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Chapter 1
Day 1


The Reflection

I told everyone it was for a fresh start. A new job would’ve helped. A new girlfriend, maybe. But neither of those were happening. My lease was up, my relationships were shit, and something inside me just felt... off. Like I’d been walking around with shoes on the wrong feet for years and only now realized how badly I wanted to take them off.

So I bought a house in the suburbs, far from everything familiar. A little run-down, but not beyond hope. Kind of like me.

My friends helped me move in. Travis, Mike, and Jordan. They cracked beers, made fun of the shag carpet in the living room, and mocked me for buying a house “in the middle of goddamn nowhere.”

“Dude, Evan,” Travis said, lugging the last box into the kitchen, “you really expect to bring girls back here? There’s nothing out here but cul-de-sacs and dog parks. Your old place was right in the middle of the action!”

I just shrugged, avoiding their eyes.

Jordan smirked. “Come on, man. What are you even doing out here? Trying to disappear?”

I forced a laugh, low and awkward. “Something like that.”

We ate pizza off a moving box and clinked cans like it meant something. They didn’t ask what I was running from. I think they already knew it wouldn’t be a satisfying answer.

When they left, I stood in the foyer, surrounded by half-unpacked boxes and silence. I had hoped that coming here would give me peace, but in that moment I didn’t feel it. I didn’t feel much of anything really. Just empty. Empty and a little restless.

But I could feel something about this house calling to me, like somewhere hidden in these walls was the answer I was looking for. I wasn’t sure if it was the new location, the change of pace out of the city, or something else, but it felt like the real reason I’d come here was hiding, just out of reach.

Twilight had settled by the time I noticed the pull string to the attic. It hung above the hallway, almost invisible unless you were looking for it. I tugged it down, and the wooden stairs unfolded with a creak like a coffin opening.

The attic was huge—dusty and disused, but full of things. Trunks, draped furniture, a covered mannequin. Someone’s lifetime seemingly bundled and forgotten.

I made my way through, covering my face to shield myself from the dust and cobwebs. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for, but something was drawing me in.

One particular shape drew my attention: tall, human-sized, with a thick, moth-eaten sheet draped over it like a ghost. I reached out and pulled.

A mirror stood beneath the cloth, taller than me and framed in dark, ornately carved wood. Vines, roses, and the faint outline of a woman's face curled into the design. The glass was old—warped slightly, not perfectly clear—but still reflective.

Only what I saw wasn’t me.

It was a woman.

She had my bone structure, maybe. A distant cousin in the cheekbones. But everything else… she was a fantasy made flesh. Long, lustrous hair in soft honey-gold waves. Cat-lined eyes, deep and smokey, with thick lashes and just a glint of something mischievous in them. Her lips were full, glossy pink, curved in a way that made my stomach twist. Her skin was glowing, radiant, and smooth. Her body… God. Sculpted and divine. Full breasts in a lacy bra, high-cut panties hugging soft hips and a slim waist. Stockings. Heels. She looked like the kind of woman I would’ve stared at from across a party but never dared approach.

I took a step closer, heart pounding, wondering if this was really a painting or just a figment of my imagination. But when I moved, she moved too. Not in sync, just a moment behind. Almost like she was... watching me.

I lifted a hand to my chest and she did too. I tilted my head and she copied. My eyebrows scrunched and hers followed.

I was in disbelief at what I saw. The reflection was so different than me, so… beautiful. So sexy. So feminine. I could recall fantasies of looking like this, of wondering how it would feel to be so beautiful, but never could I imagine seeing myself so realistically that way.

My breathing was growing heavy as my body reacted to the image. The more I watched, the more I felt like her, like the sexy goddess looking back at me.

Then it dawned on me, a simple way to discover the truth. My hands raised up then cupped my chest.

Her expression didn’t change. But mine did. Because when my fingers touched my shirt, I felt something. A strange heat, a pulse of sensation where there shouldn’t be any.

I lifted my shirt—still me. But when I looked in the mirror—it wasn’t.

When I looked back at her she smiled and ran her fingers down her bare stomach, brushing the edge of her panties, her expression soft with pleasure. I mimicked her. Raised a hip. Twisted slightly at the waist. She turned it into seduction, grace, power.

“Fuck…” I whispered, feeling my body reacting to the seductive reflection.

I stepped back, then forward again, letting my hands trail down my thighs like she did. I posed. Slowly at first. Then more confidently. Hip out. Chin down. Arms above my head.

She looked radiant. Hypnotic. And with every passing second, I felt... closer to her. Like I wasn’t just watching her.

I was her.

“I’ve always wondered…” I said aloud, not realizing I was speaking. “What it would feel like. To be that beautiful. To be wanted. To be seen.”

The reflection smiled.

My breath caught.

She leaned forward and blew me a kiss and suddenly the world surged.

It hit like lightning—cold and hot at once, a ripple through every cell. I gasped and stumbled, my knees buckling as my balance shifted. Everything tilted. My center of gravity. The way my thighs brushed. The sudden weight on my chest. The emptiness between my legs.

I looked down and screamed.

I had breasts.

My hands flew to them—soft, real, sensitive. My clothes were gone, every last thread. In their place: a black lace bra that cupped my new breasts like a lover’s hands, and panties that hugged my hips like they’d always belonged there.

I looked closer and gasped. The panties hugged me in a way no underwear ever had—smooth, snug, and shockingly right. There was no bulge. No cock. Just heat. Wet, aching, undeniable.

I reached down, trembling, and touched. My fingers slipped beneath the lace waistband of the panties, brushing soft skin, smoother than anything I’d ever known. The fabric clung to the heat beneath, damp already, like my body had been waiting—longing—for this.

My fingers found my folds and I nearly forgot how to breathe.

Silken, tender, warm.

I traced them gently, letting my fingers glide through the folds, learning the shape of myself. I gasped—high and breathy—at the sensitivity. There were no sharp edges. No familiar weight. Just a perfect, responsive ache between my thighs that made my belly clench and my legs wobble.

I spread them slightly, just enough to open, to feel more. The slickness there was shocking. Natural. Needy.

I circled a fingertip over a small, swollen nub and nearly cried out. My knees gave out. I caught the edge of the trunk beside me and sank to my knees, hand still nestled between my thighs. My whole body trembled. My breath came in fast, shallow gasps, each one higher than the last.

It didn’t feel like touching myself.

It felt like being touched.

My body sang with sensation—pure, melodic pleasure that started deep in my core and radiated outward like ripples across still water. My skin was electric. My nipples peaked against the lace bra, begging to be touched. My thighs pressed together instinctively, trapping my hand between them.

And yet I couldn’t stop.

I wanted more. I needed⁠—

Knock knock knock.

The sound hit me like a slap and I froze. The pleasure vanished, replaced by a spike of panic as sharp as a knife.

Knock knock knock.

Someone was at the door.

I looked back at the mirror and again I was changed. Not myself—not Evan—just now dressed in something presentable, as if the mirror wanted me to stay this way, to be seen this way by whomever was at the door.

I took a second to appreciate how I looked in my new outfit, a white crop top that hugged my breasts nicely and showed off my supple stomach and the short cutoff jean shorts that fit over my ass like a second skin. But while I loved how the reflection looked, I couldn’t imagine being seen in such a state.

I whirled, yanking an old blanket from a trunk and wrapping it around me. My heart thundered as I ran downstairs, heels clicking on wood I didn’t remember choosing to wear.

I flung open the door and a silver-haired woman with kind eyes and a firm mouth stood on the porch, holding a foil-covered dish. Beside her: her son.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, and dangerously handsome. The kind of guy who probably fixed cars without a shirt. His eyes found mine—and then slowly, they wandered.

“Hi,” the woman said, smiling politely. “I’m Marlene from across the street. I thought I’d bring you some meatloaf to welcome you to the neighborhood. I figured you hadn’t had time to cook yet.”

I blinked, trying to keep calm while emotions swirled within me. “That’s… really kind.”

She squinted slightly. “I didn’t realize there was a woman here. I thought I saw four men earlier. Moving in, I mean.”

My eyes widened.

The man nudged her. “Mom. Don’t be so nosy.”

“Fine.” She huffed before smiling again. “This is my son, Charlie. Despite already graduating college and finding a nice job, he chooses to live with us.”

I adjusted the blanket nervously. “I’m… Eve,” I said, heart thudding. “I just got in late.”

Charlie smiled. “Nice to meet you, Eve. Welcome to the neighborhood.”

