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Chapter 1
Day 1


The Reflection

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

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

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

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

I just shrugged, avoiding their eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Only what I saw wasn’t me.

It was a woman.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was her.

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

The reflection smiled.

My breath caught.

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

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

I looked down and screamed.

I had breasts.

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

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

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

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

Silken, tender, warm.

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

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

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

It didn’t feel like touching myself.

It felt like being touched.

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

And yet I couldn’t stop.

I wanted more. I needed⁠—

Knock knock knock.

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

Knock knock knock.

Someone was at the door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My eyes widened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Marlene gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Change me back!” I shouted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2
Day 2


The First Touch

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I couldn’t stop.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Made me clearer.

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

She was in me now.

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

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

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

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

The knock came again just as I reached the door.

I opened it—and froze.

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

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

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

He smiled faintly. “You okay?”

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

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

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

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

I yanked the robe closed, cheeks blazing.

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

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

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

I wanted to melt. The words resonated through me.

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

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

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

“Yes,” I said.

He blinked. “Yeah?”

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I didn’t want to.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I loved it.

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

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

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

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

Because I hadn’t. Not like this.

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

It didn’t take effort. It took surrender.

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

Pressure built fast. Too fast.

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

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

And then it hit.

A rush.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt… found.


Chapter 3
Day 3


AWoman’s Voice

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

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

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

It had been like feeling complete.

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

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

Today, I had to leave the house.

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

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

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

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

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

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

As me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was also hell.

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

But I kept going.

Click. Click. Click.

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

But some did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She didn’t blink. Just nodded.

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

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

“Eve?”

I turned.

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

My heart skipped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Regretting it yet?”

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

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

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

“I… wouldn’t say no,” I said softly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What is?”

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

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

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

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

That was all. And God, that meant everything.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I swallowed. “I do.”

Another pause.

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

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

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

His expression softened. “Deal.”

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

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

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

He smiled. “Thanks for the company.”

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

But it left me buzzing.

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

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

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

But the girl standing in the hallway?

She wasn’t hiding.

Not anymore.


Chapter 4
Day 4


First Date

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then I found it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

When the doorbell rang, I nearly dropped it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I had kissed a man.

And I had liked it.


Chapter 5
Day 5


The Woman in the Mirror

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

In every one of them was him.

Evan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Instead, it made me feel alive.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Everything would depend on these last two days.


Chapter 6
Day 6


The First Time

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I didn’t say any of that.

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

He nodded once, slowly. “Yeah.”

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

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

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

“I can go, if this is a bad time.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I froze. The glass stopped halfway to my lips.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I set down my wine glass.

So did he.

Our eyes didn’t move.

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

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

He didn’t speak.

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

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

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

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

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

And he followed without a word.

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

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

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

I showed him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was.

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

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

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

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

Then he stopped.

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

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

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

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

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

He pressed forward slowly.

And I opened.

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

He paused halfway in, breathing hard.

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

I nodded, unable to speak.

Then he moved.

And everything changed.

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

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

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

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

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

I wasn’t just coming.

I was unraveling.

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

And still, he moved.

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

I was soaked. Open. Shaking.

And he was still inside me.

Still thick. Still hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 7
Day 7


The Morning After

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

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

I didn’t want anything to break the spell.

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

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

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

I was just here.

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

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

“Hi,” I whispered.

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

“Still here,” he said.

“I noticed.”

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

I paused, letting the question settle.

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

His smile deepened. “Good sore?”

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded. “I’d like that.”

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

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

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

Seven days.

And now I was on the last one.

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

Seeing it, I knew. It was time.

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

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

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

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

No answer.

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

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

Still nothing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Not Evan. No, not the old me.

Eve.

Me.

The woman I had become.

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

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

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

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

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

The mirror went dark.

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

But then I felt it.

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

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

I was Eve.

I was the woman I was meant to be.

And I was going to stay.
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Chapter 1
The Wish


We stumbled out of the bar just past midnight, Claire’s laughter trailing behind us like perfume—bright, careless, completely at ease. The door swung shut behind us, muffling the thump of bass and laughter and glass. Outside, the air was cooler than I expected, the kind of crisp that brushes against your skin and reminds you that you’ve had just enough to drink that you might say something you shouldn’t.

