needs to.

At night, he can hear something—or someone—creeping around. One night, that mysterious entity gives Phil a warning: stop cutting corners, or pay the price.

Phil isn’t scared of ghosts, and he’s not going to let some spooky spectre bully him around. Though… maybe he would feel differently if he knew the entity wasn’t a ghost at all, but the demon niece of Satan, with the power to transform Phil into a woman with the snap of a finger.


CHAPTER 1
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Ihad to keep reminding myself to breathe.

There’s no such thing as ghosts.

It was just an old house, and old houses make weird sounds. Sometimes old settling joists can sound like… giggling girls. Right? Okay—maybe that was a new one, but I kept telling myself that it was plausible.

I’d been in a lot of old houses. I’d seen picture frames fall off of walls before; there’s always an explanation for it. Sometimes the explanation isn’t entirely obvious straight away.

Old houses make weird sounds.

This old house was making particularly weird sounds.

And it wasn’t just sounds. I would leave a room, closing the door behind me, and then when I came back, the door would be open. I know what you’re thinking: old houses are draughty. A light breeze can open a door. And yes—there were some very strange (and sometimes powerful) draughts that would blow through that house… but none that could turn a goddamned doorknob.

The basement door really had me freaked out. I had to literally bodycheck it into the doorframe (I would get around to taking it off of its hinges and trimming it to properly fit the frame). I needed a literal pry-bar to pull it back open…

But sometimes, it would just open itself—and it happened once while I was standing in the kitchen, ten feet from the door.

I kept reminding myself to breathe. “Ghosts aren’t real,” I said softly under my breath, and then the old joists giggled at me again.

The money was good. I kept thinking of the money. It was a flat rate for the project: fifteen thousand dollars, not including materials and travel costs, and I was sure that I could do the work in under two weeks. Not a bad payday for a couple weeks in an old house.

I suppose I should take a moment to explain my business. I usually worked with a partner, but on smaller jobs like this one, I often opted to work alone. Plus, Brian, my business partner, was finishing up another job about four hours away, and we were due to start another big project in three weeks, so splitting up to tackle both jobs at once was kind of necessary.

I was a ‘travelling contractor’. I made my living travelling all over the province (and sometimes other provinces) to do jobs in small towns that didn’t have many (or any) contractors. I would have the homeowners move out, and I would move in for the duration of the project, so that I could work around the clock, sometimes going for sixteen hours straight. It was a business model that people liked—particularly people who wanted their projects finished fast.

I also had my own little mobile hardware store: a huge trailer that was filled with everything I could possibly need, from electrical and plumbing supplies to various woods, insulations, vapour barriers, and so on and so on. I very rarely had to go to a hardware store mid-project—and that made my process even more quick and efficient.

I would bring my own bedsheets and sleep in guest rooms—or in the homeowner’s bed if a guest room wasn’t available. I was often brought in to do large-scale renovations, sometimes living in a house for two or three months.

But this particular project wasn’t huge. The homeowner wanted a wall removed between the kitchen and living room. She wanted the layout of the extra bathroom upstairs changed around, with a door put onto the bedroom wall, making it into a ‘jack-and-jill’ bathroom. She wanted new baseboards, new trim, and she wanted the floors sanded and stained. It was very typical stuff: stuff I’d done hundreds of times before. The eastern exterior wall needed ripped off and re-shingled, with house wrap put on. Some walls needed insulation redone, which meant extra demolition, and drywall work. For a normal contractor, it would have been a two-month job. But the way I worked: long hours, no weekends, and tons of experience—I could do it in two weeks, no problem.

Now, I’d been in the house for two days… and I was way behind schedule. I guess my brain wasn’t functioning like normal, because I kept misplacing tools. One day, I spent nearly an hour looking for my table-saw. I kept a backup way in the back of my trailer, but I didn’t want to spend thirty minutes digging it out and hauling it into the house when I knew that I had a table saw in that house.

But where the hell did it go!?

How do you misplace an entire table saw?

After an hour of looking, I found it in the middle of the kitchen. I must have walked by it fifty times while looking for it… and somehow I didn’t notice it. Is that even possible?

It happened ten times with my skill saw. I would put it down, put up a stud, and then turn around and… I couldn’t find it. I would look for ten minutes before fetching another from my truck, and then I would return and bam: it would be right there, right where I left it.

It just kept happening. It happened with my driver, my drill, my chop-saw (which I kept out on the deck). I was starting to worry that I was going crazy.

And each time, I swear I could hear the damned joists giggling at me.

There’s no such thing as ghosts…

Sometimes I would feel things… like fingers grazing my back while I was sanding the corners of the floors. On the first night sleeping in that guest room, the blanket kept ‘sliding’ off of me, onto the floor. Sometimes I could almost feel it being ‘pulled’, but I convinced myself that it was just the wind…

On my first morning in the house, I came downstairs to find the kitchen table turned upside down, with the chairs all pushed to the corners of the room. I know that I didn’t leave them like that…

Okay—it was starting to seem like maybe there were… ghosts.

But I was a professional, and I was determined to finish that job and collect my pay. I wasn’t going to let some ghost scare me away…

And by ghost, I mean, of course, some creaky old house paired with some heightened nerves. The real issue was lack of sleep; the old mattress in the guest room was rough—and the room was draughty (hence the blanket sliding off of me, I’m sure). I’d slept three nights in that bed, and maybe logged a total of six hours of sleep in those three nights combined. That lack of sleep would explain my forgetfulness. Ah-ha! See? There’s always an explanation.

Because there’s no such thing as ghosts.

Now, I was looking at the floor of the master bedroom: wide planks that the owner wanted refinished. I tried to sell him on the idea of putting down some thin plywood and then a vinyl product that would hold up better and look a bit more modern, but she insisted on preserving those old farmhouse floors. “Just so you know, dirt and crumbs will always be falling between these cracks,” I told her. “And fleas love living in cracks like these. Something like LVP would be really nice in here.”

“I don’t want to change much,” she told me, and she almost looked nervous while she said it. “Small changes. That’s all I’ve been given the okay to do.”

To be honest, I thought that it was a weird comment, but I didn’t think too much into it. I figured that she was working with a bank loan or something, and the bank had told her she could only do certain upgrades. I don’t know—it’s none of my business. “Okay, fine,” I said. “We’ll just refinish the existing floors upstairs.”

So that’s what I was doing now, running that old commercial sander. I had my ear and eye protection on, with a mask on my face so that dust-form old varnish wouldn’t get into my lungs. I pushed and pulled that heavy machine around for two hours, and then I stopped for a break. I let the dust settle before deciding if I needed to do another pass.

I ran the shop-vac, sucking up all of that settled flooring dust⁠—

And that’s when my heart stopped. I’d sanded away that dark-tinted varnish, and I’d revealed a large pentagram. It was done with a dark red—almost brownish—stain, with spatter all over the place. I’ll just say it: it looked like blood. “Holy shit,” I said. I’d seen a lot of weird stuff in my years… but nothing like that.

Now, I was feeling very nervous. I heard the floor joists ‘giggling’ again.

There’s no such thing as ghosts… or demons.

I’d never tapped out of a job before, but I was damn-close now. This place just… gave me the creeps. I didn’t want to stick around to see what the hell was going to happen next…

But if I could get my shit together, then I could finish this job in about twelve more days. I just had to focus. I couldn’t let the spooky noises scare me away from fifteen thousand dollars.

I was going to finish that job.

I worked until 8:00 PM that night. I would have worked longer, but the sun was down and the power unexpectedly went out. I called the power company hotline to get an estimate on when it would be back up, and they said, “It says your property is still receiving power. The issue doesn’t appear to be on our end.”

So I went down to the panel. I should mention that this had happened the night before as well—and the night before that, right when I arrived. It was like the house didn’t want me working past dark. I tried flipping breakers, but nothing changed. I knew that I just had to wait until morning, when the rising sun would ‘magically’ make the power come back on.

And that meant sleeping in the dark… again… in that spooky house full of strange sounds.


CHAPTER 2
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Iwoke up to the sound of something scraping against the floorboards.

My heart hammered in my chest, and I forced myself to stay still, listening. It wasn’t the usual creaks or settling sounds. No, this was deliberate: slow and rhythmic, like something being dragged through the house.

I reached for my phone on the nightstand, only to find it wasn’t there. Confused, I turned over, patting around in the dark. I was sure I’d left it plugged in beside me—hoping the power would come on to charge it (it was at 10% when I went down).

Then, the scraping sound stopped.

I held my breath, my ears straining for anything else.

Silence.

I exhaled slowly and sat up, my feet hitting the cold floorboards. It took me a second to notice that my blanket was gone. I stood up and fumbled around in the dark, trying to find it. When my hand finally brushed fabric, it wasn’t where I expected it to be—it was halfway across the room, in a crumpled heap near the door.

Okay. Maybe I kicked it off in my sleep. Maybe the wind from the draughty window had done it. Maybe⁠—

A loud knock from downstairs made me jump. “Jesus,” I gasped. I hated the hell out of this house. I really, really hated it.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. I wanted to believe it was the wind rattling a loose shutter, but the knock had been too firm, too solid. Someone—or something—had knocked.

There’s no such thing as ghosts. There’s no such thing as ghosts.

I hesitated before moving to the window. It was still dark outside. My truck sat where I left it, the long dirt driveway stretching off into nothingness. 400-meter driveway, I think it was. Imagine that snowplough bill.

There were no other vehicles, no signs of life. The nearest neighbour was over a mile away, and the nearest town? Twenty-five miles. I was alone out here.

Or at least, I should’ve been.

Another knock, this time softer.

I grabbed my phone from where it had somehow ended up on top of the dresser and checked the time. 4:47 AM. No notifications. No messages. My hand hovered over Brian’s contact, but I hesitated. If I called him now, he’d think I was losing my mind. Maybe I was.

He probably wouldn’t answer anyway.

I forced myself to move toward the bedroom door, cracked it open, and listened. Nothing. The house was dead silent. Swallowing my nerves, I stepped into the hall, flicked on my flashlight, and started toward the stairs. The lump in my throat was about the size of a tennis ball now.

Then I saw it.

The front door was wide open.

My stomach dropped. I had locked that door. I was sure of it.

I swept the flashlight across the entryway, half-expecting to see something—someone—standing there. But the porch was empty, and beyond that, the dirt road stretched into the darkness. I crept forward, reached for the door, and hesitated before shutting it. The air outside was still: No wind, no movement. Gusts just don’t come out of nowhere and blow goddamned doors open.

I locked the door—double-checked it—then went back upstairs. But I didn’t sleep after that. I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, listening to the house breathe—and occasionally giggle—around me.

By morning, I convinced myself it had to be the wind. Maybe I’d forgotten to lock the door. Maybe I was just overtired. Whatever the case, I had a job to do, and I wasn’t going to let a few spooky noises and misplaced tools stop me from earning fifteen grand.

I grabbed my phone and called Brian. He picked up after a couple rings, his voice still half-asleep, even though he was supposed to be on the job already.

“Phil? You good?” he asked.

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. “Yeah, man. Just checking in. Seeing, uh, if you’re still on target and whatnot.”

“Checking in?” There was a rustling sound, like he was sitting up. “I can’t remember the last time you checked in on me.” He chuckled. “You sure everything’s alright?”

I hesitated. I didn’t want to sound crazy. “It’s fine. Just—this place is weird. I’m excited to be done here.”

