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Amanda HawkinsThe Devil Bade Me “Do it!” [bad pun, sorry] So I turned myself into a woman…
~

My sister and I never really got along, which—to be perfectly frank—

is a serious understatement. At each other’s throats from day one, is

more like it. And to be accurate: Lucy is my half-sister; her mother

died when she was three years old, our father remarried and I came

along about two years later. She never forgave me for any of those

things, even though none of it was my fault.

So when I woke up one morning and found myself unable to get out

of bed, I wasn’t totally surprised like most people would be. She’d

been playing some pretty out-there pranks on me for years. Maybe

this time it was some sort of muscle relaxant? When I was a kid I used

to retaliate, but since hitting the college scene I couldn’t be bothered.

Was it my fault I was going places and Lucy wasn’t?

A few minutes later the door opened and in she strolled, looking smug

as hell. “Rise and shine, lazybones. Today’s your big day.”

With not a clue what she was talking about, I just stared.

She pointed at me. “Lucy says, get up.” To my surprise, I did exactly

that. “There, see? You probably thought I drugged you or something.”

She grinned. “In a few minutes you’re gonna wish that’s all it was.”

I quickly discovered I couldn’t speak. Which is too bad, because I had

some really choice swear words lined up. She must’ve noticed. “Oh

yeah. You can talk, Derek, but you can’t yell or swear or call for help

or anything like that. Don’t even bother. I own you, half-bro.”

Feeling strangely calm, I asked, “What do you think you’re doing?”

She shrugged. “A little of this, a little of that. Career advancement, a

dash of revenge. Call it what you like. Get naked.”
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I dropped my T-shirt and boxers on the bed, leaving myself bare. She

ordered me to follow her and I did. “You won’t be needing any of

that stuff for awhile,” she added, closing my bedroom door.

Her bedroom was across the hall. She ushered me inside and shut the

door. That was weird in itself; she never let me set foot in here, and

when I did in the past—because retaliation—she’d flip out. Standing

there naked made it all the weirder.

She pointed to the garment laid out on her bed. “Put that on.”

I’m no dummy, I knew exactly what the thing was: a female skinsuit.

That was my first inkling of what she had planned.

I shook my head and said, “No way,” while at the same time I picked

up the skinsuit and stepped through the open back. My legs slipped

easily into its legs, which felt slippery and somewhat damp. It was

obvious enough where to stick the stick. Then my arms slithered into

place, breasts rose to mighty prominence on my chest, and Lucy

gathered the seam across my back and zipped it. Something clicked

into place atop my spine, my body quivered—and all of a sudden it

felt like I was naked again, only now with a female body.

“Okay, I get it.” My voice was surprisingly soft. “This is payback

for—I dunno, whatever it is you think I did this time.”

“You mean for existing?” She laughed. “That and more. If you’d had

the decency to be a girl at birth I wouldn’t have to do this. But no,

you had to go and be a nasty little boy.” And smarter than her as

well—she was never gonna forgive me for that. I was destined for

greater things, like a professorship in astrophysics at Stanford, while

the best she could do was Personal Assistant for some sleazebag

lawyer. Again, not my fault—but try and tell her that. As usual, my

words fell on ears that chose to be deaf.

Lucy went to her dresser and picked out several items of lingerie.

She dropped them on the bed and pointed. “Put them on.”

I sure didn’t want to, but I did as ordered. A ‘shelf’ bra to support my

impressive bust, mainly from below; black satin panties; a garter belt

and stockings; a white bandeau top that barely covered my areolas; a

black pencil skirt with satin lining; and a fuzzy white bolero jacket…

It wasn’t like my body was acting of its own accord; I was willfully

getting dressed. It’s just that my brain couldn’t seem to come up with

a good reason not to do what Lucy said. That felt pretty damn weird.

My sister strapped my feet into a pair of sexy black pumps with four-

inch heels, which had a flared base that made it somewhat easier to

balance. Then she picked up the headpiece. “Put it on.” Her smile

was truly nasty. It made me wonder what else she had planned.

“Please don’t do this to me.” I up-ended the mask, gave it a shake to

loosen the mane of long brunette hair, and cleared the opening.

“Crybaby. It’s not like you’re actually going to get hurt. Some girls

would kill for a rack like yours—to look that sexy.”

“I’m not a girl.” I bent over and pushed my head inside.

“You are now, kitten.” She helped me align the mask with my facial

features. A wave of dizziness passed quickly. I almost choked when

part of the mouthpiece slithered down my throat, but that too faded

and it wasn’t long before I could breathe again.

She lifted my hair to inspect my neck. “Mmm. Very nice. No visible

seams. And I can tell you right now, you won’t be able to take this

baby off without my help. The lock is coded to my voiceprint.”

“I don’t under—” I gasped: the suit had transformed my voice into a

breathless soprano. “I don’t get it. What’s the point of all this?”
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“You’ll see, soon enough.” She nodded grimly. “My god, you really

do sound like sex on a stick. Conrad’s gonna love this.”

“Conrad? You mean your boss? What’s he—?”

“Never mind that!” She grabbed my arm and looked me in the eye.

“Lucy says, Your name is Daisy.”

My head gave itself a shake. Strange thoughts tumbled through my

mind. No… that isn’t my name. M-my name is Daisy? Another shake.

Long wavy hair flowed back and forth across my shoulders.

“Long story short: your mind has been reconditioned to respond only

to that name—and to give it when asked. You can keep our surname,

by the way. You’re now my cousin from back east.”

I gazed down at my hands and their almond-tipped fingernails. Why

couldn’t I remember my own freaking name?

