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CLAIMED BY THE ALPHA

A wild, erotic transgender transformation romance

It was supposed to be a dare.

One night alone in the woods beneath the full moon to prove he was worthy of joining the fraternity. But when Trent is chased and bitten by something not quite human, his life, and his body, begin to change in ways he never expected.

Each day brings new cravings. New curves. New heat.

He’s becoming softer, hungrier, more wanton. And always, he feels the presence of something watching him in the dark. The Alpha. The one who marked him.

As Trent's body transforms, so does his heart. Confusion gives way to longing. Shame gives way to pleasure. And as the last traces of his old life fade, someone new rises in his place. Someone powerful, beautiful, and born to belong to the beast who claimed her.

Now she must choose. Should she return to a life that no longer fits, or embrace the wild, aching love that calls to her under the moonlight.

Claimed by the Alpha is a searingly sensual story of gender transformation, forbidden desire, and feral romance. For readers who love erotic myth, queer metamorphosis, and love stories that defy every rule… this is the tale you've been hunting.

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization, romance novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

It was dark and warm. The sun had set hours before and the heat of the day was only just beginning to fade. Trent paused to take a deep breath of the damp air. Around him, insects chirped and there was the rustle of leaves, but it was, for the most part, quiet. Almost silent.

He shivered. How was he supposed to sleep with all that silence? He knew it was going to be a tough night, but he also knew that it would be worth it.

Spend one night in Marrow’s Hollow, the infamously haunted woods near campus, was all he had to do. He’d been dropped off just an hour or so earlier and was now making his way to the site where he planned to camp.

It would be easy. He’d camped before. He’d camped most summers with his dad and his brothers, considered himself somewhat of an outdoorsman even. Sure, he wasn’t as rugged as his dad or his older brother, Tom, but he could make do. He could survive. It was just one night.

Yet, it was the first time he’d ever camped on his own. It was just one night though. He could do one night, right?

But it was more than that. He’d heard stories about the woods, about campers who went missing, the noises heard in the dead of night, the mutilated animal corpses. They were just stories though.

Stories told around campus to spook the new students, those wanting to join the fraternity. It was a way to weed out the weak. Right? They weren’t true. No way all those stories could be true.

That’s what Trent had been telling himself. It was how he’d managed to work up the courage to head out for a night of solo camping. Otherwise, he’d never have made it.

But he knew he had to make it. After all the trials he’d been through, to get this far, the last one, he had to push through no matter what. If he made it through this night then he was in, into the fraternity, and he’d have made it. He’d have finally made it. He would be on his way to reinventing himself, and Trent needed to reinvent himself.

He hefted his bag a little higher and exhaled a sigh. He looked around, looked up, saw the stars beginning to emerge.

“At least tonight is going to be a full moon so there’ll be light.” He said to himself.

He smiled at that though. Camping on a lunar eclipse was darker than he could have coped with. The light of the full moon would make it easier.

He sent off again and began to work his way deeper into the woods.
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Trent always knew he wasn’t like the other boys.

Not in any way that felt useful or unique or special, just in the quiet, miserable spaces where difference sank like a stone. Gym class, especially, where he’d stand at the edge of the basketball court, wiry arms crossed over his chest, watching the others move like they owned their bodies, laughing as they collided, grunted, showed off.

He didn’t understand that kind of comfort. His limbs had always felt too long, his wrists too slim, his skin too pale. He looked like a drawing someone had erased and redrawn too many times. Faded, fragile, unsure.

The rest of them had turned into men seemingly overnight. Suddenly voices dropped, jaws squared, stubble sprouted, while Trent just... stayed the same. Narrow-hipped, flat-chested, thin shoulders, no muscle, and with a voice that never quite decided where it wanted to settle, too soft, too quiet, too… feminine.

The guidance counsellor called him a “late bloomer”, but it wasn’t a late bloom. It was an absent one. He was just left behind watching everyone else race ahead, while he tried to pretend like he wasn’t being left behind.

And it wasn’t just the way he looked. There was something else, something deeper, quieter, harder to name. The other boys had a kind of heat in them, an edge, a hunger. They joked about girls, about getting laid, about bodies and scoring and power.

Trent laughed when he was supposed to, nodded along when someone asked if he’d seen a girl’s tits at the pool party. But mostly he just smiled and hoped no one noticed how much he didn’t belong. Not there. Not anywhere.

He tried. God, he tried. He joined the anime club, then left because it was too sad even for him. He made weird little YouTube videos that no one watched. He obsessed over sci-fi lore, read too much fanfiction, and learned how to disappear in plain sight. He told himself it didn’t matter. That he didn’t need them. Not the girls who never looked twice. Not the boys who nudged each other when he walked past.

College would be better. It had to be.

That hope burned in his chest now as he hiked the narrow dirt path into Marrow Hollow. He held his torch in his hand, the dark closing in, and the flashlight beam trembled slightly with every step. The trees closed in around him, thick with summer leaves, the air damp and still. He could hear crickets, and the occasional rustle in the underbrush that made him flinch even though he told himself it was just a possum or a squirrel.

Nothing to worry about. Nothing dangerous. Yet at times he heard… what sounded like quiet footsteps.

“Probably an animal.” He said to himself.

He knew he was alone. That was the whole point. Camp one night alone. The others had dared him to do this as part of rush week.

It was a test they said. He knew what it really was... a hazing wrapped in folklore. An excuse to see if the quiet kid with the bony shoulders and oversized hoodie had what it took to join Alpha Tau Zeta.

They didn’t think he’d do it. Maybe they hoped he wouldn’t.

But Trent needed this. He needed them. The frat house wasn’t just parties and girls and keg stands. It was status. It was safety. It was a place to belong. And if he had to spend one night with the ghosts and coyotes and whatever else supposedly lurked in Marrow Hollow, so be it.

Joining the fraternity was the first step in his reinvention, the first step in his new beginning, the first step to him becoming someone new, someone better. If he didn’t make it then… he didn’t know what he was going to do.

His backpack thumped lightly against his back as he reached the small clearing he’d marked on his map. Flat enough for a tent, not too far from the main trail, but deep enough that he was well and truly alone.

He exhaled, heart still skittering like a moth around a bare bulb, and swung the pack off his shoulders. The tent was one of those cheap pop-up ones he’d borrowed from a classmate, but it would do for one night. It wasn’t meant to be too cold after all.

After ten minutes of fumbling with poles and stakes and swearing under his breath, it stood upright. Trent smiled and a shiver ran down his spine.

“Home sweet home.” He said, forcing a note of optimism into his voice.

Trent unpacked his bag, setting up camp for the night. He slipped into the tent and sat on the edge of his sleeping bag, drawing his knees up to his chest. He listened to the woods around him. Quiet. Almost silence.

No cell service. No Wi-Fi. Just the creak of trees, the hum of bugs, and the low wind that moved through the branches like breath. It felt old, this place. Older than college, older than buildings, older than boys trying to prove themselves.

Trent lay back and stared up at the tent ceiling. His mind drifted, as it always did, back to high school hallways and the sharp pain of invisibility. The way girls had looked through him, as if he were a window. The way he’d overheard one of them say he looked like a “prepubescent art student.”

He didn’t even know what that meant at the time, but it stuck. Everything stuck. His skin felt made of glue, every insult clinging, every glance etched into the bones of him.

He wanted so badly to be wanted. That was the truth of it. He just wanted someone to look at him and see something worth touching.

Maybe the fraternity wouldn’t fix that. Maybe it was stupid to think a bunch of jocks in matching sweatshirts could rewrite his entire adolescence. But it was something. A chance. A door he hadn’t been allowed to knock on before.

He rolled onto his side, the sleeping bag rustling beneath him. He could still hear the wind. Still smell the damp leaves and faint sweetness of honeysuckle. Somewhere in the distance, a long, low howl echoed through the woods.

Trent’s breath caught. He sat up.

Then laughed, nervously.

“Coyote.” He whispered to no one.

Only… it hadn’t sounded quite like a coyote. Something stirred beneath his skin. A flicker. A shiver. Like a wire had been plucked deep in his belly.

He lay back down. The howl faded. The forest went still again.

And Trent, small and alone, drifted toward sleep, unaware that something had seen him. Had been watching him all along.

Not for sport.

Not for food.

For something else entirely.
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Trent woke with a start. He was sweating inside his sleeping bag, his heart racing. Something felt… wrong.

How long had he been asleep?

He shifted and rolled over. It was quiet. No, it was silent. There was no sound, even the wind had died.

Feeling alert he crawled out of his sleeping bag and went to the front of the tent, unzipping it as quietly as he could. The sound was a cacophony in the echoing silence.

Outside the full moon was high, painting the clearing in a silver light, like a scene out of an old black and white horror film. That thought did nothing to help Trent calm down.

The night air pressed cold against his skin causing the faint hairs there to raise, prickling. His breath came fast and shallow, heart fluttering like something trapped in a cage. At first, he thought it was a dream that had startled him awake, but then he heard it again…

A howl. Long and low. Distant, but not far.

Trent sat up slowly, suddenly very awake. The forest was silent. The kind of silence that isn’t silence at all, but listening, like the world itself was holding its breath, waiting.

He stepped out of the tent and looked around, scanning the treeline. The moon was full, high above the trees. Everything looked washed out, unreal, like a dream scene drawn in chalk. His breath puffed visibly in the air. The grass was wet with dew.

And that’s when he saw it.

Something stood at the edge of the trees. Not quite hidden. Not quite revealed.

Something caught between shadow and moonlight, tall and hunched and... wrong. It had the shape of a man, but the limbs were too long, the shoulders too broad, the legs bent oddly, like it didn’t quite know how to stand upright.

Fur shimmered faintly where the light caught its arms. Or were they arms? The face was in shadow, but the eyes…

God, the eyes.

They glowed.

Trent froze, mouth open but silent. Every cell in his body screamed run, but his legs didn’t move. The thing didn’t move either. Not at first. Just stared.

Then it took a single step forward.

That was all it took. His body took over, his instinct. Trent bolted.

He didn’t think. He didn’t grab his bag or his phone. He just ran full sprint into the woods, crashing through undergrowth, ducking beneath low branches. His bare feet slipped in the wet leaves. Briars scratched at his shins. His breath came in ragged gasps as the trees closed in around him, the world reduced to moonlight and shadow and blind panic.

Behind him, something moved.

Not fast. Not charging. It followed at a pace just slow enough to be unbearable. A deliberate pursuit. Like it knew he’d never outrun it.

This isn’t real, Trent told himself, his inner voice shrill with desperation. This is a prank. A frat stunt. A guy in a costume. This is hazing bullshit. Monsters aren’t real. Monsters aren’t—

Another howl, closer this time. Not from behind. Ahead.

He skidded to a halt, breath burning, chest heaving. Turned, stumbled to the side, slipped on a mossy root and barely caught himself. His legs were already shaking. He wasn’t built for this. He wasn’t fast or strong or athletic. He was just Trent, the awkward kid with the narrow shoulders and the soft voice.

But something inside him was awake now.

Not just fear. Something else. Excitement?

Trent laughed, giggled. Was he losing his mind? Was it a dream? Why was he excited?

His heart thundered, but it wasn’t just panic anymore. His whole body was thrumming. Alive in a way it had never been. The air felt electric on his skin. His nipples were hard beneath his shirt. His thighs trembled not just from effort but from sensation. He was panting, flushed, his mouth wet.

It wants me, the thought hit him, unbidden. It’s chasing me. Not to kill me. To take me.

The thought spun in his head, a crazy realisation that seemed impossible. But Trent could feel the truth of it.

He wasn’t food. He was something more, and… he felt alive. His body thrummed with a feeling he’d never experienced before.

Something huge crashed through the trees behind him.

Trent yelped and ran again, faster than before, lungs burning. He didn’t know where he was going, just knew he was running away, deeper into the woods, roots catching his feet, branches whipping his face. His flashlight was long gone, left back in the tent.

It was just him and the moonlight now. Him and the thing.

The dreamlike feeling thickened. The world shimmered at the edges. Time slowed, dragged. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been running. A minute? Ten? A lifetime? He stumbled into a clearing and turned, chest heaving, expecting empty darkness. But...

It was there.

Closer than it had ever been. The thing.

What was it?

It stepped out into the moonlight and now he could see it clearly. It was monstrous, eight feet tall at least, furred and hulking, its limbs corded with muscle, its chest rising and falling like bellows. But its eyes… they weren’t animal eyes. They were intelligent. Hungry. Not for blood. Not even for flesh.