Brian grunted. “Weird how? Like bad wiring and shoddy framing weird, or ‘I think I’m gonna get murdered by ghosts weird?”

“The second one,” I muttered. I felt like an idiot admitting it—but I felt like I needed to tell someone.

Brian laughed, but when I didn’t join in, his tone sobered. “Wait, seriously?”

I ran a hand over my face. “Look, I know it sounds kooky. But things keep moving around. I keep losing tools, my blanket got pulled off me last night, and the front door opened, and there’s this big pentagram on the floor in the bedroom, and I swear the walls are laughing—” I stopped myself, suddenly embarrassed. “Forget it. I’m just sleep-deprived. This place is old and draughty and shitty. I’ll be fine.”

Brian was quiet for a moment. “You want me to come up there? We can bang it out faster and then come back here and finish this one.”

“No,” I said quickly. “You’ve got your job. I’ll get through this one.”

“You sure? You sound⁠—”

“—I’m fine,” I interrupted. “It’s just a house. I’ve been in worse.” That was a lie. I hated this house more than any I’d ever been in before.

“Alright,” Brian said, though he didn’t sound so convinced. “Call me if you change your mind.”

I promised I would and hung up. Then, I got to work.

The rest of my day was spent sanding floors, cutting trim, and installing trim. I tried to focus, but every now and then, I’d catch movement out of the corner of my eye: just a flicker, something darting past a doorway or shifting in a reflection.

Once, while kneeling to install a baseboard, I looked up and I swear that I saw someone standing in the hallway: a woman with dark hair and a short dress. But when I blinked, she was gone.

I was getting in my own head. That had to be it. I needed to get this job done and get the hell out of there.

By nightfall, I was exhausted. I made myself a sandwich in the dim glow of my work light—since, surprise surprise, the power had cut out again at 8:00 PM—and sat at the kitchen table, my back to the room. This time, I didn’t even bother calling the power company; I already knew their answer. At some point, I would have to address this power issue, because I couldn’t in good conscience turn the house back over to the homeowner knowing that there was a serious power malfunction killing the power for ten hours every day.

I heard a soft rustling behind me.

I turned my head slowly, expecting nothing. Expecting my imagination to be running wild.

But there she was.

A woman, standing in the hallway just beyond the kitchen. She was breathtakingly beautiful: dark hair cascading over her shoulders, pale-reddish skin almost glowing in that dim overcast daylight that was coming in through the sheer curtains. She wasn’t dressed like some stereotypical ghost; she wasn’t wearing some long flowy 1800s night-dress. Instead, she was wearing a skintight bodysuit with a teeny-tiny miniskirt. She had fishnet stockings on, and her titties were practically bulging out of her outfit.

Her eyes met mine, and for a split second, I was frozen. Not with fear—no, it was something else.

I was mesmerized by her. I could feel my jaw opening. I was stunned by her beauty

Then she moved. Not walked, but moved. She just… floated with a grin on her face, not even facing the direction she was moving. She was suddenly in the next room, and then a moment later, she just floated through a wall and was gone entirely.

I shot up from my chair, my breath suddenly fast. My head rushed with questions… and doubts.

I had seen her. I was sure of it.

Ghosts are definitely real, and I had just seen one with my own eyes.

Now… most people would see a ghost and go running. Most people don’t want to be within ten miles of any sort of spectre—but that’s not at all how I felt in the moment. After seeing that gorgeous female figure… I just wanted to see her again.

Maybe it was the fact that I hadn’t really seen a real woman in months. I’d been going job to job, rural area to rural area. Living in those homes, I rarely saw anyone, unless I was making a rare trip to a hardware store, or pulling into a McDonald’s drive-thru for a quick bite to eat between.

So I wandered through the house. I was looking for her. I wanted to find her. I wanted to see her again.

I looked in every room, but now, the house was silent and still… maybe for the first time since I started working there. “Hello?” I called out. “Where did you go?”

It was a weird sensation, not feeling afraid of her… You hear about people seeing ghosts and then becoming paralyzed with fear, but this was the opposite. I was… excited. I started brewing up fantasies in my mind—like that movie, Ghost, but with the roles reversed.

I couldn’t stop thinking about how pretty she was…

But she was gone. The house was quiet.

I worked for the next six hours straight, and nothing weird happened. It was some much-needed quiet… but now I just wanted to see her again. Every little creak had me spinning around. I kept calling out, “Hello?” But she never came back.


CHAPTER 3
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As the hours ticked by, I worked with a new kind of energy. Every sound in the house had me looking over my shoulder, half-hoping, half-expecting to see her again. But the house remained still. No movement. No giggling floor joists.

Just silence.

I had sanded down the rest of the master bedroom floor and applied the first coat of stain by the time the power cut out. Right on cue—just like the last few nights. I sighed, rubbing my temples as I reached for my phone. The battery was low—just ten percent left. Great. I should have charged it while I still had power; I needed to remember that for tomorrow.

I flicked on the flashlight and made my way down to the breaker panel. Same routine as before. Flip some breakers, pretend like it’ll do anything, then resign myself to the fact that the house (or better yet, the ghost living in it) had a mind of its own.

I trudged back upstairs, my footsteps echoing in the quiet house. It was past midnight and exhaustion was creeping in. I needed sleep.

After seeing that feminine spirit, my nerves were strangely calm. There was something almost… comforting about her presence. I wasn’t being haunted by some freak Hell’s Angels ghost, but some banging-hot young woman ghost.

Or maybe I was just losing my mind.

I didn’t hesitate as I climbed into bed. The wind outside howled softly, rattling the old windows. I pulled the blanket up to my chest, half-expecting it to slide off again.

But nothing happened.

Sleep came quickly.

Then, in the middle of the night, something pulled me back to consciousness.

A voice: Soft. Sweet. Melodic.

My eyes fluttered open, heart immediately pounding in my chest. It was distant, like a lullaby floating through the house. A woman’s voice, singing. Not words—just a hum, some unfamiliar tune that sent shivers up my spine. Floorboards don’t sing like that. Someone was singing.

I sat up slowly, straining to hear. It was coming from somewhere downstairs.

I threw off the blanket and grabbed my phone. Five percent battery. I flicked on the flashlight and stepped into the hallway, the dim light barely illuminating the floorboards ahead of me.

The singing continued, drawing me closer. I followed the sound down the stairs, moving carefully.

I reached the bottom step and the voice grew clearer.

She was in the house.

I could hear it—but I could feel it too.

I turned toward the sound, my heart rate increasing. The singing was coming from the dining room. My pulse thudded in my ears as I stepped forward, my fingers tightening around the phone in my hand—almost crushing it. I was terrified, but the excitement of seeing her again had me carrying on, pushing through that fear.

The doorway loomed ahead, shrouded in darkness.

I swallowed hard and stepped through.

And there she was, perched up on the windowsill, looking out at the field, which was barely lit by a sliver of moon. She turned her head slowly to look at me.

For a moment, I considered the possibility that she was a real, living person who had snuck into the house to play some sort of game with me—but then I caught a glimmer in her eye, and noticed that her irises were red. Not just ‘reddish’, but full-blown blood-red, almost glowing in a vampire kind of way. She smiled, perfectly calm, staring into my eyes. “You weren’t supposed to use that floor stain.”

It wasn’t what I expected her to say. “W—What?” I managed to say once the shock wore off.

“You were supposed to match the original stain, Phil,” she said. Her using my name sent a particularly cold shiver down my spine… but she was smiling. She didn’t look mad. It seemed like she was teasing me.

“I went with a slightly different shade,” I said, lips feeling suddenly dry. “People don’t really do that super-orange tone anymore. I just went with something a bit more contemporary.”

She shook her head, tsking at me. “I didn’t approve of that, Phil. The homeowner was very clear with you about what you were and weren’t allowed to do.” She was staring right into my eyes.

I wondered if I was dreaming. Surely this was a dream.

I looked down her long fishnet-clad legs. I couldn’t help but look up at her bulging chest.

“See something you like, Phil?” she asked.

I cleared my throat. “Sorry. I—uh, you’re a very pretty ghost.”

She started laughing. “I’m not a ghost. I was never a person and I never died.”

A chill ran down my spine. “So, uh, what are you?” I don’t know why I felt so calm. There was something about her whole ‘vibe’. Her aura was just so weirdly relaxing.

“I’m technically Satan’s niece,” she said. “Step-niece—but I won’t bother explaining the whole family tree to you. None of that matter right now. What matters is that you used the wrong stain, and now you need to fix it. Tomorrow, you need to sand down that whole floor again, and then you can stain it properly: the colour that it was. And moving forward, if you make any changes that weren’t approved by me, you will pay a price. Got it?”

I stared at her, trying to process what I had just heard. Satan’s niece? Step-niece? What did that even mean?

She sat there on the windowsill, gazing out at the field like we were just two normal people having a casual conversation, like she hadn’t just told me she was some kind of hell-spawn.

“I… I don’t understand,” I finally said.

She turned back to me, grinning. “What’s not to understand? I’m not a ghost, I was never human, I’m a demon, and I’m here because you messed up the floor stain.”

It was such a weird thing to focus on. Out of everything she could be mad about—the stain? Really? Not the fact that I was living here? Not that I was working in this house and tearing down walls?

“You’re joking,” I said, narrowing my eyes at her. “This is some kind of prank, right?”

She laughed: a light, almost musical sound that sent chills up my spine. “Oh, Philly,” she said, shaking her head. “I don’t joke. Well, okay, I do, but not about this.” Her giggle was bubbly and cute—not what you would expect from Satan’s niece.

I swallowed hard, my fingers tightening around my phone. “And what happens if I don’t fix the stain?”

Her smile widened, but there was something in her eyes—something sharp. “You probably don’t want to find out.”

A cold wave of fear rushed through me. I could feel it now, something beneath her beauty: an unnatural presence, something ancient and dangerous lurking inside of her. And now, I could see the reddish tint of her skin that made her look distinctly… inhuman.

My instincts were screaming at me to run, but my legs wouldn’t move. Okay, the excitement was gone now. Now, I was terrified.

“I don’t get it,” I muttered. “Why do you even care about the floor?”

She sighed, tilting her head. “It’s not about the floor, Phil. It’s about respect. I permitted certain changes. The homeowner paid the price for those changes. You don’t just get to waltz in here and start changing things without approval.”

“But the owner⁠—”

“I don’t care what the owner wants.” Her voice was still light, still playful, but there was a weight behind it now. “I care about what I want.”

I exhaled slowly, trying to keep my voice steady. “Fine. I’ll fix it.” I said it through clenched teeth.

She clapped her hands together, beaming. “See? That wasn’t so hard.”

A silence settled between us. I shifted on my feet. “So… uh, what now?”

She slid off the windowsill, landing soundlessly on the floor. Her movements were eerily smooth, too fluid to be natural. “Now? You go back to bed. Get some rest. You have a long day of sanding ahead of you.”

The shadows around her seemed to darken, stretching outward, swallowing her form. Within seconds, she was gone. Just like that. No flicker, no sound. Just gone.

I stood there, staring at the empty space where she had been. My heart was pounding, my palms clammy. My brain was scrambling to make sense of what had just happened.

Then, suddenly⁠—

It was morning.

I was in bed, sunlight streaming through the cracked blinds. My blanket was pulled up to my chest, just how I had left it when I fell asleep. My phone sat on the nightstand, battery completely dead.

I blinked up at the ceiling, my mind sluggish.

Had that really happened?

