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Chapter 1
The Locked Room


I’d always loved the silence of libraries. Not the kind enforced with sharp glances and hissing lips, but the true, cavernous stillness of forgotten spaces—rooms where even the light treaded softly. That’s what drew me to the old Marlowe Library in the first place. It sat on the edge of the city like a sleeping giant, three stories of weathered stone and wood, older than anything else still standing. No one came here unless they had to. Which meant, for someone like me, it was perfect.

I volunteered Tuesdays and Thursdays, claiming it was for school credit, though I’d long since finished the class. The truth was, I just liked being there. I liked the way the scent of old paper clung to my clothes, how the creaking floorboards seemed to recognize me now. Most of all, I liked the fact that no one asked questions—not about my quietness, not about the way I flinched when touched, not about the way I kept to myself. The head librarian, Ms. Margot Fairchild, hardly spoke beyond assigning my tasks. She didn’t need to. Her presence filled the space like the glow of the antique lamps—warm, firm, unchanging.

That afternoon, she sent me to the west wing. It was rarely used—mostly storage and forgotten archives. I liked it best. The light dimmed earlier there, filtered through stained glass windows dusted with years of soot and pollen. The air felt thicker, like secrets had settled into it.

I’d just finished wiping down a set of high, narrow shelves when I saw the door.

It was tucked between two cabinets, nearly flush with the wall, the kind of thing you’d miss if you weren’t looking. A tarnished brass plaque read:

RESTRICTED

Authorized Staff Only

My pulse kicked up. I didn’t know why. Maybe it was the way the doorknob glinted despite the dust, or the way the air shifted when I reached for it—like the room behind it was holding its breath. I glanced down the hallway. No one.

I turned the knob, and to my surprise, it opened.

The scent hit me first. Not mold or disuse, but something richer—leather, sandalwood, a whisper of rose. The room beyond the door was nothing like the musty storage closets I expected. It was… lush. A sitting room, almost. Velvet chairs in jewel tones arranged in conversational clusters, amber glass lamps casting soft halos across mahogany floors. Every wall was lined with books—floor to ceiling—bound in deep reds, forest greens, and midnight blues. Many had no titles.

I stepped in slowly, as if crossing a threshold into a dream. The air was warm and close, wrapping around me like a shawl. I ran my fingers along the spines, trailing dust and heat, until one of the books made me stop.

It wasn’t particularly large or ornate. Just a leather-bound volume, blackened with age, the cover unmarked. But something in me stilled. My fingers itched to hold it.

I did, and then I opened it.

The first sentence made my heart stutter.

“He entered the library not knowing he would leave rewritten—softened, transformed under the gentle cruelty of her hands.”

The prose was lyrical. Erotic. It told the story of a shy man volunteering at an ancient library. A dominant, sharp-eyed librarian who watched him. A forbidden section. A book that shifted him—inside and out. With each paragraph, I felt a prickle of warmth along my chest, a strange pressure at my hips, as if the words were weaving through me, tightening threads that had always been loose.

I should have stopped. I should have felt shame. But my breath came faster, and my skin felt… alive. I could feel each thread of my shirt against me, suddenly aware of how it clung to my body. My thighs tensed. My fingers trembled as I turned each page.

And when the story ended—with the man on his knees, kissing the hem of her skirt, whispering her name—I closed the book and realized I wasn’t alone.

She leaned in the doorway like she had always been there.

Margot.

But she looked different somehow. Not just because the light behind her made her hair glow like burnished copper. It was in her posture—casual, yet commanding. Her arms folded beneath her chest, one hip cocked, lips curled in an amused, knowing smile.

“Well,” she said, voice smooth as tea with honey. “You chose that one.”

I couldn’t speak. My heart slammed against my ribs, my hands still clutching the book like it could shield me.

She stepped forward slowly, heels soft against the rug, until she stood barely a foot away. Her eyes flicked down, tracing me. I felt it like a touch. She raised one finger and lightly, audaciously, tapped my cheek.

“You’re blushing like a girl.”

“I—I was just⁠—”

She took the book gently from my hands, her fingers grazing mine, and looked down at the page I’d left open.

“Mm,” she murmured. “This one always has that effect. Especially on the right kind of reader.”

“I didn’t know—” I started, then stopped. What could I possibly say? That the story felt like it had been written for me? That my chest still tingled, that I felt a strange heaviness between my legs? That I hadn’t felt so exposed—and so understood—in years?

Margot closed the book and placed it back on the shelf. Then she turned and looked at me—not as a librarian might look at a foolish volunteer, but like a sculptor might regard a block of marble.

“You’re trembling,” she said softly.

I swallowed.

She leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. “That’s how it starts.”

And then, as quickly as she appeared, she stepped away. Back into the hallway.

“Close the door behind you, Evan,” she called, already walking out of sight. “Wouldn’t want anyone else wandering into the wrong story.”

I stood there a moment longer, trying to catch my breath, the taste of ink and heat still on my tongue.

Then I shut the door.


Chapter 2
Like the Story


That night, I didn’t sleep so much as drift.

I lay in my narrow bed, covers twisted around my legs, the air too warm despite the open window. The scent of sandalwood lingered, clinging to me like perfume, even though I hadn’t touched anything in that room but the book. Or maybe it was just memory—her perfume. Her breath. Her voice curling in my ear like a secret meant only for me.

My dreams came slow and thick, syrupy with sensation. I saw myself standing in the mirror, shirt open, bare chest glowing in candlelight. But it wasn’t the flat, pale chest I was used to. My skin was softer, flushed with color. Curves pushed against the fabric. My fingers trembled as I brushed over them—tender, new, sensitive. A bra strap slipped down one shoulder, and I moaned. Not from pain. From knowing.

Somewhere in the haze, I heard her laugh. A husky, amused sound. Like she was watching even there.

I woke just before dawn, gasping.

My sheets were damp. My thighs ached. My body… felt strange. Tighter. Warmer. I sat up slowly, light-headed, and tugged my T-shirt away from my chest. The fabric clung in a way it hadn’t before—tight across the front, as if something new pressed against it.

I told myself it was nothing. A dream. A coincidence. The room had just been warm.

But when I caught my reflection in the bathroom mirror, I paused.

My skin looked clearer. Almost dewy. The shadows under my eyes had softened, and my lips—had they always looked that full?

I splashed cold water on my face and told myself it didn’t matter. That none of it meant anything. That I was still me.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about the way Margot had looked at me—like reading the book had set me down a path.

I instantly knew that I needed answers. I needed to see her again. By midday, I found myself back on the bus, my library tote slung across my chest. My fingers kept brushing the front of my shirt, where my skin still felt electric.

The moment I stepped through the front doors of the Marlowe Library, it was like stepping into another world again. The hush, the scent, the warm gold light. And, somehow, she was already there—waiting for me.