For him. He could see the desire in its eyes. The lust. The want.

Trent shivered. No one had ever looked at him like that before. It sent a thrill through him.

The thing wanted him. Not as food but as something more primal, more terrifying, more… thrilling.

He could see the way it watched him, poised, alert, ravenous for him, for his body, but not as food. Trent was still and the creature remained frozen, like a living statue.

Maybe it was a dream? Maybe it was all some wild dream brought on by eating late and his imagination being overactive sleeping alone in the woods.

Yet… it didn’t feel like a dream. Something in that moment felt real, dangerous, but also exciting. Trent could feel his body responding, the air tense, electric. What was happening to him?

The creature watched him, closely. There was a flicker of movement as a cloud passed over the full moon, a moment of deeper darkness.

Trent turned to run again, but it was too late.

There was a blur of motion. A growl. It leapt.

Then a weight slammed into Trent from behind, driving him into the forest floor. His breath exploded from his lungs. He struggled, but the creature pinned him easily, one huge hand on the back of his neck, pressing him down into the earth, the other gripping his hip.

He whimpered, his body trembling beneath it. He wasn’t hurt, not really. But he couldn’t move. The smell of the thing above him, hot and wild and male, filled his nose and flooded his brain with heat.

Trent felt his body responding, something in him reacting to the feral, wild, masculine presence, the bestial lust. His cock throbbed, suddenly hard, the fear and excitement combining to form a potent cocktail.

Was he… was he turned on? There was no time to feel into his body’s reaction though. Because then...

Then came the bite.

Teeth sank into the meat of Trent’s shoulder, sharp and deep, not enough to tear, just enough to mark. He cried out, the pain flaring white-hot, but it was more than just pain. There was something else in it. Heat. Pressure. An ache that went bone-deep.

Trent’s cock throbbed harder, pulsing, so hard it hurt. His body was pinned face down. He was so exposed, so weak. The creature had him, could do whatever it wanted to him, and… part of Trent wanted it to just take him.

The bite pulsed through him like a drug. It felt like a kiss. A kiss with teeth.

His whole body arched into it, a gasp caught in his throat. His cock twitched against the forest floor, hard and aching. His hips moved before he could stop them, grinding helplessly. He moaned, high and desperate. He hated himself for it. Loved it. Didn’t understand anything anymore.

It had to be a dream. It had to. There was no way it could be real. His body responded with such wild lust to being hunted, caught, and…

The creature growled low in his ear. Not a threat. A claim.

Then darkness poured in at the edges of his vision, and his body gave out. Trent collapsed, limp, the bite still throbbing like a brand.

And then everything went black.


Two

Trent woke to sunlight slicing through the dorm blinds, hot against his skin. For a moment he felt lost, wondering where he was, what had happened. He was in his room?

The last thing he remembered was camping, woods, and now… he was in his room. He shifted and expected his body to ache, to groan in protest, but instead it felt… amazing.

He sat up slowly, blinking against the light, the sheets tangled around his legs. The familiar dorm room surrounded him, grey walls, cheap wood desk, stacks of books, papers, but something felt off. Not wrong. Just... strange.

His whole body thrummed with energy. His limbs were loose and light, every joint humming. There was no soreness, no stiffness, no dull ache from sleeping on the ground. He sat for a moment, trying to process.

The woods. The tent. Camping. And…

The howl. The thing in the trees.

Trent shivered. He could still almost hear the howl. Could still almost see it. Memory surged.

He remembered the chase, running, then… the bite.

The shirt he had been wearing clung damply to his chest, ripped in places, and when he pulled it up, his skin was tacky with dried sweat. There was blood too, dark, flaking, crusted onto his shoulder and staining the collar of his T-shirt. He pulled the fabric down to check underneath.

Nothing. No scab. No scar. Just smooth skin.

But it bit me. He thought to himself.

He could still feel the bite. Could still feel the weight on top of him, the heat, the pressure, the… excitement.

He stood abruptly. His legs wobbled under him, not with weakness, but with something else, something like an electric charge, like the world was vibrating faster than it used to. His dorm was empty, his roommate's bed still made. He took a deep breath and… was hit by a wall of smells he couldn’t decipher. His head spun.

A note was stuck to the door, hastily scrawled. Trent moved to inspect it.

Dude, you were passed out when they brought you in. Said you slept through the pickup. You okay?? Frat bros said you killed that dare. You’re in. Congrats!!

Trent read it twice, his mouth dry.

They’d come for him? He’d been found?

He looked down at himself, looked down at the torn, bloodstained jeans he still wore from the night before. There were scratches along the thighs, bits of leaves clinging to the cuffs, and something that looked suspiciously like a claw mark near the knee. But his legs were unmarked. His whole body was clean. Not a bruise, not a cut.

He peeled off the ruined shirt and moved to the mirror.

The face that looked back at him was his. Mostly. But his cheekbones seemed higher, his jaw slightly narrower. His lips looked... fuller. There was a new clarity to his skin, a subtle pinkness to his cheeks that hadn't been there before. His eyes shimmered in the morning light, brighter somehow, greener. His hair, usually thin and dull, curled at the ends and framed his face with a softness that felt both foreign and right.

Was it longer?

He frowned. Turned sideways.

His hips ached, not with pain, exactly, but a deep tension, like something inside was pushing outward. Like his bones were reshaping themselves under the surface. He pressed his hands to them and gasped. They had shifted. Just slightly. Just enough to notice. Just enough to make his jeans feel tight in the wrong places.

And now he was looking with intent he noticed his shoulders were narrower, just slightly, chest… changed, his ribcage almost smaller but with more weight on his chest, a slight puffiness to his nipples. His skin too looked softer, smoother. Like his body hair, what little there had been in the first place, was lessening.

“What the fuck.” He whispered.

And yet, despite what he could see in the mirror, the changes that he knew were impossible, he felt incredible. He felt stronger, lighter, almost high.

His senses buzzed, picking up things he shouldn’t have noticed, the cheap cologne his roommate always overused, the faint scent of coffee from the hallway, the tang of metal from the radiator. The sound of a girl laughing three rooms over made his chest tighten with something like anticipation. Everything felt sharp, vivid, alive.

He should have been scared. But the fear never quite arrived.

Instead, he grinned. A strange, wild grin that felt too big for his face.

I’m in. He thought. They said I’m in.

The dare had been a success. He was in the fraternity. He’d made it. He was going to be somebody!

He pulled on clean clothes, opting for something looser. A hoodie that hung differently now, sleeves too long, torso too short. He didn’t care. He slipped on his shoes and left the room, walking down the hall with a bounce in his step. For once, people looked at him, not with confusion or pity, but curiosity.

He caught two girls whispering after he passed. Someone nodded at him in the stairwell. He didn’t know why, but he smiled back anyway.

People had heard about his night out in the woods, him making it into the fraternity. Into Alpha Tau Zeta. He was being noticed.

His mind raced with excitement, the possibilities of it. This is what he wanted, what he’d planned for. It was the whole reason he’d camped out in the woods. Yet, there was more than that on his mind. On the way to class, memories flickered.

The tent. The clearing. Moonlight like water. The shadow in the trees.

The chase.

God, the chase.

His heart beat faster, not with fear this time, but something hotter, deeper. The memory came in fragments, breathless running, wet leaves beneath his feet, the creature's glowing eyes, the thrill of being wanted.

That had been the strangest part. Not the terror. The exhilaration. The way it had felt to be hunted—to be seen, chosen, claimed.

The moment it had caught him replayed again and again in his mind, unbidden. The weight of it, pressing him down. The bite, sharp, aching. A violation, yes, but also… something else. Something intimate. The way his body had responded. The helplessness. The arousal.

He shook his head, hard, and crossed campus toward the lecture hall. The sun was warm on his skin, and the trees rustled in a breeze that smelled like cut grass and something deeper, earthier, muskier, something… enticing.

He kept sniffing without realizing it, as though chasing a scent, his body responding to it, his heart racing, his cock throbbing. But then he caught himself, shook his head, and laughed softly.

You’re imagining things. He told himself. You were high on adrenaline. You passed out. Someone found you. It was just a dream.

Yet... the clothes said otherwise. The blood. The claw marks.

What had happened?

He slid into a seat at the back of the lecture hall and tried to focus. Gender Studies. The professor, a sharp-eyed woman named Dr. Tanner, was already talking, hands sketching ideas in the air. He opened his notebook. Doodled idly in the margin.

A wolf. A boy. A mouth with too many teeth.

The chalk scraped the board. A student in front of him leaned over to whisper something to her friend in the row in front and her perfume hit him like a wave, jasmine, skin, salt. He shuddered, biting his lip.

He tried not to think about it. But it kept returning.

The heat. The bite. The shameful pleasure of being caught.

He'd never been wanted like that before. Not by anyone.

And now… something did.

He wasn’t sure what was happening to him, but part of him hoped whatever had hunted him in the woods, be it monster or dream, would come back for him.
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Classes were a blur.

Trent sat through lectures he couldn’t remember, blinking in and out of focus, his notebook nearly empty save for a few doodles, pictures of creatures, wolves, teeth, and some words he didn’t remember writing. Scent. Hunger. Mine.

The pen had pressed so hard that the page was nearly torn.

Something was happening to him. He could feel it in his bones.

Everything around him was too much and yet not enough. The sunlight through the windows felt like it was sliding across his skin. Voices echoed in his ears with too much clarity, every inflexion laced with emotion he hadn’t noticed before. He could smell perfume from across the room. Shampoo. Sweat. Lust. He could taste the air.

People passed him in the halls and he noticed them like never before, not just their faces or bodies, but the way they moved, the way they carried heat.

The girl in the leather jacket with her lip gloss and long legs. The boy in the tight jeans with the scent of clove cigarettes and tension. He wanted… something.

Both of them. All of them. Not to possess. To touch. To taste.

A deep heat simmered in his belly, coiling low. It had started when he woke and hadn’t left him all day, a dull throb under his skin. It wasn’t like anything he’d felt before. Not just arousal, though that was part of it. It was need. Raw, aching, ancient.

And his body… that was the strangest part.

He felt lighter, quicker, like he could leap over a desk if he tried. His steps were soft but fast. His balance sharp. He caught a falling pen in midair without thinking and stared at it like it had betrayed him.

He was used to being slow, weak, feeble. He was used to being easy to forget, easy to look over, but that was changing.

And the way he moved… he could feel it.

His hips rolled when he walked, his thighs brushing just a little too close. His ass had filled out overnight, round and tight beneath his jeans. It wasn’t just how others saw him. It was how he felt. The stretch of fabric over curves that hadn’t been there before.

The new rhythm of his gait, subtle but present. It excited him, thrilled him, made him feel graceful and alluring, almost wanton. Hips rolling, ass shaking. It made him want to wrap his arms around himself, to press against something solid and warm and…

He stopped in the middle of the quad, breath catching.

There it was again.

That scent.

Thick, musky, wild. Not like cologne. Not like anything man-made.

It was primal. Earth and sweat and something deeper, darker. It seemed to rise from the trees beyond the sports field, drifting on the breeze in tendrils that wound through the crowd. No one else reacted. But Trent staggered.

It smelled like the creature from the woods.

Like him.

Trent spun, heart hammering, scanning faces. He saw nothing. Just students walking, laughing, texting. But the scent moved with him. Every time he tried to leave it behind, it found him again.

It carried on the air, stalking him, and it was like he was being hunted again.

That thought made his head spin, his heart race, and his cock throb. He looked around but saw nothing. No one out of the ordinary. Yet it never left him, it seemed to fill him, as though it were calling to something just beneath his skin.

By the time the final bell rang, he was trembling with frustration. His clothes itched. His thighs ached. He couldn’t concentrate. He couldn’t breathe without tasting it again, without tasting him again.

And worse, his mind kept drifting back to that night. The chase. The bite. The feel of that heavy body above his. The shame of how much he had liked it.

He practically ran back to his dorm.

The room was empty. He slammed the door behind him, tossed his bag aside, and peeled off his clothes like they were burning him. He made it to the bathroom, turned on the shower, and stepped in front of the mirror without thinking.

Then froze.
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His eyes were wide. Green, greener than they had ever been. Bright, unnatural, alive, with thick, long, dark lashes. His cheekbones had lifted further and his lips were full, pouty, slightly parted, flushed pink.