No. No, it couldn’t have. It was too weird. Too vivid. I must’ve dreamt it. Maybe I had been thinking too much about the ghost woman, and my brain had cooked up some bizarre fantasy while I slept. That made sense. That had to be it.

I let out a breath and rubbed my face. Just a dream. A crazy, insane dream.

I threw off the blanket and sat up. My body felt normal—no lingering chills, no signs that anything unnatural had actually occurred. I chuckled to myself, shaking my head.

I stood up, stretching, and made my way to the bathroom. Just as I reached for the faucet, something caught my eye.

A single dark smudge on my forearm.

A stain.

Floor stain.


CHAPTER 4
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Was it real or was it a dream? Maybe the whole previous day was a dream. Of course it was a dream. There’s no way in hell that I saw some hot chick floating around the house. There’s no way that same babe got pissed at me for using a floor tone that was hardly two tints different from what the homeowner told me to use.

It was all just too absurd to be real—so of course it wasn’t real.

And maybe the past three days had been a dream or some tired hallucination. Maybe that pentagram had never really been there; I should have taken a photo of it before I sanded it away.

I laughed—feeling embarrassed that I ever thought it could have been real. I fetched the polyurethane from my trailer so that I could seal in that stain in the master bedroom. I lugged that heavy bucket up the stairs and let it down with a thud. I gazed around the quiet house.

I remembered her threat when I asked what would happen if I didn’t fix the stain: “You don’t want to find out,” she had told me.

And what did that even mean? It was so vague…

And also a dream. It was a dream. Why was I stressing out over some dream?

I carefully pried the lid off of the polyurethane bucket. It was a thick product—the nice stuff—and would go on in two coats, sealing that stain in for the next twenty years. Sanding it away would be a real pain in the ass: a full day of work, for sure. But… if I sanded the stain now, it would only take a few hours.

Maybe I needed to just sand the stain and re-stain it. I would lose half a day of work, but it was better than losing a couple days of work.

I laughed nervously. Why was I letting some dreamt-up demon scare me? I had to carry on. I had to finish that job. I got ready to pour down that shimmering clear coat…

But then I paused.

What if it was real? What if I was about to piss off some demon?

I looked around the quiet house. Why weren’t the walls giggling today? Was that all a dream too?

I set the stir stick down and took a slow step back from the polyurethane bucket. My hand hovered over the lid, ready to snap it shut, but I hesitated.

This was ridiculous.

I was hesitating because of a dream. A dream.

I exhaled sharply and shook my head, half-laughing at myself. I’d spent too many nights alone in this old house, letting my exhaustion play tricks on me. The power going out, the strange noises, the visions—it was all surely just my brain messing with me.

Still… I couldn’t bring myself to pour that polyurethane.

Not yet.

Instead, I closed the bucket and stood up. Maybe I just needed some time to clear my head. I’d work on another part of the house for a while—focus on something else. When I came back, I’d realize how dumb I was being, crack that bucket back open, and finish the job like a sane person.

I grabbed my tools and headed downstairs.

The house stayed silent.

No eerie giggles from the walls. No weird power cuts. No whispers sneaking through the floorboards. It was just a normal, empty house. I worked in the kitchen, sanding down the cabinets, and nothing happened. I replaced a section of baseboard trim, and nothing happened. I even turned on the radio and let it play for hours—no sudden static, no creepy interruptions, just an endless stream of Q-103 classic rock.

By lunchtime, I felt like an idiot for even thinking twice about the polyurethane.

By late afternoon, I was convinced that the entire week had been a mix of exhaustion and an overactive imagination. I had watched The Amityville Horror on TV a couple weeks earlier… maybe that was a mistake given my line of work.

By nightfall, I was completely sure I was being crazy.

It had all been a dream.

I took a long shower, let the hot water wash away the dust from another long day, and climbed into bed feeling better than I had in days.

And then, just as I was drifting off to sleep⁠—

“You didn’t sand it.”

My eyes snapped open.

The voice was right next to my bed.

I turned my head slowly, pulse thudding against my ribcage, and there she was, sitting on the edge of the mattress with a teasing grin on her face. Her red eyes shimmered in the dark, glowing faintly—a reddish glint, reflecting the reddened moonlight coming in through the window.

I tried to swallow, but my throat was dry. “Oh. Uh. Hey.”

She stared at me, unblinking. “You didn’t sand it. I told you to sand it, and you didn’t sand it.”

I let out a shaky laugh. “Look, uh—what was your name again?”

She arched a brow. “I didn’t tell you my name.”

“Oh. Right.” I cleared my throat, shifting under the blankets. “Okay, so, uh—listen. I just figured, you know, I was probably dreaming the whole thing. And, uh, since I’m dreaming right now, this is sort of proving my point.”

Her head tilted slightly, that playful smirk creeping onto her lips. “You think you’re dreaming?”

“Well, yeah.” I shrugged. “I mean, no offence, but Satan’s step-niece showing up to yell at me about wood stain? That’s gotta be a dream—or an SNL skit at best. And—again, no offence—but you aren’t exactly scary. You look like my old boss’s daughter. She would come by the job site from time to time, trying to pick up construction guys to make her dad angry, and⁠—”

“—Please shut up,” she hissed.

A silence filled the room.

She let out a soft chuckle, running a hand up my arm, her fingers cool against my skin. “You’re cute, Phil. You’re really cute. I think you could be cuter though—but you’re cute: lots of potential.”

I blinked. “Uh. Thanks?”

Her grip suddenly tightened.

I gasped, feeling my entire arm go numb. A sharp, freezing pain spread from where she touched me, shooting up through my shoulder like a thousand tiny needles.

I tried to yank my arm back, but I couldn’t move.

Her smile widened, revealing teeth that were just a little too sharp.

“You think this is a dream, huh?” she asked, her voice still soft, still teasing. But there was something beneath it now—something sharp and dangerous.

I opened my mouth, but no sound came out.

She leaned in close, her lips right next to my ear. “Then wake up, Phil.”

The room shifted.

The walls seemed to pulse, the air thickening like I was sinking into something I couldn’t escape. My vision blurred, the edges of reality warping, twisting. A deep, suffocating pressure wrapped around my chest, squeezing the breath from my lungs.

Wake up.

Wake up.

Wake up.

And then⁠—

Darkness.


CHAPTER 5
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Irose slowly from my bed. Once again, it was morning—and it was late into the morning. My phone was dead and I’d never been one to wear a watch, so I didn’t have a way of knowing exactly what time it was, but the sun was high enough that it wasn’t blasting through the sheer curtains, and it was already hot as if the sunshine had been heating up the house for a few hours.

It was another dream: another weird dream that ended abruptly. The demon had, once again, done nothing, proving that she wasn’t real. The house was the same. Everything was as I’d left it… except that my clothes were gone.

My suitcase wasn’t by the door where I had left it—though maybe I had moved it and I just couldn’t remember moving it. Surely that was the case. There’s always an explanation.

Wearing nothing but my boxers and a t-shirt, I went down to the kitchen to make a coffee. I could find my clothes later. Now, I just needed something to wake me up. There’s something about a bad dream that just sucks the energy out of you, even if you sleep for eight or ten hours. A particularly nasty dream can make it feel like you got no sleep whatsoever.

I drank a bitter mug of hot, slightly-burnt coffee. It felt good, to be honest. Then, I went on the hunt for my work clothes.

I stepped carefully, barefoot, knowing that there were nails and screws scattered about. I felt strangely light on my feet—especially going up the stairs. Maybe it was the full night’s sleep or the strong caffeine. I felt strangely… graceful.

I looked in the laundry room. I remembered doing a load the morning before—maybe I had lugged my whole suitcase into there.

No suitcase.

I looked in the other bedrooms; maybe I had put it somewhere so… it wouldn’t get dusty? I don’t know. It had to be somewhere.

I looked in closets that I’d never looked in before. I found a whole wardrobe of women’s clothing: dainty little outfits. I didn’t realize the homeowner had a daughter—or any family members other than herself.

I looked everywhere for that suitcase, but it was gone. A tingle crept down my spine… Maybe the demon was playing tricks on me again. Maybe this was my ‘punishment’ for not sanding the floors.

I chuckled under my breath, though what came out sounded more like a girly giggle. I blushed. If she was real, and this was the best she could do… then she really wasn’t very powerful. I could work in boxers and a T-shirt; I didn’t care. I would just have to be extra careful not to step on a nail.

It was hardly an inconvenience.

I heard a sound: tires on gravel. I walked over to the master bedroom window and peered out to see a blue sedan pulling up to the house. An older man stepped out and peered around. Maybe a neighbour. A contractor from another job? Possibly. But why show up unannounced? The homeowner didn’t mention anyone stopping by.

I ran a hand through my hair—except something felt… off.

My hair was longer than I remembered. A lot longer. My fingers got caught in it, and I tugged at the strands, feeling their unfamiliar length brush against my shoulders. My stomach twisted.

What the hell?

I turned toward the mirror leaning against the wall. It was a full-length antique, its glass warped with age. I reached out and wiped the dust off of the mirror.

And then I saw her…

Me.

But not me.

A girl stared back at me—small, delicate, unfamiliar, but with most of my features. Large, wide-set eyes. Soft lips. My jawline, which had once been relatively square and masculine, had softened into something almost doll-like. My shoulders were narrower. My arms were slim. My hands were tiny. That T-shirt looked four sizes too big, and the boxers were almost knee-length shorts on my tiny frame.

I looked down at myself, at the way my t-shirt hung loose over a body that wasn’t mine. My legs were smooth, toned but dainty. I reached up, touched my face, ran my hands over my neck—my Adam’s apple was gone.

I wasn’t me.

A cold sweat broke out across my skin. My breath quickened.

I was still dreaming. I had to be dreaming.

I slapped myself across the face. Hard. “Ouch!”

Pain shot through my cheek.

I gasped, stumbling back a step. My heart pounded.

No, no, no.

This wasn’t happening. This was impossible.

Outside, the car door slammed shut. Footsteps crunched against the gravel. The man was heading toward the front porch.

Panic flared in my chest.

I bolted to the bathroom, flicking on the light. My reflection there was even clearer, even worse. I lifted up my shirt, hoping to see my normal self underneath. But I was… petite. I was feminine. I had small perky tits and fat puffy nipples. I gently cupped them, and they felt real. “What the fuck?” I said, and I heard the soft tone of my voice—not my own voice, but the voice of some chick.

I gripped the counter, my knuckles white. “Wake up,” I whispered. “Wake up, wake up, wake up.”

Nothing changed.

I heard the heavy knock at the door.

Shit.

I stumbled back into the bedroom, my brain scrambling for answers. What was happening to me? I pulled that shirt back onto my body to cover up the titties, like I could pull myself back into my old body. But I was drowning in fabric—the shirt was way too damn big, falling past my waist like a dress.

Another knock. Louder this time.

“Hello?” A deep voice called through the house.

I flinched.

I was not answering that door. No way in hell.

I crouched beside the bed, gripping my head, my breathing ragged. This wasn’t real. This wasn’t real.

The door creaked open.

He let himself in. Are you fucking serious? Goddamned small-town hillbillies and their inability to understand privacy!

“Hello?” the voice called again, closer this time. A man’s voice—gruff, authoritative. He sounded older.

I swallowed hard, pressing myself against the side of the bed, heart hammering.

Footsteps echoed against the floorboards. He was looking for someone. I wanted to call out to him to tell him that the homeowner was out.