Claire walked ahead of me, swaying slightly in her boots, her steps light and full of that effortless confidence I could never quite wrap my head around. Her skirt danced around her thighs with every movement, the hem flipping and twirling like it was flirting with the night air. It wasn’t even that short—just short enough to make people notice, to make me notice. She wore that little black jacket she loved, the one that hugged her waist and showed off the curve of her back, and underneath it, a tight top that clung to her like it had been sewn in place. Her hair moved like silk, catching every bit of streetlight, and when she laughed—really laughed—it wasn’t just her voice that lit up. It was her whole body. She moved like someone who knew exactly what she looked like. And exactly what it did to people.

She looked like the kind of woman guys dream about and write sad songs over. And tonight, it felt like every man in that bar had noticed it. Every man but me.

I shoved my hands into my jacket pockets, trying to keep the irritation out of my voice. “You were really working the room tonight.”

She turned slightly, eyes bright. “Excuse me?”

“All those guys talking to you. Buying you drinks.” I tried to make it sound like a joke, but it came out too bitter. “It was like I didn’t even exist.”

Claire laughed. Not meanly. But not gently, either. “Jealous?”

“No,” I said too fast. “I just feels ridiculous, that’s all. You get drinks handed to you and I’m the one paying for mine. And yours when no one else does.”

She stopped in her tracks and spun to face me. “Two drinks. And a shot,” she said, counting them off on her fingers like it made a difference.

“Still.”

Her smirk shifted, just a little. “So what? You're mad because guys hit on me? Because you weren’t the center of attention for once?”

I looked away. “Forget it.”

She stepped closer. “No, seriously. Tell me what’s bothering you.”

I shrugged. “You just make it all look so easy.”

She stopped in her tracks and gave me a look—not angry, exactly, but definitely not amused. “I make what look easy?”

I sighed, already regretting everything. There was no way this conversation ended well.

“Everything. Being a woman. Being so attractive and outgoing. You just get everything handed to you like… like the world’s been rigged in your favor. It must be nice.”

Claire’s eyebrows shot up like I’d slapped her. “Let me get this straight. I go out looking like this—for you, by the way”—she gestured down her body, at the dress, the heels, every inch of deliberate beauty—“and you think it’s easy? You think being a woman is easy?”

“You make it look effortless,” I muttered.

Claire’s laugh cut through the air. “Oh, sweetheart. That’s all a damn illusion.” She stepped closer, voice low now. “I shave everything. I blow dry, I moisturize, I style. I contour, I squeeze into clothes that don’t breathe, I smile at people who say shit that would make your skin crawl. And yes, sometimes I get free drinks. Yay me.”

I didn’t say anything.

She was inches from me now. Close enough that I could smell her perfume—warm and soft, like vanilla and skin. My heart was beating faster than it should’ve been.

“You want that attention?” she asked, eyes narrowing slightly. “You want to be looked at like that? I could dress you up. A little makeup. Something tight. You might actually like it.”

I barked a laugh, but it came out shaky. “Yeah, okay.”

Claire tilted her head, watching me. “I bet you would.”

“N-no… I wouldn’t,” I breathed out, too defensive for my liking.

“You so would.” Her voice dipped—soft and teasing now. “You got that little stammer in your voice. Like I just hit a nerve.”

“I’m drunk,” I lied, waving my hand to dismiss her claim.

She stepped in closer, close enough that her breath warmed my cheek. “You’ve thought about it, haven’t you?”

I swallowed. “Thought about what?”

“What it would feel like to be seen that way. To be beautiful. To be a woman.”

I didn’t answer.

Claire didn’t push. She just smiled—knowing, maybe a little dangerous—and turned her gaze to the sky. “Oh—look.”

I followed her eyes. A streak of silver sliced across the stars—fast and quiet. A shooting star. Blink and it was gone.

She turned to me, grinning. “Make a wish.”