His body was leaner but it curved in strange, delicate ways. His waist was narrower. His hips flared in a soft, slow swell. His nipples were hard, puffy, sensitive to the cool air. His thighs were plush and smooth. And his ass…

He reached back slowly, touching it, groping it. He gasped.

It wasn’t just bigger. It was different. Firm, round, shaped. Like it had been sculpted to fit someone’s hands. His breath came quick. He turned, staring, transfixed and horrified and… he liked it.

There was no hiding anymore.

Whatever had happened that night hadn’t ended. It had only begun.

He was changing.

He stepped closer to the mirror, unable to look away. His skin had a glow to it, almost too perfect, like it had been buffed smooth. His collarbones were more pronounced, his neck long and elegant. There was a softness to his face now, but not weak, rather... pretty. His jaw had narrowed slightly, and his lips were fuller, pouty, bee-stung. His hair too had grown, brushing past his ears now in dark, messy waves.

He tilted his head, parted his lips.

Beautiful. He thought, dazed. Is that really me?

He reached up with both hands, let them caress over his waist, roaming up to cup his chest gently. There was the barest swell beneath his palms, just the ghost of breasts, but the tissue was tender, responsive. His fingers brushed over his nipples and he flinched, breath catching at the sudden jolt of pleasure. They were so sensitive.

He shivered.

“I need a shower.” He whispered to himself, voice breathy and strange. Higher. Softer. Not fully his anymore.

“I’m just imagining things. It’s been a long day and a shower will clear my head.”

Yet at the back of his head, he knew that it was not a dream. And the night before had not been a dream either. Not only was the proof of it all impossible to deny but there was also how it all felt.

Right…

Trent turned the shower on and let steam fill the small bathroom before he stepped under the spray. The water was hot, but it didn’t sting. His skin welcomed it.

He stood there, motionless for a moment, just letting it wash over him, rivulets sliding down new curves. His waist narrowed into a soft dip before flaring into the hips he couldn't deny any longer. His thighs touched now. Thick. Shapely. Feminine.

He raised a hand to his chest again as the water ran over him, his fingers brushing lightly across the tender buds forming there. The sensation was electric. Pleasure bloomed instantly, low and hot in his belly. He gasped again, leaning forward, one hand braced against the tile.

Every part of him felt alive. Alive to pleasure that was more than he had ever experienced before. His body ached with yearning, lust, desire. He felt his cock throbbing, growing hard.

As his hands roamed he felt his body, his muscles. They had changed too. No longer just soft, now he could feel the strength beneath the curves. His limbs were longer, more fluid. Lithe and agile. Like something built for running, leaping, hunting. There was power, but not the kind he used to envy in broad-shouldered jocks.

This was something else.

He ran his hands down his sides, along the new curve of his waist, his flared hips, his ass. He arched into his own touch instinctively. The warmth pooled between his thighs, insistent and needy.

His cock throbbed harder, aching. And yet it wasn’t just lust, it was joy too.

God... He thought, breathless. This feels good. This feels right.

Not just the touch, but the shape. The softness. The strength beneath it. He had never felt like this in his old body, had never felt at home in the skin he was born with. But now, here in the steam and heat and transformation, something clicked.

He belonged to this.

I’m becoming. He realised. Whatever he wanted me to be… I’m becoming.

The thought should have terrified him. But instead, it thrilled him.

He leaned back against the wall, letting the water cascade over him, hands moving again, slow, exploratory, reverent. His belly tensed as he found the ache again, the desire coiling low and sharp.

His cock was harder than he could ever remember it being but at the same time it seemed almost smaller, cuter, more feminine.

He didn’t care about that though. There was something more pressing. The pleasure...

Every inch of his skin was sensitive. His neck, his sides, the small of his back, touch was no longer just contact, it was invitation.

He moaned softly, curling his spine, hips rocking ever so slightly.

The memory of that night flashed through him again but there was no fear. Instead the memory of the chase burning bright, joyous and liberating, the thrill of it, the weight of the creature’s body pressing him down.

The memory of the bite. The possessiveness in it. The way it had split him open and filled him with something else.

Trent moaned as he touched himself, hand caressing over wet, smooth skin. His body felt incredible, feminine and wanton and beguiling. His curves were lush and blossoming, his nipples hard, so sensitive that just the cascading water made him shiver.

He bit his bottom lip to keep from moaning too loud but even still a sound escaped, a soft whimper, a breathy moan of pleasure, girly and seductive. Was that his noise? It sounded so feminine, so feral, almost… in heat.

His hands roamed down, over his belly, his waist, down over his hips to his ass. He groped the plush flesh, squeezing, whimpering, pressing his thick, smooth thighs together. He felt incredible, but he wanted more.

He wanted it back. He wanted him back. The creature.

Trent’s fingers sank into the plus flesh of his ass, his cock throbbing. He imagined the bite, hard and feral, bestial. One hand slipped around to his front, fingers wrapping around his hard cock.

The touch made him moan out loud, a bright surge of pleasure, head bowed, body trembling. He began to stroke, slowly at first, then faster, the water lubricating his grip.

He let his other hand explore his new body, the curves of it, the smooth softness, the tone, the femininity. It had only been one day. What more was coming?

For the first time, Trent didn’t feel like a boy trying to pretend. He felt wanted, desirable, desired. Like a gift being unwrapped. Like prey… but… that wasn’t right.

Not prey. Like…

Like a mate being readied. A mate being prepared for breeding.

His hand stroked his cock faster, grip tightening. That thought thrilled him. The thought of being lusted after, desired, being caught and claimed and bred. His free hand had moved up to his chest, teasing his newly blossoming tips, his puffy nipples.

He stroked harder, faster, working his hips. It was like his body was waking up to new instincts, new needs, new desires. He wanted… he wanted to be bred. His body craved it, hungered for it.

The thought of the creature pinning him, overpowering him, biting him was enough. As she stroked his cock he felt his balls tighten and his cock throb. He thrust into his grip, pinching his nipples hard, and then… he was cumming, cumming hard, cumming harder than he’d ever cum before.

Trent moaned, the pleasure bright and addictive, and in that moment it was like something was sealed, like he had accepted something. And the part of him that was still scared? Still confused?

That part was getting smaller by the second.


Three

Trent had always thought of himself as normal. A little too quiet, a little too small. Not ugly, just…forgettable. The kind of guy who blended in with the background. He hadn’t been hated or bullied, not exactly. Just overlooked. And somewhere along the way, he’d gotten used to it. He’d told himself he didn’t need to be the kind of guy people noticed.

But now…

Now he was becoming someone else entirely.

The changes hadn’t stopped. They slowed, somewhat, but they never stopped. Every morning, he woke with more changes, his transformation progressing day by day. Sometimes it was small, the brush of his hair against the back of his neck, longer now, wavier, softer. Sometimes it was bigger, the curve of his hips more pronounced, his waist tighter, his thighs thicker, breasts fuller, his face gentler and almost… luminous.

He’d catch himself in the mirror and pause, breath caught. The boy he’d been was vanishing, piece by piece, and what replaced him was someone beautiful.

It was impossible to ignore the feminine shape forming beneath his clothes, the way his chest was rounding subtly, nipples getting longer, fatter, the way his ass swelled behind him in a way that caused his clothes to stretch around his new curves. His body moved differently now too, instinctual, swaying and wiggling without conscious effort. He didn’t try to sway his hips, they just did. His spine arched more easily, making his tits stick out. His arms rested in looser, softer postures.

He was becoming graceful and he loved it.

He told himself he shouldn’t. That this was terrifying, unknown, unnatural.

Yet every time he caught sight of his reflection, something deep in his gut seemed almost to growl. Every time his thighs brushed together or his hoodie pulled tight across his chest or his jeans stretched over his ass, a quiet thrill ran through him.

He started wearing baggier clothes, hoodies two sizes too big, sweatpants cinched tight at the waist. But that only helped so much. People still noticed. In class. In the dining hall. In the dorms. They looked at him differently now.

Not with confusion. With interest.

They watched the way he walked, graceful, smooth, hips rolling, ass swaying, his shoulders loose and his strut confident. He caught people staring. Guys. Girls.

They turned to look as he passed, heads tilted, mouths parted. The attention felt dangerous. Exhilarating. Sometimes it made his thighs clench with heat. Sometimes it made his heart race with fear.

But he didn’t hide.

He walked with his chin lifted. Let himself strut a little, even when he told himself not to. He couldn’t help it. There was something alive in him now, something predatory and poised. He moved like someone who knew they were desirable.

And God, he was.

He could smell it on them.

It had started slowly, hints of shampoo and deodorant sharper than usual. Then he started noticing more, the scent of sweat, musk, the raw tang of arousal. Some people carried it like perfume. A boy in tight jeans, watching him, biting his pen. A girl at the coffee shop, chewing her lip as she waited in line. Their scents told him everything, who they were, what they wanted. They wanted him.

It was intoxicating. And confusing.

Because even with all that hunger simmering around him, none of it compared to his scent.

The creature from the woods. The monster that had bitten him. The Alpha.

Its scent had followed him from the moment he woke after the bite. Subtle at first, just a hint on the wind, a whisper through the leaves, it had grown stronger, more insistent, more demanding.

It was everywhere now. Lurking just at the edge of his senses. He’d catch it outside his dorm. On the way to class. Near the cafeteria. Thick and wild and male, like damp earth and smoke and something animal beneath it. No one else seemed to notice.

But Trent did. It made his knees weak.

He would stop mid-step, breath caught, scanning the crowd for some sign. Some shadow between buildings. A glint of eyes in the trees. A figure at the edge of his vision.

But there was never anything. Just the scent. Lingering. Teasing. It infuriated him.

It aroused him.

Days passed. He lost track of how many. He tried to keep to his regular schedule but it was hard to concentrate. He ate voraciously, craving meat. He couldn’t sleep.

His dreams were a blur of moonlight and fur, of being chased and caught and held down. He would wake up sweaty and aching, his fingers tangled in the sheets, his body trembling in need.

The hunger never left him. It coiled under his skin like molten lead. He would sit in class, thighs pressed together, skin tingling, and imagine what it would be like to be taken again. Not just claimed. Transformed. Finished.

And yet, the Alpha didn’t come. There was only the scent. It drove him half-mad.

He found himself staring at his classmates, watching the curve of a neck, the shape of a mouth. Wondering what it would be like to touch, to bite, to be bitten. His own scent was changing too. He could smell it on himself, sweeter, thicker. Feminine, but not soft. Like heat. Like sex. He caught others breathing it in, pupils dilating, their bodies reacting though they remained unaware of the cause.

He kept moving, pretending not to notice. He could see how his new body chemistry was affecting people though. Could sense it.

Inside, he was burning.

On the fifth day, he almost snapped. Walking home from class, dusk falling, the air cool and golden. He passed the edge of the woods, the trees tall and still.

The scent hit him like a wall. He stumbled to a stop, eyes wide, heart hammering. It was strong this time. Fresh. As if the Alpha had only just passed through. It filled his lungs, his mouth, his throat. He moaned softly, biting down on his own fist.

“Where are you?” He whispered, voice trembling.

No answer. No sound.

Just the forest. And the scent.

He turned and ran the rest of the way to his dorm, thighs trembling, sweat beading at the small of his back.

He didn’t know what was happening to him.

But he couldn’t go back. Not now. Not when he was finally becoming something.

Not when the Alpha was so close.

Trent didn’t have time to worry about that too much though. There was something else on his mind. His fraternity, the one he’d only just been accepted into, was throwing a party.

Or rather, they were throwing him a party, to celebrate his surviving the night and to welcome him. He had to get ready because he was going to be the centre of attention, the guest of honour. It was all Trent had ever wanted, and yet… it felt almost hollow.
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The frat house pulsed with music and heat.

Bass thrummed through the floorboards, and lights flickered in saturated colours across moving bodies. The air was thick with sweat, alcohol, perfume, cheap beer, and something else, adrenaline, maybe. Or desire. Or both. The party was in full swing, the house overflowing with students, laughter, and limbs tangled in dance and drink and flirtation.

Trent stood near the wall, a cup in hand, oversized hoodie drawn tightly around him like armour. He knew he shouldn’t have come. He should have made an excuse. With everything that was going on with him he should have made an excuse, but… how could he?

This was supposed to be everything he wanted. The invitation had come three days ago, scrawled on a flyer and pressed into his palm by one of the brothers, grinning wide.