I smiled awkwardly at him, feeling a strange flutter in my chest then reached for the meatloaf and—the blanket slipped.

It fell in a flutter around my ankles, pooling on the porch.

All three of us froze. Their eyes drank me in: long legs, soft curves, smooth skin, breasts rising and falling with my ragged breath. My whole transformed self, exposed.

Marlene gasped.

Charlie did too—but his eyes didn’t look away.

I grabbed the blanket and yanked it back up, blushing so hard I thought I’d faint. But between my thighs, I felt a pulse. A warmth. Arousal.

I bit my lip, pulse throbbing between my thighs, the shame and the thrill crashing together like waves. I didn’t understand why I felt so hot. Only that I did.

Charlie cleared his throat. “Sorry. We’ll, uh—let you settle in.”

Marlene turned and walked briskly away. Charlie lingered a moment, then smiled faintly and followed.

I shut the door and ran. Back to the attic. Back to the mirror. It was waiting, calm and still.

“Change me back!” I shouted.

My reflection didn’t move. Not at first. Then, slowly, she lifted her head and met my eyes.

“You have a chance at a new beginning,” she said, her voice my voice—but warmer, richer, right. “Make the most of it. Try it. If you don’t like it after seven days… I’ll change you back.”

My voice cracked. “I don’t know the first thing about being a woman. I don’t have anything⁠—”

Her gaze drifted sideways and I followed it to the trunks and other covered furniture. My hands shook as I opened the nearest trunk: lingerie, dresses in satins and silks, heels in perfect condition. It was all so soft, so sexy, so perfect.

Next to it I uncovered an antique vanity. It had a brush set, makeup, perfume bottles with atomizers that still puffed. The mirror had given me everything that I needed, but I still had no idea where to begin with this change.

I turned back to it, but it had gone dark. There was no reflection. It was just black glass in an ornate frame.

And in that moment, I realized: I was Eve. Whether I liked it or not. For seven days... I was her.


Chapter 2
Day 2


The First Touch

I couldn’t stop staring at her—at me. The mirror had gone dark sometime in the night, its surface flat and silent, but the woman it made of me was still here.

My bones had shifted and my skin softened. Hair cascaded down my back like melted gold. The morning light glowed against it, catching hints of honey and amber. My hands felt alien and intimate all at once as I ran them over my sides, down my thighs. Everything was softer. Smoother. Warmer. My body curved where it used to be flat, dipped where I used to be straight.

And underneath it all was this humming tension—like a song I’d never heard before, but somehow already knew the words to.

I rose from my bed and padded barefoot out of my bedroom. I was still wearing the bra and panties the mirror had put on me yesterday, hesitant to change and commit to this transformation. But waking up to the same body told me that there was no longer a choice.

I returned to the attic and to the trunk I’d opened the night before. A breath caught in my throat at the sight. This wasn’t just a pile of clothes. It was an invitation to a new life.

Inside was a treasure trove of lingerie, each piece more delicate and beautiful than the last. The kind of things I never imagined I’d touch—let alone wear.

A pale blush bralette with scalloped lace and no padding. Tiny satin panties in dusty rose with a matching bow. High-waisted garters, ivory with soft pink trim. A pair of sheer stockings rolled neatly into a silk pouch.

I picked up a pair of deep black panties with thin lace edges, held them by the hips, and let them dangle from my fingers. They looked impossibly small. I held them to my waist, against the flat, smooth skin below my navel.

I wasn’t sure when I started trembling, but it was apparent when as I undressed.

I stepped into the panties first. The fabric slid up my legs like silk water, hugging my hips like they’d always belonged to me. The waistband nestled into the small of my waist, impossibly snug and flattering. I turned to the side, admiring the curve of my ass. Round. Perky. Feminine. I reached back and squeezed slightly, watching the flesh yield beneath my own fingers. My thighs pressed together when I did. The fabric pulled tight in front, and that brush of pressure against my sex made me gasp.

I stood there, half-shaking, staring at myself. “This is insane,” I whispered. “You’re insane.”

But I couldn’t stop.

I reached for a bra next—one of the simpler ones. Soft blush lace with a little front clasp. My fingers fumbled with it at first, but after a few tries, I had it fastened around my ribs. The cups lifted and shaped me, revealing a cleavage that made me blush and stare. The color of the bra complimented my skin tone so perfectly it was almost eerie.

I turned and raised my arms, touching the curve of my breasts, then let my palm cup the underside. They were heavy. Real. Responsive. My nipples ached faintly beneath the lace.

I moaned, just once. Quiet and high. Foreign. The feeling made me want to try more.

I sat on the chair of the vanity, sliding a stocking up my leg slowly, smoothing it over my calf, then my thigh. The friction was erotic in a way that bypassed thought. My skin seemed to drink the sensation, tingling with each pass of my hands. When the stocking reached mid-thigh, I clipped it into the garter belt I’d wrapped around my waist. The sound of the metal clasp clicking into place made me shiver.

I moved to the other leg. Sliding it up slower this time to fully embrace the sensations. Then I stood.

The mirror had no image—but I could feel it watching. I could feel it approving of my actions.

The click of heels in the trunk drew me next. I pulled out a pair of soft nude stilettos, the kind you’d see on a model walking down a runway or a woman stepping out of a limousine. I sat back down, slipping my feet into them one at a time. They fit, just like Cinderella’s slipper.

When I stood, I wobbled a little. My center of gravity was off. My hips swayed too much. But after a few tentative steps, I started to get it. Step. Click. Roll the hips. Keep the knees close. Back straight. Shoulders back.

I tried different walks. Posed with one hip out. Let my hand rest on my waist, elbow flared. The vanity’s little three-way mirror gave me new angles, and I twirled to see how my thighs moved, how my ass bounced just slightly with each step.

I felt like I was putting on a performance, but no one was watching. That was the most dangerous part. Because I liked it. I really liked it.

I tried on more outfits. A red satin camisole with thin straps and built-in cups that hugged my breasts too perfectly to ignore. A sheer white lace thong that vanished between my cheeks, forcing me to walk differently. A lavender teddy with high-cut hips and a plunging neckline that framed my cleavage like an offering.

Each piece changed how I moved. How I felt. I spent what must’ve been an hour changing and re-changing, practicing, admiring, adjusting. My closet back home had been five t-shirts and three pairs of jeans. But this… this felt like a wardrobe of possibilities.

And the longer I stayed dressed, the more I forgot what I’d looked like before.

I sat at the vanity again, brushing out my hair, trying lipsticks—first too red, then too nude, finally landing on a creamy mauve that made my mouth look full and kissable. I traced a light line of eyeliner along my upper lash, mascara after. Then blush. Then a dusting of powder. I had no idea what I was doing, but each step brought her closer. Made her clearer.

Made me clearer.

I sat back, breathing heavily, one leg crossed over the other. My thigh peeked out from beneath the hem of the chemise I’d settled into—navy satin with tiny black bows at the straps. My breasts rose and fell with each breath, framed perfectly by the neckline. The woman in the mirror wasn’t reflected—but she didn’t need to be.

She was in me now.

Then came the knock. A sharp, sudden rap on the front door. Once. Then again.

My body locked up. Every nerve fired at once. Panic surged.

I scrambled for a robe and grabbed a short silk one off the corner hook and wrapped it tight. It barely covered me, hanging halfway down my thighs, the sleeves slipping off my shoulders no matter how tightly I tied the sash.

I took the stairs two at a time in heels, nearly tripping twice.

The knock came again just as I reached the door.

I opened it—and froze.

Charlie stood there, hands in his pockets, shirt tight across his chest, a slight smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. His eyes scanned my face first—then slid lower and paused.

“I, uh… my mom sent me to grab the meatloaf tin,” he said, clearly flustered by my appearance. “She thought you might be done with it.”

I couldn’t speak for a second. I nodded, too quickly. “Right. Of course.”

He smiled faintly. “You okay?”

“No—yes. I’m just… still unpacking. Sorry, let me grab the tin.”

He stepped just inside the doorway while I backed into the kitchen, every step echoing in my ears. The silk robe rode up the back of my thighs with each stride. I bent to get the dish—and the robe slipped.

The cool air on my backside made me freeze. When I turned, the robe was halfway open

Charlie’s eyes widened. His mouth parted. He looked at me—really looked at me—and for a second, I thought the world stopped.

I yanked the robe closed, cheeks blazing.

He cleared his throat. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to—uh—stare.”