Then, after a few seconds of tense silence, the voice came again, closer than before.

“…Phil?”

I froze.

I turned my head just as he stepped into the doorway.

His gaze landed on me—on the small, fragile-looking girl crouched in an oversized t-shirt and boxers, wide-eyed and shaking like a feral cat spending its first night at the pound.

His brows furrowed, confusion flashing across his face.

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

I wanted to scream. I wanted to wake up.

But I wasn’t waking up.

“I’m sorry,” he said finally. “I’m looking for Phil. He’s working on the house here. Or—he’s supposed to be.”

I just stared at him, wishing this weird nightmare would come to a sudden end.

“Do you know him?”

I opened my mouth. I had to say something. The way he found me hiding—he would surely assume that I was some squatter and he would call the cops to have me thrown out. “I—I’m his… sister,” I said.

“Oh,” he said. “Is he around?”

“He went into town to… get some supplies from the hardware store.”

“Ah,” he said, shaking his head. “I was just there. I wish I would have known he needed something.” Then, he revealed a bucket of paint. “Kathy tried calling, apparently—the homeowner. She made a decision on paint colour for the living room. She couldn’t get through to Phil, so she sent me to the store to buy the paint. Here it is.” He set it down, looking at me awkwardly, like a man who had just awkwardly walked in on some couple having sex. “Kathy also asked me to take a gander through the house to see how things are going.”

“G—Go ahead,” I said.

He smiled and then turned away, looking a bit suspicious.

My heart was still throttling violently against my ribcage. Why was this happening? What happened to my proper body? How could I get it back?

I stayed crouched there, frozen, as the man walked off. His footsteps echoed through the house as he wandered room to room, humming to himself like he wasn’t standing in the middle of my absolute nightmare. I wondered if he was texting Kathy, telling her that Phil was gone and some strange woman was squatting in the guest room. I told Kathy (and all of my clients) that I would be in the house constantly until the job was done. If someone came back in a couple of hours to check again, and I still wasn’t around, then there was going to be a real problem.

My skin crawled. My heart wouldn’t slow down.

But I wasn’t quite so worried about the job at this point. Now, I was worried about my body.

What the hell had happened to me?

I forced myself to stand, my legs unsteady beneath me. My limbs felt alien: lighter, smaller, weaker. My balance felt different. Even the air against my skin felt wrong. I kept tugging at my shirt, as if that would somehow make me feel normal again.

In the distance, I heard the guy finishing up his little tour of the house. A moment later, he returned to the doorway.

“Well,” he said, giving me one last once-over, like he still wasn’t sure if I was supposed to be here. “Tell Phil I stopped by, alright?”

I nodded stiffly. “Yeah. Sure.”

“And, uh, what was your name? In case Kathy asks.”

“Jessica,” I said quickly, grabbing at the first female name that came into my mind.

He smiled. He hesitated, like he wanted to ask another question but decided against it. Then, with a small, awkward wave, he turned and let himself out.

The front door shut with a solid thunk.

I let out a slow, shaky breath, and then, as soon as I was sure he was gone, I whipped my head toward the empty house.

“Alright,” I hissed. “Very funny. You got me. Come on out! I’m over this. Show yourself.”

Silence.

I swallowed. My throat felt tight.

“Hey!” I shouted this time. “I know you’re here somewhere! You did this, didn’t you? You’re screwing with me! You’ve had your laugh. Now turn me back and I’ll go sand that floor for you.”

Nothing.

Not a whisper. Not a giggle. Not a single floating, teasing, half-naked demon woman.

The house just sat there, quiet.

I backed up, gripping my own arms, feeling the unsettling smoothness of my skin. My pulse was a jackhammer against my ribcage. This had to be her doing. I’d pissed her off. I hadn’t sanded the stain. And now, somehow, this was my punishment?

“No, no, no…” I muttered, pressing my palms against my forehead. My body didn’t even smell right. It smelled clean, soft, faintly floral—like I was wearing perfume.

This was a dream.

I had to wake up.

That was it: this was just another dream. Just a nasty, horrible, vivid-as-hell nightmare. If I could just shock myself awake, I’d snap back into my normal body.

The bathroom.

I nearly tripped over my own feet as I stumbled toward it, still not used to how light I felt. My fingers fumbled with the faucet. I cranked it all the way to cold.

A second later, freezing water blasted against my bare arms.

I sucked in a breath, my teeth clenching.

Not enough.

I pulled my shirt over my head, let my boxers fall, and stepped into the icy stream, gasping as it hit me like a bucket of ice.

It was miserable. My skin pebbled instantly, and my body curled in on itself against the chill. But I forced myself to stand there, shivering, waiting. The cold water made my puffy nipples rock-hard—erect. They were so insanely sensitive.

Any second now. Any second. I’d wake up. I’d be back to normal.

…Right?

Minutes passed. I was starting to get used to the frigid ice-water. Why wasn’t it waking me up? When would this nightmare end?

Nothing was changing.

I was still standing there, small and shivering. Still trapped in this wrong, tiny body. My titties were tingling now—maybe a reaction to the cold; I was used to feeling something like that with my cock… but this was different.

And speaking of my cock… I looked down and blushed.

There was no cock: just a little… slit. My cock was gone; now, I had a pussy. I ran my fingers over the length of the slit. I bit my lip. Just out of curiosity, I gently wriggled a fingertip into the hole. I felt my ‘lips’ clench around the finger slightly: my first ‘kegel’. It was a weird feeling. I retracted my finger, turning red all over despite the ice water.

My stomach dropped.

Nothing was waking me up… because I wasn’t sleeping.

This wasn’t a dream.

This was real.

I let out a breath—and a sob, and then a curse—before shutting off the water. I was still dripping, still shaking when I stumbled out of the shower and yanked a towel from the rack.

My fingers were trembling as I rubbed myself dry. I was hoping—praying—that at least my clothes would still be there.

I turned back toward the spot where I’d left them.

Nothing.

My shirt. My boxers. Gone.

I froze. My breath caught in my throat.

I spun, searching the tiny bathroom, searching the entire damn house, but my clothes were nowhere to be found.

I was cold. The towel helped a bit… but I needed more. I couldn’t just be naked all day. “Please,” I called out to the demon. “You made your point! I should have listened to you! Now make me normal again so I can finish your house!”

I needed clothes. I kept catching my own naked reflection: my girly figure… my perky boobs. I hated it. I needed clothes.

The closet.

The one full of dainty little dresses and tiny skirts. Was that all there was for me? Did she put them there for me?

My gut twisted.

No. No way. I wasn’t doing this.

Barefoot, I stalked through the house, checking the laundry room, checking the hall, checking every goddamn room. But there was nothing. No spare work clothes. No extra shirts. Nothing but that damned closet full of women’s clothes.

I clenched my teeth.

She was doing this. The demon. She was toying with me… torturing me. This was just cruel. I was being punished for breaking a deal that I never even agreed to. I’m just going to say it: the room was better with that slightly-off-tone stain. It looked fifty-times better than the orange crap the homeowner wanted. I’d made similar executive-decisions in almost every house I’d ever worked on, and the homeowner was always thrilled. Kathy would have been thrilled—and she probably wouldn’t have even noticed a difference.

The problem was the demon—that stubborn, bratty bitch.

Somewhere in the house, she was watching and laughing. I just knew it.

I stomped back to the closet and yanked the doors open, my jaw tight. Frilly blouses. Pastel skirts. Flowery minidresses. Ugh. I didn’t want to dress like a girl. I didn’t want to prance around the house looking like some Instagram whore.

Jesus.

I had no choice.

If I wanted to keep working—if I wanted to figure this out—I had to wear something.

I exhaled sharply, snatched the least ridiculous dress I could find—a plain, dark blue thing that at least went down almost to my knees—and yanked it over my head.

It fit.

It fit too well.

I clenched my fists, my pulse hammering in my ears.

This wasn’t happening. This couldn’t be happening.

But as I stood there, staring at myself in the mirror—at the small woman with the long blonde hair, wearing a goddamn minidress—I knew, deep down, that it was really happening. This was no dream.


CHAPTER 6
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That workday was lost. I got nothing done. I spent way too much time trying to find my clothes. I spent way too much time trying to get that demon to come back so I could try reasoning with her. I spent way too much time trying to wake myself up from the nightmare.

And that’s not even mentioning the hours of panic. I must have lost three hours just sitting there, curled up with my knees against my chest, rocking back and forth as my sense of reality crumbled around me.

If this demon chick was real—then what did that mean? Did that mean hell was real? Was heaven real? What was going to happen to my soul? My parents had passed away a few years earlier—what happened to them? My parents didn’t go to church. I don’t even think that my mom believed in God. Were they… in hell?

It wasn’t until the power went out that night that I started to think of potential solutions to this problem. I knew the best solution was to reason with the demon chick—but she wasn’t around. Then, I realized that my best bet to win her over was probably to fix that floor.

With the power out, I couldn’t get started—so it would have to wait until the morning.

A chill crept into the house. I needed to find something warmer than that silly minidress. I went back to that closet and dug around until I found something… a bit better. It was a long nightgown, slightly sheer, but at least it covered my legs—and my arms too. The gown had sleeves, and though the fabric was thin and dainty, it actually felt quite comfortable and warm.

I turned to the mirror and saw my perky tits through the sheer fabric. I looked like I was about to model for Maxim magazine or something.

At least I was comfortable.

I walked through the house, looking at all the work that still needed to be finished. There was a lot.

I thought about the man who came by. If he came by again and ‘Phil’ still wasn’t there, he might get suspicious… unless a lot of work had been finished. I could still bang that work out in twelve days if I focussed.

And once the job was finished… maybe the succubus would give me my body back.
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It was ridiculous, really. Nothing had changed. I was still trapped in that wrong, delicate body. I was still stranded in a house with a demon that refused to show herself. I still had no idea how any of this was even possible.

But I had… a bit of a plan.

And a bit of a plan was better than nothing.

If I could just finish the job—if I could prove to her that I was taking her ‘request’ seriously—maybe she’d change me back. Maybe she could undo whatever cosmic joke this was and let me walk out of here as my actual self.

Maybe.

With that thought in mind, I pulled the blankets up to my chin, ignoring the way the silky nightgown brushed against my bare legs. Ignore it. Just sleep. This female form is just… temporary.

I actually fell asleep.

For the first time since this nightmare started, I actually slept quite peacefully. I have to admit that the gown was quite comfy. That delicate fabric was just so soft and cozy. Or maybe it was the softness of my skin—all hairless and smooth—against the softness of the fabric; I don’t really know. But I felt like a feather as I dozed off.

I woke up to light.

It was a gentle morning light slanting in through the window—just a soft glow in the corner of the room.

I blinked, pushing myself up onto my elbows. For a second, I thought maybe the power had come back on. But then I realized… the light wasn’t coming from the sun or even a lamp.

It was coming from… her.

The demon woman.

She stood in the corner, watching me.

My breath hitched. I scrambled to sit up, suddenly wide awake, desperate to plead my case and win my body back.

She wasn’t smirking this time. She wasn’t laughing or taunting me. She was just standing there, her reddish eyes glowing faintly in the dark, her body radiating that strange, hellish energy.

I opened my mouth—to demand answers, to beg, to scream—but before I could make a sound, she was gone, as if she was never there to begin with.

She had just… vanished.

My skin prickled.

A hallucination? A dream? No—I was awake. She was playing games with me. She was just reminding me that she was watching me.