Margot leaned against the central desk, thumbing through a returned volume with leisurely interest. Her eyes lifted the moment I approached. She didn’t look surprised.

“You came back,” she said, lips curling. “Good. The story’s not done with you yet.”

I hesitated. “What do you mean?”

She closed the book. “Exactly what it sounds like.”

She walked around the desk, gesturing for me to follow. I did, my legs moving before my brain caught up. Her heels clicked softly across the polished wood floors, leading me past the reading rooms, the archives, deeper than I’d ever gone.

We stopped before a narrow, arched door with a worn brass handle. Margot unlocked it with a long iron key she pulled from beneath her blouse. It swung open with a soft groan.

Inside was a small dressing room. A velvet fainting couch, a vanity with a mirror lit by golden bulbs, and—against one wall—a tall antique wardrobe.

She opened it with ceremony.

Hanging inside was an outfit. Pale peach blouse, soft and silky. A charcoal skirt with pleats that flared out gently. Sheer tights. And beneath it all, matching lingerie—lacy, delicate, undeniably feminine.

I stared at it. Heat rushed through me like I’d been caught doing something shameful.

“What’s this?” I whispered.

She grinned as she fingered the outfit. “For you,” she replied softly. “To help with your transformation. Just as within the book.”

“I can’t,” I gasped.

“You can,” she replied. “You already have. In dreams. In pages. In the way you couldn’t put the book down.” She stepped closer. “I see what your body’s asking for—your new curves, your pouty lips, your growing chest. Let me help you listen.”

She reached for the hem of my shirt. I didn’t stop her. She undressed me gently, not like a nurse or a lover, but like an artist unwrapping a canvas. Her fingers brushed against my skin—light, reverent, almost clinical. I stood there, bare from the waist up, my chest strangely tender, my limbs trembling.

“You’re sensitive already,” she murmured, cupping the gentle swell beneath my left nipple. “The book’s working fast on you.”

I didn’t ask what she meant. I didn’t want to break the spell.

She helped me into the lingerie first—soft lavender lace that hugged my hips and flattened me in a way that felt… smooth. Intentional. Like I wasn’t tucking myself away, but revealing something truer underneath.

The tights whispered up my legs, making every inch of skin feel erotic and noticed. Then the skirt, pleated and flirty, swishing just above my knees. The blouse was last. She buttoned it herself, from navel to throat, her fingers grazing my skin each time.

“Almost ready,” she said.

She guided me to the vanity, then pulled a little drawer open. Lip gloss. Blush. A compact.

I expected heavy, dramatic makeup, but she didn’t paint me like a drag queen. She dabbed warmth onto my cheeks, glossed my lips until they shone like a flower petal. She defined my lashes, then leaned back to admire her work.

“There,” she said softly.

She handed me the mirror and I gasped.

I didn’t look like a man in women’s clothing. I didn’t look like a joke. I didn’t even look like Evan trying something on.

I looked… right.

My cheeks were soft, my skin was glowing. I had full lips and a body that wasn’t just borrowed femininity—it was mine. Or it could be.

She leaned in behind me, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror. Her hands slid down my sides, slow and sure, resting on my hips.

“Well?” she asked.

I swallowed hard. “I…”

Her fingers squeezed gently. “What’s your name?”

I hesitated. My lips parted. The name came from somewhere deeper than memory. Like it had always been there, just waiting.

“…Eva,” I whispered.

Margot smiled.

“Welcome,” she said, “Eva.”

And then she kissed the top of my shoulder—just where the blouse slipped off—and I shuddered.

I didn’t know what I was becoming.

But I knew I wanted more.


Chapter 3
Surrender to the Shelves


By the following week, I was spending nearly every afternoon at the library. I told myself I was helping—covering shifts, shelving books no one else bothered with, keeping the fragile collection in the west wing from crumbling into dust. But that wasn’t the reason.

I was chasing a feeling. That breathless tightness in my chest. The way the skirt hugged my thighs. The way Margot looked at me now—not like a curious woman sizing up a boy, but like a mistress savoring her creation.

I didn’t wear the peach blouse and skirt outside, of course. I came to the library in jeans, a sweatshirt, my hair pulled forward to hide the changes already beginning to show. My nipples were sore most days. I told myself it was nothing, but then my voice cracked—higher, breathier. The first time I heard myself laugh, I froze. It wasn’t Evan’s laugh. It belonged to someone else.

To Eva.

And yet… I wasn’t scared. Not really. It felt like something I had been holding back for years had finally slipped loose. Like the words had already been written, and I was only now starting to read them.

Margot noticed everything. The flushed cheeks when I arrived. The hesitation in my step. The growing curve of my hips. The swelling of my chest. She never asked if I wanted to continue. She only smiled when she handed me my tasks.

“You’ll take care of the Restricted Section this week,” she said one evening, her voice low and smooth like candle wax.

I looked up, heart fluttering. “Alone?”

Her eyes gleamed. “For now.”

I nodded and started toward my assignment. I had wished I would be stationed closer to her so I could feel her eyes on me as I worked, but I was also curious to return to the place that had started my transformation.

The Restricted Section felt comforting in a strange way. It still had a heavy scent—the blend of leather, dust, and something darker beneath it all, like heat and ink and hunger.

I wandered the rows slowly, touching the spines of books that felt oddly warm under my fingers. Margot hadn’t told me what to do beyond dusting and shelving, so I followed instinct.

One thin volume caught my eye. Wedged between two larger tomes, its cover was faded crimson, the title etched in gold foil so worn it was almost unreadable.

I pulled it down and felt it pulse in my hand. Something about it throbbed with anticipation, like it had been waiting to be touched—like it had been waiting for me. The second I cracked the cover, heat flushed through me like wine.

The story inside was short, no more than thirty pages. A woman on her knees. Her body bare but for lace gloves. Her lips parted, her hands behind her back, her eyes raised to a shadowed figure who held a book in one hand—and something else in the other.

It was written in the second person.

“You kneel. You offer yourself. You tremble at the thought of being undone.”

By the time I reached the final paragraph, I was squirming in my seat. My thighs were pressed together so tightly it hurt. My nipples throbbed with need. And beneath the waistband of my skirt, I could feel the proof of my arousal—wet, swollen, aching.

I wasn’t hard.

I hadn’t been, not really, since that first day. Instead, what remained of Evan pulsed softly, reduced to a trembling nub, shivering with sensitivity. Not a cock. Not anymore.

It was more like a clit—and it ached.

I sat down in a velvet chair, knees tucked under me, skirt askew, panting silently with the book still open in my lap. For a moment I closed my eyes and imagined myself in the story, kneeling before another, feeling the thrill of submission and the confidence of belonging.