“It’s fine,” I breathed. “I wasn’t expecting company.”

He took the tin and gave me a crooked smile. “Well, you look... really beautiful.”

I wanted to melt. The words resonated through me.

“See you around, Eve.” He turned to go—but paused. “Actually,” he said, turning back slightly, “I was thinking... there’s this new wine bar about fifteen minutes away. I was planning on checking it out in a couple days. Thought maybe you’d want to come?”

I stared at him, mouth slightly open. A thousand thoughts fought to take control.

I had nothing to wear. I didn’t know how to behave. I wasn’t ready. He was a man and I was a… I wasn’t sure what I was.

“Yes,” I said.

He blinked. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I repeated, the word tumbling out of me without permission.

He smiled again. God, that smile. “Great. I’ll come by around seven?”

“Okay.”

He nodded and walked off, tossing me one last glance before disappearing down the path.

I stood frozen in the doorway, heart pounding like I’d just run a marathon.

Had I just said yes to a date? With a man?

I should’ve been panicking. Instead, I was warm. Every part of me was buzzing, aching, trembling.

I moved to my bedroom on legs that barely worked. The robe clung to my body. The panties underneath were already damp.

I closed the door behind me and just stood there, clutching the frame, my breath shallow and fast. The silence buzzed in my ears, but inside me, everything was loud—too loud. My skin burned where Charlie’s gaze had landed. My chest still rose and fell in small, tight gasps, the shape of my breasts drawing my own attention every time I glanced down.

He’d looked at me like I was desirable. No—like I was intoxicating. And I felt it. Not just emotionally. Physically. The heat between my thighs had gone from a flicker to a full, steady ache. I couldn’t ignore it anymore.

I didn’t want to.

The silk robe was too much. Too hot. Too clinging.

I let it fall open, then slipped it from my shoulders. It fluttered to the floor like a discarded secret.

Underneath, I still wore the blush-pink bra and panties I’d tried on that morning. The garter belt hugged my waist like it belonged there, and the stockings shimmered faintly in the soft light as I stepped across the room toward the bed.

Each click of my heels against the floor felt charged. My thighs brushed with every step, slick and sensitive, and by the time I sat down, my panties were damp with arousal.

I looked down at myself with wonder. The curve of my waist. The gentle swell of my hips. My smooth, creamy thighs. The way the garters pulled just slightly against the satin of my panties, framing the pulsing heat below. I lay back slowly, legs still dangling off the edge of the bed, and let my hands begin to explore.

First, my stomach. Soft, tight, with a dip just below the navel. Then upward—over my ribs, to the under-curve of my breasts. I cupped them gently, squeezed. My breath caught. Even the lightest pressure sent tingles through my chest. I grazed my thumbs across my nipples through the lace, and they stiffened immediately.

God. I moaned, softly—this high, breathy sound that definitely didn’t belong to Evan.

I loved it.

I tugged the bra cups down, exposing myself fully. My nipples were a dusky rose, tight and flushed. I pinched one between my fingers and gasped. A wave of heat rolled through me. My back arched involuntarily.

I could’ve stayed there, just touching my breasts, playing with them. The pleasure was real. Addictive. But the ache between my legs had grown unbearable.

I reached down and slipped my fingers beneath the waistband of my panties. The fabric stuck slightly to the slickness underneath, and when I touched myself—really touched—I almost cried out.

Wet. Warm. Soft. My fingers slid between folds that felt impossibly tender, as if I’d never been touched before.

Because I hadn’t. Not like this.

I circled slowly, gently, brushing across a small, swollen bundle of nerves that made my hips jerk at the first graze. I moaned again, louder now, fingers trembling.

It didn’t take effort. It took surrender.

I spread my legs slightly, let my knees fall apart. My left hand went back to my breast, rolling the nipple slowly, while my right continued exploring—circling, sliding, dipping just barely inside, then up again.

Pressure built fast. Too fast.

It wasn’t like jerking off. There was no friction. No need for speed. Just steady, delicate teasing. My whole body was involved—my legs tightened, my toes curled, my belly trembled, my breath came in gasps.

I whispered his name—Charlie—without even realizing it.

And then it hit.

A rush.

A climax like I’d ever known. No sharp peak and fall. This was wave after wave, growing, surging, cresting again. I bucked my hips, mouth falling open, back arching high off the bed as the orgasm claimed me. Pleasure poured through me like light, and I sobbed with the force of it.

My body didn’t stop. The waves kept coming, softer but still strong, until I finally collapsed, trembling, boneless, completely undone.

I lay there in a mess of satin and lace, hand still between my thighs, my chest rising and falling like I’d just run a marathon.

Tears sprang to my eyes. Not from sadness. From release. From the unbearable intimacy of it all. I’d touched something deeper than just flesh.

I’d touched Eve—the woman I’d become. The woman I might want to stay as.

When I finally pulled my hand away and sat up slowly, the panties were soaked, the lace nearly transparent. My inner thighs were sticky, flushed.

But I smiled. Because for the first time in a very long time, I didn’t feel lost.

I felt… found.


Chapter 3
Day 3


AWoman’s Voice

I didn’t want to get out of bed. It wasn’t laziness—it was fear. A soft, creeping fear, the kind that seeps into your chest and anchors there like cold smoke. I lay still under the covers, warm and tangled in satin sheets, and stared at the dark frame of the mirror across the bedroom. Still in its reflection I saw the new me. Eve.

I rolled onto my side, my new body moving with strange grace, breasts shifting softly beneath my camisole, thighs brushing in a way that made me bite my lip. I reached between my legs out of habit and stopped short—not because I couldn’t find what I was looking for, but because I could feel something else there now.

The memory of last night’s orgasm came rushing back the moment I stirred—slow and warm and heavy in my limbs. I could still feel it in my thighs, in the ache behind my knees, in the wet heat that had lingered long after I'd collapsed against the sheets. It hadn’t been like touching myself as Evan. It hadn’t even been like discovering something new.

It had been like feeling complete.

Even now, the faint brush of silk between my legs stirred something deep in my belly. My nipples peaked against the fabric of my camisole, oversensitive and still remembering the rhythm of my hand, the way I’d moaned in a voice that didn’t belong to him. I flushed, turning my face into the pillow.

I longed to feel it again, to embrace my newfound femininity and explore the new depths of sensations within me—but I knew I shouldn’t. I knew there was too much to do to give into such temptations already.

Today, I had to leave the house.

Tomorrow night was the date—the one I’d said yes to without thinking. The date with Charlie. The man who made me feel warm and nervous and seen all at once. Who looked at me like I was something rare. Something wanted.

But I had never gone out in public as Eve. Not once.

The thought made my stomach flutter with something that wasn’t quite fear—but wasn’t far off. I’d spoken to Charlie and to his mom. But all of that had been in the safety of my doorway. This would be different.

I would be out there. I would be seen. Not by someone who already accepted me, but by strangers. Strangers who didn’t know what I was, what I used to be, what I was still figuring out how to become.

I needed to try. I needed to know that I could do it. That I could be Eve not just in the mirror, or the bedroom, or alone in the attic. But in the real world.

So I slid out of bed and onto bare feet, the floor cool against my skin, the morning light stretching long across the hardwood. Today, I would get dressed, do my makeup, walk outside, and order coffee like I’d done a hundred times before—except this time, I would do it as her.

As me.

So I wanted to wear something simple—something that would help me pass without screaming for attention, but still made me feel... feminine. Not invisible. Just soft.

I picked out a pink lace thong that practically disappeared between my cheeks, the fabric whisper-soft and impossibly delicate. It didn’t just fit—it belonged. It held me in a way no underwear ever had, not with compression, but with intention. Like it was meant to rest against soft curves, against me, and I finally had the body it had been waiting for. A matching lace bra followed, gently lifting my breasts until they sat high on my chest, full and perfect, like they were being offered. Framed. Admired.

The sensation of it all—the cling of lace, the way the bra hugged and defined me—was almost too much. My skin tingled. My thighs pressed together. A small voice whispered that I should just cancel my plans, crawl back into bed, and get lost in the feeling of being adored by silk and stitching.

But before I could give in, my eye caught a pair of jeans folded neatly in the next trunk—light blue, vintage cut, high-waisted. I stepped into them on instinct and pulled them up my legs. They were snug. Feminine. Hugging my hips like they’d been tailored for me, sculpting my ass and narrowing my waist in a way that felt more like unveiling than covering.