I sat there for a long moment, heart pounding, before finally forcing myself to move.

Get up. Get to work. Win your body back.
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The floor sander was in the trailer. I took a deep breath, braced myself, and stepped outside.

The air was cool, crisp, and biting against my skin. It didn’t help that the only somewhat appropriate outfit I could find was a backless white dress—the skirt hardly eight inches long—with a lace bralette to hold my titties from falling out from the low-cut top of the outfit. The bralette felt weird, but not as weird as the thong-style panties I was wearing—the only undies I could find.

And I wasn’t going to wear undies, but that morning… Let’s just say that I was learning a little bit about the female body. Things were… tingling. And while I was sipping my coffee, I started leaking a clear substance: just a drop that trickled down my thigh. I thought that it was maybe a bit of pee (I knew lots of girls who would pee themselves a little bit when they laughed). But it was a bit thick and a bit sticky. Look—I don’t know what it was exactly, but I decided to wear panties just to keep any ‘leakage’ from dripping down my thighs. Sorry if that sounds gross, but I figured I should explain why I put on the emasculating panties at all.

I felt different now, but I ignored the unease and grabbed what I needed.

By the time I lugged the sander back up the stairs and into the master bedroom, I was sweating. It weighed twice as much… or, I suppose, I was half as strong. My petite body was hardly able to lug that huge machine up one stair at a time. I was dreading taking it back down the stairs.

I wiped my forehead. It’s fine. You can do this.

I knelt down, ran my fingers over the floor. The stain was still there: that slightly-grey tone that the demon hated so much.

I swallowed.

I put on my goggles, my mask, and my ear protection. I looked in the mirror and felt so stupid, wearing that dainty little summertime dress and that protective equipment…

But I had to work with what I had.

Then, without another thought, I flipped the sander on and got to work, barefoot, stepping delicately as I pushed the brutally heavy machine around.

It was slow… Painstaking.

The sander whined as I pressed it down. I was gritting my teeth as I worked. My arms burned. My back ached. This body was smaller, weaker—it took serious effort to handle the machine… effort I wasn’t used to.

But I kept going. I had to.

And the entire time… I felt her… Watching.

I didn’t see her. I didn’t hear her.

But I felt her.

It was an eerie, creeping sensation—like someone was standing right behind me, breathing down my neck. Every so often, I’d pause, glancing over my shoulder.

Nothing.

Just the empty, silent house.

But she was there.

I knew she was there.
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The next few days were awkward. I didn’t get nearly as much work done as I was used to, even though I was working non-stop. My feminine body had limitations. I was used to being able to reach most places as a guy, but in this body, I needed to lug a step-ladder around everywhere. Lifting heavy tools from room to room was exhausting and slow.

But I trudged on regardless, wearing those silly little outfits—and I swear the demon was changing my clothing options every day, making them more… girly each time I peered into that closet.

Every morning, I woke up in the wrong body. Every night, I fell asleep, hoping I’d wake up as me again. In between, I threw myself into my job, desperate for a distraction from this insanity, desperate to finish the work, desperate to prove to the demon that I was serious about fixing my mistake. I’d fixed the floor and made it exactly as I was instructed to make it: an awful orange tone that made it look like 1962. Oh well, it’s what she wanted.

But fixing the floor didn’t summon her back. She didn’t change me back into me as a reward for following through.

As I worked, the reality of my situation pressed down on me like a lead weight.

I was so small. I was light. I was delicate, like a little doll. And I felt it in everything: the way my hands struggled to grip tools that had always felt familiar. The way my arms ached from work that should have been easy. It didn’t help that I was constantly reaching to tug down my skirt so my ass wasn’t showing. I’m not sure why it mattered; I was alone in the house, but I still hated being so exposed.

It was infuriating. It was unfair.

And worse than anything… it was distracting. It was the clothes that got to me the most.

By the second day, I gave up trying to find my real ones. They were gone—vanished. So I had to dress like some college slut. I had to wear little bras so my bouncing tits wouldn’t feel too awkward as I worked. I had to wear panties so my pussy wasn’t showing to the whole house every time I took a single step up a step-ladder (I knew she was watching, and I didn’t want her to see my little pussy either, even though she put it there).

I considered working naked some mornings, when the only outfits belonged in some naughty lingerie shop that sold filthy DVDs… But at least wearing something meant I wasn’t freezing every time the wind blew through the house, which seemed to only happen when I was reluctant to wear what the demon set out for me.

I hated those little slutty costumes.

At least I did… at first.

Maybe my female body came with a bit of a female brain, because I kept having weird… urges. For instance, when I went to change into something for bedtime one night, I noticed a collection of high-heels that I hadn’t noticed before. They were lined up on the floor of the closet: strappy heels, mostly black. I don’t know why, but a part of me just wanted to try them on. They were so… enticing. I’d been with women before—my now ex-girlfriends—and I’d seen them stop in the middle of the mall after seeing a certain pair of shoes. Now, I was overwhelmed by the same infliction.

I tried to resist, but I caved from time to time. The heels made me feel strangely cute, making me blush. And then, the next morning, there was a little black dress, like the one my ex would wear out to bars whenever she wanted to try to make me jealous—and it would always work, because guys would flock over to her and drool all over her.

Seeing the same dress in that closet… I was tingly all over with the idea of putting it on and feeling as sexy as my ex looked. God, why was it so tempting? What had this demon done to my brain?

Wearing those little outfits throughout the day should have been unbearable.

But after a while… I started getting weirdly used to it—and that was the worst part.

By the third day of being a girl, I was becoming increasingly curious—or maybe the curiosity was the same, and I was just giving up on being so resistant. The longer I spent in this body, the more I started noticing things I never would have noticed before, like how different fabrics and cuts felt against my body… how smooth everything was—softer than anything I’d ever worn as a man. How was that fair?

I told myself it was just practicality when I started going through the closet more carefully. Just looking for something better to work in.

But I lingered. I let my fingers drift over lace, satin, and silk.

I told myself I was just curious when I held up a delicate, lacy nightgown against my body, eyeing my reflection in the bedroom mirror. I let out a soft sigh.

The girl staring back at me blushed. She pressed her lips firmly together before biting her bottom lip. She looked like she was damn-near about to have an orgasm… and that girl was me.

I dropped the nightgown like it was on fire.

What the hell was I doing?

I shook my head, snatched a different, safer outfit: a loose dress. It was short like every other dress in the closet, but otherwise it was nothing special—and I stormed off to get back to work.

I spent the rest of the day scrubbing at the walls, sanding more floors, trying desperately to ignore the lingering warmth in my cheeks. I hated that most of those rooms had mirrors on the walls. I hated constantly seeing myself prancing around like a doll.

It was impossible to distract myself entirely with my work—partially because of those mirrors, and partially because I could always feel the little skirts tickling my thighs.

Every little thing was different. Every movement.

I caught myself constantly in mirrors and windows. I saw the way my body moved without me meaning it to. I was so much more graceful, so much more light on my feet. The way my shoulders dipped, the way my waist curved inward.

I let out a soft sigh.

I caught myself standing with one foot slightly in front of the other, hips tilted just so.

I looked like a woman.

I caught myself brushing my hair behind my ear gently, delicately, the way girls do when they’re flirting with you.

It was automatic.

Unconscious.

And it was scaring the hell out of me.

[image: ]


That night, I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, wide awake.

The long, flowing nightgown I’d put on felt dangerously comfortable. I put it on too fast, with no resistance or hesitation whatsoever. I tried to pretend like I wasn’t excited about what I would find in the closet in the morning.

I ran my hands down my body, trembling all over.

The outfit was so thin, light like air. My body felt too soft, too warm beneath the covers. I kept rubbing my hairless legs together. I elicited a little whimper from my own lips.

I reached down and slid a fingertip over my little pussy, feeling that it was wet and warm. I looked at my finger, seeing it glistening.

I clenched my hands into fists.

This was her doing.

She wanted me to feel this way: confused and lost.

I couldn’t give her the satisfaction.

Tomorrow, I was going to finish the damn job. I could cut some corners; nobody had to know. It’s not like that demon was familiar with my usual standard. The floors were done; it was mostly just trim work left, and it’s not like Kathy had instructed me to be an absolute perfectionist with all of the mitres and whatnot.

I could just do a rush job. I could turn five days of work into one. Fuck it.

Tomorrow night, I was going to get my body back.


CHAPTER 7
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Tomorrow came fast.

I was up before the sun, my body already sore from days of work that felt twice as hard in this petite body.

But I didn’t care. I wasn’t going to let some aches and pains stop me. Today was it. Today, I was getting my body back.

Brian kept calling, but I didn’t answer; I couldn’t answer, because I didn’t have my proper voice. I sent him a text message. “Signal is shit here. What’s up?”

“Call me when you get some service. Homeowner here has questions—too much to go over in a text message.”

I hated the uncertainty. I hated leaving Brian on the hook like that. He was probably just sitting around waiting for me—but he was going to have to keep waiting until I was done and had my proper voice back.

I dressed quickly, trying not to get distracted by the selection of sparkly dresses. I wanted to feel those glittery sequins on my body for reasons that are totally alien to me—but I resisted. I wasn’t going to cave to anymore distractions; I’d done enough of that.

No breaks. No second-guessing. Just get it done.

The trim work was first.

I grabbed my miter saw and chop-cut every piece in record time. Precision? Who cared? I just needed something passable. The homeowner wouldn’t notice that a few corners didn’t fit together perfectly. Nobody ever looks that close. That’s what caulking is for… at least that’s what the cheap guys always say; I guess I was one of them today.

I shot brad nails into the wall, filling in the gaps with caulk. Good enough.

Next, the drywall.

There were still patches that hadn’t been sanded, but I didn’t have time for finesse. I ran a sanding pole over the walls in quick, thoughtless motions, knocking off the worst of the rough spots before grabbing the paint roller. I almost never used the sanding pole; it never made things perfectly smooth. But I wasn’t that interested in perfect.

One coat. That’s all it was getting.

I always did at least two coats for proper coverage, but screw it. The colour was light enough that the imperfections wouldn’t be too obvious. Sunlight struggled to get in through those old windows, and the lights in that house were pretty weak. No one would ever notice.

And if they did? Not my problem.

By noon, the walls were done.

By two, I had finished sweeping the entire place, shoving dust and debris into black garbage bags that I tossed quickly onto the porch.

By nine, the house looked more-or-less finished.

Not perfect. Not up to my usual standard. But it was done.

I collapsed onto the living room floor, panting, sweaty, exhausted. But I had done it.

I had finished the damn job in record time.

And now…

Now she had to hold up her end of the deal.

I wiped my forehead with the back of my wrist, wincing at how dainty and feminine the motion felt. Not for much longer.

"Alright, lady," I said, my voice echoing through the empty house. “Your house is exactly how I was told to make it. Now fix this." I grabbed my boobs and gave them a little shake.

Silence.

I exhaled sharply, pushing myself to my feet. "Did you hear me? I fixed the damn floor, I did the walls, I finished the job. I want my body back."

The house remained still. The air felt heavy.

Then, slowly… the temperature began to drop.

A cold draft swept through the room, sending a shiver up my spine.

And then, I heard her come in with a slow clap from behind me.

I turned.

She was there—leaning against the doorway, arms crossed, that wicked little smirk on her lips.

"Congratulations," she said dryly. "You did a terrible job. You must be very proud of yourself.”