Then I felt her. Her fingers brushed my shoulder as she murmured behind me, “You read that one well.”

I gasped, spine straightening. “I—I didn’t know you were here⁠—”

Her hand slid down my back, soft and unhurried. “You feel it, don’t you? The pull between the lines. The desire.”

I couldn’t speak. I could only nod.

She walked around me slowly, like a lioness circling something smaller and trembling. Her hand slipped to my chin, lifting my gaze until I met hers.

“You’re changing fast,” she said, voice low. “The more you read, the more you feel. The more you feel, the more your body listens.”

I whimpered, barely aware of the sound escaping me.

She let her eyes wander downward, past the strained buttons of my blouse to the hem of my skirt, where my thighs clenched and trembled.

Then she pressed her hand between them.

Just enough to feel the heat. Just enough to make me cry out softly.

“Your little clit is aching, isn’t it?” she whispered.

My cheeks burned, but I didn’t deny it.

She leaned down, her mouth brushing the shell of my ear. “You’re learning,” she said.

And then she kissed me. Just beneath my ear—tender, possessive.

I melted into the chair, too dazed to do anything but breathe her in.

She stood slowly. Smoothed my skirt down with one last lingering touch.

“You’ll shelve the rest tomorrow,” she said, already turning for the door. “Wear the burgundy blouse I left in the wardrobe. It’ll better show off your new shape.”

And just before she left, she added—without looking back: “Eva.”

My name on her tongue was a spell. Each time she used it I felt like I belonged to her. I was already hers, but her possession of me continued to grow.

I stayed long after Margot had gone. Not because I had more to shelve—not really. I just wasn’t ready to leave the spell.

The lamps in the Restricted Section glowed low, casting the walls in shades of honey and rose. The silence pressed close around me, but it didn’t feel empty. It felt… intimate. Like the room itself was watching me.

I walked the rows slowly, fingertips trailing over spines, still feeling the phantom touch of Margot’s hand between my thighs. My clit—my cock—whatever it used to be—still pulsed faintly, a reminder of how far I’d come. Of how much further I wanted to go.

Then I saw it. A narrow shelf tucked into a corner I hadn’t noticed before. No title markers. No numbers. Just a single small book, bound in cream linen, resting on a red velvet cushion.

I picked it up.

There was no author, no preface, just a title etched faintly on the first page: Eva

My breath caught.

I opened to the next page—and froze.

It was written in my handwriting. Not just similar—mine. Looped letters. Slightly left-leaning slant. The way I dotted my i’s. I recognized the rhythm of the sentences, the words I would’ve chosen, the awkward poetry of someone trying to make sense of herself.

Except I hadn’t written any of it.

“I pressed my thighs together and whimpered. I wanted her to touch me again. To claim me. To press me down against the desk and whisper my name until I cried.”

My cheeks flamed. I flipped the page.

“I’m not a boy. I don’t want to be one. I want to be beautiful. I want to wear what she gives me and be seen the way I was meant to be seen.”

Another page. My breath came faster.

“Her praise is a fire. Her hands are scripture. When she touches me, I understand who I am and who I was meant to be.”

The words glowed faintly, just for a moment, as if lit from inside. Then faded.

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes—not from fear or shame, but from the strange and overwhelming sense of rightness.

This wasn’t just a book about me. It was a book becoming me. Or how I was becoming it.

I found a pen—thin and gold, resting beside the cushion—and sat down cross-legged on the rug. The hem of my skirt fell around my thighs like petals. My tights whispered as I shifted.

I opened to a blank page and wrote:

“Margot kissed me. I want more.”

The ink shimmered, then dimmed. I stared at the page, heart hammering.

Then, somewhere far above me, in the quiet echo of the library’s rafters, I heard the faintest rustle of skirts.

And Margot’s voice, like silk sliding across bare skin, “Good girl.”


Chapter 4
Becoming Eva


Mornings became rituals. I’d wake before the sun, the world still blue and quiet, and sit on the edge of my bed, heart fluttering. Every morning I half-expected to wake back in Evan’s body. But it never happened.

My skin stayed smooth. My face stayed soft. My chest remained tender, two gentle mounds swelling beneath my nightshirt. What had once been an awkward, half-hard appendage now nestled shyly between my thighs, small and sensitive—barely there, more of a bud than a shaft. When I touched it, it pulsed, not with need to thrust, but to be touched.

I dressed carefully, choosing from the collection Margot had begun to leave for me—folded blouses, soft knit cardigans, A-line skirts that floated like whispers. My favorite was a simple navy dress that clung just enough to show the curve of my hips and the swell of my ass when I walked. Paired with nude flats and sheer tights, I looked… proper. Like a woman who worked in a library. Like someone who belonged there.

Like Eva.

Outside the library, I still wore jeans and kept my head down. No one seemed to notice the slight changes—the narrower waist, the softer voice, the careful way I moved. But inside those tall oak doors, I could let her breathe. Let her bloom.

And every time I passed a mirror in the library—brushing by a dusty antique or catching my reflection in a window—I saw her more clearly. My posture. My smile. The sway in my step.

I didn’t have to act like Eva.

I was Eva.

While I grew more into my new self, Margot grew bolder around me. It started with glances. Long, lingering stares that held just a flicker too long on my lips. Then came the touches—fingertips at my waist as she passed behind me, her palm resting on my lower back when she guided me through a tight aisle.

One afternoon she reached out mid-conversation and adjusted my lip gloss with her thumb, smearing it slowly across my bottom lip before sucking the finger clean with her tongue.

I nearly collapsed into a bookshelf.

She was always in control. Calm, unhurried. She teased me not out of cruelty, but out of a kind of ownership—like she already knew what I wanted, even if I was too afraid to say it. I lived for her praise, for the way she’d hum and say “pretty girl,” like it was a reward.

One evening, as the last patrons trickled out, she handed me a new cardigan—soft lilac, cropped at the waist. Underneath it: a black satin bralette and matching lace panties. My breath caught as I unwrapped the tissue paper.

“It’s getting harder to hide your shape,” she said, her voice honey-thick. “Might as well celebrate it.”

“I can’t wear this out there,” I whispered.

She smirked. “Then don’t. Wear it under everything. Let it be your secret. Our secret.”

That night, I did, and it was worse than not wearing anything at all.

All day I squirmed in the satin and lace, hyperaware of every brush of fabric, every accidental graze of my own fingers. My nipples stood stiff beneath the cardigan. My clit twitched between my thighs, dampening my panties by noon.

I kept sneaking glances at her.

She noticed and she smiled like she knew what I’d dreamed the night before.

We were in the archive room, shelving a shipment of books so old they made me sneeze just opening the box. I bent forward on the ladder, reaching for a high shelf, my skirt riding up slightly. I felt her before I saw her—one hand on the back of my thigh, sliding up, up, until her palm cupped the soft curve beneath my panties.