I chose a white tank next—thin and just sheer enough that I could see the pale pink lace of my bra through it. The neckline scooped low, perfectly framing the swell of my breasts. I added a soft gray cropped cardigan over the top, with delicate pearl buttons and long sleeves I scrunched to the elbows. The final touch was a tiny gold pendant that rested just above my cleavage—subtle, warm, hers.

When I looked in the mirror, I didn’t see someone playing dress-up. I saw a woman getting ready for her day.

My makeup was light. Just mascara, a bit of blush, gloss on my lips. I left my hair down, brushing it until it fell in loose, warm waves over my shoulders.

Then I chose heels, only three inches, nude and classy. I knew I would need to wear heels tomorrow night so I wanted to get comfortable in them now. They changed everything.

My posture, my walk, the sway of my hips, the curve of my lower back. I stood straighter, moved slower. Each step clicked with precise intention—like I was announcing myself with every motion. It was seductive, even if I wasn’t trying to be.

It was also hell.

By the time I got to the sidewalk, my calves already burned. My thighs felt tighter. My feet began aching in places I didn’t know could ache.

But I kept going.

Click. Click. Click.

The town was quiet. Birds chirped in the trees lining the suburban street. Lawns were freshly mowed. A few neighbors were out walking dogs or unloading groceries. Most of them didn’t look twice.

But some did.

A man in sweatpants looked over his shoulder as I passed. Another—middle-aged, in a polo—stood at his mailbox and turned just enough to let his eyes run from my heels to my hips to my chest.

I looked away and pretended not to notice, but I did notice. And the worst part? Part of me liked it.

I made it to the café after what felt like a goddamn pilgrimage. My feet screamed. The balls of my feet were sore. My toes throbbed. The ache in my calves had climbed up into my thighs. I wanted desperately to take off my heels, to free my feet from the mistake I had made.

But then I walked inside and the bell over the door jingled and suddenly all eyes were on me. Two men near the door—construction types in dusty jeans and steel-toed boots—looked up, and I watched their gazes stick. Not just a glance. A look.

I froze for a beat, standing in the doorway like a girl in a bad dream, too aware of the way my top clung to my chest, of the chill on my skin through the thin cardigan.

I took a breath and stepped inside. There was a teenage girl at the register, chewing gum and tapping the screen of the tablet at the counter. She smiled at me like I was any other woman. That helped.

“What can I get started for you?” she asked, friendly.

I stepped forward and tried to find my voice. “Iced coffee,” I said. It cracked. I cleared my throat. “Small. No sweetener.”

She didn’t blink. Just nodded.

Behind me, one of the men chuckled quietly. Something muttered. Something about my ass.

I flushed hot. My palms began to sweat. I pulled the cardigan tighter, suddenly wishing I could vanish. I was so focused on my breathing that I didn’t notice the figure behind me until he said my name.

“Eve?”

I turned.

Charlie stood there, his head tilted, a half-smile on his face. He looked like something out of a commercial: soft gray t-shirt, jeans that fit too well, wind-swept hair. He had that unshaven, lazy look, all casual masculinity and easy confidence.

My heart skipped.

His eyes trailed down me—slowly, gently—not devouring, not lewd, just curious and warm, like he was trying to see more than what I looked like.

“So this is what you look like in daylight,” Charlie said, his smile tilting as he stepped up beside me. “I wasn’t sure you were real.”

I blinked, caught off guard by the warmth in his voice. “I could say the same about you.”

His eyes swept over me—not with hunger, but with that same steady curiosity he’d had at my door. They lingered just long enough on my neckline to make my breath catch, then dropped to my heels.

“Brave choice,” he said. “These sidewalks are a trap.”

I laughed, more flustered than amused. “I thought I could handle it.”

“Regretting it yet?”

“My toes are in open rebellion,” I said, and we both chuckled.

He nodded toward the exit. “Let me drive you home. Unless you’re enjoying the blisters.”

I hesitated. Not because I didn’t want to say yes—but because I did. And that scared me more than the ache in my feet.

“I… wouldn’t say no,” I said softly.

“Good,” he replied, smiling as he opened the door for me. “I wasn’t going to let you anyway.”

Charlie opened the door for me. It shouldn’t have hit me the way it did—but it did. It was a small thing, a reflex. He wasn’t trying to impress me. He wasn’t being performative or chivalrous. He just… did it. As if, to him, it was obvious: of course you open the door for a woman.

I stepped past him into the passenger seat, my heels clicking once on the pavement before I gratefully slipped them off. The cool floorboard felt like heaven against the hot, tender soles of my feet as I melted back into the seat.

Charlie slid into the driver’s side and started the engine. The music that came on was low and easy—some indie acoustic playlist that seemed so perfectly him.

As he drove the silence between us felt comfortable. There was no rush to fill it, no pressure. Just quiet hums of traffic and birds and the soft thump of tires over suburban roads.

“How are you adjusting to the new house?” he asked, eyes on the road, voice casual.

“It has definitely been an adjustment,” I answered, laughing a little. “But at least the neighbors have been welcoming.”

He smiled. “Even my mom? She can definitely be a bit much sometimes, but she means well.”

“She was sweet,” I said. “And she makes a damn good meatloaf.”

Charlie laughed—a low, warm sound that vibrated somewhere deep in my chest.

I turned toward the window, but I couldn’t help smiling. “This is weird,” I said quietly, surprising myself.

“What is?”

“This. Being driven home by a guy who’s...” I trailed off.

“Who’s what?” he asked, glancing at me with a half-smile.

“Nice,” I said. Then, because I needed to say it, “Most of the guys I’ve seen today... weren’t.”

He didn’t ask for details. He didn’t get defensive or make excuses. He just nodded. “I get it.”

That was all. And God, that meant everything.

We pulled onto our street. The neighborhood looked so much smaller from this angle—so ordinary, so sun-drenched and calm. My house waited at the corner, quiet and unassuming.

Charlie parked in the driveway but didn’t turn off the car right away.

I turned toward him, fidgeting with the hem of my cardigan, suddenly unsure how to sit, how to look at him.

He looked over, resting his elbow on the steering wheel. “Hey,” he said softly, voice shifting into something just a little deeper. “You doing okay?”

I blinked. “Yeah. I mean... I think so.”

He nodded, studying me. “You just seem like you’ve got a lot going on.”

I swallowed. “I do.”

Another pause.

Then, gently, “Anything you want to talk about?”

I looked at him—really looked—and my chest tightened. His face was open. Honest. No pressure. Just... there. Safe.

I almost told him everything. Almost. Instead, I smiled. “Maybe after that glass of wine tomorrow.”

His expression softened. “Deal.”

He reached across me—slowly, without touching—to pop the passenger door. His scent filled the space between us: warm and clean, a little woodsy, a little masculine. My body reacted before my brain did. A flutter low in my belly. That ache again.

I gathered my heels and opened the door, pausing on the threshold.

“Thanks for the ride,” I said, voice quieter than I meant.

He smiled. “Thanks for the company.”

And then I did something I didn’t plan. I leaned forward and kissed his cheek. Just a brush of lips against stubble. Nothing more.

But it left me buzzing.

His eyes met mine, wide and surprised—but pleased. “See you tomorrow, Eve.”

“Yeah,” I said, stepping out. “See you.”

Back inside, I closed the door and leaned against it, heart pounding. The quiet house wrapped around me again. The attic waited above, the mirror still dark.

But the girl standing in the hallway?

She wasn’t hiding.

Not anymore.


Chapter 4
Day 4


First Date

I hadn’t slept much. Not out of fear, exactly. It was more like a hum beneath my skin—a subtle, unshakable tension that kept me hovering just beneath the surface of rest.

Every time I turned in bed, I was reminded of what I was. The softness of my breasts shifting under the thin camisole, the way my thighs brushed differently now, closer and smoother. The absence between my legs was no longer just physical. It was a presence of its own—a heat, a weight, a thrum I could feel with every heartbeat. I kept waking up with my hand between my legs, my hips shifting against the sheets, lips parted in dreams I couldn’t remember but didn’t want to stop.

Tonight was the date with Charlie. A man who didn’t leer or make me feel like an object. Who opened doors and smiled like I was something to be discovered, not consumed. And I wanted to be beautiful for him—not just presentable. Not just feminine. I wanted to walk into that wine bar and be seen. Wanted his breath to catch. Wanted to feel like I belonged on his arm. But also like I belonged to be a woman. To be Eve.