You did it, man. Survived the haunted woods. You’re one of us now. Come celebrate. Everyone’s gonna want to meet the guy who camped out there alone.

He was a legend, apparently. A dare completed. A test passed. His name had spread like wildfire through campus whispers. Some people even said he’d fought off a bear. Others said he’d gone feral and howled at the moon.

No one knew the truth. Not even he knew the truth, not really.

He hadn’t told anyone what really happened. What he saw. What bit him. What was changing him. Even though he could no longer deny it. It was a secret burning a hole in him, and it was all he could think about. And… that was why he’d come to the party.

Because he thought it might help. Because it would be a distraction. It would get his mind off it all. It would be like returning to his old self, returning to the thing he’d wanted for so long. Maybe being wanted by humans would be enough to drown the memory of the Alpha’s scent in his lungs.

Yet, it wasn’t.

The house was full of beautiful people. Girls in crop tops and glitter, boys in muscle shirts and tight jeans, all moving with the careless ease of people who had never been hunted, who’d always known what it was to be wanted. They danced, laughed, drank, kissed. The air smelled like smoke and hormones.

Trent should’ve felt triumphant. Instead, he felt hollow.

Still, they noticed him. Oh, they did.

He got everything he’d always thought he wanted.

Even in the baggy hoodie and sweats, eyes turned when he passed. Some of them recognised him from the dare. Some just stared. He was aware of it now, the way his hips rolled even when he tried to walk normally, the sway of his ass, the too-pretty shape of his face. He caught a girl staring at his lips. A boy glanced at his chest, confused by the soft mounds pressing beneath the fabric. Another guy whispered something to his friend and they both laughed, eyes following Trent as he moved down the hallway.

He drank to blot it all out. He drank more than he should have.

Two shots in the kitchen. Half a beer someone handed him. Something pink and sugary in the living room.

He started to feel floaty. Warm. The heat in his belly that had haunted him for days rose again, this time dulled by alcohol and the crush of bodies around him. The scent of sweat and lust clung to the walls. He started to relax, just a little, just enough to breathe.

That’s when he saw him.

Leaning against the door frame, a drink in hand, laughing at something someone had said, a guy. Just an ordinary guy.

Tall. Muscular. Blond. His sleeves were rolled up to reveal thick forearms, and the V of his shirt hinted at a sculpted chest. His jaw was sharp, his smile cocky. He looked like the kind of frat boy Trent used to avoid.

It wasn’t how he looked that caught Trent’s attention though. It was how he smelled. He smelled like…

Trent blinked. Stepped closer.

There it was. Faint. Not the same. But similar. Similar enough.

Not the Alpha. But enough.

That deep, earthy musk, faint under the cologne. Just a shadow of the wild scent that had haunted Trent since that night. A memory made flesh.

He didn’t think. Just moved.

The guy noticed him. His smile widened.

“Hey.” He said, voice low, smooth, warm.

Trent tilted his head, heart pounding, heat blooming low in his belly again. Was he really about to do what his body was demanding?

“Hi.” Trent said, voice soft, seductive.

“You’re the guy, right? The woods guy?” The man leaned closer, eyes flicking down Trent’s body, curiosity sparking. “That was badass.”

Trent smiled, slow and dangerous, even as his cheeks flushed.

“Yeah, that’s me.”

He didn’t remember what they talked about after that. Maybe nothing. Maybe it didn’t matter. The guy, was it Ryan, maybe, or Brian, Trent wasn’t interested in names, offered him another drink. He refused. He was already spinning. But when Ryan, or Brian, brushed a hand against his arm, Trent didn’t pull away.

He leaned in. Close enough to breathe him in.

The scent was wrong. Clean. Processed. But there was enough of a hint beneath to satisfy him, maybe, the reek of musk, sweat. It was almost enough. It stirred something feral and lonely inside him. Trent needed it to be enough.

Trent made a choice.

He reached for Ryan’s hand.

“Come with me.” He said.

They slipped through the crowd and out the back door into the night.
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The yard was empty, shadows long under a waning moon. Crickets hummed in the grass. The cool air hit Trent’s flushed skin like a kiss. He backed Ryan into the tree near the fence, barely waiting for permission, lips parted.

Ryan’s hands found Trent’s hips.

“You’re… god, you’re wild…”

The guy was grinning, clearly enamoured with Trent, delighting in his ferocity and want.

Trent pushed him back against the tree with more force than he meant to. Ryan laughed at first, a low, eager sound, but there was a hint of nervousness there suddenly.

Trent was small, thin, pretty. His grip was surprisingly forceful.

Ryan, or maybe Brian, was obviously used to being the one in charge but Trent wasn’t into that. He knew what he wanted. The pinned Ryan in place and his laughter turned breathless when Trent’s hands gripped the front of his shirt. Trent pulled him down into a kiss that was all teeth.

This wasn’t sweet or slow. It was hunger.

Trent didn’t know what he was doing. There was nothing mindful or rational about it. He knew only what his body needed. He was acting on instinct. A whole new set of instincts that were coming online. Wild, ravenous instincts.

The ache in his thighs, the heat behind his eyes, the pounding in his chest, all of it told him what he needed. And the scent, that hint of the Alpha beneath Ryan’s sweat, was close enough to trick his instincts into thinking this might help. Might ease it. Might sate the hunger.

Ryan moaned, surprised, as Trent kissed him hard, lips parting, tongue sliding deep. Trent bit his bottom lip, not gently. He growled softly at the taste of blood, fingers curling in the guy’s shirt like claws. His whole body pressed flush against him, pinning him in place. He rode the friction like it was air, gasping into Ryan’s mouth.

Trent’s cock throbbed as he ground his body against Ryan’s, and he felt Ryan’s cock swelling, getting hard. Ryan shifted as he kissed back, his hands moving, one sliding around Trent’s waist, the other drifting lower, down towards the swell of Trent’s hip, his ass. His plush, womanly, magnificent ass. The one he’d been trying to hide.

Trent froze.

“No.” Trent snapped, grabbing Ryan’s wrist mid-motion.

The sharpness of his own voice startled him. Something low and animal twisted in his gut. Ryan looked confused.

“Sorry.” Ryan said, blinking, “I thought—”

Trent forced a smile, a chuckle.

“I didn’t say you could touch me.” Trent’s voice was soft, beguiling, seductive, but also forceful.

He didn’t let go of the guy’s wrist.

Ryan gave a shaky laugh.

“Okay. Damn. You’re really into this, huh?”

You have no idea. Trent thought.

He knew what he wanted, something to sate the ravenous need, but at the same time, he was still rational and clear-headed enough to know that he couldn’t let Ryan touch him, couldn’t let him feel what was under the baggy clothes.

Trent might have liked his new body, a lot, but he still wasn’t sure what was happening, how he was supposed to explain it. He was still… cautious. It was his secret.

Slowly Trent loosened his grip but didn’t back away. Instead, he shoved Ryan’s hand to the side and leaned in again, kissing him harder. He kept control this time.

He did the touching. One hand tangled in the guy’s hair, the other gripping his shoulder, forcing him still.

He didn’t want comfort. He didn’t want tenderness.

He wanted to devour. He wanted to be devoured… but he knew Ryan was not the right man for that job, so he was going to make do with what he had.

Trent kissed like something wild. Grinding against Ryan’s throbbing cock, nails like claws half-bared, breath ragged.

His hoodie hid the truth, his rising curves, the way his body no longer fit the shape they might expect. As much as Trent savoured his new body, the shape, the curve, the swell, the soft skin and the pleasure it was capable of, he remained terrified Ryan might feel it.

The width of his breeding hips. The soft cushion of his luscious ass, the firm fullness of his breasts, the hard nubs of his stiff nipples. His was not the shape of a boy anymore. It was something else, something better, something sexier.

And Trent felt sexier. He felt wanton and feral. He felt powerful.

So he didn’t let Ryan touch. Not there. Nowhere important.

He just took what he wanted. Rough. Greedy. Desperate.

His teeth found Ryan’s throat and scraped, just enough to bruise. One of his hands roamed down to Ryan’s crotch, the firm thickness of his cock, throbbing.

Trent had never touched another man’s cock before, but there was no doubt, no hesitation. Just want, hunger, lust.

His fingers closed around the girth and he stroked through the fabric of the jeans.

Ryan moaned into the kiss, thrusting into Trent’s grip. Trent could feel the rising lust, could smell it. It was almost enough. This would quell the cravings, the need, would help ease the fire inside him that had been growing day by day.

Trent knew what he needed. Too much. Part of him fought against his new cravings, the old part of him. It was a small part though. The larger, louder, stronger part wanted… cock.

His body howled for more.

Trent broke the kiss and dropped to his knees, holding Brian, or was it Ryan, he didn’t really care, in place. He fumbled with the belt, the buttons, the zipper, pulled Ryan’s jeans and underwear down, freeing his cock.

It was hard, thick, long, throbbing. It was a pretty good cook, enough to satisfy him, yet… it wasn’t the cock he wanted.

He wanted the cock of the one who bit him. Who marked him.

Ryan was a poor substitute. A shadow. But he’d do…

Trent reached out to wrap his fingers around Ryan’s girth and stroked. He felt his cock get harder, thicker, throbbing, heard his gasps of pleasure, smelt his lust.

It was delicious. It was almost enough.

Trent kept going, mouth opening, hot and wet, his own moan rising as the pleasure built. He moved forward, let his tongue graze along the length of Ryan’s cock, feeling it pulse. And then… he engulfed it, sealing his lips tight, sucking.

Spit pooled and Ryan thrust, fucking Trent’s mouth. Trent felt a surge of frustration, shame, fury.

He wasn’t in control. Not really. He was starving.

He began to work his lips, tongue, sucking Ryan’s cock, head bobbing up and down. He could feel his instincts taking over, his hunger, the pleasure of it all. His mouth thrummed, his pouty lips tingling.

His mouth was so wet. He took more of Ryan’s cock, felt the tip press at the back of his throat as the other man thrust deep. Trent gave in to curiosity. He took more.

The tip of Ryan’s cock entered his throat, stretching it, pulsing. Trent swallowed, felt his body accepting it, knowing what to do, eager for cock, craving it.

The scent filled his nose. It was close enough but also… not.

Nothing he took would satisfy him. Not until he came back. His Alpha.

Yet Trent was starving, wild. He needed cock, cum. He worked his mouth up and down, tongue lapping, lips tight, swallowing Ryan’s length. He could feel Ryan fucking, thrusting, trying to fuck deeper.

Trent let him use his mouth. He knew he could stop anytime he wanted. The other man was no match for his new strength. He was only in control because Trent allowed it, enjoyed it, the feel of his cock thrusting in and out of his mouth.

Trent sucked, feeling heat rising in his body, pleasure, lust, desire. He felt alive in a way he’d never felt before. It was almost enough to dull his hunger, his need.

“Fuck… you’re really fucking good at that. I’m… I’m going to cum.”

Trent took that as his sign to work harder. He pressed his head down, engulfing all of Ryan’s cock, swallowing, milking. He felt it throb, swell, felt Ryan’s hips fuck, and then… he was cumming.

Trent swallowed, eager, tasting the sweet, salty tang of Ryan’s spunk on the back of his tongue. His cock was cumming down his throat, pulsing over and over and over.

The feel of it, the pleasure, made Trent’s body shiver with delight. He kept swallowing until every last drop was in his belly, warm, sticky, thick.

He eased his head back, letting the slowly softening cock ease out of his throat, sucking to capture every last morsel of cum. The tip of the cock left the seal of his lips with an audible pop.

Ryan stood in a stupor, dumbstruck by the pleasure, by the experience. Trent felt powerful, sexy, hot. Like a predator.

Trent pulled Ryan’s trousers back up, tucking his cock away, then rose to stand. Trent kissed Ryan one last time. Fierce. Needy. Teeth and heat and hunger.

His body moved on instinct, pressing close, grinding. He was sated, but… he was still hungry. It wasn’t enough. Something was missing.

The smell. The texture. The rhythm.

He kissed harder, trying to chase it. To force it.

Trent pulled back. Stared at him.

The blue eyes, the smooth face, the shallow scent.

It wasn’t him.

It wasn’t the Alpha.

He stepped back suddenly, breath heaving. Trent shook his head.

“Wait… what’s wrong?” Ryan said, confused.

Trent blinked.

“I’m sorry.” He said. “That was fun, but…”

“Did I do something—?”