I stiffened. "I finished the job."

"Did you?" She took a step closer, and I took a step back. “You think I’m an idiot?” She turned to the door trim, which hadn’t quite met up perfect in the top right corner, and now there was some caulking setting in the small gap—something that would never be noticed by any regular person.

She ran her finger over that caulking, and then she looked down at the corner where the baseboards were overlapped—to save me some time doing mitres.

She clicked her tongue. "This is my house. And you just half-assed it."

My stomach twisted. “I think it looks fine.”

“I thought we had a deal," she cut in, her tone suddenly sharp, dangerous. “And that was that you would fix the fucking mess you made. You think slapping paint on a wall hides those crooked drywall screws? I’ve been around for thousand of years before drywall was even invented, you idiot. I’ve seen some shit jobs over the years, but this might be the shittiest shit I’ve seen yet.”

I swallowed. “I’ll touch some details up tomorrow,” I said, my voice hoarse. “It’s all easy stuff.”

“If it’s so easy, why does it look like shit?” Her voice grew colder.

The shadows in the room seemed to stretch.

I took another step back, but she was already moving closer, her eyes dark… hungry.

"You want your body back?" she whispered, tilting her head. "Then maybe you should have put a little more effort into keeping it in the first place. Maybe you should have learned your lesson.”

My breath hitched. “What lesson? I’m one of the best contractors in this country, and I book out over a year in advance because of the quality of my work. There wouldn’t have been any issues here if you weren’t… meddling!” I scowled at her.

Her smirk widened.

And then⁠—

The lights flickered.

The floor beneath me trembled. The house turned black, and then the lights came on and she was gone. I had a bad feeling that things were about to get worse.


CHAPTER 8
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Iwoke up still small. Still delicate and fragile. Still a girl.

For a moment, I didn’t move. I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, hoping—praying—that maybe, just maybe, things had gone back to normal, that the nightmare had ended, that I’d open my eyes and find myself in my own body, in my own clothes, and not trapped in this tiny, ridiculous form.

But as soon as I sat up, the truth hit me like a hammer.

My limbs felt light. My skin was soft. My chest—well, my chest was still there, nipples still sensitive and perky and threatening to break through any top I tried to put over them.

I groaned, rubbing my hands down my face. Shit.

Swinging my legs over the side of the bed, I took a deep breath. Okay. Fine. So I’m still stuck like this. But I could deal with it. I just needed to get through the day. I could figure out my next move later.

The house was quiet. No demon in sight.

That alone made me uneasy. She was always watching. If she wasn’t making herself known, it was because she wanted me to let my guard down. Maybe it was another test… Maybe she was watching to see if I would cut more corners.

I pulled myself to my feet, determined to get dressed and get back to work. I had lots of half-assed work to undo—and even more work to complete.

I opened the closet… and felt my stomach drop.

The clothes were even worse than before.

Gone were the nightgowns and casual little dresses. Instead, what greeted me now were skimpy lingerie skirts, sheer tops, lace bodysuits. There was a corset. A freaking corset. And that’s not even mentioning all of the fishnet things dangling around.

I let out a bitter laugh. "Are you serious?"

There wasn’t a single modest outfit in sight. Not even a simple pair of denim shorts or a pink hoodie. Just slutty clubwear. Lingerie. Things that were probably too risqué for a damn Victoria’s Secret ad.

I grabbed a handful of fabric, shaking it angrily. "What the hell am I supposed to do with this?"

No answer.

I threw the outfit back into the closet and shut the door with a bang.

"Fine," I muttered. "I’ll just stay in my damn nightgown all day."

But then⁠—

A car pulled up outside.

I tensed.

I could hear it—a vehicle rolling to a stop on the gravel driveway. A car door opening. Footsteps crunching toward the house.

Then—

Knock. Knock. Knock.

I sucked in a sharp breath.

Who the hell was that now?

And how was I supposed to answer the door? In a sheer nightgown or in some OnlyFans model costume?

Moving cautiously, I made my way downstairs, my bare feet silent against the wooden floor. I hesitated for only a second before pulling the door open, my heart hammering in my chest. I kept my scantily-clad body hidden behind the door as I poked out my head.

A man stood there. Late forties, maybe early fifties. Work boots. Stained jeans. A hat with a pest control logo on it.

"Morning, miss," he said, giving me a polite nod. "I’m with the fumigation crew. We’re scheduled to tent this place today."

I blinked. "What?"

"You must be the contractor’s assistant or… girlfriend?" He looked me up and down, his brows slightly raised when he saw the nightgown. "Either way, we, uh, need you out of here. Place has gotta be sealed for two days. There’s a hotel booked for ya in town. Should be all arranged already."

I just stared at him.

Two days? A hotel?

I opened my mouth, about to tell him I can’t just leave, but then I hesitated.

The demon.

She’d done this.

She wanted me to leave the house. She wanted to make me go into town, into public, in this body. She was chasing me off, to humiliate me in public.

I swallowed hard.

"I—" I cleared my throat. My voice still sounded too soft. "I don’t have anything to wear."

The man looked confused. “You don’t have… anything?”

I forced a smile. “My, uh, luggage was… lost. I’m waiting to hear back from the airline.”

He gave me a funny look, but just shrugged. "Well, uh, you got about an hour before we start setting things up. Whatever you’ve got should be fine. Um... There’s a consignment store near your hotel. Should be open today.”

Okay—fine. Just a bit of embarrassment, and then I could pick out something modest from consignment. I wasn’t going to let a few minutes of humiliation defeat me.

He gave me another polite nod before heading back to his truck.

The second he was gone, I slammed the door shut, my heart rate increasing.

I could not go out in public dressed like this.

But what other choice did I have? This guy’s whole crew was showing up, and ‘Phil’ wasn’t here to tell them to bugger off. I couldn’t even phone Kathy to tell her to tell them to screw off. The demoness knew what she was doing. She knew she was dragging me through hell.

I wanted to hide in that house…

But I knew that I couldn’t stay. The house was getting fumigated. If I went up to the attic to hide, I would die from the gasses.

I had nowhere else to go.

I squeezed my eyes shut. Damn it.

She was winning—at least this round.

My hands clenched at my sides. My whole body burned with embarrassment as I turned back toward the closet. She wanted this. She wanted to push me into humiliation.

I wasn’t going to let her get to me.

I wasn’t going to let her win.

Clothes are clothes. So what if people saw me dressed like a total slut? It’s not like they would recognize me as Phil. I was just a stranger: a face they wouldn’t recognize and one they would never see again once I was back to myself. I grinned as I looked through the closet.

She wanted me to go out and be a slut? Fine.

I put on the sluttiest dress in the closet: a ‘wrap’ dress that pretty much only covered my nipples with wraps of fabric, and a strip that covered my pussy. There was a dainty little skirt that left my ass hanging out. Then I slid on the fishnet stockings and put on the black strappy heels. Fuck it. What did I really have to lose? I was only embarrassing ‘Jessica’, and Jessica wasn’t going to exist for much longer.

I strutted past the fumigation boys. They all stopped to stare at me, some of them turning crimson at the sight of me. I threw a couple of little smirks their way, even looking back to see them glaring at my ass.

The demon thought this was embarrassing? Hardly…

I even shook my ass a little bit before unhitching my trailer and climbing into my truck.

I drove into town. I found the hotel, right on the main drag. It was a busy little area. I will admit that my heart raced at the thought of being seen like this, but I knew I had no choice, and I kept reminding myself that I was a stranger here. So I got out of the truck. Before going to the hotel, I eyed the consignment store and went straight for it. A few heads turned to look at me. One older man’s gaze was particularly ‘icky’. He looked me up and down, licking his lips. I tried to ignore him.

I was five steps from the door of the shop when the manager stepped out and flipped the open sign to closed. “Wait,” I said. “I need to buy something.”

She turned to me, looked me up and down, turned pink, and then said, “We have to shut down. Sales systems are down and the power keeps going out.”

The demon—she did this.

I turned around and saw that half the damn town was now staring at the tourist whore (me). I smiled, ducked my head, and went straight for the hotel.

Inside the lobby was a bit of a relief, save for the gaze of the man behind the counter, whose eyes were suddenly wide, face nervous. I walked to the counter. “I think I have a reservation,” I said, trying not to look him in the eyes.

“Name?”

“Phil,” I said.

He looked at his screen. “Is… Phil with you?”

“He’s coming later,” I said.

“I need Phil to be here to complete the sign in, I’m afraid.”

I clenched my fingers into a tight fist. That fucking demoness skank. “In that case, are there any openings?”

“I’m afraid not. There’s a hockey tournament this weekend; we’re booked solid.”

I sighed. “If Phil doesn’t come to claim his room by a certain time, can I pay to take it?”

“It’s already pre-paid for the next three nights,” he said.

“Three? I thought it was two!” I snapped.

He looked at me nervously. “Um… is there anything else we can do for you?”

“Forget it!” I snapped. I stormed off. I could sleep in my truck…

Which was now being towed away.

“That bitch!” I gasped. I tried to chase the tow truck, which had my credit card in it, but it was on a mission, zooming off. And how could I get it back without being myself? How could I get the impound lot to return it to me when I wasn’t even the face registered to the vehicle?

This was an absolute nightmare.

People were staring at me. Men were gazing at my perky tits and my exposed ass. Goddamnit; this was embarrassing.

I tried to feign a smile. I couldn’t let her beat me. It was warm out. Nights had been warm. I could go and sleep in the woods for a couple of nights.


CHAPTER 9
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Itook a deep breath, forcing myself to keep walking as if I wasn’t half-dressed and stranded in the middle of town. My heart pounded, but I kept my chin up. I couldn’t let her get to me like this.

The demon thought she could humiliate me…

Fine. Let her try.

I strutted down the sidewalk, ignoring the way men’s eyes lingered on my body—some of them awkwardly turning away, others letting their gazes roam freely, eye-fucking me ruthlessly like I was some free sex doll. One guy even whistled at me. Another murmured something to his buddy that made them both chuckle.

I bit the inside of my cheek. I wasn’t going to give them the satisfaction of looking embarrassed.

I still had my phone—thank God for that—but with my truck gone, my wallet was useless. I had no cash, no ID, nothing to prove who I was. Even if I could get to the impound lot, what was I supposed to do? Walk up in this ridiculous slut costume and tell them, “Hi, I swear I’m Phil, the six-foot contractor who showed up in this town last week. No, I don’t have ID, and no, I don’t look anything like him, but please give me my truck back.”

Yeah. That would go over well.

I made it a block away from the hotel before I ducked into an alley, pressing my back against the wall and finally letting out a sigh. What the hell was I supposed to do now?

The woods weren’t far. I could camp out there for the night and figure things out in the morning.

But first—I had to get out of the damn public eye.

I tugged on my skirt to cover a tiny bit more of my thighs, which barely helped. I still felt exposed. I was still on display.

But worst of all…

I hated to admit it, but some part of me was enjoying this.

The way people looked at me… The way their eyes lingered, the way the guy behind the hotel counter had flushed pink and stammered like a nervous schoolboy. Nobody had ever had intense feelings like that when looking at me before. It was kind of nice to be noticed like that. It was nice to see a few blushing faces. I was so used to being ignored by everyone.

This whole thing made my stomach twist. It should have disgusted me.

Instead, it made me feel… something else.

I clenched my fists, shaking off the thought. No. That was the demon working her evil fingers into my brain. That was her messing with my head, twisting my perception of things.