I gasped. Nearly dropped the book.

“Easy,” she murmured, steadying me. “You’ll break the spine.”

She guided me down, slowly, until I stood facing her, breathing hard. Her fingers lingered on my waist. I couldn’t look at her. I was too afraid I’d fall apart.

“Eva,” she whispered.

My name on her lips sent a shiver through me.

“Look at me.”

I did.

Her lips found mine. It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t hesitant.

It was claiming.

She kissed me like she’d been holding back for weeks. Like my lips were something she’d earned. Her mouth was soft but insistent, her hands threading into my hair, tipping my chin to deepen the kiss. I moaned into her, hips pressing forward, thighs clenching around the growing ache inside me.

When we finally broke apart, my lipstick was smudged, my breath ragged.

“You taste like ink and blossom,” she murmured, her forehead resting against mine.

I wanted more. I wanted to fall to my knees right there in the archives and offer myself completely. But she stepped back, smoothing her skirt, lips still glistening from mine.

“Soon,” she said. “But not here. Not yet.”

She left me standing there, heart pounding, lips tingling, breath shallow.

The scent of her lingered on my skin—like cardamom and ink and something darker I couldn’t name. I could still feel her hands on me, her fingers at my waist, the heat of her thigh pressed between mine.

My whole body pulsed with want. But more than that—beneath the arousal, beneath the hunger—I felt something else rise like a tide in my chest.

Recognition.

The girl she kissed wasn’t a costume. Not a role. Not a wish.

She was real. She was me. And as I stumbled back into the stacks, touching my fingertips to my lips, I whispered her name under my breath—not hers, but mine.

“Eva…”

And the word echoed through me like a promise.


Chapter 5
Dreams


That night, I didn’t fall asleep so much as descend. Like slipping into silk sheets still warm from another body, I sank into the dark with Margot’s taste still on my lips. My mind drifted somewhere deep—below words, below fear—into the place where my thoughts no longer belonged to Evan. Where only Eva breathed, touched, yearned.

In the dream, I stood inside the Restricted Room. Candlelight danced along the walls, flickering gold against the velvet chairs and dark mahogany. A fire crackled in a hearth I’d never seen before, its warmth like breath against my bare skin.

I was naked except for a sheer, white chemise—so thin it might as well have been mist. My nipples pushed against the fabric, flushed and aching, and between my legs, I felt the weight of need—full, wet, impossibly tender.

Margot entered behind me without a word. She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to.

She stepped close enough that I felt her heat behind me, her hands finding my hips, her fingers spreading across my belly as if laying claim. Her touch made me gasp.

I leaned back, and her mouth brushed my neck—feather-soft kisses, then teeth, then tongue.

“You want this,” she whispered. “Say it.”

“Yes,” I breathed.

Her hand slid lower, under the hem of the chemise, between my thighs. She found me soaked.

“Good girl.”

I whimpered, dizzy from the praise. Then she turned me around.

Margot was dressed in black—lace and silk and skin, the kind of outfit a queen would wear behind closed doors. Her hair was down, loose and wild, lips stained with something deeper than wine. Her eyes burned as they moved over me.

She reached for me and undid the chemise, tugging it down until it slipped off my shoulders and puddled at my feet.

“Look at you,” she said, circling me. “Soft. Hungry. Real.”

Her hand moved between my legs again, finding the nub of flesh that used to be something else. Her fingers were slow. Cruel. Worshipful.

“Does this feel like a man’s body to you?”

I sobbed. “No…”

She kissed me then—not like before, not soft or teasing. This was deeper. Filthy. Possessive. Her tongue claimed me. Her hands devoured me.

When she broke away, she brought her fingers to my mouth. Slick with my arousal.

“Open.”

I obeyed.

She pushed them in, slow and deep, until I gagged softly on the taste of myself.

“Good girl.”

She led me to her desk.

The same one I had dreamed about before so many times—wide and dark and ancient. Books stacked along the edge. A velvet cushion placed where a body might kneel.

“Climb up,” she said.

I did.

I lay back, skirtless, bare, thighs spread, open and pulsing.

Margot took her time. She dragged her tongue down my chest, kissed the slope of each breast, then circled my nipples until I was trembling.

Her mouth moved lower. She kissed my navel. My thighs. She hovered just above where I needed her, smiling as I squirmed.

“Say it.”

“Please,” I whispered.

“Say who you are.”

I couldn’t speak at first. My whole body was fluttering, vibrating with pressure, with desire too heavy to hold.

“Eva,” I cried. “I’m Eva and I’m yours.”

And then her mouth was on me.

Her tongue brushed my clit—soft, aching, impossibly swollen—and I gasped like I’d been branded. She licked slowly at first, reverently, like she was savoring the taste of something rare, sacred. Her lips sealed around the nub, and she sucked once—firm and sure—and I nearly came right then, the shock of it lighting up my spine.

She didn’t stop.

Her tongue circled and teased, never frantic, always purposeful, coaxing me open, deeper, wetter. Every flick made me whimper. Every suck made my thighs jerk. I felt her hands spreading me wider, fingers digging into my ass, pulling me closer to her mouth until all I could feel was her breath and her hunger and the heat that pulsed in waves through my core.

Then her fingers slipped inside me.

I didn’t know how—but they fit like they’d always belonged there. Two at first, then three, stretching me slow and thick, curling just so. She found something inside me, some spot that made my vision go white and my hips buck helplessly, chasing the rhythm of her touch.

She licked and fingered me in tandem—her mouth on my clit, her fingers deep and insistent, stroking in slow, devastating waves. The tension coiled inside me, high and sharp and overwhelming.

And then I broke.

The orgasm hit like lightning and I screamed.

Not softly. Not politely.

A full-bodied, soul-ripping cry that echoed off the velvet walls and made my back arch off the bed. My body shook. My thighs quivered. My nipples strained, desperate to be touched. My hands scrabbled for purchase against the sheets. I was undone.

But it didn’t end—Margot didn’t stop. She kept going, kept licking, kept curling her fingers inside me, kept whispering.

“Good girl…”

“You were made for this…”

“Come for me again…”

I sobbed. I begged her to stop and begged her for more all in the same breath, my voice broken with pleasure. “I can’t,” I whimpered. “I c-can’t—please⁠—”

“Yes, you can,” she murmured, mouth slick against me. “You will.”

And then she sucked again—harder this time—and her fingers twisted just right and my body exploded all over again, another climax tearing through me, wet and hot and uncontrollable.

I cried out—hoarse, ragged, grateful.

And this time, when I collapsed against her desk, legs trembling and lips parted in shock, she finally slowed.