“No.” Trent said, voice shaking. “No. You’re just… you’re just not what I need.”

Trent turned and ran.

He ran back into the house, through the crowd, and out. He ran, fast, all the way back to his dorm room, to the bathroom. He was barely out of breath, his pulse steady, though quick.

Trent locked the door behind him with trembling hands.

He stared at himself in the mirror, chest rising and falling, lips swollen, eyes bright.

His body burned with frustration. With unspent desire. With longing.

He could still feel the heat and the weight of Ryan’s cum in his belly. He wanted… more.

He wanted someone to claim him.

He pressed a hand to his chest. His heart pounded. He took a deep breath and… he caught that scent.

The Alpha was still out there.

He knew his hunger would return. That meal was only a morsel compared to the real thing. His need was only going to grow until he got what he needed.

He needed his mate.


Four

Trent woke up already hard, hips grinding slowly into the sheets, his lips parted with a soft, involuntary whimper. Memories of the night before still lingered, the feel of the cock in his mouth, cumming, wallowing, the girth stretching his throat.

His body ached, yearned. He’d gone to bed sated, barely, belly full of cum, emotions raging, confused, but unbelievably aroused. He’d touched himself, played with himself, teased his new body, and he’d cum harder than he’d ever cum before. After that, he’d fallen into a deep sleep.

A sleep plagued by dreams. Dreams of being taken, claimed, bred.

The air in his dorm room was still heavy with his own scent, sweet and musky, tinged with salt and the faint aftertaste of sweat and lust. The hoodie he’d worn to the party was on the floor, crumpled and sour, and his thighs ached in that deep, satisfied way that came only after giving in to something he’d been denying for too long.

He lay there, panting softly, still half-asleep, dreams fading from his mind, dreams of heat and moonlight and teeth. The memory of the previous night tangled with it, impossible to separate now. The way he’d pushed that boy against the tree. The hunger. The kiss. The biting. His cock…

He squeezed his eyes shut, groaning quietly.

He felt... less sated than he had been.

Yet, for the first time in days, that low, feral ache under his skin had quieted. Not gone, just softened. Like a fire finally quenched, enough to take the edge off. He could still feel the ghost of it, curled low in his belly, but it wasn’t consuming him anymore.

Still, it hadn’t been enough.

Already, he felt the craving returning. Gentle at first, like a pulse. Becoming sharper. Stronger.

No matter how hard he kissed that boy, how hard he’d made him cum, it wasn’t him. It wasn’t the Alpha.

The scent hadn’t filled him right. The taste had been wrong. His body had responded anyway, greedily, but the hollowness had returned before he even fell asleep.

He was already feeling his hunger gnawing at him. His desire, his lust, his need. Trent rolled onto his back, pulling the sheets up over his chest, and glanced at the clock. Late. Again.

He had class.

He dragged himself out of bed and stumbled to the mirror, fingers rubbing sleep from his eyes, and froze.

His breath caught in his throat.

The changes had continued. They had gotten worse. A lot worse.

His body was utterly smooth, flawless, lush.

His hips were unmistakable now, wide, full, flaring out from his trim waist in a way no oversized hoodie could hide. His thighs were thick, pressed close together, soft and plush. His chest had swelled further, still small, but enough to fill his palms now.

His face had gone from androgynous to... pretty. Not in a passing way. Beautiful. Smooth skin, long lashes, pillowy lips still faintly bruised from the kiss.

His hair curled in messy waves past his chin now. He touched it with trembling fingers, watching as it bounced softly.

It was him. Still him. But also... not.

He dressed in layers, doing his best to hide his new form, wearing baggy jeans, hoodie, a scarf and a baseball cap even though it wasn’t that cold. He kept his head down as he crossed campus, heart hammering. He couldn’t shake the feeling that people were watching him.

And worse, they were.

In the halls. In the lecture theatre. Whispers that didn’t quite reach his ears. He caught eyes flicking toward him, away again. Some people stared outright. Some just smelled too aware of him.

Do they know? He thought to himself.

He sat near the back of the room, thighs pressed together, trying not to fidget. The fabric of his jeans was tight in places it hadn’t been the week before, the waistband biting into his hips. His chest ached faintly under the compression of his braless hoodie. Every shift in his seat reminded him of how soft he’d become. How different.

He wanted to hide.

And yet…

Part of him didn’t.

There was a thrill in the attention. Even through the fear, the shame, the confusion, he could feel it, that tiny flame of power rising inside him. The way his body moved differently now, how people turned when he walked. How he could take what he wanted, like he had last night. That boy’s wide eyes. His gasp. The way he melted under Trent’s hands.

The way his cock had throbbed, pulsed, cumming down Trent’s throat.

Trent pressed his thighs together, hard, squirming, blushing. Heat spread through him at the memory.

He’d never even kissed a guy before. He’d never kissed anyone like that. Not with teeth, with tongue, with hunger. And he’d liked it.

He’d liked all of it. The way Ryan’s, or was it Brian’s, cock had felt, hard, throbbing, cumming. Thick and long, between his lips, on his tongue, on his throat.

Trent had liked it.

That truth echoed through him like a drumbeat. He couldn’t deny it. His skin still tingled from the memory. It hadn’t been wrong. It had been real. More real than anything he’d ever done with a girl. There had been no fumbling, no pretending, no trying.

Just want. Pure and simple. Lust…

And that scared him more than anything else.

What was he becoming?

It was more than just physical, though that alone was enough to make his head spin. His body was caught in some surreal halfway point between the boy he used to be and someone else entirely. But emotionally, mentally, he could feel it. Things were shifting, waking up, his desire, his need, unravelling him.

The craving that started with the bite had grown into something more. Something... vast and powerful. Something wild. Something free.

That was the terrifying part. The shame still came in waves. He hadn’t forgotten how people used to look at him, or how hard he’d tried to be normal, and he remembered the loneliness. The envy. The silence.

But now, for the first time, he didn’t feel invisible.

He felt seen.

And part of him loved it. That part, the part that was relishing in the changes, what was happening, was getting stronger, louder, and it scared him, but at the same time… he was excited. He was excited by what he was becoming.

As the lecture ended Trent realised he’d been daydreaming again and he barely remembered what was said. He packed his bag with shaky hands and left in a daze, heading across campus toward the library, trying to avoid stares.

But the scent hit him again, his scent. The Alpha.

Faint this time. A trace on the breeze. From the woods again, as always.

His knees almost buckled.

He bit down on his lip to stifle a moan, the hunger spiking fast, sudden, like a switch flipped. His thighs clenched. His breath caught.

He couldn’t take much more of this. If the Alpha didn’t come soon he didn’t know what he’d do. But he knew it wouldn’t be human.
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By the end of the second week, Trent barely recognised himself. It had been just over two weeks since his night in the woods, the full moon, the bite, and so much had changed.

It seemed impossible, but the proof was undeniable. He was transformed.

He hadn’t dared undress fully in front of the mirror in days. It was easier not to look. But even in his usual uniform of baggy sweats, oversized hoodies, scarves, jackets, and his now ubiquitous baseball cap, his body betrayed him.

Every curve swelled further with each day. His hips were wide and round and his waist was pinched in sharp relief. His ass was impossible to hide now, thick, high, perfectly heart-shaped, and it jiggled slightly when he walked in a way that Trent felt and that he knew others could see.

His thighs were heavy and soft, brushing against each other when he walked despite his wider hips. His chest filled his shirts with undeniable weight, large and unmistakable, straining at even his baggiest clothes.

They were full, pert, teardrops that seemed almost to defy gravity, topped with thick, puffy, hard nipples that would cause thrills of pleasure as fabric grazed over them. Trent could feel the heft of them with each movement, the bounce of them. He knew he should probably have been wearing a bra but he hadn’t dared to buy any feminine clothes.

He didn’t know what he was doing and he was trying to keep it a secret. So, instead, they swung free, swaying and bouncing, a constant sensual reminder of what was happening to him, his nipples teased by cloth, keeping him constantly on edge.

His face was delicate and symmetrical, framed by long, tousled hair that now reached down past his shoulders. His lashes curled, his lips looked constantly kiss-bruised, bee-stung. Even his voice had softened, barely a whisper of the boy he’d once been.

He still had his cock, but... even that had changed.

It was smaller now. Sensitive in strange, unfamiliar ways. Less like a weapon and more like a pleasure point. It responded to everything. To scent. To sound. To thought.

He was, he realised, no longer a boy. Yet, he was not quite a woman.

He was something else entirely.

The hunger was constant. Gnawing. Throbbing. Some days it built so sharply he could barely sit still in class, thighs pressing together under the desk, hands clenched in his lap. The scent of people around him, cologne, arousal, sweat, was dizzying.

Tempting. But wrong.

They weren’t him. They weren’t his mate. He knew he could satisfy his need with them but it was like feasting on fast food, on junk food. What he wanted was a banquet.

In the end, he found it easier to avoid people altogether.

He ignored the notes left on his dorm door.

You okay?

Missed you at lunch.

Frat party Friday, you coming?

He let the messages stack up on his phone, unopened.

He’d got everything he wanted, all he’d hoped for, but none of it interested him. He should have been moving into the fraternity house. Should have been partying, scoring with girls, maybe even boys. He should have been making the most of his fame.

Instead, he lived in the library.

Tucked away in corners. Hood pulled low. Breath shallow. Pretending to read while his body ached with tension.

And when that wasn’t enough, when the energy coiled too tight and threatened to tear him open, he ran.

Through campus. Past the track. Into the woods.

He ran until his lungs burned, until sweat soaked his shirt and tears stung his eyes, hoping he could outrun whatever was happening to him.

But he couldn’t because his body didn’t tire anymore.

As he became more feminine, more beautiful, more sexual, he grew stronger.

Faster.

Wilder.

He would sprint for hours, heart racing, muscles singing, and return only more alive.

He would collapse on his bed and moan into his pillow, rocking against the mattress, soaked in sweat and scent and desperate need.

He stopped sleeping. He stopped thinking.

By the end of the second week, he was barely human. He was something new, something wild and feral and ravenous. He frightened himself, and at the same time… it excited him.

And then, on Friday night, everything changed.

It was past midnight, the campus silent, sky clear and cold above him. He was walking alone, headphones in, hands buried in his sleeves, trying to pretend his body wasn’t humming with heat.

That’s when he smelled him.

Not faint.

Not distant.

Here. The Alpha was close.

Trent stopped walking.

His head snapped up.

The scent hit him like a punch to the gut. Raw. Rich. Wild. Not memory. Not imagination.

Real.

The Alpha was close.

He gasped, staggering forward. His knees went weak, his thighs clenched. The scent was thick, almost oily in the air, dark earth, spice, sweat, rain. It flooded his lungs, made his cock twitch, his nipples harden beneath his shirt.

He doubled over, groaning softly, gripping his stomach. His whole body yearned, alive with need and hunger and lust.

It was too much.

Too close.

Without thinking, he ran.

Not away.

Toward.

Down the hill, across the lawn, past the chapel. His feet found the path into the woods before his brain could catch up. The scent twisted through the trees like a ribbon. Every step fed it. Every breath brought him deeper into it.

He ran faster.

Ahead of him, something ran, leading him on a chase, a hunt. Only this time he was the one hunting. His heart sang.

Branches tore at his arms. Roots pulled at his ankles. The moon was high, but he barely saw it. All he saw was him. All he smelled was him.

Desire clawed at his skin. He stumbled, scraped his palm, kept going. Sweat streamed down his back. His hair clung to his neck.

He didn’t know how long he ran. He just knew the thrill, the joy, the freedom. He was a wild thing, feral and ravenous, free.

Time folded.

All he knew was heat. Need.

And him.

He crashed through the underbrush into a clearing… and stopped.

Trent’s chest heaved, tits rising and falling, jiggling, his nipples hard, straining at the baggy cloth of his hoodie. His eyes were wide.

He scanned the treeline. The scent was thickest here.

He turned in a circle, heart pounding, searching the shadows.

Nothing.

But he felt it.

Not just the scent. The presence.

The Alpha was watching.

Somewhere just beyond the trees.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t need to.

Trent’s legs trembled.

His lips parted.

He dropped to his knees, unthinking, head bowed.

It wasn’t submission.

It was instinct.

A full-body answer to a call that had lived in him since the bite.

And somewhere in the dark, something moved.
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“You found me.”

A voice said. Deep. Smooth. Like thunder wrapped in silk.

“I am… impressed. You are fast and strong. I knew I picked well.”