I snorted. “Wish I had boobs and a free bar tab?”

“You sure that’s all you want?”

I opened my mouth, but she reached up and touched my jaw, tilting my face toward her. Her fingers were soft. Her eyes were serious now, and for a moment, it felt like the world had gone still.

She whispered, “I wish Luke could be a woman. Just for a few days. To feel what I feel. To move through the world like I do. To truly know what it’s like.”

“I hope it comes true.” She smiled, slow and sly, like she’d just cast a spell. “I wish you could understand.”

There was something about the way she said it made the hair on my arms stand up.

“I’m not sure the universe is listening,” I said, voice quieter than I meant it to be.

Claire shrugged. “Maybe. Maybe not. We’ll see if the stars are listening.”

We kept walking after that. She slipped her hand into mine, fingers warm, confident. I didn’t speak again. I was too busy thinking about what she said. About the way her voice changed when she said beautiful. About the heat that flared in my chest when she said she’d dress me up.

I told myself it was the drinks. That I was tired. That I was just flattered by the idea of her seeing something in me like that.

But something in me stirred that I didn’t want to name.

Something old. Something soft. Something I’d buried a long time ago.

And part of me hoped that her wish would come true.


Chapter 2
Lily


Iwoke slowly, caught in that strange drift between dreaming and reality, the kind of golden quiet that made everything feel far away and a little unreal. The bed was warm beneath me, the blankets heavy with sleep, and for a while I simply floated in that warmth, aware of my breath, of the soft light filtering through the curtains, of the faint birdsong somewhere beyond the glass. And then, gradually, I became aware of something else—something was off. Not painful. Not frightening. But different. My body felt wrong in the way a well-worn sweater suddenly feels tight in all the wrong places. Or maybe not wrong. Maybe just... different.

When I shifted beneath the covers, the change became undeniable. My thighs brushed together in a way that was soft and seamless, skin against skin where it had never met like that before. There was a new sensitivity to the movement, a quiet pulse of sensation right at the center of me that tugged my attention downward. My chest felt weighted. The way I moved felt altered from the inside out, like something had shifted in my bones.

I opened my eyes, and the world came into focus in slow, grainy fragments: the cream-colored ceiling, the familiar curve of Claire’s nightstand, the corner of the window blind casting its narrow shadow across the bed. I sat up, and the blanket slipped down my chest. I caught it instinctively, but not before I saw what it had covered.

Breasts.

Full and high and undeniably mine. They rose and fell with my breathing, reacting to the chill in the room, the edge of the sheet, my own startled thoughts. I brought my hands to them—small hands, slender fingers—and touched, slowly, as if I could disprove them by feel alone. But they were there. Warm. Soft. Responsive. I brushed a thumb over one nipple and gasped at the jolt of sensation it sent spiraling through me. The sound that escaped my mouth startled me even more than the feeling. It wasn’t the sound I was used to. Higher, lighter, but not childish. Feminine.

I kicked the blanket off the rest of my body and stared. My skin was smooth and pale. My waist curved in; my hips curved out. My thighs were fuller than they’d been, shaped with a softness that was undeniably female. And between them⁠—

I hesitated.

Then, with a breath, I reached down.

No bulge. No familiar weight. My fingers met nothing but smooth skin and the faintest trace of wet warmth. I explored more hesitantly, uncertain of what I was touching, but that new center responded to even the lightest pressure with something fierce and fluttering. I jerked my hand away, heart pounding.

My voice—my body—everything had changed. Claire’s wish had come true.

I heard a soft groan beside me.

“Claire?” I said, the name catching awkwardly in my throat.

She stirred under the covers, stretching with a lazy yawn. “Mmm, what time is it…”

I turned toward her, my new breasts bouncing as I moved. She sat up slowly, rubbing the sleep from her eyes, and then she saw me.

Her entire body stilled. She stared. First at my face. Then lower. Then back up again. She didn’t speak. Her eyes just widened as if she were trying to convince herself that what she saw was real.

“…Luke?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper.

“I think so,” I managed.