She kissed my thighs like they were pages in her favorite book and when she crawled up beside me and cradled my head against her chest, her voice was soft and wicked in my ear, “Your body knows who it belongs to now.”

And it did.

Every aching inch of it.

Her lips nuzzled up to my ear and I could feel her smile against my flesh as I heard her whisper, “Wake up.”

And suddenly I did. Alone and breathless. Sheets damp. Body wrecked.

But I was smiling. Because I could still taste her. Because I could still feel myself there—not as Evan lost in fantasy, but as Eva. Real. Remade.

And I knew then, with aching clarity that I didn’t want this to be a dream anymore.

I wanted her.

I wanted to be Eva.


Chapter 6
Forbidden Touch


Margot greeted me the next afternoon with a smile I didn’t yet know how to survive. It was slow, knowing, curved like a question she already knew the answer to.

“Upstairs,” she said, without preamble.

I obeyed. My heart beat in places it never had before.

We climbed the back stairwell to a hidden mezzanine above the Restricted Section. A place only Margot had the keys to. The floor creaked beneath our feet, dust dancing in the shafts of late golden light. At the top, a small parlor waited: low settee, full-length mirror, and—on a dress form by the window—a black satin corset.

I stared as I felt my knees go weak.

She brushed past me, running her fingers down the boned seams of the corset, then reached into a drawer and pulled out a pair of sheer black stockings.

“You’ve earned these,” she said softly. “But if you put them on, I won’t be gentle.”

I swallowed hard. “I don’t want you to be.”

Her eyes flared with something darker than pride. She set the garments on the edge of the settee. “Strip.”

The word landed in my chest like a key turning in a long-locked door.

My hands moved on their own. The navy dress slipped over my head, followed by the little pink bralette I’d worn beneath it. I stood in nothing but my lace panties, trembling, nipples stiff in the cool air, thighs glossy with the arousal that never seemed to leave me anymore.

She helped me step into the corset, sliding it around my torso like armor—except it wasn’t meant to protect. It was meant to reveal. To mold.

The laces pulled tight.

Each tug made my breath catch, made my spine straighten, made my hips flare just so. My waist narrowed under her hands. My breasts rose with each inhale, flushed and aching, my skin wrapped in satin and heat.

“You’re so beautiful,” Margot whispered. “So soft. So ready.”

She rolled the stockings up my legs with the reverence of someone reading scripture.

I stood there—bound, trembling, radiant—bare except for lingerie. And when I saw myself in the mirror, I didn’t gasp this time.

I smiled.

“Walk,” she said.

I blinked. “What?”

“Walk for me. Let me see how she moves now.”

So I did.

Each step in the heels she placed beside the settee was like learning to speak a new language. My hips swayed, not because I made them, but because they wanted to. The corset guided me into posture—shoulders back, chest lifted, chin proud.

I walked the perimeter of the mezzanine, each step deliberate, trembling on silk-clad thighs.

Margot sat on the settee, one leg crossed, eyes heavy-lidded, watching. “Again,” she said.

I turned. Walked slower.

“Better. But you’re still thinking about it.”

I stopped in front of her, heat pooling between my legs. “I don’t know how to stop,” I whispered.

She stood. Her hands cupped my jaw. “You let me take over.”

And then she kissed me.

No teasing this time. No restraint. Her tongue slid between my lips, claiming. Her hand slid to the back of my neck, pulling me deeper, holding me in place as she devoured me.

I moaned into her, thighs rubbing together shamelessly, and when she finally broke away, I was dizzy.

“Sit on the desk.”

I obeyed without hesitation.

The desk was cold beneath me, smooth wood against the backs of my thighs. My stockings didn’t hide the way I trembled, legs open just enough to invite her in.

She stepped between them as her hands ran up my calves, tracing the seam of my stockings. Then higher, to the edge of my panties, black lace darkened with wetness.

She hummed, “You’re soaked.”

“I can’t help it.”

She smiled. “I don’t want you to.”

Her fingers traced the damp gusset, slow and firm, making me jolt.

I arched, gasping.

“You’ve been aching for this. Every time I touch you, you later touch yourself in secret, thinking of my hands.”

I nodded, whimpering.

“Say it.”

“I think of you,” I whispered. “Every time.”

She slid my panties aside.

What remained of Evan’s manhood twitched—just a soft, swollen clit now, flushed and slick. Her fingers found it and circled, gently at first, then harder, firmer, never fast.

It felt like lightning.

“Oh—fuck—Margot⁠—”

She kissed my neck as she worked, lips brushing my pulse. “Look at you,” she whispered. “Feminine. Desperate. Perfect.”

When her finger slid inside me—somewhere I never knew I had—I nearly screamed.

It didn’t feel wrong. It felt like something had always been there, waiting.

Waiting for her.

It made me want to come undone. Not with noise or chaos, but with heat. With surrender. With knowing.

Margot pushed her fingers deeper inside, curling them in slow rhythm, her thumb pressing against my clit in time with every moan. My body shuddered, wet and open, a blooming ache uncoiling from my center and reaching every limb.

“Margot—”

“I know,” she murmured, holding me through it.

Her fingers continued inside me, her lips never far, whispering praise that made my chest tighten and my clit pulse.

“You were made for this,” she whispered into my hair. “For softness. For surrender.”

I didn’t argue. I didn’t want to.

When she kissed me again—softer now, lips against lips—I melted into her hands.

“Are you ready for more?” she asked softly.

I bit my lip at the idea, her fingers hitting a sensitive spot that suddenly made me want to beg for whatever she was offering.

“Yes,” I whimpered.


Chapter 7
Eva’s First Touch


Margot didn’t speak as she took my hand. She simply laced her fingers with mine and led me out of the library’s west wing, past the Restricted Section, and down a narrow stone staircase I had never noticed before. The walls pressed close, lined with flickering sconces that bathed the passage in warm, amber light. Each step echoed softly, my heels tapping like a heartbeat.

Down, down, deeper—beneath everything.

The air changed. It grew heavier, more fragrant, as if the stone itself had absorbed the scent of old paper, candle smoke, and secrets.

At the bottom of the stairs, we stopped before a heavy wooden door, aged dark with time and carved with unreadable symbols. Margot reached beneath her blouse and pulled out a key—black as onyx, shaped like a sliver of moonlight.

She unlocked the door and pushed it open. “Come in,” she said.

Her voice was softer than usual. Not commanding. Not teasing.

Just full of promise.

The room beyond was breathtaking. A cathedral of shadows and firelight. Velvet curtains in deep plum draped the walls, broken by tall shelves stacked with forbidden volumes and relics of magic long hidden. In the center—anchoring everything—stood a grand four-poster bed draped in wine-red silk, the sheets so smooth they shimmered.

I stopped just inside the threshold, trembling.

Margot turned to face me, her eyes drinking me in with reverence. “This is where the books’ secrets blossom. This is where you will write your own story.”