Trent looked up.

And there he was.

The Alpha.

He stepped into the moonlight without fear, fully human but not human, taller than any man Trent had ever seen, shoulders wide, body honed like it had been carved from night and power.

His chest was bare, muscles ridged and powerful, scarred in places, glistening faintly with sweat. His face was achingly beautiful, angular and fierce, framed with dark, tousled hair. His eyes glowed with a feral gold that made Trent’s stomach twist.

Trent remembered those eyes. They had been different last time, more bestial, but they were the same, the same fierce intelligence, the same depth of passion, the same longing, the same hunger.

Yet, it was his scent that dropped Trent’s jaw open. The pure, concentrated musk of him hit like a drug. Earth. Smoke. Salt. Rain. Lust.

Trent shuddered on his knees, every cell alive with hunger.

“I’ve been watching you.” the Alpha said, stepping closer. “Since the first week you arrived. I could smell it on you. That spark. That wildness.”

Trent swallowed hard, his hands trembling at his sides.

“You chased me.” the Alpha continued, circling slowly. “And you didn’t stop. You felt me. Through the crowds, through the noise. Even in your sleep. You followed your instinct. Just like I knew you would.”

His voice dropped, intimate.

“You’ve done well. You’re ready now.”

Trent could barely breathe. His body was burning, aching, desperate. But he didn’t move. Didn’t pounce. Every muscle was trembling with restraint.

“You were waiting for me.” Trent whispered, voice soft and hoarse.

“I was.” the Alpha said. “But I couldn’t come to you until you proved yourself. I don’t want a pet. I don’t want a slave. I want a mate. Someone wild. Someone strong enough to chase me. Fierce enough to take what she wants. I need someone who burns like I do.”

He crouched low in front of Trent, golden eyes boring into his.

“And you do.” He murmured. “By the gods, you do.”

Trent’s breath hitched.

“I’m still… changing.” He said, his voice small. “I don’t know what I am. Who I’m becoming. What… what’s happening to me?”

The Alpha smiled.

“You are becoming what you were always meant to be. I didn’t make you. This, what is happening to you, it is not a curse, it is not my will. I only unlocked you. The first time I smelled you, saw you, I knew who you were. I’ve been waiting so long for you.”

Trent looked up, into those wild golden eyes.

“Do you not feel it? This was always in you. This power, this wildness, this ferocity. You were not meant to be small and tame. They lied to you, tricked you, made you think you were something less than ordinary, when the truth was you were always exceptional. In you burns fire, passion. In you, I see my equal. What you are becoming is… who you always were, just made manifest. It is as much your doing as it is mine.”

Trent blinked. The words spun in his head, yet he knew there was truth in them. He knew it as an instinct. It made sense.

Why else did it all feel so right?

Everything that had happened to him was impossible. It was like fiction, only… it was real. He could feel it, see it every time he looked in the mirror. He had been hiding it but that wasn’t the same as denying it.

He had been hiding because he didn’t know how to explain it, because he didn’t want to share it. It was his, his and his mate’s.

Though there had been feelings of shame, confusion, anxiety, they had been small compared to the thrill, the excitement, the joy. He’d hidden in baggy clothes, had hidden because it was too much to process, to take in, impossible to understand, but there’d always been the foundation of how right it felt.

His new body was… him.

He felt more alive than he’d ever felt. He felt comfortable in his own skin in a way he never had before. He felt like he was finally emerging from the cocoon he’d spent his whole life wrapped in. He felt alive.

Fully alive, for the first time maybe ever.

“The transformation is nearly done. But it’s not complete. There’s one thing left.”

The Alpha reached out slowly and cupped Trent’s jaw.

Trent closed his eyes, exhaling a soft moan. The Alpha’s touch was hot and grounding. His scent soaked into Trent’s skin like sunlight into earth.

“I want to see you.” The Alpha said softly. “All of you. If you’ll let me.”

Trent hesitated. His hands shook as he gripped the hem of his hoodie. For a moment, he faltered, shame flickering like an old ghost. He knew what was being asked of him.

Trent took a deep breath, inhaling the Alpha’s scent, then opened his eyes and met the Alpha’s eyes again.

He shifted, rose to his feet, and then… began to undress. He pulled his hoodie over his head. Lifted the shirt beneath. Let his baggy sweats fall to the ground.

Piece by piece, layer by layer, he let himself be seen.

Moonlight kissed his skin, smooth, soft, glowing, flawless. He was naked, utterly naked in the glade.

His body was fully feminine now, save for the last vestige between his legs, small and sensitive, like an afterthought. His breasts were full and high, curved gently on his chest, magnificent. His hips flared wide. His waist cinched narrow. Thighs thick, ass plush and round.

A body built to be held. Touched. Claimed and bred.

He stood naked before the Alpha, trembling.

The Alpha stared. Reverent. Silent for a long moment.

“You are… breathtaking.” He said, voice low and awed.

He stepped closer.

“Beautiful. Strong. Wild. Perfect.”

Trent flushed, tears pricking at his lashes. He felt his heart swell, thumping in his chest. His breast rose and fell and he was shaking, bare feet in the lush grass.

The Alpha undressed with quiet ceremony, pulling his pants down, baring his magnificent form beneath the moon. He was sculpted, every inch muscle and motion. Broad chest, carved abs, thick thighs, cock heavy and erect, dripping at the tip.

Masculine perfection.

Trent’s breath stuttered in his throat. His knees weakened.

“I want you.” The Alpha said. “Not just for tonight. I want you with me. Forever. By my side. As my mate.”

His voice dropped lower.

“Will you join me?”

Trent felt strange, head spinning. So much was changing. Was he really willing to let go of everything he’d ever known to become something new, someone new, someone… wild and free and beautiful?

Yet, he’d already started to leave it behind. He wasn’t Trent anymore. Not exactly. Not fully. No longer the person he’d once been. He was becoming.

All the things he’d wanted, longed for, he’d got. He'd been accepted into the fraternity. People knew him, knew his name. Yet, none of that mattered, not anymore.

All he had to do was accept the Alpha’s offer. Leave it all behind. Become someone new. Not Trent. Someone… feminine.

And, when he looked deep into his heart, he realised that she wanted that more than anything.

“Yes.” She whispered, voice thick with emotion. “God, yes. I’ve wanted you since you chased me. Since you bit me. All I’ve wanted was you.”

The Alpha stepped into her arms and then… he kissed her.

It was fire.

Their mouths met with heat and reverence, tongue and teeth, lips parting in perfect rhythm. Her body melted into his, her curves fitting perfectly against his angles. His hands cupped her waist, then her face, then her breasts, reverent, tender, worshipful.

She moaned into his mouth, biting his bottom lip, pulling him closer. His hand groped, fingers digging into the meat of her tits, roaming down to her ass, gripping her tight, pulling her into him. Her body sang.

“I’ve waited for you.” She said. “Every night.”

He kissed down her jaw, her neck, her collarbone. Her head fell back. Her nails dug into his shoulders.

Then his teeth grazed her throat and... he bit.

Hard.

Pain and pleasure collided. Her scream caught in her throat, raw and blissful. The bite tore through her, not just flesh but essence. The last tether to who she was snapped.

And something new rose to take its place.

It wasn’t just a rush.

It was a flood.

Power filled her, warm and golden and electric, pouring from the bite into every corner of her body. Her skin burned and then cooled. Her limbs trembled. Her cock pulsed once, twice, and melted into heat, into nothing, and then everything. Her whole body pulsed and shifted.

Her breasts swelled.

Her waist pulled tighter.

Her thighs widened.

Her ass expanded.

Her scent changed, no longer half-formed, no longer human.

Now hers. Now his.

Now mate.

She collapsed into his arms, shaking with pleasure and power and completion.

The Alpha held her tight.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered.

And she, at last, was. She surrendered, and everything went black, again…


Five

She woke to birdsong and sunlight.

The air in the cabin was still and warm, thick with the scent of pine, smoke, and something wild that curled into her lungs like a dream she hadn’t quite left behind. The bed beneath her creaked softly as she stirred, thick wool blankets falling from her bare shoulders.

She blinked, dazed.

Where was she?

Memory returned in a slow, golden rush, chasing the scent through the trees, the clearing, him, the kiss, the bite.

The transformation.

Her hand moved instinctively between her thighs.

Gone.

Her cock, her old body, was gone. Replaced with soft folds, slick and aching in the cool morning air. Her fingers trembled as they traced the shape of her sex, heart hammering. It was real. She was real.

Her cunt throbbed at the touch, wet and swollen, aching, more sensitive than she could have thought possible. She yearned, and her fingers lingered for a moment, dipping just barely into her cunt, teasing.

She moaned, a pulse of pleasure, but… she didn’t linger for too long. She had other things on her mind. Like…

Where was she?

She sat up slowly, gasping at the weight of her breasts, full and high, heavy enough to make her gasp when they shifted, nipples brushing air and rising hard. Her waist cinched in perfectly, flaring into hips that felt soft and wide even beneath the blankets. Her thighs touched. Her skin was smooth, pale, kissed with a subtle sheen of sweat. Every inch of her tingled with life.

There was no mirror.

But she didn’t need one.

She felt it.

Feminine. Beautiful. Complete.

Her body was a goddess’s form. Lush and sculpted for pleasure. For running. For mating. For breeding.

She rose from the bed and padded barefoot across the floor, her movements elegant and graceful, hips rolling, ass swaying, tits bouncing. She felt wanton and… fertile.

The cabin was small and hand-built, a stone hearth, a simple wooden table, a single counter with basic utensils, herbs hanging from the rafters. A window let sunlight spill across the planks.

The world beyond was green and endless.

And she was naked in it. Like a wild animal. The air was chill but… she felt no hint of cold, and no hint of shame. She was in her natural form. Perfectly at ease, perfectly comfortable.

There was food waiting on the table.

Fruit. Berries, apples, peaches still warm from the sun. And meat. So much meat. Sliced venison, thick and red and glistening, roasted birds, strips of cured flesh. She didn’t question it. Her stomach growled like thunder.

She sat and devoured.

Tore into the meat with her hands, juices running down her wrists. Bit into peaches so ripe they burst. Her teeth sank into sweet flesh and her body sang. Every bite, every swallow, was bliss. Food had never tasted like this. The fruit was sunshine. The meat was fire. Every sensation bloomed across her tongue and danced down her spine.

Even breathing felt good. The smell of grass, bark, leaves, the faint musk of the Alpha lingering in the air, it was all ecstasy.

She was alive.

More than alive.

She was new.

She finished eating, licking juice from her fingers, when the door creaked open.

And he stepped in.

The Alpha.

He filled the doorway like a vision, shirtless, sunburnt, and glowing with vitality. One hand held a skin of water, the other a haunch of fresh meat, still steaming, rich with scent, the reek of blood.

He smiled when he saw her and she, still naked and dripping with juice, rose to greet him, her skin flushed with heat.

“I brought you fresh kill.” He said, voice low and reverent. “And water. You must be starved and parched.”

“I was.” She said, breathless. “I am.”

He stepped forward and handed her the water. She drank deeply, the coolness hitting her tongue like lightning. Her whole body shuddered with pleasure.

As she breathed the scent of her mate and the fresh kill filled her lungs, making her body sing. He watched her, golden eyes soft.

“You’ve taken to it well.” He said, gaze roaming slowly, appreciatively. “More than well. You are… perfect.”

Her cheeks burned.

“I... I feel amazing.” She admitted. “Strong. Alive. Like I’ve never really lived before. Like everything before was... sleepwalking.”

He nodded once, solemn.

“That’s what it’s like. When you become what you were always meant to be.”

She hesitated.

“I… I realised I don’t even know your name.” She said. “If you… if you even have a name?”

He chuckled.

“I have a name. Not that I use it much.” He said. “But, you can call me Caleb, if you want. Or maybe you’ll find other names to call me.”

Her blush deepened. She breathed in, heart fluttering.

“And what of you?” He asked. “What should I call you? I know what your name was, once, but now?”

She shifted. She had been Trent, but that was her old life, the before. The thought of that name now was almost like a stain.

“My name’s not Trent.” She said quietly. “Not anymore.”

He cocked his head, listening, smiling, patient. She took a step closer, meeting his gaze, smiling. She was exposing herself to him. All of herself.

“It’s… Tahlia.” She said. “I’m Tahlia.”

The Alpha smiled. Slow. Wide. Proud.