I just needed to get through this. A few more days, and then I’d get my life back… Maybe.

I just had to survive a few days. Then… hopefully I would get my body back. But would she really give me my body back? Was she going to offer it back up without something in return? And if she wanted something in return… what?

I checked my phone—4% battery. Of course… The demon wouldn’t let me have one single goddamn convenience.

I had to find somewhere safe to sleep. Somewhere away from the gawking men, away from the prying eyes of the town.
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I arrived at the impound lot just as the sun was beginning to set, casting long, golden shadows across the asphalt. The chain-link fence stood in front of me, my truck parked just beyond it, looking as infuriatingly out of reach as my real body. I stared at it for a moment before scanning the rest of the lot.

I had a shell of a plan… something that might just work—though it seemed a bit crazy. If I could just get my keys and get into the truck, I could race off. The fence seemed flimsy enough; I could drive through it. I could race away before they could catch me, and then I could hide the truck somewhere so the cops couldn’t find me. I wasn’t in my own body now, so I could get away with a bit of property damage crime.

I knew walking in there as a woman and demanding my truck back was useless. I had no ID, no proof that it belonged to me. I had to be more creative.

Luckily, the demoness had given me some ammunition. This female body possibly had a few perks…

The guy in the booth looked to be in his mid-forties, beer gut stretching his already-too-tight security uniform. He was flipping through a magazine, barely paying attention to anything. He was zoned-out enough that I thought about sneaking in and trying to grab my keys without him noticing—but I knew he wasn’t quite that brain-dead. So I knew I had to go with my original plan.

I swallowed my pride, stood up straight, and strutted toward the booth, putting a little extra sway in my hips. I had to look cute.

"Hi there," I said in my most sultry voice, leaning against the counter with what I hoped was a flirtatious smile.

The guy blinked up at me, his eyes immediately dropping to the ridiculous minidress I was still stuck wearing. His pupils dilated.

"Uh…" He coughed, sitting up straighter. "You need somethin', miss?"

I twirled a strand of hair around my finger. "Yeah… my boyfriend was supposed to pick up my truck, but he totally flaked. I don’t have all the paperwork, but it’s been such a long day, and I just wanna go home." I leaned into the counter harder. “I guess I should say my ex-boyfriend.” I let out a little pout.

I let my voice lilt into something softer… cuter.

"I dunno, sweetheart. Rules say you need ID to match the registration.”

I pouted, dragging a finger along the counter. "You sure you couldn’t make an exception? I mean, it’s just sitting right there…" I batted my lashes, letting my fingers accidentally brush against his wrist. "It’d really mean a lot."

He swallowed hard.

I could feel my tits about to spill out onto that counter. I had the top of that dress pulled down to the edge of my nipples. Hell—he could probably see my nipples. I could hear his heart pounding.

“We, uh, really have a no exception policy.” His face was getting redder. I knew that I was close. I had to just tease him a little bit more.

“Please, mister? I’d do… anything.”

His eyes flashed. Ideas were burning in his mind, and I knew they were disgusting ideas…

And now, I was wondering what the hell kind of offer I’d just made.

“Can I, uh… see your…”

I could feel my face turning pale. What was he about to ask?

He wiped sweat from his forehead and gazed around.

“You wanna see my titties?” I asked in the flirtiest voice I could muter up. I grabbed the top of my dress and then, slowly, I wriggled the top down, letting my perky tits spill out before his eyes. His eyes widened and his lips parted before he let out a gasp. His eyes were now fixed on my boobs. I grabbed them and gently squeezed them. “Do you like them, mister?” I asked in that same flirtatious voice.

“You’re very beautiful,” he said, voice cracking.

I grinned. “Want to feel them?” I asked. I reached out and grabbed his hand. I felt nauseated, but I knew that I was making progress. The palm of his hand fell against my breast and he instinctively squeezed.

My body tingled. It was a weird feeling, his palm against my nipple, fingertips pushing into the softness of my breast. He sighed again.

“So? Can I get those keys?”

He squeezed me again before biting his lip and saying, “I don’t know. I’m really not supposed to.”

He was trying to raise the pot. I wasn’t sure that I was bluffing anymore. I’d already let him fondle and grope me. What else was I willing to do?

I felt dirty… but desperate.

“Tell me what you want, big boy,” I said, turning my gaze to the right where a row of keys were dangling, paired with white tags that had license plate numbers on them. It only took a few seconds to spot my keys. Maybe I could just… distract him long enough to grab them. Then, I just had to sneak into the lot and I could race out.

I walked around his counter. I bit hard on my tongue before approaching him, sitting down on his lap like some escort in a nightclub. “What do you want to do, big boy?” I asked, feeling his big gut pressing against me… but that wasn’t all I felt. I could feel his hard shaft, throbbing between his legs. Suddenly, his hands were on me, pawing at me, pulling my dress all the way down so I was totally topless. It was only a moment before his fingers started exploring elsewhere. A chill crept through me when his fingers grazed my little clit: a sensitivity that I wasn’t used to.

He started rubbing me between the thighs.

Fuck.

I didn’t want this to get this far—but within the span of two minutes, there I was. My desperation had taken control. I wasn’t thinking clearly.

I feigned a smile and a moan. “You like that, huh?” I said. Then I eyed the keys again.

He nodded his head.

I reached my hand down. My fingers found that hard bulge. I started to play with it.

I expected revulsion. I expected to cringe and shudder… but instead, I felt something… different. He was big, and there was something weirdly intriguing about that. His shaft was so hard, and I knew it was hard for me.

I kept playing with it, terrified of how strangely comfortable I felt with this situation. I was sure that the demon had done something to my head. She made me look like a whore, and now she was making me act like a whore.

“You’re a sexy little slut,” he said to me in a low growl.

I unzipped his fly and dug into the opening. I felt the warmth of his flesh against my hand. “You’re so hard,” I said.

Why was I doing this? Why couldn’t I pull myself away? Was it just the desperation of wanting my truck back?

I wanted to think it was just desperation, but I knew that I was more clever than this. I knew that I could trick him in some other way. I could tell him my girl ID was in the truck, and while he was going to look, I could grab my keys—and return later to steal the truck. But instead, I was playing along with this porn scene. I was allowing him to squeeze—and now suck—my nipples. I was stroking his shaft, feeling his coarse pubic hair against my knuckles.

“It’s a bit dry,” he said. “Maybe you can help with that.” Then, he put a hand on the back of my head and pushed me down. Something about the force of his push (which really wasn’t so strong) was enough to make me fold like an old lawn chair. I suddenly had my face in his crotch, dick pressed against my cheek, tip rubbing up the side of my nose. He growled.

At least he was clean; it smelled like soap. His shaft was strangely pristine and smooth.

“Suck it, baby,” he growled.

And then, the cock went into my mouth.

I was sucking a man’s cock. This wasn’t part of the plan. I could get the truck without stooping to this level… but still, I wasn’t stopping.

He groaned. His fingers nestled into my soft hair. He pushed my head into his crotch, forcing that log of a cock down my throat. I gagged. I nearly puked. Saliva streamed down my face, and down his shaft.

He began thrusting up into my mouth, using me like some glorified Flesh-Light.

I still wasn’t disgusted. In a weird way… I liked it. There was something so weirdly satisfying about it. And now, I found myself fantasizing about him busting a load onto my tongue. I thought about his creamy substance sloshing around my mouth, oozing down my lips. What was wrong with me? What did that demoness do to me?

I sucked him faster. I stroked him with my hand. I felt him twitch and throb. Then, he said, “I want in that tight little pussy, baby.”

I froze up. In that moment, I wanted it too… but I knew I couldn’t let it get that far. In my mind, I could already see it: his fat cock stretching my tight slit wide. I knew it would feel so, so good: his fat veins rubbing my clit as he pumped in and out…

But I also knew that this was my chance. “Do you have a condom?” I asked.

“No,” he said. “I’ll pull out. It’ll be fine.”

“I don’t want you to pull out,” I said, making my eyes flash. “I have a condom in my truck—my boyfriend’s truck.”

“I thought he was your ex,” he said with a grin.

“Just go get the condom,” I said.

He grinned. He stood up, and then he stuffed his erection back into his pants. Moving quickly, he left for the lot, so I grabbed the keys. I hid them in my clutch. Then, he returned.

“I couldn’t find anything,” he said.

“Maybe we shouldn’t fuck then,” I said.

But he had a grin on his face. “I’ll pull out,” he said, and then he put his hands on me. I froze.

And then… I hate to admit it: I let him fuck me. I let him bend me over his counter. I let him slide his fat cock into my pussy, which was dripping wet. He pushed in deep, making me moan, and he fucked me hard.

He didn’t last long… and he didn’t pull out. I guess he forgot at the last moment, and ended up filling me with his warm goo.

And I really, really hate to admit it: it felt amazing. I was pissed when it was over. I was tingling all over. Is that what a female orgasm feels like? It didn’t even seem fair! I wanted to do it again and again and again… but he was done—and now, he had some post-nut clarity that I really didn’t want him to have.

He looked at me suspiciously as he stuffed his cock back into his pants.

“So can I go take the truck?” I asked.

“Sorry, miss,” he said. “I would get fired if I let you do that.”

“But!” I gasped. “I just… You just…”

“I’m really not allowed,” he said.

“Just tell your manager someone stole it!” I said. “I’ll come back tomorrow and let you fuck me again.”

He “paused, eyes glazing over. His horniness was showing itself to be a weakness again. “Just… Lemme—lemme check something real quick." His voice cracked. He got up and disappeared into the back office, leaving me alone.

"Oh, don’t worry about it," I called out. “My boyfriend just messaged and said that he’ll come by later.”

Then I turned and walked away as fast as I could without looking suspicious, my heart hammering in my chest.

The moment I was out of sight, I broke into a sprint toward my truck. I slid in, shoved the key into the ignition, and turned it.

Click.

No.

I tried again.

Click.

The battery was dead. Of course it was fucking dead.

The succubus wasn’t going to let me have it back. She wanted me to spend the night on the streets like some sort of crack whore. If I got to sleep in my truck, it wouldn’t be humiliating enough.

Footsteps crunched on gravel.

Panic shot through me. If they caught me now, I’d be screwed. I yanked the key from the ignition and scrambled out of the truck, ducking behind the nearest row of vehicles just as the impound guy walked past.

I held my breath. He lingered for a moment, then turned back toward the booth, muttering under his breath.

I needed to get the hell out of here.

I slipped through a gap in the fence and took off down the street, heels clicking against the pavement. I didn’t stop until I was blocks away, out of breath, my hands shaking.

Then I realized: I had nothing. No truck, no money, no place to go.

I walked for the next hour, back into that town, cars occasionally honking at me, and the occasional potential-serial-killer pulling over to offer me a ride.

I stopped in front of a small café, the warm glow of lights spilling onto the sidewalk. My stomach was in a knot. I hadn’t eaten all day.

I hesitated, then stepped inside, the scent of coffee and baked goods wrapping around me, taunting me.

Sadly, I had no money. I was tempted to beg for food, but I couldn’t bring myself to stoop to that level.

I was just about to turn around when I heard a voice behind me.

"You okay, sweetheart? You look lost."

I turned to see an older woman behind the counter. She looked like someone’s grandmother: soft wrinkles, curly grey hair. She just needed a pair of those small round glasses to complete the look.

"I, uh…" I hesitated. I didn’t know what to say. The smell of baked goods had my stomach growling louder than my voice.