By late afternoon I was back in the attic, barefoot in my robe, the wood cool against my skin. The mirror remained black, its carved frame a silent sentinel at the far end of the room. I ignored it. I didn’t need it reminding me of what it had done to me.

I went to the trunks. The first one held a red halter dress—tight, short, strappy. The kind of thing that looked like it belonged in a nightclub or on the floor of someone else’s bedroom. I held it against my chest and studied the lines it would create in the vanity mirror. My breasts would be framed in that sharp plunge; my legs bare, my ass just barely hidden. I imagined the sway of it when I walked, the eyes it would draw, the confidence it would demand. I pictured myself leaning at a bar, lipstick smudged, knowing exactly how I looked. My body flushed just from the thought.

But it was too bold. Too obvious. It wasn’t right for tonight.

I tried again. A pale floral tea dress—soft, flowing, romantic. It made me think of garden parties, laughter, sunlight. I slipped it on, let it swish around my thighs, and turned once. It was pretty and safe. But too safe. I didn’t want to be delicate tonight. I wanted to be sure.

I kept searching. A blue satin slip, cut on the bias so it hugged every curve. A structured black number with a high slit and even higher risk of wardrobe malfunction. Each one made me shiver a little. Made me feel. I loved how they looked, how they felt against my skin, how easily they turned my body into something new—something beautiful. But they weren’t right.

And then I found it.

Tucked in tissue at the bottom of a smaller trunk, carefully folded, like it had been waiting.

Burgundy satin. Rich and deep, the color of wine and desire. I pulled it free and let it unfold in my hands—low-cut, but not desperate. Sleeveless, with wide, elegant straps that looked made for bare shoulders. The back dipped low, just above the curve of the spine, tied at the neck with a simple ribbon.

I stepped into it slowly, breath held tight in my chest. The satin slid up over my legs, hips, waist, like it knew exactly where it was going. I zipped the side and turned.

In the mirror, I saw her. Me. Not pretending. Not performing. Just… there.

The dress clung in all the right ways. My breasts were framed beautifully, lifted and shaped without even needing a bra. The color made my skin glow. My legs looked long, my waist narrow, my ass round and feminine beneath the smooth fall of the skirt. I turned to the side and stared.

This wasn’t just a dress. This was a revelation. I didn’t feel like I was wearing something to impress Charlie. I felt like I was seeing myself for the first time—and wanting to keep her.

I stood in front of the mirror for a long time, one hand resting lightly on my hip, the other tracing the line of my collarbone. The woman staring back looked like she belonged in a different life—one where people smiled when she entered a room, one where she was asked for her number and remembered by name. I didn’t know if I could live that life yet. But I had a growing sense that I wanted to try.

I finished my makeup with a steady hand and dabbed perfume low on my neck. A warm vanilla-amber that made me feel like silk. I slipped into a pair of gold heels, strappy and elegant, and grabbed a clutch I’d found tucked in one of the vanity drawers—black, simple, classic.

When the doorbell rang, I nearly dropped it.

I opened the door slowly. Charlie stood there, dressed in dark jeans and a slate-gray button-up that fit too well to be accidental. His sleeves were rolled to the elbows, revealing tan forearms dusted with hair, and his expression—when he saw me—shifted from casual to breathless in a heartbeat.

“Wow,” he said, his voice catching slightly. “You look…” He didn’t finish. Just stared.

And I felt it—heat blooming beneath my skin, not just from the attention, but from how right it felt to receive it.

“Thank you,” I said, lowering my eyes slightly.

He cleared his throat and offered his arm. “Shall we?”

I slipped my arm through his and stepped into the evening, heart pounding in my throat.

The wine bar sat tucked between a florist and a bookshop on the main street downtown. It glowed like a secret—warm light spilling onto the sidewalk, candles flickering in the windows, soft music lilting through the open door. Inside, it was all dark wood and gold accents, little round tables, plush velvet booths, and the gentle murmur of people speaking just low enough to be private.

Charlie led us to a table near the back—intimate but not hidden—and helped me into my seat. His hand brushed mine as I settled in, and my skin lit up where we touched.

The server appeared. Charlie asked for a red, something earthy while I ordered a floral white with a confidence I didn’t feel, my voice a little too high, too careful—but when the words came out, they sounded right. The server didn’t blink.

“Have you been here before?” I asked once we were alone again, smoothing the napkin across my lap.

He smiled. “First time, but I’m liking it already. I like quiet places. Somewhere you can actually hear the person you’re with. Thank you for joining me.”

His eyes lingered on me a moment too long, and I had to glance away, hiding my smile behind the rim of my water glass.

Conversation came easier than I expected. We talked about books—he liked thrillers and I admitted that I often get caught up reading long fantasy novels—and about music, old high school jobs, the weirdest thing we’d ever eaten. I laughed more than I expected to. I caught myself leaning forward, my hand resting on his forearm, my legs crossed just so beneath the table.

Every now and then, I caught him staring. Not in the way those men had stared at me on the street. Not like a body to be stripped with the eyes. But like I was a story he hadn’t read yet, and he didn’t want to miss a single page.

I found myself mirroring his movements—tilting my head when he tilted his, brushing my fingers along the rim of my glass when he paused mid-sentence. The wine warmed my cheeks and my belly, loosening the edges of my anxiety until all I could feel was ease. And then excitement. And then something deeper, something scarier.

I liked him. I really liked him. Everything as Eve felt so natural, so right—and I was starting to forget that there was ever someone named Evan.

The meal ended too quickly. He insisted on paying, and I didn’t argue. When he stood to help me from my chair, his hand pressed lightly against the small of my back, and my whole body responded. Not just my heart. All of me.

We walked back to his car in silence, the cool night air washing over my bare shoulders. I should’ve been nervous. I should’ve been counting my steps, rehearsing what to say. But instead I felt... calm.

He drove with one hand on the wheel and the other resting lightly on the console, close enough to touch. I didn’t, not yet, but I thought about it.

When we pulled into my driveway, he parked and turned to face me. The car was quiet. Too quiet. I turned to meet his eyes and suddenly all the noise I’d been holding in my chest spilled forward at once.

“I had a really nice time,” I said softly.

“Me too.” He looked down, then back up. “I’m really glad you said yes.”

“Me too,” I said again, barely a whisper.

The pause stretched and then he leaned in. He gave me just enough time to move. To hesitate. But I didn’t.

His lips brushed mine—warm, patient, unassuming. Just a press. Then a pause. And then deeper, fuller. His hand came up to touch my cheek, and I felt my whole body lean into him without thinking.

I kissed him back, my lips opening to embrace his. It felt so different, but so right. It wasn’t logical or explainable, we just fit together perfectly—his mouth, mine, his fingers curled gently behind my neck.

When I pulled back, it wasn’t because I wanted to. It was because I was terrified of how much I did. Of what might happen next if I gave in any more.

“I—” I started, but couldn’t finish. I touched my lips, still tingling. “Good night.”

I fumbled for the door and stepped out before he could say anything else, heels clicking too fast on the walkway. I didn’t look back. I couldn’t.

Inside, I leaned against the door with my heart pounding like I’d run ten miles. My hand was still on my lips. My thighs were trembling. And deep between them, I felt a familiar ache—soft, insistent, feminine.

I had kissed a man.

And I had liked it.


Chapter 5
Day 5


The Woman in the Mirror

I woke slowly, the way you do after a dream that still lingers. I wasn’t sure if I’d been dreaming of Charlie or just the feeling of his lips on mine. But when I opened my eyes, I was already warm.

The silk of my pajamas clung gently to my skin, cool where it hadn’t been touched by my body heat, whispering against my thighs as I shifted. Pale pink, soft as breath, trimmed with black lace at the straps and hem. I hadn’t chosen them the night before. I hadn’t even remembered changing. But they suited me. More than anything I’d ever owned as Evan.

I sat up slowly, running a hand through my hair. It spilled over my shoulder in soft waves, tousled from sleep. My breasts shifted with the motion, and I watched the way the cami hugged them, how the fabric curved and dipped with every breath. It was still jarring, sometimes—how beautiful I looked. But less and less each day.

The sun through the curtains warmed my bare arms and legs. I curled my knees to my chest and sat like that for a while, wrapped in silence.

The kiss had changed something. It wasn’t the kiss itself—it was how it had felt—natural and deserved. I hadn’t had to pretend. I hadn’t had to perform. I'd just… been.

And when he touched my cheek, when he leaned in, when he said he was glad I said yes—it didn’t feel like a fantasy.