I stood trembling in only my thigh-high stockings, my soaked lace panties, and the tightly-laced black corset that shaped my breath and body. I wasn’t quite sure what she meant, but I didn’t care. I felt desperate, needy for what she had to offer me.

Margot watched me with a hunger that felt holy. Her eyes burned gold in the firelight.

“Get on the bed,” she said.

And I did.

I lay on my back as she approached, the silk cool beneath me, making my bare skin prickle. My thighs trembled. My clit—so small now, so sensitive—twitched beneath the wet lace, already aching for her touch. My nipples stood stiff beneath the corset, pressing against the black satin like they couldn’t bear the wait.

Margot undressed with a slow, deliberate grace. Each movement a ritual. She unbuttoned her blouse one clasp at a time, revealing a dark lace bra that cupped her full breasts with effortless elegance. Her skirt slipped from her hips like water, pooling at her feet. Her skin glowed in the firelight—pale and freckled, powerful and soft.

She didn’t need makeup. She didn’t need glamour. She looked like magic.

And she was mine.

She climbed onto the bed and straddled my hips, the heat of her bare thighs searing against mine. She leaned down, her breath brushing my jaw, her lips ghosting over my cheekbone.

“You’re beautiful,” she whispered.

I felt tears sting my eyes. “I don’t know how to do this⁠—”

Her hand slid to my chest, cupping me through the corset. “You don’t have to. Let me do it for you.”

She kissed me, deep and intentional. Her lips parted mine, her tongue moving with slow, claiming strokes, tasting me like she’d been waiting all her life. I melted into her mouth, fingers gripping her waist, breasts straining against the satin, my entire body begging for more.

She kissed down my neck, sucking the skin gently until I whimpered. Then she knelt up and began to unlatch the corset.

Each release of pressure was a gasp. Each undone lace made me feel more naked, more real.

When she finally pulled it off, my breath caught.

Despite my lingerie I felt bare. I felt like she saw me, all of me, and for the first time I felt like I belonged.

Her hands moved lower, stroking my thighs with reverence, lips brushing the sensitive skin just above the stockings. Then her fingers found the lace of my panties—drenched and clinging—and slipped them down slowly, baring my wet, trembling flesh to the firelight.

She moaned softly at the sight. “Oh, my girl…”

Her fingers spread me open.

I gasped. My clit was flushed pink, engorged and twitching. Beneath it, the once-unthinkable: folds slick and open, soft as silk petals, inviting and alive.

In this room I had transformed further, becoming more Eva than ever as the last traces of Evan seemed to disappear.

She leaned in—and licked me and my hips bucked. Her tongue circled my clit slowly, like she was drawing a rune across it. She licked and licked, then sucked gently—just once—and I nearly screamed. My hands tangled in the sheets, back arching, thighs clamping around her head.

She moaned into me. The vibration sent a jolt through my clit, so sharp and sudden that I sobbed, the sound ripped from my chest without warning.

She didn’t stop.

If anything, she grew hungrier—her tongue flicking faster, then slower, then curling in slow, lush circles that made my hips buck and writhe against her mouth. My hands clawed at the sheets, at the pillows, at anything I could reach, desperate for something to anchor me.

Then—her fingers.

They slipped inside. One. Two. Then a third.

I gasped, the stretch enough to make my legs lock tight around her shoulders. She filled me completely—deep and thick and so devastatingly right. She moved them slow at first, pressing against my inner walls with soft precision, learning the shape of me, the need.

Then she curled them. Just once. Just right.

And my vision shattered.

Everything blurred. Everything. My thoughts scattered like loose pages caught in wind. My clit pulsed wildly, throbbing against her lips with every heartbeat. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t speak. Couldn’t do anything but feel.

I writhed beneath her, grinding helplessly against her mouth, chasing that unbearable edge, that tightening heat in my belly that had nowhere left to go. My whole body seized up—every nerve on fire, every inch of skin flushed and trembling.

And then I broke.

I screamed—not loud, not violent, but raw—a strangled, breathless cry that came from somewhere deep in my chest. My body shook in waves, hips jerking, thighs quaking, chest heaving as the orgasm crashed through me like a storm. Not just one burst, but a long, rolling climax that stole everything else.

I didn’t just come. I sobbed through it, mouth open, eyes wet, moaning her name into the air like a prayer.

Margot held me through it—her fingers still stroking inside me, her tongue gently soothing my clit, her other hand gripping my hip to keep me grounded in the flood.

Even as I tried to pull away, whimpering, too sensitive, too full, she didn’t stop. She whispered against me.

“That’s it, sweet girl…”

“Come for me…”

“You’re perfect like this…”

I cried again, from overstimulation, from love, from the terrifying beauty of it all. And when my body finally sagged into stillness—panting, limp, trembling—she eased her fingers from me with a tenderness that nearly made me sob again.

She kissed the inside of my thigh, just above the trembling muscle, and let her lips linger there for a long, reverent breath.

I watched through hazy eyes as she crossed the room—unhurried, her bare legs gleaming in the firelight, her body still flushed with the heat of what she’d done to me. She walked to a low chest near the hearth and knelt before it like it was an altar.

She opened the drawer. Inside, resting atop folded black silk, was a harness. Thick, dark leather. Smooth, glinting buckles. And nestled beside it, the dildo—curved, substantial, glistening with something she’d already prepared. It looked real, impossibly so. But more than that—it looked powerful.

I couldn't look away.

Margot lifted the harness with reverence, her fingers sliding through the straps like she’d done it a hundred times before. She rose to her feet and began to fasten it around her hips, cinching it into place with the same precision she used when dressing me—calm, efficient, composed.

And as the dildo hung proud between her thighs, heavy and expectant, she looked up and met my gaze.

Her voice was soft. Dangerous. “If you take this,” she said, voice barely a breath, “there’s no going back. The moment you come with me inside you—fully—you’ll be locked in this body. Forever.”

She crawled up the bed, settled between my thighs, and pressed the head against my entrance.

“And you’ll be mine.”

I nodded, but she tilted my chin, locking eyes.

“I need to hear it.”

My throat tightened, but the words came anyway. “Please,” I whispered. “Make me yours.”

She pushed. Slow. Gentle. Deep.

My body stretched to accommodate her, inch by inch. It didn’t feel unnatural. It felt right. Like there had always been a space there, waiting.

She slid inside until her hips met mine, her breath hot and ragged.

My moan echoed through the room as she began to move.

Slow thrusts at first—deep, deliberate, devastating. Her hips rolled against mine with practiced grace, the thick shaft stretching me in ways I didn’t know I could be stretched. Every motion sent sparks through me, my clit grinding against the base of her strap with each pass, each pulse, each collision of skin.