Lucy led me over to her vanity. “You’re a girly-girl, Daisy. You love

makeup and making yourself look sexy the way your old self loved

classic rock and monster movies from the Fifties. Thanks to those

sleep-learning audio files you’ve been listening to all semester—

which had nothing to do with the philosophy of science, by the

way—you got a buttload of deep-brain training in the theory and

practice of cosmetics. So hop to it and make yourself pretty.”

I sat down. My brain was screaming No! but for some reason I could

think of no reason not to, ya know, make myself pretty? I set to work

with a feminine vengeance. Foundation cream and powdered blush,

setting powder, eye- and lip-liner… I applied them all like I’d been

fixing my face most of my life. Facial contouring, multiple shades of

eye shadow—I literally couldn’t stop myself. False eyelashes, a

long-wearing mascara, a coat of baby powder and more mascara; all

of a sudden my eyes looked like they could steal the show. But then a

‘raven red’ lipstick and matte lip gloss turned my whole mouth into a

beacon of female sexuality, and brought balance to my face.

Lucy was gloating. “Oh yes, that is such a lovely mouth. It’s awfully

kissable, you know. I’m sure you’ll agree once you see it in action.”

She checked me out from both sides. “You’ve turned out well, Daisy.

It wasn’t so hard after all, was it—turning yourself into a damn sexy

woman.” She laughed. “I’d say you’re a natural.”

I misted my hair with L’Oréal classic Elnett Satin, then took a brush

to it. My mind informed me that this was all part of making myself

‘look pretty’. Who knew?

Lucy sat back and watched. “Does make you wonder, doesn’t it?

Maybe all that hypnosis and subliminal brainwashing wasn’t really

necessary after all. Maybe all I had to do was ask you nicely.” She

giggled. “I kid, of course. We both know the only reason you’re

doing this is because you have to follow my orders, no matter how

weird or outlandish they may be. You can’t help moving and talking

like a sexually supercharged woman—even though I’m sure you’re

screaming about it on the inside.”

She was right about that. My sister, as far as I’m concerned, might as

well be the Devil himself—or herself, rather. I’ve heard that brothers

and sisters often don’t ‘get on’, but this is ridiculous! Then I picked

out a lovely shade of pink polish and got to work on my nails.

“Here’s how this is gonna go down. My boss has been feeling a bit

low since his wife died. It’s been nearly a year and he’s still moping

around and generally driving me nuts. You have no idea how many

times I’ve saved his ass—and his practice—by smoothing things

over with teed-off clients.” She perched on the edge of her bed.

“See, what he really needs to do is cut loose and have some fun with
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a girl who’s willing to do whatever it damn well takes to make him

happy. That’s where you come in, Daisy.”

“I think I’m gonna hate this…” I was bent over my hand, carefully

applying nail polish. Anyone watching me could be forgiven for

assuming I was worried how the color would come out.

“Oh, I know you are. The thing is, Conrad is a really smart guy, but

he’s a wee bit on the kinky side. So you might wind up taking one up

the tailpipe before the night’s over.” She heaved a sigh. “Dunno why

I said ‘might’, because it’s totally gonna happen. I’d bet the farm, if I

could find a bookie dumb enough to cover it.”

I capped the bottle and fanned my fingers. “And what if I were to

mention that I was a dude not that long ago—as in, yesterday. I may

not be able to remember my name, but I can still spill the beans about

that. It might get you fired.” I smiled sweetly.

“First of all, it won’t matter. Like I said, kinky. He might even like

you better. Second, you won’t be spilling beans anytime soon, ‘cause

you’ll be a hundred perfect in character tonight. In fact, for as long as

you’re wearing this skinsuit, you are Daisy. You got that?”

My mind circled the drain. All too well, I understood. “Gotcha, cuz.”

I affected a bored look. “Like, I’m Daisy. Who else could I be?” But

on the inside, I was howling. Frustration, mostly. The anger would

come later, during my all-too-willing defilement.

~

Sleazebag lawyers, I soon discovered, can be surprisingly charming.

Over dinner, and a twirl around the dance floor, Conrad never let me

forget I was a lady. “My dear, you are an old man’s—oooh, I’ll settle

for ‘middle-aged’. You are a mid-life male’s dream come true. A rare

blend of feline grace and raw feminine sexuality.”

The middle of a slow dance seemed as good a time as any to drop the

bomb. “I’ll bet you say that to all the forcibly feminized guys.”

He didn’t miss a beat, or even raise an eyebrow. “Not all of them, no.

Just the ones who have taken to womanhood like a duck to water.”

He laughed. That’s when I knew that he knew, and had from the start.

For all I knew, he and Lucy might’ve cooked this plan up together.

Later that evening, as he plied me with champagne in his bedroom,

while simultaneously unzipping my dress, he spilled the beans all by

himself. “Lucy may not have mentioned this,” he said, nuzzling my

ear, “but you’ve been conditioned to obey me as well. Just so we’re

on the same wavelength, you will be making your rear end available

to whatever I choose to do to it. Is that clear?”

I giggled and stroked his cheek; my brainwashing being that mind-

bogglingly effective. “Sure thing, McDreamy. It’s what I do.”

“Good. You also won’t be going home in the morning. I’ve decided

that if you’re half as good between the sheets as you are on the dance

floor, your place is right here with me. I’ll inform Lucy on Monday

and we’ll get to work on your legal name-change. I don’t suppose

there’s much you’ll be needing from your former life, but Lucy can

send over whatever books or mementos you might like.”

With a coy smile on my lips, I drew him onto the bed. “Isn’t it about

time you got busy pounding my backside, big boy?”

~

And so it came to pass: a few months later I became Conrad’s wife.

The bastard passed away twelve years later, with a smile on his face,

but by that time removing the skinsuit was the last thing on my mind.

Daisy is a pretty girl now, and that’s a hard habit to break.  