It felt like something real. And that scared me more than anything the mirror had done.

I swung my legs over the side of the bed and stood slowly, the silk shorts riding up as I walked to the mirror. I didn’t rush. I wanted to feel it. Every step. Every brush of fabric. Every sway of my hips. I wanted to remember who I was now.

I stood there in the morning light and stared. I looked soft and feminine. A little flushed. Like someone who’d been kissed the night before and hadn’t stopped thinking about it since.

My hands moved on their own. Down my arms. Over my stomach. Across the curve of my hips. My skin responded like it was being seen again, touched again.

It was hard to remember how I used to feel. The hair, the muscles, the loose fitting clothes. All of that was different now. All of it felt… better.

I wrapped a robe around my body before heading back upstairs. I told myself I just wanted to grab more clothes—something to feel productive, something that didn’t make me think of last night’s kiss. But part of me wanted to be near the mirror again. Even silent and black, it still felt like the heart of the house. Of me.

The attic air was cooler than I remembered, scented with dust and forgotten perfume. Light filtered in through the small round window, catching in the edges of lace and satin still spilling from half-open trunks.

And then I saw it. A box I hadn’t noticed before, at least not here. It was small, tucked into the shadowed corner near the mirror’s base—an old cardboard photo box with worn edges and a split seam along one side. I didn’t remember carrying it up here. Didn’t remember seeing it during the move at all. But the moment I laid eyes on it, I knew exactly what was inside.

I knelt down, the floor cool beneath my knees, and opened the lid to see photos. Stacks of them. Polaroids, glossy prints from disposable cameras, a few from phones that had been printed just because someone still cared enough to hold memories in their hands.

In every one of them was him.

Evan.

Laughing with friends at a backyard barbecue, dressed up for a friend’s wedding, holding a dog that didn’t belong to him, alone at a hiking lookout, shirtless on a summer day. In everyone he looked awkward. Always slightly uncomfortable in his own skin.

I sifted through them slowly, letting the weight of who I had been settle into my chest like a fog. It wasn’t that Evan looked unhappy—not always. But he never looked... present. Never fully inside himself. Looking at those photos now felt like eavesdropping on a life I no longer lived.

The mirror behind me stayed dark, but its presence hummed. As if it was waiting for me to decide something. I stood and walked to the edge of the attic, holding one of the photos loosely in my fingers. In it, Evan was standing in a group of friends, arms around shoulders, smiling. I remembered that night. I remembered faking that smile. The tension in my jaw, the buzz in my chest that never turned into anything real.

I looked down at myself now—bare legs under my robe, a faint flush still on my cheeks from thinking of Charlie. Even after only a few days, this body fit better than the one I’d worn for years. Not just physically. Emotionally. Existentially.

And Charlie… I thought about how he looked at me. How his hand had found the small of my back without hesitation. How easy it had been to laugh with him. To talk. To kiss.

Even if none of this was permanent… even if it couldn’t be… that single connection felt more fulfilling than every date Evan had ever fumbled through.

And yet… I wasn’t ready to let him go. Not fully.

I tucked the photos back into the box, careful to keep them in the same order, and placed it on a low shelf beneath the vanity. Out of the way, but not gone.

I’d been Eve for five days and I was starting to wonder what I was going to do when the seventh one came to an end. I stood in front of the attic mirror, knowing it wouldn’t show me anything but my own reflection—and somehow, that was enough.

The burgundy dress hung nearby, draped over the back of the vanity chair. I ran my fingers across the fabric, remembering how it felt to slip it over my hips, how the satin hugged my waist and framed my breasts like they belonged on display. I thought about the moment Charlie saw me in it. The way his breath caught. The way he looked at me.

As Evan, I’d always been just another guy in the room. Kind of funny. Kind of shy. Not unattractive, but never magnetic. Never the one someone’s eyes lingered on.

But as Eve, I was watched. When I walked, people noticed. When I smiled, they smiled back. When I spoke, men leaned in, women studied me, and even strangers seemed to give me just a little more attention than I was used to. It should’ve made me self-conscious. It should’ve made me feel exposed.

Instead, it made me feel alive.

I imagined a life where that didn’t end in two more days. I saw myself standing in front of the same mirror every morning, choosing which outfit would make me feel bold, or soft, or sexy. I pictured wearing jeans that cupped my ass perfectly and a sweater just sheer enough to tease. I imagined the feeling of sliding on stockings before work, of putting on lipstick not just for someone else, but because I loved how it made me feel.

I thought about going shopping with girlfriends, sipping wine at brunch, the thrill of being flirted with by a stranger. I thought about being kissed in public. Danced with. Shown off.

I thought about Charlie. Cooking dinner together. Wearing one of his shirts around the kitchen. Sitting in his lap and whispering something that made him laugh. Waking up in his bed with mascara still smudged and not caring because I’d feel beautiful anyway. I could see myself in his arms—soft, feminine, wanted.

And for the first time, I wasn’t just dreaming about being a woman. I was dreaming about living as one. Not just in secret. Not just for seven days. But for good.

My chest tightened at the thought, not with fear, but with need. I didn’t know if I could go back. Back to shirts that didn’t fit right and skin that didn’t glow. Back to being invisible. To moving through the world like I didn’t belong in it.

I didn’t have answers yet, but I was beginning to understand the question.

I left the attic slowly, the air down the stairs warmer now, brighter with late morning light. The house felt different than it had before—not because it had changed, but because I had. Every corner I passed held echoes of a version of me I was only just beginning to recognize. The me who wore silk to bed. Who kissed boys on doorsteps. Who stood in front of mirrors not to hide flaws, but to admire what was finally, finally hers.

Back in the bedroom, I sat on the edge of the bed, my fingers trailing along the soft folds of my robe. I looked down at my legs—smooth, bare, slightly parted—and the curve of my body beneath the fabric. I felt desirable. I felt whole.

But none of this was permanent. The mirror hadn’t promised forever. It had promised seven days and I had two left.

I didn’t know if I wanted to go back, but I wasn’t sure if I was ready to stay.

Everything would depend on these last two days.


Chapter 6
Day 6


The First Time

The sun was slipping low when I heard the knock. Not sharp or impatient—just three soft taps against the door, hesitant and unsure.

I’d been sitting on the couch with the lights still off, wrapped in a blanket, legs folded beneath me. The air had that dusky, blue tint that made everything feel a little softer, a little quieter. I hadn’t bothered changing out of my lounge clothes: a black knit camisole that clung to the curve of my chest and a pair of shorts that barely covered my thighs. My hair was loose around my shoulders, makeup from earlier in the day just faintly visible—lip gloss mostly gone, lashes still thick with mascara.

I didn’t expect anyone. I didn’t want anyone. Until I opened the door and saw Charlie.

He stood there in a dark hoodie and jeans, hands in his pockets, his expression unreadable at first. But when he looked at me—really looked—something cracked open between us.

“Hey,” he said, voice low. “Sorry to just… show up.”

I didn’t answer at first. Just blinked at him, stunned by the sight of him standing there in the fading light, like some final question the day had left unanswered.

“I just—” he started, then stopped. He ran a hand through his hair. “I wanted to say I’m sorry. For the other night. I shouldn’t have kissed you like that. I rushed it. I overstepped.”

My throat tightened. I gripped the edge of the door, knuckles pale.

“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it,” he added, quieter now. “But I get it if you have.”

I swallowed. My voice felt stuck somewhere in my chest. I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about it either. About the way his hand had cupped my cheek. The way I’d leaned in like I’d done it a thousand times before. The way it had felt right and terrifying all at once.

But I didn’t say any of that.

“Do you want to come in?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

He nodded once, slowly. “Yeah.”

I stepped back and let him pass, shutting the door softly behind him. The click echoed through the quiet house, louder than it should have been. Everything felt louder—my breath, the hum of the fridge, the quiet creak of the floor beneath his shoes.

He looked around, hands still deep in his pockets. “You look…” He trailed off, then gave a faint smile. “Comfortable.”

“I was relaxing after a long day of unpacking.”

“I can go, if this is a bad time.”

“It’s not.” I said it too fast, too eagerly. I tucked a piece of hair behind my ear. “It’s not.”

He nodded again, like he didn’t trust himself to say more.

“I was about to pour myself a glass of wine,” I offered, already turning toward the kitchen. “You want one?”

“Sure,” he said, but his voice had changed. It was lower, rougher, like something inside him had shifted the moment I didn’t send him away.