Her gaze softened. “Why don’t you sit down? I’ll get you something warm."

I hesitated again, but my stomach made the decision for me. I nodded.

Minutes later, she placed a steaming bowl of soup in front of me. "Eat," she said, giving me a look.

“I have no money.”

“That’s fine. Just eat.”

I picked up the spoon. The first bite nearly made me groan. It had been so long since I’d had something real. I’d hiked that old highway twice. That small feminine body didn’t have the stamina that I was used to.

"What’s your name, love?” she asked, sitting across from me.

I hesitated. "Jessica," I finally said, my stomach twisting.

She smiled. "I’m Margaret. You need a place to stay?"

I blinked. "I—what?"

"I have an extra room," she said simply. "You remind me of my granddaughter. I can’t have you sleeping on the street."

I stared at her. This had to be a trick. Was she the demon in disguise? Was she setting me up for a new humiliation?

"Why?" I asked slowly.

She shrugged. "Because you need help. And when people need help, you help them. Simple as that."

I swallowed hard.

Help without strings? Without expectations? Yeah right…

But what other option did I have?

"Okay," I murmured. "Thank you."

"Finish your soup first," she said with a wink. "Then we’ll get you sorted."

I ate in silence, feeling the odd glance from cafe patrons—probably wondering why some cheap prostitute was in their little town.


CHAPTER 10
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Istepped inside and the old woman shut the door behind me. Her place smelled like lavender and something faintly medicinal, like the kind of ointment my grandmother used to rub on her hands when her arthritis got bad. The house was warm—too warm—but it felt like a kind of safe warmth. I guess there’s something comforting about knowing there won’t be a point that you’ll wake up feeling cold.

“Have a seat,” she said, gesturing to an old floral-patterned couch that looked like it had been there since 1967.

I hesitated. My nerves were still shot from the incident at the impound lot. I could still taste that man’s cock in my mouth. I could still smell that manly musk.

That plan had been stupid.

I’d never thought about what I’d do if the damn truck didn’t start.

I was now sitting in some old woman’s house like a lost cat she’d taken in.

She shuffled over to a little kitchen nook and started heating up a kettle. “You look like you’ve been through hell, dear.”

I laughed, though it came out a little brittle. “Yeah, you could say that.”

She peered at me, then slowly lowered herself into the chair across from me, her fingers laced over one knee. “Tell me something,” she said. “Do you believe in karma?”

I stiffened. “Karma?”

“Karma,” she repeated. She leaned back, studying me. “The idea that what you put into the world, you get back?”

I shifted in my seat, suddenly feeling restless. The question was too pointed, too coincidental. It made me think about things I didn’t want to think about.

I’d always prided myself on being a damn good contractor. I wasn’t some scam artist running fly-by-night renovations that fell apart in a year. I did good work.

At least… that’s what I told myself.

But the truth was, I knew how to cut corners when I needed to. I knew how to save time—and I knew how to save money. Maybe I’d used some cheaper materials and billed clients for the premium stuff. A lot of those products are made in the same factory: brand stickers make the prices go up. Why would I spent money pointlessly?

Maybe I’d padded a few invoices when I knew a client wouldn’t ask questions. Maybe I hadn’t been as honest as I liked to pretend.

And maybe—just maybe—I’d done the same thing to that creepy haunted house.

I thought back to the stain she’d picked for the floors. That orange-ish stain that she wanted was ugly (in my opinion), but really, it was a pain in the ass. It only came in a thin varnish, which required multiple slow-setting coats. It was a more expensive product, because it was more niche. Using something fast-drying and readily stocked… that just made more sense.

But it wasn’t what she asked for…

I’d used a cheaper alternative that looked close enough, figuring she’d never notice. The demon noticed. She’d noticed everything. She noticed the easy-mitres. She noticed the caulking gap-fillers. She noticed that I boarded the mud room with knotty planks instead of the stuff that cost twice as much.

Now, I was paying for it.

I swallowed. “I don’t know if I believe in karma,” I said finally.

She hummed, watching me. “Well, something brought you here.”

I didn’t like the way she said that, like she knew more than she was letting on. Maybe she was the demon in disguise. Maybe this was some ploy to get me to come clean.

Maybe I needed to come clean—not just to get my body back, but to get that weight off of my shoulders.

Before I could respond, the kettle whistled, and she stood, pouring two cups of tea. She handed one to me, and I took it, more out of politeness than anything. I wasn’t sure I could stomach anything—even tea.

“I don’t know what trouble you’ve found yourself in, but I do know one thing,” she said. “If you don’t make things right, you’ll always find yourself paying for it.”

I nearly dropped the cup. My stomach twisted, and a cold sweat prickled at the back of my neck. She didn’t know—she couldn’t know. And yet, the way she was looking at me, it felt like she was peering straight into my soul.

I set the tea down, suddenly unable to drink it.

“I’ll get you some clean blankets and a pillow,” she said. “You look tied. You should sleep.”

I slept heavy… after a few hours of processing the thoughts that had crept into my mind.

Maybe I hadn’t been such an exceptional carpenter after all.

“I should go,” I said to the old woman in the morning. I’d only slept for about three hours, but I felt totally regenerated.

She didn’t stop me. She just nodded, as if she’d already said what she needed to say. “Be careful out there, dear.”

I left without another word, stepping back into the morning sunrise. The town was quieter now, all of the shops still closed, the streetlights still humming overhead. I walked without knowing exactly where I was going, my head spinning.

Maybe I needed to make things right.


CHAPTER 11
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It was a long hike back to that old house. I wanted to hitch-hike, but I didn’t trust any of the people who pulled over to offer me rides—not while I was in that dainty little body, wearing that slutty little outfit. So I just hiked, barefoot, getting the odd honk, the odd catcall, the odd whistle.

I got back to the house late, just as the fumigators were loading up and driving off. The timing was too perfect to be a coincidence. I knew the demoness was orchestrating this whole thing.

And I knew she was expecting me to make things right, so I got right to work, working through the night—working through my exhaustion.

I worked non-stop for the next week. I won’t bore you too much with the details. I worked eighteen hour days, making sure every cut was perfect. Maybe sure I sanded every little imperfection away on the walls before repainting them. The wainscoting was tedious, but I did the entire living room with perfectly cut panels. None of the angles in that old, old house were quite ninety-degrees, so each mitre was a tedious process of getting very specific angle measurements.

I assure you: no carpenter would go through the trouble I went through, setting the saw angle to 87-degrees instead of just using caulking to fill the slight gap. But I did it the right way.

Finally, I stepped back and looked at my work, breathless. My hands were raw, my arms ached, and there was sawdust in places I didn’t want to think about. But the house was done.

Not just done—done right.

The floors gleamed under the soft glow of the light fixtures, rich and warm. And I have to admit… the warm tone was actually pretty stunning.

The trim was crisp, the walls smooth, the little details finished with patience and care.

I had cut no corners this time.

I swallowed, wiping my forehead. “Alright,” I muttered under my breath, my voice still high and feminine. “That should do it, right?”

The house was silent.

For a moment, nothing happened. The air didn’t shift. The walls didn’t groan. The shadows didn’t twist.

Panic clawed at my chest. Had I gotten it wrong? Had I done all this for nothing?

“No,” I whispered. “Come on. This is what you wanted.”

Then, I felt it.

The temperature dropped. The lights flickered. A breeze—impossible, given that the windows were all shut (and I’d made a point of filling every gap in the insulation)—brushed against my skin, making the fine hairs on my arms stand on end.

And then she was there.

The demon woman leaned against the freshly painted wall, looking around with a smirk. She was wearing something different now—something simple and elegant, a deep silky red dress that clung to her body. She exhaled, shaking her head.

“Now this,” she murmured, “is a house worthy of me.”

I exhaled shakily. “So… that’s it?”

She tilted her head, amused. “You tell me.”

I stiffened.

A strange sensation rippled through me. My skin prickled, my muscles tightened, and then⁠—

Pain.

Not sharp, not unbearable—but deep, like something inside me was shifting, stretching, snapping back into place. I gasped, doubling over, my vision going white for a moment. My bones ached, my chest tightened, my limbs felt like they were being unraveled and rewoven all at once.

And then—just as quickly as that pain came—it was gone.

I opened my eyes.

I knew before I looked. My balance was different. My center of gravity had shifted back. My body felt different: heavier, familiar.

I looked down.

Rough, calloused hands. Strong arms. And my old clothes were on my body again: the ones I hadn’t seen in what felt like forever.

My breath caught in my throat. I touched my face, my jaw, my chest.

I was me again.

A laugh snuck out of me. “Holy shit.”

The demon woman smiled “A job well done.”

I exhaled shakily, then looked up at her.

“I was an asshole, wasn’t I?” I said.

Her smile widened. “You were a gigantic asshole,” she said.

I shook my head.

She didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to.

I turned, looking at the house, at the work I had done. The real, honest work.

It felt different.

It felt good.

I turned back to the demon. “So that’s it, then? I’m free to go?”

Her smirk was knowing, almost playful. “Unless you want to stay?” She was asking jokingly… but there was a tugging at my heart. A weird part of me wanted to ask her to make me into a girl again, just for one more day. I felt like there were experiences that I’d missed out on in all of the panic.

Being a girl for a couple of weeks was… fun. I mean—not always fun, but there were definitely moments.

But I knew I had my life to live. I had a business to run. I had people waiting for me, counting on me. So I just laughed. “Not a chance.”

She tilted her head. “Pity.”

Then, just like that, she was gone.

The house was silent.

I took one last breath, taking it all in. Then, without another word, I grabbed my keys, stepped outside, and I never looked back.
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A month later…

I ran my hand along the polished oak banister, inspecting my work. No splinters, no uneven stain, no gaps where the wood joined at the bend. Perfect.

I took a step back, nodding to myself. It was done it right. No cutting corners. No half-assed fixes.

“Looks solid,” the client said, standing beside me. A wealthy businessman, the kind of guy who didn’t mind paying extra for quality—so long as he got it. “It really looks great. Thanks.” His reaction was honestly a bit underwhelming—no different from the normal reactions I got from clients. He probably didn’t notice the small details that made that job take an extra week. He probably didn’t see the hours and hours of sanding to make that banister truly breathtaking.

“I’m glad you’re happy,” I said. It didn’t matter that he didn’t see the extra craftsmanship; I saw it.

He nodded in approval, reaching into his pocket. “Alright. I’ll have the final payment wired over this afternoon.”

I smiled. “Appreciate it.”

We shook hands, and I left, climbing into my truck. As I pulled away from the house, I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the rearview mirror.

I still looked the same: same short scruffy hair, same masculine frame, same lines around my eyes… But something had changed.

Something had stuck.

I didn’t talk about what happened—not to Brian, not to my friends, not to the occasional woman I took out for dinner. But sometimes, at night, when the world was quiet and the house was empty, I’d go into my bedroom, open the drawer, and pull out a box.

Inside, folded neatly, was a dress. A simple one, nothing too skimpy, nothing nearly as scandalous as what that demoness had me wearing... just a soft fabric, light, comfortable. Beside it, a pair of stockings.

I never went out like that. I never let anyone see me like that.

But sometimes, I’d slip it on. Just to feel it. Just to remember. I would close the curtains and just spend my night like that: looking cute, feeling cute: warm and cozy and precious like a little doll.

And when I looked in the mirror, I didn’t see Jessica.

I just saw me.

THE END
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