“A beautiful name.” He said. “Tahlia. It suits you. I am honoured to meet you, Tahlia.”

She blushed, her whole body flushing pink.

“I was hoping.” She said, eyes shining with mischief, “Your mate might get a more enthusiastic greeting than that.”

Caleb’s smile turned feral.

“Oh?” He murmured, stepping closer. “How about I show you real enthusiasm then?”

She gasped softly as he took her into his arms, her naked body flush against his bare chest. The scent of him surrounded her instantly, hot and earthy and home. His hands slid around her waist, cupping her ass with possessive ease, pulling her tight.

“You’re mine now, Tahlia.” He growled against her throat. “All of you. Mine.”

And she, bare, breathless, reborn, melted into him.

“Show me.” She whispered. “Show me I belong.”
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Caleb’s lips hovered just above hers.

His breath, warm and slow, brushed against her cheek. The weight of his hands on her hips, gripping her ass, grounded her. The press of his chest, solid, scarred, powerful, told her this was real. This was happening. Not a dream. Not a fantasy.

But a homecoming.

Tahlia felt her heart beating in her throat, fast and full, like the fluttering of wings finally uncaged. She tilted her chin up, offering herself with trembling grace.

And he kissed her.

Not hard. Not fierce.

Soft.

At least at first.

Their mouths met with quiet reverence, lips barely parting, breath mingling, hearts pounding. Caleb kissed her like he’d been waiting lifetimes. Like he was learning the shape of her mouth by memory. Like kissing her was the answer to every question he’d ever known.

Tahlia melted into him.

The tension she’d carried, days of hiding, months of confusion, a lifetime of not knowing who she truly was, broke apart like a wave crashing over rocks. She gasped softly into his kiss, hands rising to cup his jaw, his shoulders, the heat of his neck. Her body burned with relief and need.

He deepened the kiss, tongue sliding against hers, slow and deliberate. A claiming. A communion.

She moaned.

Her body responded without thought, acting on instinct, hips grinding forward, breasts pressing into the heat of his chest. Her thighs trembled, slick with wetness. Her nipples grazed his skin, so sensitive she nearly cried out. Every nerve in her skin was open, raw, alive.

Caleb’s hands began to move.

Fingers traced along her spine. Across her waist. Up the arch of her back until he cupped the soft weight of her breasts, reverent and careful. His thumbs brushed her nipples and she gasped, hips bucking against him, head thrown back.

He kissed along her jaw, her throat, lower, licking the salt from her skin like a man worshipping at an altar.

“You are…” He whispered between kisses. “Gods, Tahlia… you are perfect.”

She flushed under his praise. Her fingers tangled in his thick hair as he lowered to his knees before her.

“I’m yours,” she breathed.

“You always were.”

He leaned forward and kissed between her thighs, just below the slick heat of her new centre, and her whole body shuddered. She let out a strangled sound, half-laugh, half-moan, overwhelmed by the flood of sensation.

His tongue grazed over skin, tasting the flood of her wetness, licking upwards. His tongue grazed over her labia, kissing, nibbling.

Talia moaned, hips fucking her cunt down onto Caleb face. His tongue pressed deep, slipping into her folds, lapping, pressing into her depths.

She felt her body tense, pleasure radiating out, a sensation like nothing she had felt before. His hands, his strong, powerful hands gripped her ass and held her as he devoured her.

She could feel his tongue, fucking into her, drinking deep, then working along to her clit, teasing, making her hips buck. Her tits bounced with the movements of her body and she gripped his hair, her legs weak.

Talia fucked her hips, grinding her cunt onto Caleb’s tongue. It was all she could have hoped for. Her Alpha, her mate, tasting her, memorising her flavour, her scent, calming her.

Her heart raced, throbbing, belly fluttering. He cunt gushed, slick and wet, hot, pulsing. She felt pleasure swell, her cunt clenching down as Caleb worked his tongue over the nub of her clit.

The pressure, the tease, the sight of him knelt between her thighs, it was all too much. Talia felt her cunt quiver, throb, and then… wetness.

She was cumming, cumming hard. It was her first climax as a woman, her first time with her mate, and it was bliss. She came hard, over and over and over.

She came and Caleb devoured her, relishing in her pleasure. His grip on her hips, ass, was so hard it was painful, but the pain and the pleasure blended to become one intoxicating sensation.

Talia came, and it was only as her climax subsided that she tugged him up by the shoulders, desperate now to taste him in return.

When their mouths met again it was different, hungrier, deeper, fire catching fire. He could taste herself on her mate’s tongue and lips.

She pushed him back, walking him toward the bed, her hands exploring. His arms were thick, veined, powerful. His chest was broad, dusted with dark hair. His abs were sharp beneath her fingers. He groaned when she kissed across his chest, then lower.

When she finally wrapped her hand around his cock, thick, pulsing, hot, he hissed through his teeth. Talia stroked, loving the power she held over her ferocious beast.

His cock throbbed, getting harder, thicker, fatter. She watched it. It was massive, beautiful, perfect. She felt her cunt quiver, needful, desperate, but first…

Talia moved, eased forward, pressed her lips to the tip of Caleb’s cock. She kissed, gently, then pressed her head down. The tip of her mate’s cock pressed between her lips, breaking the seal, and Caleb, eager, fucked his cock deep into Talia’s mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming. Talia’s mouth pulsed with pleasure, want, need. Her cunt quivered, wet and hungry.

Talia lapped, tongue working on Caleb’s girth, taking him deep. She swallowed all of him, taking his girth into her throat with almost ease. Her whole mouth lit up with pleasure, feeling her mate fuck into her face.

Her nose was full of his scent. It was intoxicating.

She sucked, gently, tasting him, the tang of precum, the depth of his musk. It was like nectar, pleasure more than any she’d known before.

She sucked him deep, let him fuck her throat, and the way it stretched her mouth as she swallowed, milking his cock, was pure radiant joy. Her mate was… magnificent.

Talia whimpered as she took Caleb’s cock into her throat, bobbing her head up and down. She felt him engorging, pulsing. She wanted his cum, wanted to taste it, wanted to feel it fill her.

His hand gripped the hair on the back of her head, pressed her down even as his hips fucked up. Talia submitted, wanting more, wanting her mate to use her, claim her. She felt his cock swell, throbbing, fucking deep.

She drooled, lips wrapped around his thickness. Her whole body ached with need, want, desire. This was her life now, the life she wanted, the life she’d always been meant for. She felt wild, feral, and… free.

“Fuck!”

Caleb almost roared, his voice a growl. His cock grew thicker, pulsing.

Talia knew what was coming. She wanted it. She sucked harder, taking his cock as deep as she could, and swallowed over and over, milking his cock.

Caleb came, hard, cock erupting. Talia savoured it, letting it pulse down her throat, hot in her belly. There was so much of it. A torrent.

She felt her body react, accepting him, savouring every drop of it. She let it fill her, craving it, the warmth and heat of it sating the hunger that had been gnawing at her for so long. And yet… it wasn’t enough.

She needed more.

Caleb’s orgasm subsided, slowing, but his cock remained hard, thick. Talia eased her lips off, the shaft wet with her spit. She could feel the cocktail of her juices and her mate’s saliva between her thighs. He cunt was throbbing.

She shifted, looking down at her lover, knowing what came next.

“I’ve never…” She whispered, cheeks flushed.

“You don’t have to know anything.” he murmured. “You’re perfect just like this.”

She stroked him, curious and reverent, his cock slick, and watched the way his breath hitched. The power of it made her dizzy. That she could do this. That this body, her true body, had this power, this grace, this hunger and desire.

He pulled her back into his arms and kissed her fiercely, devouring her gasp, pressing her down into the blankets with slow insistence.

His hands roamed her new body, learning her curves, her softness, the heat between her legs. He touched her like she was sacred. Like every inch of her was a gift.

And she was.

Tahlia had never felt more adored. More seen.

Their kiss was wet now, messy with need. Tongues sliding, teeth grazing, moans shared and swallowed. Her legs parted for him without shame. Her hips rolled with invitation. Their bodies tangled like they were made to fit.

Because they were.

This was what she’d longed for, without knowing how to name it. This was what had lived beneath her skin all those lonely years, waiting to be woken.

It wasn’t just lust. It was recognition.

He kissed her lips, then her throat, then lower, tracing his mouth across her breasts, her ribs, teeth nipping at her hard nipples. Her whole body rose to meet him. She was open, trembling, desperate.

She ached, longing for him, desperate to be filled, taken, claimed, bred. She wanted his cock inside her. She wanted her mate to take her.

“Please.” She gasped.

Caleb looked up at her, golden eyes blazing.

“I’ve got you.” He whispered. “You are mine.”

Then he kissed her again, and in his kiss, she found home.
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The world outside the cabin had gone quiet.

Only the soft rustle of leaves, the creak of the wooden cabin as it was buffeted by wind, and the low, heavy thrum of breath and heartbeat filled the air. The scent of woodsmoke, sweat, blood, and musk wrapped around them like a promise.

Tahlia sat atop before Caleb, bathed in golden light.

Her body, bare and glorious, was no longer something she feared. No longer a stranger’s shape in the mirror. No longer something to hide. It was hers, and every soft curve, every swell and stretch of new skin, every tender ache and heat and pulse, belonged.

She was no longer becoming.

She was.

She was a wild goddess.

Caleb moved beneath her, his cock still hard, slick with her spit, his eyes never leaving hers. He reached up and touched her cheek like a man touching a miracle.

“Tahlia.” he breathed, voice rough with awe. “My mate.”

She leaned into his palm, kissed it.

“I’m ready.” She whispered. “Take me. I want to be yours. Fully. Forever.”

Her voice didn’t tremble. There was no doubt left. No fear.

Only need.

Only love.

She had run for so long. From herself. From her hunger. From the call inside her bones. But now… now she stood still. And she opened her arms to it.

To him.

“I’ve waited my whole life for you.” She said.

Caleb moved, shifting. He gripped Talia’s waist, firmly, and in one swift move, he flipped her, rolling so that Talia was on her back with him on top of her. His weight pressed her down, his cock hard against her belly.

Caleb’s hands slid down her body, worshipful, slow, reverent. He cupped her breasts, kissed the hollow between them, the skin over her heart. He kissed her ribs. Her hips. Her thighs. Her cunt.

“You were never meant to be caged.” He murmured. “You were born for this.”

His lips found hers again, and this time, the kiss was not soft.

It was hunger.

It was home.

Tahlia moaned into his mouth, grinding her hips up, her body needy, eagerly pressing her bare body tight against his, her cunt begging for what she hungered for. Her nipples brushed his chest, her thighs parted instinctively. She was wet, dripping, slick and hot and open. Caleb shifted and his cock teased down, pressing between her legs, the tip running along her slick folds, throbbing at her entrance, thick and heavy and ready.

“I want to feel you inside me.” She gasped. “I want to belong to you.”

“You already do.” He growled. “But I’ll show you.”

Caleb’s mouth was hot. He kissed her, hard. He devoured her. Like a man starved. Her fingers tangled in his hair, thighs wrapping around his waist, her cunt grinding against the tip of his cock, eager to feel it, but Caleb was patient, was in control. He teased her, working his hips.

Talia’s whole body quaked under the pleasure, under the rightness of it. She came undone, legs trembling, tears streaking her cheeks, and the way he kissed her made her whimper.

She was panting, flushed and shining.

“I need you.” She moaned. “Please. Now. I need all of you.”

Caleb smiled. He shifted, lined his cock up to her entrance and paused, looking into her eyes.

“Are you mine?”

She nodded.

“I always was.”

His smile widened, like a wolf. And then…

He thrust. A slow, powerful thrust. He entered her. His cock filled her.

Tahlia gasped, her fingers clutching at his shoulders, clawing, her body arching up to take him in. He filled her completely. Stretched her wide. Fit like he’d been carved to slot inside her, like her body had bloomed to hold him.

It wasn’t pain.

It was release.

A key slipping into a lock, undoing her. It was the moment her soul found its match.

He moved slowly at first, deep, grinding strokes that had her moaning helplessly, her legs wrapped around his waist, her body begging for more. She met each thrust with hungry desperation, eyes wide, lips parted, gasping his name like a prayer.

She worked her hips back, fucking her cunt onto his massive girth, feeling herself open, stretch. The pleasure swelled, filling her, her new body built for this, for the joy of their union.

Caleb buried his face in her neck, teeth grazing her skin.