I gasped, then moaned, then cried out—unable to control the sounds spilling from me. Her hands gripped my hips, guiding me to rock with her, to meet her thrust for thrust, to take her the way I was made to.

I clung to her shoulders, my nails digging into her skin, needing to feel something real—a tether to hold onto as my body was rocked open, over and over again.

She kissed me between thrusts—wet, urgent kisses that claimed my mouth as surely as her cock claimed my body. Her lips never strayed far, her teeth grazing my jaw, her tongue tasting the sweat blooming across my throat.

She fucked me slow, then harder, then slower again—teasing me with the rhythm, with the denial, with the sheer power she held over my body. And I gave it to her. All of it. I arched for her. Opened for her. Begged her without words.

My legs wrapped around her waist, pulling her deeper. She slid in with ease now, her cock hitting that place inside me that made me scream every time she found it.

My clit throbbed, soaking, swollen. The pressure built like a tide in my belly, pulling tighter with each thrust, each kiss, each growled word she poured into my skin.

She leaned down, her mouth right against my ear. “Say it.”

“W-what?” I whimpered, already on the edge.

She slammed her hips forward, burying herself so deep I sobbed.

“Say. Who. You. Belong. To.”

“Margot—” I gasped. “I’m yours—I’m yours—oh god—please don’t stop⁠—”

She didn’t.

Her thrusts became relentless, her hands pinning mine above my head, her cock slamming into me over and over, every stroke hitting that spot inside me that made my toes curl and my vision blur.

I was panting. Shaking. Writhing.

Her voice turned primal. “That’s right. You’re mine now,” she growled again, fucking the words into me. “Say it.”

“Yours—” I sobbed. “Yours, Margot. I’m yours.”

She kissed me hard as my orgasm surged.

But it didn’t explode all at once. It rose—slow and torturous—like fire winding through my veins, coiling in my belly until it finally snapped. My clit pulsed wildly, aching against her, as wave after wave tore through me, unstoppable, unrelenting.

Then I screamed.

And she kept fucking me through it.

Kept holding me down, kept driving deeper, letting me sob and twitch and fall apart under her until I had nothing left but breathless moans and a slick, shaking body.

By the time she slowed, I was wrecked. My thighs trembled. My lips parted. My heart ached with how full I was—how loved, how owned, how completely undone.

We lay tangled in silk and sweat, her arms wrapped tightly around me, the harness still pressed against my thighs.

“Is it done?” I whispered, voice dreamy.

She kissed my temple and eased her hips back—slow, reverent, leaving me empty and ruined and glowing. Then she wrapped me in her arms and whispered, “Yes, you’re Eva now. And you’re mine. Entirely.”

I let out a long, trembling breath. My skin buzzed. My heart ached from how full it felt. My clit still throbbed with aftershocks, my thighs slick with everything we’d shared.

“Always,” I breathed out.

Her arms tightened around me. “I’ve been waiting to find someone like you.”

She kissed me again then we drifted into silence.

Into warmth.

Into sleep.


Chapter 8
The Rewriting


Ididn’t wake up as Evan. Not in body. Not in name. Not in the soft breath that left my lips as I stretched, sore and full and glowing with something I hadn’t known I needed.

I lay tangled in Margot’s sheets, my thighs still slick from where she’d been, my lips swollen from her kisses, my skin humming with the remnants of pleasure. Her scent—spiced, herbal, faintly smoky—still lingered in the air. It clung to my hair, my thighs, my breasts. The kind of scent that stayed with you long after the fire died down.

I found a robe draped over the edge of the bed—deep burgundy velvet, impossibly soft, lined with a silk that sighed against my skin when I pulled it on. For a moment, I wore it like armor. But as I padded barefoot to the mirror beside the hearth, the heat from the stones still radiating onto the rug, I caught a glimpse of myself—and I let the robe fall.

Because I didn’t need to hide anymore.

The woman staring back at me didn’t look like Evan in drag. She didn’t look like a man playing pretend. She looked… inevitable. A truth that had always been there, waiting to be revealed.

My skin glowed—flushed pink across my cheeks and chest, like I’d just been kissed. My breasts had filled in, soft and heavy, nipples still tingling from the way Margot had sucked and teased them. My waist curved in slightly, accentuating hips that now swelled with purpose, grounding me in my shape. Between my legs, there was no confusion. No bulge. No shame.

Just a swollen little clit, peeking shyly from my folds, still sensitive from the way she had entered me. Still pulsing from the memory of her.

I touched my lower belly, fingertips barely grazing the curve, and the thought came unbidden:

This is mine. This is me. This is permanent.

And for the first time in my life, permanence didn’t terrify me.

It thrilled me.

I found Margot standing in the golden light near the tall bookshelves lining her private quarters, one leg tucked slightly beneath her as she poured tea from a delicate pot into a pair of matching porcelain cups. She looked ethereal—her dark hair pinned messily at the nape of her neck, a silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to show the top curve of one breast, her bare feet peeking from beneath her long skirt.

She didn’t speak at first. Just handed me a cup.

The porcelain was warm, and her lips brushed my temple as she passed it to me.

“Sleep well, my little pet?” she murmured.

I giggled, dazed from affection and the glow that still lingered between my thighs. “I’ve never slept so well.”

She sat beside me, knees touching, her thigh warm against mine. Then she reached across the table and pulled forward the book I knew too well.

Cream linen. No title. My handwriting. The one that had written me into existence.

I stared at it, my throat tightening. “It’s changed again?” I asked.

She nodded, eyes soft. “It always does.”

My fingers trembled as I opened it.

“She took me. She made me hers. I’m not dreaming anymore. I’m living the story now.”

I turned the page and it was blank. But then—before my eyes—soft golden letters began to appear. One by one. Like magic breathed into ink.

“Today, Eva woke whole.She no longer doubts who she is.”

My breath caught. My chest tightened, and I realized I was crying. Tears slid down my cheeks—not out of sadness, but from the sheer rightness of it. The wonder. The truth.

“I don’t understand,” I whispered, voice trembling.

Margot moved behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist. Her chin rested lightly on my shoulder, and the scent of her skin grounded me.

“This book doesn’t just tell your story,” she said softly. “It is your story. It’s always known you. Even when you didn’t.”

I looked at the glowing ink, still flickering as it faded to black. My name—Eva—was written there now, permanent as print.

“How long has it existed?” I asked.

She pressed her lips to my temple. “As long as people like you have needed to be rewritten.”

Later that afternoon, I walked through the front of the library as myself.

As Eva.

No more switching before entering. No more tugging on oversized hoodies to hide the curve of my chest. No more praying no one would notice how my voice had changed, how my walk had softened, how my jeans no longer fit the same.