She blinked, then blinked again. Then she let out the softest, most amazed oh my god I’d ever heard from her lips. She sat forward slowly, like I was something precious and delicate she didn’t want to frighten away.

“You’re… you’re a woman.”

I couldn’t answer. I nodded instead, eyes burning, unsure what I was even feeling anymore.

Claire reached toward me, then stopped. “Can I?”

I nodded again, my body beginning to tremble as it imagined her soft touch against my smooth skin.

Her eyes moved over my body like she was trying to memorize every inch. When her fingertips finally settled on the curve of one breast, I shivered. Her touch was gentle but sure, warm and inquisitive. She cupped me lightly, her thumb brushing over my nipple, and I gasped—again—at the raw edge of pleasure that sparked through me.

“Oh,” she whispered, grinning now. “You’re so sensitive.”

I didn’t say anything. I just watched her, helpless beneath the weight of my own body and hers.

Her hands moved lower. They traced the slope of my waist, the new dip between hip and rib, the smooth line of my side. She shifted closer on the bed, circling behind me for a moment, fingers ghosting over my shoulder blades, then down to the small of my back. Her touch wasn’t sexual, not exactly—it was exploratory. Curious. Worshipful. Like she was tracing the lines of a sculpture made just for her.

When she returned to face me, her eyes were darker, filled with something I couldn’t name. “You feel real,” she said. “All of this… this is you.”

I swallowed. “I don’t know what I am.”

Claire’s hands came to rest gently on my thighs, her thumbs brushing the new softness there. “You’re stunning,” she said. “And scared. But, fuck, you’re so beautiful.”

She leaned in then, kissed my cheek softly, and I felt myself tremble. She didn’t ask to go further. She didn’t tease. She just held me there, close, her body warm against mine, her breath steadying my own.

We sat like that for a long time, wrapped in the morning light and each other, the silence thick and strange and safe, and then, finally, she pulled back.

She tilted her head, studying me, and smiled in that way that always meant she was about to say something she knew would unnerve me—but this time, her hand slid lower, her fingers drifting from my stomach to the top of my thigh.

“There’s one more thing I want to check,” she murmured, her voice silken.

I didn’t speak. I just nodded, already knowing what she meant.

Her hand slipped between my legs, warm and sure. I gasped—more from anticipation than surprise—and let my knees fall open as she cupped me fully. Her fingers were careful at first, tracing the outline of me, the new folds and unfamiliar lips, stroking softly as if she were learning a language by touch alone. Then she found my clit—small, aching, impossibly sensitive—and gave it the lightest rub.

My hips jerked as I let out a gasp.

She smiled as she kissed me, full of satisfaction. As if discovering my changed privates had delighted her. Her fingers didn’t move. They rested there, between my thighs, like a claim.

“You know,” she whispered against my mouth, her tone shifting into something more amused, more dangerous, “I think we need a new name for you now that you’re all woman.”

I stiffened slightly—but I didn’t pull away. Her fingers were still warm on my pussy, and the possessive pressure of her palm made it impossible to think clearly.

She smiled wider. “Lily.”

The word hit me like sunlight. It didn’t erase me—it softened me. It stretched into me like it had always been waiting.

“Lily,” she said again, letting the syllables slide off her tongue. “That sounds nice. It’s sweet and innocent, just like you are…” She leaned in closer, lips brushing mine, her voice velvet. “…for now.”

Her hand gave a final gentle stroke before sliding away—leaving me wet and tingling.

She kissed my jaw, then my shoulder, then pulled back with a catlike stretch and stood. Her hips swayed as she walked away, unbothered and triumphant, while I lay there in the sheets, too full of sensation to move.

“I’m going to have so much fun with you,” she purred over her shoulder. “Breaking you in. Teaching you everything.”


Chapter 3
First Look


Claire didn’t waste time. The moment she stirred beside me, stretching lazily beneath the covers like a cat basking in sunlight, her eyes landed on me—and lit up. Whatever softness had lingered in her expression melted into something sharper. She sat up in one fluid motion and grinned. “Up,” she said, already heading for her dresser. “We’ve got work to do, pretty girl.”