I busied myself at the counter, grateful for the distraction, but aware of every movement. Aware of how my hips swayed in these shorts, how the camisole hugged my breasts as I reached for the glasses, how he could likely see my nipples pressing against the thin fabric. My hands trembled slightly as I uncorked the bottle. The wine flowed smooth and dark into the glass, and I handed it to him without looking directly at him, afraid I’d give myself away too soon.

We moved to the couch, sitting at opposite ends like it meant something. Like distance could protect us from what was happening here.

The room was dim—just the warm spill of the hallway light and the fading gold of the dusk outside. He sipped his wine. I did too. The silence between us wasn’t awkward—it was thick. Electric. Like we were both sitting inside a question neither of us wanted to ask.

“I’ve been thinking about the other night,” he said quietly.

I froze. The glass stopped halfway to my lips.

“I shouldn’t have kissed you like that,” he went on, staring at the rim of his glass. “It was selfish. Rushed. I didn’t want to make you feel pressured. We’ve barely known each other.”

I looked at him, at the furrow in his brow, the way he spoke like he’d been rehearsing this all day.

“You didn’t pressure me,” I said. “If you had I wouldn’t have kissed back.”

“I’m glad,” he said, finally meeting my eyes, “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it. About you.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but I didn’t. Instead, I looked at him and let the silence say everything I wasn’t ready to.

He leaned back, exhaling slowly. “I don’t want to make this harder than it has to be. If this—whatever this is—if it’s too complicated, or too fast, or not what you want…”

I set down my wine glass.

So did he.

Our eyes didn’t move.

I didn’t know what I was doing. But my body did. I slid across the cushions, slowly, like something fragile might break if I moved too fast. The space between us disappeared. My legs tucked beneath me. My fingers brushed his knee. And still—he didn’t move. Just watched me like I was the only thing in the world worth watching.

“I’ve been thinking about it too,” I said, my voice barely more than breath.

He didn’t speak.

I leaned in and kissed him. It was nothing like the first time. This wasn’t careful. This was claiming.

His hands were on my waist before I could even think. Mine were in his hair. My mouth opened against his, hungry, full of something I’d been starving for since the moment I became her.

He kissed me like he meant it. Like he knew exactly who I was.

That was when I knew. This wasn’t just desire. This was my body saying yes. My mind falling silent. My heart opening wide enough to let something terrifying and real slip inside.

I pulled back, just enough to whisper against his lips. “Come with me.”

And he followed without a word.

The hallway was dim as we walked, our footsteps soft on the floorboards. I didn’t speak. I didn’t need to. The air between us was already saying everything—charged and heavy and full of anticipation.

When we reached the bedroom, I stepped inside first, turning to face him in the low amber light. My body was still humming, every nerve alight, but my hands were steady.

Charlie stood in the doorway, uncertain for the first time. Like he didn’t know the rules here—how fast to move, what I wanted.

I showed him.

I reached for the hem of my camisole and pulled it slowly upward. The fabric clung to me for just a moment, then slipped free. My breasts rose, bared to the warm air, nipples flushed and tight. I dropped the cami onto the floor and let him look.

His breath caught—but he didn’t say anything. His eyes said enough.

Next came the shorts. I slid my thumbs under the waistband and eased them down over my hips. They peeled away, slow and smooth, baring the soft lace of my panties—the only thing I wore beneath. My thighs were parted slightly, my stance unapologetically feminine, my chest rising and falling with something deeper than arousal. This was me. All of me.

I hooked a finger into my panties and pulled them down too, baring myself completely. No shame. No hesitation.

This was the first time anyone had ever seen me like this. I wanted it to matter.

I stood there naked, bathed in soft light, my hair loose around my shoulders, every inch of my body offered—not with nervousness, but with certainty. I wasn’t hiding. Not behind clothes. Not behind doubt. I wanted him to see. To know. To want.

Charlie’s eyes moved over me slowly, reverently, like he was memorizing me piece by piece.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, voice rough. “Fuck, Eve… you’re⁠—”

“I know,” I whispered, and stepped toward him.

I reached for his hoodie, pulled it over his head. My fingers found the hem of his shirt and lifted it too, baring warm skin, smooth muscle, the faint line of hair that ran down his chest.

His jeans followed. Then his boxers. And when we were both naked, I stepped into him. Skin to skin. Chest to chest. My arms around his neck. His hands on my waist.

I kissed him again—longer this time, slower. Letting the moment stretch and deepen. Letting myself be.

I felt his cock harden against my stomach, and instead of shrinking from it, I leaned into the sensation. I wanted this. Wanted him. Wanted to feel what it meant to be taken. To be known.

I took his hand in mine and led him to the bed. I climbed on and lay down, legs stretched, hair spilling over the pillow, body open and waiting.

He joined me slowly, crawling up over me, every inch of him brushing every inch of me. His chest met mine. My nipples grazed his skin, and I gasped. I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him into a kiss—deep, full, lips parting like I was starving for the taste of him.

I was.

He kissed me slowly, reverently, his hands exploring my body as if learning me by touch alone. His fingers traced my jaw, then my throat, then down between my breasts. He circled each nipple, letting the pads of his thumbs brush softly until I arched beneath him, back lifting, hips rising.

He moved lower, kissing his way down—neck, collarbone, breast. His mouth wrapped around one nipple and sucked, slow and wet. I gasped aloud, hips jerking upward. My legs were already restless, opening, needing.

When his hand finally slid between them, I moaned—a high, breathy, woman’s sound.

His fingers explored me, gentle and slow. He parted my folds with infinite care, brushing the slickness there, finding the source of my ache and circling it with just the faintest pressure. I writhed under him, hands fisting the sheets, thighs trembling. My clit pulsed beneath his touch, and I felt the heat rising fast, almost too fast⁠—

Then he stopped.

He kissed back up my stomach, then my chest, then my lips.

I pulled him to me with need, whispered, “Please.”

He shifted between my legs, his cock brushing my entrance. My whole body tensed—not in fear, but anticipation. Desire. Readiness.

“Are you sure?” he whispered, holding still.

“Yes,” I breathed. “I want to feel it. I want to feel you.”

He pressed forward slowly.

And I opened.

The stretch was real. A pressure I’d never felt before—not tight, not painful, but deep. The slide of him into me was a revelation—slick, warm, impossible. My lips parted in a silent gasp, my hands clutching his arms, thighs trembling with the shock of being filled.

He paused halfway in, breathing hard.

“You feel…” He groaned. “So fucking good.”

I nodded, unable to speak.

Then he moved.

And everything changed.

The rhythm was slow at first, deliberate. He rocked into me with gentle pressure, every stroke making me gasp, moan, reach for more. His body pressed to mine, skin on skin, his lips brushing mine every few thrusts as he kissed me through the sensation.

I wrapped my legs around his waist. Met every movement. My body learned his rhythm, my voice rising, breath catching on every glide of him inside me.

His hands explored me—cupping my breasts, stroking my hips, running along my thighs as he fucked me deeper, faster, need building with each thrust. I felt my body tighten, the heat behind my clit blooming into something sharp and unstoppable.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered, voice ragged. “Please. I’m⁠—”

I didn’t even finish the sentence because it was already happening. The pressure that had been building inside me—slowly at first, then faster, deeper, harder—finally gave way. My hips jerked, my back arched off the bed, and I cried out—a sharp, high, helpless sound that didn’t feel like mine and yet was so perfectly me. I clung to him, legs wrapped around his waist, fingers curled into the muscle of his shoulders, as wave after wave of heat tore through me.

I wasn’t just coming.

I was unraveling.

My body pulsed and clenched, clinging to him from the inside, my thighs trembling, breath shattering into short, broken gasps. Every nerve was alight, every part of me singing. The pleasure wasn’t a peak—it was a bloom, bursting wide in every direction, filling every inch of me.

And still, he moved.

Slow, deep strokes, drawing out the rhythm of my climax, pushing me through it, with it. I moaned again—softer now, ruined, overwhelmed—feeling my body spasm beneath him as the aftershocks rippled and rippled and wouldn’t stop.

I was soaked. Open. Shaking.

And he was still inside me.

Still thick. Still hard.

“Fuck,” he gasped into my neck. “Eve… I’m gonna⁠—”

I held him tighter. “Yes,” I whispered. “Please… I want it.”

He groaned—low, deep, desperate. His pace quickened, just slightly, hips pressing hard into mine as the heat in his body built with every thrust. I could feel him getting closer—the tension in his arms, the way his breath hitched against my skin, the trembling in his thighs as he fought to hold on just a second longer.