I wore a pale blue blouse tucked into a floral skirt that brushed just above my knees. Stockings. Nude flats. A touch of gloss. My hair half-pinned, loose curls framing my face.

The scent of Margot still clung to my collarbones. I wore it like a promise.

I didn’t hide, I didn’t rush, and no one asked for Evan.

No one remembered him.

A woman passed me in the hall and smiled warmly. “Lovely to see you again, Eva.”

A man at the front desk waved. “Could you help me find a book in the archives, Eva?”

Even the login screen on the staff computer had changed.

Username: Eva Marlowe

Position: Restricted Collection, Lead Volunteer

I sat in the Restricted Section that afternoon, the soft cardigan Margot had knit for me wrapped around my shoulders, my legs crossed delicately as I stroked the pages of an old novella with reverence. The room smelled of dust and roses. The way it always had.

Only now—I didn’t feel like I was visiting someone else’s life. I felt home.

Margot appeared in the doorway, arms folded lightly. She didn’t loom this time. She didn’t smirk. She beamed.

There was pride in her gaze now. Not just hunger. Something deeper.

“There are more like you,” she said gently. “People who find their way here without knowing why. People who feel misplaced in their skin. We can guide them. Gently. Like you were guided.”

My heart fluttered. I looked down at my hands—delicate, painted, feminine—and smiled.

“You want me to help?”

“I want you to stay,” she said. “With me. In the library. As a guide. As a keeper. As yourself.”

My chest swelled with something too big to name. “If I can help someone else feel… like this,” I said, voice catching, “I would be honored.”

She stepped into the light and reached for my hand. “Then welcome,” she said, her voice full of reverence. “Librarian Eva.”

I blinked hard, tears blurring my vision. Not from sadness. From gratitude. From awe.

My name—my real name—echoed through me like music.

Eva.

Beloved of the shelves, keeper of the books. No longer the one dusting around the edges, but the one writing new stories.

And the next story?

Was about to begin.


Chapter 9
Shelved No Longer


The library was quiet.

It always was on Sunday mornings—when the dust glowed golden through the tall windows, and the only sounds were the distant flutter of pages, the soft hum of inked words settling into paper.

I sat at the front desk, my cardigan wrapped around my shoulders, a mug of tea at my side. My name tag read:

Eva Marlowe

Restricted Section — Curator

Even now, weeks later, I still caught myself staring at it. Smiling as I stroked the little etched letters with wonder.

I wore soft lipstick and a plum-colored blouse that hugged my figure, the neckline just low enough to feel daring. Underneath, Margot had laced me into a deep wine-colored corset that cinched my waist and pushed my breasts high and proud.

My stockings whispered as I stood. I heard the footsteps before I saw him, light and hesitant.

A young man—maybe nineteen, maybe twenty—stepped into the front hall with a folded piece of paper clutched in his hand. His hair was too long, his sleeves too big, and the moment he saw me, he flinched like he’d been caught somewhere he shouldn’t be.

He didn’t need to speak. I knew exactly what he was.

Misplaced.

Still wearing the wrong name. Still holding his breath around everyone else.

I walked toward him slowly, the heels of my boots tapping softly against the floor.

“You must be Micah,” I said gently.

His eyes widened. “H-how did you know?”

I smiled. “Because I used to walk the way you do.”

His shoulders hunched instinctively.

I reached for his hand and held it lightly. “You’re safe here. The library has a… section. It doesn’t show itself unless you need it.”

He swallowed. “I—was told there’s a position open.”

“There is,” I said. “It comes with a key. And a story.”

I led him down the corridor. Not all the way, not yet, but as we passed the hidden door, I saw the gold lettering reappear faintly across the wood:

RESTRICTED

Authorized Staff Only

Micah didn’t see it. Not yet. But he would.

Soon.

That night, I returned to the quarters beneath the archives. My home now.

Margot was waiting. She sat on the edge of the bed, a book in her lap, the firelight dancing across her bare thighs. She wore a silk robe, loose at the collar, her breasts barely covered. When she looked up, the warmth in her gaze pulled me across the room without a word.

I stood before her and let my clothes fall away—one piece at a time.

She watched every inch of skin I revealed like it was scripture. When I stepped out of my stockings, she patted the mattress beside her.

I crawled into her lap instead, straddling her thighs as I buried my face in her neck.

She sighed into my hair, her hands sliding over my back, her fingers teasing the base of my spine. We kissed slow. Open-mouthed. Lips brushing, then parting. Tongues tangling lazily. My clit pulsed between my thighs, already slick, already ready.

“Did the new one arrive?” she whispered.

“Yes. His name is Micah.”

“Mm. He’ll need time.”

“So did I,” I said, rocking my hips against her thigh. “And you never rushed me.”

Her smile curved against my mouth. “I didn’t need to. You bloomed on your own.”

She laid me down on the silk sheets and kissed her way down my body. Her lips traced the shape of me—my breasts, my belly, my trembling thighs. She didn’t tease this time. She didn’t even speak.

She just worshipped.

Her fingers slid inside me again, and I gasped—soft, aching, so open now.

I came for her with my legs wrapped around her shoulders, my moans whispered into her name. And afterward, she held me, our bodies tangled, the scent of us clinging to the air.

“Do you still remember who you were?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, my fingers tracing her collarbone. “Only enough to know how lucky I am to be who I am now.”

She smiled, and in that moment, I knew. I wasn’t just part of the story anymore.

I was the story.

And I was shelved no longer.
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He only wanted to see how it felt. He never expected it to fit so perfectly.

When Dylan buys an old steamer trunk from a mysterious antique shop, he doesn’t expect to find lingerie inside—much less a teddy that transforms his body the moment he slips it on. Suddenly he has curves, breasts, and a trembling body that responds to every brush of satin and lace.

Panicked and confused, Dylan returns to the shop, desperate for answers. But Vivian, the alluring shopkeeper, has no interest in undoing what’s been done. She offers him guidance… if he’s willing to submit to her.

Vivian dresses him, trains him, and teases him—until the name Dylan no longer fits. Until he sees someone else in the mirror. Someone beautiful.

Someone meant to be Delilah.

Get Claimed in Lace
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Wished To Be Her: A Transgender Feminization Fantasy
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It started with a drunken joke… and a shooting star.

Luke never imagined that one night of teasing his girlfriend would end with him waking up in her clothes—and in a woman’s body. But when Claire’s playful wish turns real, Luke finds himself living as Lily: curvy, beautiful, and undeniably feminine.

At first, it’s awkward, but under Claire’s guiding touch, Lily begins to discover the thrill of heels, the softness of lace, and the secret pleasure of being seen as a woman. As the weekend unfolds, their connection deepens—until desire becomes devotion, and transformation becomes truth.

Now Lily isn’t sure she wants to go back. And Claire? She might not let her.

Get Wished To Be Her
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