She selected various pieces then tossed them onto the bed in front of me. “Put those on,” she said casually, like we weren’t standing in the aftermath of something impossible.

I glanced down at the pile. A lace bra and matching panties, black and delicate and clearly not made for comfort. The cups were small, sculpted, with thin straps and intricate embroidery that caught the light like spider silk. The panties were just as subtle in their cruelty—cheeky-cut, barely-there, with a soft stretch of mesh and floral edging that looked like lingerie designed to be seen, not worn.

“I don’t think I can wear this,” I said quietly.

“You can,” she replied, already tugging open a drawer and rifling through it. “You will.”

I hesitated, heart thudding in my chest. But she looked so sure—so delighted—that I didn’t want to argue. I stood slowly, the sheet falling from around me, leaving my bare body open to the room and to her gaze. She didn’t leer. She admired. Her smile sharpened, eyes bright.

She helped me with the bra first. I held it in place as she clasped it up the back, one tiny hook at a time. Each one pulled tighter around my back, cinching me inward, forcing my breasts to lift up and look even bigger. It wasn’t painful, but it was something I knew I’d have to get used to.

“It feels like it’s digging into my skin,” I said, half-joking.

“You’re not supposed to enjoy it,” Claire said, grinning. “You’re supposed to look hot.”

The panties followed. Pulling them up was easier than expected, but the way they clung to my hips was shocking—tight without being suffocating, exposing more than they concealed. When I turned to check myself in the mirror, I was met with a backside I didn’t recognize. Round and feminine. The kind of curve that made me want to reach back and touch it just to prove it was really mine.

Claire didn’t give me long to process it. “Sit,” she said, patting the vanity chair by the bathroom. “Time for makeup.”

As I sat the panties dug in just slightly at the seam of my thighs. And I couldn’t stop noticing how my legs looked together—how they crossed automatically now, how I instinctively sat straighter, how my center ached with a pressure I still didn’t understand.

Claire stood behind me and got to work. She started with my hair, brushing the now long brunette strands slowly, parting it cleanly, tucking and twisting it into something more styled. Her touch was gentle, but focused—each motion deliberate. She hummed as she worked. She was enjoying this.

Then came the makeup. Moisturizer, primer, foundation, blush, a little highlighter, a touch of shadow, mascara, and gloss. The process felt endless. I stared at my reflection, watching myself disappear and become something else—someone else.

“It takes this long every time?” I asked, half-dazed.

Claire smiled at me in the mirror. “Beauty’s a part-time job, sweetheart. And you’re lucky you’ve got good bones—some of us have to work a lot harder.”

I tried to smirk, but it was hard to find a face I recognized behind the shimmer and contour. I looked… not fake. But curated. Like a girl on her way to brunch with someone she wanted to impress. I looked good. Really good. But I also felt more exposed than I ever had.

Claire handed me a short bundle of fabric, snapping me away from my reflection.

“What’s this?”

She grinned. “Your outfit.”

It was a tight white crop top—scoop neck, ribbed cotton, slightly sheer in the light—and a high-waisted plaid skater skirt in red and black. The kind of skirt that barely covered anything if you so much as leaned forward.

“You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, I’m very serious,” she said, flashing me a wicked grin. “Don’t you remember this? This is the outfit I wore on our first date. I remember it perfectly—you couldn’t keep your eyes off me the entire night. Now I want to see you in it.”

The memory hit me like a spark—her in that same little outfit, the way the fabric clung to her hips, the way her top slid just low enough to drive me crazy. She was right. I hadn’t looked away from her once that night… or any night after.

But what she didn’t know—what I never told her—was that it wasn’t just desire I felt. It was longing. I hadn’t just wanted to touch her curves. I’d wondered what it would feel like to have them. To be that effortlessly sexy. To walk into a room and command attention without even trying.

And now, somehow, impossibly—I was about to find out.

Getting into the crop top was a fight. It was tight around my chest and I struggled to fit it over. When it was finally on, the hem barely touched my stomach. My breasts looked enormous under the thin fabric.