“I love you.” He whispered. “Tahlia. My mate. My heart.”

She sobbed, overwhelmed.

“I love you too.” she breathed.

Caleb fucked harder, deeper, each stroke filling her. He pulled his cock out, slipping it from her wet folds until just the tip was inside her, then he thrust into her, his girth stretching her, filling her.

Talia fucked back, working her hips, her legs wrapped around her lover, her mate, working her body to milk him of his pleasure, every fibre of her being thrumming with a pleasure that was new and old, a revelation, a homecoming.

She felt something in her swelling, hunger, need, joy, bliss. His cock fucked her, over and over, each stroke teasing her slick inner walls, his thrusts caressing her clit. Her hips worked to get more.

Her breath caught, ragged, heart racing, and his scent filled her. It was perfect.

Caleb’s rhythm quickened, his thrusts harder now, faster, the sound of their bodies meeting loud and raw and real. Her nails raked down his back. Her breasts bounced with every movement. She was fire and wildness beneath him, moaning, writhing, taking everything.

“I want you to fill me.” She panted. “Claim me. Breed me.”

Caleb let out a sound between a growl and a groan, burying himself deep.

“Yes.” He snarled. “I will. You’re mine. Always.”

Tahlia’s body trembled around him, her climax building again, higher and harder, until she shattered beneath him with a scream, slick, convulsing, lost to the stars and the wild woods.

He followed seconds later, roaring her name as he came inside her, pulsing deep, flooding her with heat.

He filled her, his cum erupting, the heat of it almost scaling. It was a flood and the sensation of it filling her pushed her climax to new peaks. She came, hard, Caleb filled her.

It was more than sex.

It was a binding.

A sealing.

A becoming.

The pair rutted, fucking, cumming together, Talia fucking her cunt onto Caleb’s cock as he bred her.

As their breathing slowed, as sweat cooled between them and the world began to return, Caleb held her close, wrapped around her like a shield. Tahlia lay in his arms, dazed and glowing.

“I never knew.” She whispered, fingers tracing his chest. “I never knew I could feel like this. Like I’m… real.”

“You were always real.” He said, kissing her forehead. “You just needed to remember.”

She nestled against him, smiling.

Her old life was over. She was someone new.

A mate. A lover. A wild woman. Reborn in the arms of the one who had called to her across the void.

She was free.

She was home.

And her life, her true life, was only just beginning.


Epilogue

The woods were darker than they expected.

Deeper, too.

The trees twisted like claws overhead, casting long, skeletal shadows across the forest floor. No birdsong. No wind. Just the sound of two sets of footsteps, a cheap flashlight beam jittering between them, and the occasional curse from Tyler, who kept stepping in mud.

“I still don’t get why we’re doing this.” Tyler muttered, brushing twigs off his hoodie. “This is stupid.”

“No, it’s not.” Derek hissed. “Think about it. Trent did this. Camped here overnight. Made it into Alpha Tau Zeta the next day. He’s a legend now.”

“Trent disappeared.” Tyler reminded. “Vanished like a ghost.”

“Exactly.” Derek said, flashing a grin. “That’s the legend part.”

They found a clearing and set up their little tent, borrowed from Derek’s cousin, and laid out snacks, beers, and a Bluetooth speaker that refused to connect to either of their phones.

It was supposed to be fun.

It wasn’t.

The deeper the night got, the thicker the air became, like syrup, like fog. Everything felt heavy. Still.

And then, somewhere distant but too close, a howl split the air.

High and mournful.

Animal.

The boys froze.

“…Coyote?” Tyler offered.

“That’s no coyote.” Derek said, voice tight. “Wolves, maybe.”

Tyler scoffed.

“There aren’t wolves out here.”

Another howl answered the first, low, guttural, feral.

It echoed like a drumbeat between the trees.

“Okay.” Tyler whispered. “That… sounded big. And close.”

The woods seemed to breathe.

Leaves rustled where no wind moved. Branches creaked overhead.

And then, through the trees, a shape flashed past them, huge, fast, silent.

Then another.

Two forms.

Running.

Not bears. Not wolves. Something else.

Beasts. Monsters.

Too upright. Too lithe. Fur rippling silver and black beneath the moonlight. Their speed was staggering, blur-like, dreamlike. They moved like wind, like hunger, like desire.

The boys fell to the ground, breath caught, too afraid to scream.

The creatures didn’t stop.

Didn’t even look at them.

They chased each other, graceful, wild, thrilling. A dance. A hunt. Every motion laced with anticipation. They were circling each other, darting between trees, leaping across roots and rocks like they were weightless.

One was slightly larger, black as shadow, massive, broad, his muscles shifting under a pelt like midnight oil.

The other was faster, sleeker, silver with streaks of warm gold along her flanks. Her movement was agile, fluid, almost flirtatious.

She let him chase her, then darted away. She lunged for him and he laughed, a deep, rumbling bark of affection, and turned to flee instead.

They weren’t hunting for food.

They were playing.

They were in love.

Tyler grabbed Derek’s arm.

“We have to go. Now.”

Derek didn’t move. Couldn’t.

He watched as the silver one pounced, tackling the black beast to the ground. They tumbled together, a blur of teeth and fur and heat, snarling and nipping, not in rage, but in teasing affection. When they landed, the black beast rolled on top, pinning the silver one beneath him.

She stilled.

The woods held their breath.

Moonlight cut through the clearing.

And in the light, for just a second, their faces changed.

The black beast’s muzzle softened, his golden eyes glowing with tender fire.

The silver one stared up at him, her face shifting, briefly, beautifully, almost like that of a woman. A girl. Young. Radiant. Eyes closed, mouth open, bliss painted across her expression.

Then the image was gone.

They shifted again, fully beast, and disappeared into the woods, running not from, but toward each other.

They wanted to be alone. Wanted to express their love in the way they were born to, in wildness, under moonlight, as creatures finally whole.

Tyler and Derek sat in stunned silence long after the shapes had vanished.

Eventually, Derek whispered.

That was them.”

“Who?”

“Trent. Or… what he became.”

Tyler didn’t laugh. He didn’t scoff.

Because he felt it too.

But it wasn’t horror. It wasn’t something evil.

It was ancient. It was sacred. It was right.

And it didn’t want them.

It had already found what it wanted.
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Far from the boys, deep in the woods where the moonlight melted into mist and moss, Tahlia straddled Caleb on a bed of leaves and soft ferns.

She was still catching her breath.

Her fur receded slowly as his arms pulled her closer, the glow of the moon pouring like silver down her bare spine.

They lay tangled together, skin to skin, sweat and scent mingling.

Her head rested on his chest, his fingers combing lazily through her hair.

“I smelled them.” She murmured. “The boys.”

“I know.” Caleb said. “They’ll talk.”

“Let them.” Tahlia whispered. “If more come we can retreat to the deeper woods. I know I’m safe with you.”

She smiled, eyes closed.

Her heart was full.

Her body still thrummed from the run, from the shift, from the mating. She felt him inside her still, not just physically, but spiritually. Bonded. Claimed. Loved.

She was no longer afraid.

She was no longer hiding.

Trent was a name left behind in a dorm room, folded into a note on a pillowcase, a ghost in the memory of a campus that never really saw her.

But Tahlia?

Tahlia was moonlight and muscle, curve and claw, wild and soft and utterly alive.

“I love you.” She whispered.

Caleb smiled against her hair.

“I know.” He said. “I’ve always known.”

They kissed, slow and deep, as the moon rose above them.

And in the woods, the wind sang a new song.

A song of rebirth.

Of freedom.

Of mates who found each other, finally, wholly, two souls under the full moon as one.

THE END
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Also By Keary Hayes…


EXTRA CREDIT
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Leon is failing Gender Studies, and maybe himself, too.

He knows his best friend Jack should be flunking alongside him, but despite Jack’s grades being awful he’s adamant he’s going to pass gender studies. When Leon demands answers, Jack finally confesses. He’s been earning “extra credit” from Professor Tanner. One-on-one sessions. Private tutoring. Something more. Something secret.

Jack makes Leon promise that he won’t tell anyone. Yet, that Jack is getting extra help to pass seems unfair. There has to be something he can do, right?

When Leon confronts Tanner, it isn’t anger that greets him, but an invitation. Jack broke their agreement, broke the secret trust, and now, someone has to pay. Leon, flushed and desperate, terrified he’s let his best friend down, whispers the words that seal his fate... I’ll do anything.

Professor Tanner doesn’t punish. She reshapes. Leon becomes something softer, sweeter. Lipgloss and lace. Tight skirts, smooth skin, an aching need under every new layer of femininity. Tanner doesn’t just want obedience, she wants transformation. And Leon realises he craves it too.

But the final test is yet to come.

Tanner has one more assistant. One more beautiful, blushing girl she’s trained. When she introduces them things really begin to escalate.

Two best friends.

Two perfect, polished girls.

And a desire they’ve never dared name, until now.

Both of them willing to do anything for Extra Credit...


THE BACHELOR WEEKEND
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A forbidden desire. A secluded cabin. One unforgettable weekend.

Drew was promised a bachelor party. Instead, he got a quiet weekend at a secluded lakehouse—no strippers, no friends, no chaos. Just him and Nathan, his best friend since forever. His fiancée insisted on keeping things clean, and Drew reluctantly agreed.

But the silence only makes the tension louder. Because something’s been simmering between them for years—something they’ve never dared to name.

Then they find a forgotten suitcase filled with lingerie—lace, satin, silk. Temptation wrapped in panties and perfume.

One too many drinks. One confession too honest. Drew admits what he really wanted: a wild night, one last indulgence before saying “I do.”

Nathan makes a daring, impulsive decision. If Drew can’t have the stripper he wanted… maybe Nathan can be her.

What starts as a playful tease quickly ignites into something much deeper. Passion. Longing. A truth neither of them can ignore as desire explodes and boundaries vanish. By the end of the weekend, the only thing they’re certain of is that nothing will ever be the same.


FEMINIZATION VACATION
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Best friends Callum and Nate are fresh off their college graduation and ready to blow off steam in Sin City. But nothing could have prepared them for what the city had in store.

The world has changed since the release of the Tiresias pill—a miraculous drug that can transform a person’s body and even change their gender. Society is still adjusting, but nowhere are the rules rewritten quite like they are in Las Vegas.

When the pair win big, they’re unsure how to celebrate their windfall—until they hear about a very unique kind of gamble. For a bargain price, they're offered two pills: one a blank, the other a mysterious variant of Tiresias. It promises the experience of a lifetime. And as the saying goes, what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.

In the blink of an eye, Callum and Nate’s vacation takes a wild turn—and that’s not the only thing that changes. One of them awakens in a brand-new body: curvier, softer, and undeniably feminine.

Confused, exhilarated, and overcome by a surge of unfamiliar desires, the two friends find themselves drawn to each other in ways they never expected. Inhibitions melt beneath the neon lights as they explore new pleasures and a deep, electric connection that blurs the line between friendship and something far more intimate.

Their experience promises to change everything, and the pair embark on a sizzling, gender-bending journey of friendship, transformation. But as their journey of discovery heats up, the question remains: can they handle more?


FEMINIZED BY MY WIFE AND HER GIRLFRIEND
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Daniel can’t believe it. His wife, Gina, the love of his life, the only woman he’s ever loved, is cheating on him. Even with the proof in front of him he can’t believe it, but at the same time he knows he can’t deny it.

When Daniel confront his wife about it he expects her to deny or even hopes that he’s wrong, but instead she admits it, admits the truth. Yet things are not what they had seemed. Gina has indeed been cheating on Daniel, but it’s with another woman.

That difference doesn’t change anything for Daniel though. He doesn’t want to lose his wife but he’s also not willing to let her continue cheating on him, so he gives her an ultimatum. Pick him over her girlfriend, or lose him.

Gina thought has another idea. She loves Daniel dearly, but she also doesn’t want to lose her girlfriend. She offers a third option. What if Daniel and Gina both share her girlfriend.

Daniel is curious about this proposition. There’s just one issue…

Gina’s girlfriend, Charlie, is only into women. Gina though thinks she has a solution to that problem too.

And so begins Daniels journey of feminization. Yet, and he finds himself transformed for his wife and her girlfriend he’s forced to confront more than he expected. Slowly he learns more about himself, about about his wife, and then he makes a series of discoveries that might just change his life, Gina’s life, and Charlie’s life too.

If only he’s willing to admit the truth...
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Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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