“Come inside me,” I whispered, dizzy with want. “I want to feel it.”

That was all it took. With one last thrust, he buried himself deep and came.

I felt the pulse of it—his orgasm—hot and full inside me, thick ropes spilling into the deepest part of me. He groaned against my shoulder, voice raw, almost a growl, his entire body seizing as he emptied himself into me. His hands were gripping me like he might fall apart. I held him tighter, gasping with each throb of his release, the sensation so new, so full, so right that it brought tears to my eyes.

And then he collapsed. We melted into each other, tangled and trembling, our limbs a mess of sweat and skin and breathless, spent warmth. His chest pressed to mine. My arms wrapped around his back. His cock still inside me, softening now, but still part of me.

His face was buried in my neck, lips barely moving as he kissed me there, again and again, soft and reverent. My eyes closed. My hands slid up and down his back, gentle and slow, as if to memorize him by touch alone.

I’d never felt so close to another person in my life.

And I had never, ever, felt so completely, unmistakably, unquestionably me.


Chapter 7
Day 7


The Morning After

I woke before him. The room was filled with pale morning light, golden and gentle, pooling across the sheets like it had tiptoed in just to witness us. I lay still for a long time, pressed against his side, listening to the rhythm of his breathing. It was slow. Peaceful. Like nothing in the world could touch him here.

My head rested on his chest, the rise and fall of it steady beneath my cheek. His arm was draped around my waist, warm and protective, fingers resting lightly against the small of my back. Our legs were tangled together, skin against skin. I could feel the heat of his body everywhere. And I didn’t want to move.

I didn’t want anything to break the spell.

I tilted my head slightly, just enough to look at him. His lips were parted in sleep, his jaw unshaven, one hand curled gently near his chin. There was something impossibly human about him in that moment—raw and real and mine. I studied the way the light traced the line of his collarbone, the hollow at his throat, the slope of his shoulder.

My body ached, but not in the way it had before. This was a different ache—afterglow, not need. My thighs still tingled with the memory of him inside me, the way he had filled me, held me, touched me. My breasts were sensitive, nipples still tender where his mouth had worshipped them. I was sore, stretched, marked by what we had shared.

But more than anything, I felt… content. For the first time in as long as I could remember, I felt held. Not just by him, but by the moment. By the life I’d stepped into. By the skin I wore. I wasn’t analyzing anything. I wasn’t looking for flaws or escape routes or second thoughts.

I was just here.

He stirred gently beneath me, a quiet exhale pushing past his lips as his hand slid up to trace a slow line along my back.

“Morning,” he murmured, voice still rough with sleep.

“Hi,” I whispered.

He opened his eyes, blinking against the light, then smiled when he saw me. A sleepy, crooked smile that felt like it was just for me.

“Still here,” he said.

“I noticed.”

He brushed a strand of hair from my face. “How are you feeling?”

I paused, letting the question settle.

“Soft,” I said honestly. “Warm. A little sore.”

His smile deepened. “Good sore?”

I nodded, unable to stop the blush from blooming in my cheeks.

He pulled me closer, pressing a kiss to the top of my head, and we lay like that for a while longer—wrapped in silence and sheets, skin to skin, hearts quiet but awake.

Eventually, the day began to creep in. Responsibilities. Real life. Whatever waited for him outside the walls of my bedroom.

He sat up slowly, running a hand through his hair. I stayed curled in the sheets, watching him dress—shirt first, then jeans, then hoodie, every motion familiar now in a way that made my chest ache a little.

“I don’t want to, but I should head out,” he said, leaning down to kiss me once more, slow and lingering. “But… I’ll see you soon?”

I nodded. “I’d like that.”

He paused in the doorway, gave me one last look—a mix of desire and tenderness and something that might’ve been falling—and then he was gone.

The house fell silent and suddenly, the warmth of the morning gave way to something colder. Something quieter. Like the echo of a song after the last note fades.

I stayed in bed for a long time, tracing circles across my bare stomach, my lips still tingling from his kiss. My body still wore the imprint of his, but my thoughts had already started drifting—to the attic. To the mirror. To the promise it had made.

Seven days.

And now I was on the last one.

I slid from the bed, pulled on a robe, and climbed the stairs barefoot, each step heavier than the last. The attic was as I’d left it—quiet, golden, dust motes swirling in the light. The mirror stood where it always had, tall and dark and waiting.

Seeing it, I knew. It was time.

It felt different, still and watchful. The kind of stillness that doesn’t come from silence, but from waiting. The mirror stood tall in its frame, as dark as the day I’d first uncovered it. Its glass reflected nothing—just shadow and shape and the echo of things I hadn’t said out loud. I stood before it barefoot, wrapped in a robe that barely warmed me. My hair was loose, a little messy. My skin smelled like Charlie.

I didn’t speak at first. I just looked.

The mirror didn’t respond. It never did—until it wanted to.

“It's the last day,” I finally said, voice quiet in the golden stillness. “You said… seven days.”

No answer.

I took a step closer, toes brushing the edge of the wooden base. My heart beat slow and heavy in my chest. I didn’t know what I was expecting—maybe for my reflection to suddenly appear. Maybe to see Evan staring back at me. But there was nothing. Just glass and silence and the weight of the moment pressing in.

“I thought this would be easier,” I said. “That I’d know what to say. What to choose.”

Still nothing.

I tightened the robe around myself, not because I was cold—but because I was suddenly aware of how vulnerable I felt. Of how much I had to lose.

“I didn’t ask for this,” I whispered. “But you gave it to me. You showed me what it was like to be seen. To be wanted. To be… me. And I⁠—”

My voice caught. I looked down at my hands. Slim fingers. Painted nails chipped from wear. I touched the hollow of my throat, the swell of my breasts beneath the robe, the gentle curve of my waist.

“This body... it feels like mine. Like it always should have been. And last night with Charlie—” I swallowed hard. “I didn’t feel like I was pretending. I didn’t feel like Evan in a costume. I felt… real. Whole.”

I took another step toward the mirror, close enough now that I could see the faintest glint of myself in the depthless black.

“But I’m scared,” I admitted. “Because if you ask me to choose now, I don’t know if I can go back. But I don’t know if I’m brave enough to stay, either. What if it all disappears? What if he stops looking at me that way? What if the world stops letting me belong?”

Still there was silence, but something in the air shifted. Then—slowly—the mirror began to change.

A shimmer, soft as breath. The darkness rippled, like water catching light, and then a reflection began to form.

Not Evan. No, not the old me.

Eve.

Me.

The woman I had become.

But she wasn’t dressed in the robe I wore now. She was in the burgundy satin dress. Her hair was pinned up, a few strands loose around her face. Her makeup perfect. Her lips faintly parted, as if she’d just been kissed. She looked radiant, and confident. She looked like someone who had chosen herself.

And then—she moved. Not to mimic me, but to reach out.

Her hand lifted toward the glass and I felt like she might break through and claim me, to pull away everything I had become over the last week.

But she didn’t. Her full hand pressed against the glass as if asking to be touched.

I reached out with trembling fingers. Slowly. Reverently. And just as our hands touched⁠—

The mirror went dark.

I stood frozen, my hand still touching the cool glass in the space where hers had been. My fingers shook. My breath caught. For a long, terrible second, I thought that was it, that everything had come to an end.

But then I felt it.

A warmth, blooming beneath my skin—not from the mirror, not from the attic, but from within. From the space between my ribs. From the place where I had always kept quiet.

I looked back at my hand and smiled. It looked the same—fingers still slim, nails still painted. My eyes moved up my arms to my chest, my breasts heaving with my panicked breathing. Beneath my curves were still on full display, the soft robe still clutched tightly around them.

I was Eve.

I was the woman I was meant to be.

And I was going to stay.
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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.
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A weekend escape. A mysterious spa. A pill that transforms everything.

When Alex books a solo getaway to an exclusive coastal retreat, all he wants is silence. Solitude. Maybe a little peace. What he gets instead is a mistake: the spa thought Alex was a woman.

To stay, he must give up his old clothes, take their special “vitamin,” and blend in. But once he swallows the pill and slips into lace and silk, something strange happens.

His body changes. His desires deepen. And when he starts being touched—softly, reverently, and oh-so-right—Alex begins to wonder if this was the real him all along.

A sensual transgender feminization fantasy of identity, pleasure, and becoming the woman inside.
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