The skirt was worse. I had to shimmy into it, and even once it was zipped, it felt like any wrong move would show everything. The fabric kissed my thighs, lightweight and high enough to flirt with indecency.

Claire handed me the heels next—thin black straps, three-inch spike, open toe. I stared at them.

“Claire…”

“Lesson one,” she said, crouching to buckle them onto my feet. “Pain is temporary. But the way people look at you in heels? That is forever.”

When I stood, my balance tipped forward instantly. My calves screamed. The skirt rode up with every step.

I followed her to the hallway mirror, wobbling with each stride, breath tight from the effort. I was hot. Slightly dizzy. Unsteady. But when we reached the mirror and I looked—I forgot about the pain.

I looked unbelievable.

The girl staring back at me was flushed and blinking, clearly uncertain in her skin, but she was beautiful. Legs long and bare. Hips curving sweetly under the hem of the skirt. Breasts full and high beneath the stretched white cotton.

I didn’t hear Claire move behind me. Her hands were suddenly at my waist—warm, possessive—pulling me back against her body with a strength that made my breath catch. I felt her grin against my neck before I even heard it.

Claire’s hands slid higher, gliding over my exposed stomach, up to my breasts. She cupped them from behind and I moaned—a sound so quick and quiet it surprised even me—and she kissed the side of my neck in reward.

“You don’t even realize what you’re doing to me,” she murmured, her voice velvet in my ear. “Or what you’re going to do to them.”

Her hands squeezed slightly, then dragged down my sides, over the flare of my hips, gripping the hem of my skirt. She didn’t lift it. Not yet. Just toyed with the edge, like she could already see what was underneath.

“You know what’s going to happen the second you step outside in this?” she breathed. “Every man you pass is going to stare. They’re going to picture you on your knees. Bent over. Spread open.”

My legs trembled.

“They’ll stare at your legs,” she continued, fingers drifting over my thighs, “and your perfect little ass under this short little skirt, and they’ll think, God, I bet she tastes sweet.”

I moaned again, louder this time. She chuckled darkly.

“And the women?” she purred. “Oh, they’re going to hate you. They’ll see the way the men look at you and want to claw your eyes out. Because you’re everything they’re afraid of.”

She leaned in closer, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re the girl they tell their boyfriends not to look at. The girl who makes them feel self conscious. The girl who doesn’t have to try, because you are the fantasy.”

Her hand slipped between my thighs, just for a moment—just enough to make me whimper. She didn’t go any further. Just teased, just let the idea sit there, electric and inevitable.

“And the best part?” she said, her voice dropping to a slow, dangerous whisper. “You’re mine.”

My reflection swam as I tried to stay upright. The heels felt like stilts. My thighs were slick. My skin was glowing. I wasn’t sure if I could handle being seen like this. But I also wasn’t sure I could handle being unseen again.

Claire kissed the shell of my ear, then let go all at once, leaving me swaying on trembling legs. She stepped back and admired her work.

“Oh, Lily,” she said. “You’re not just pretty.”

She smirked.

“You’re trouble.”


Chapter 4
Her First Time


Icouldn’t move. My reflection held me still—my legs shaking in heels I hadn’t earned, my chest rising too fast in a crop top that clung to every curve, my skirt so short it barely brushed the tops of my thighs. I looked wrecked and radiant. My lips were parted, my breath shallow, and everything about me screamed mine.

Claire stood behind me like she’d summoned me into existence. Her hands slid up my sides, firm and sure, drawing me back against her. I could feel the heat of her body through the thin cotton. Her touch was possessive, like I was something she'd paid for, claimed, or conjured. She leaned in slowly, her breath warm against my neck.

“Do you know what you look like right now?” she whispered, her voice low and dangerous.

I swallowed, but I couldn’t answer. I didn’t trust what would come out.

Her lips grazed my ear. “You look like a girl who doesn’t know how much trouble she’s about to cause.”

She kissed my shoulder, then reached around and cupped my breasts through the fabric. I whimpered, and her grin bloomed against my skin.

“There’s just something about knowing that you’re Luke,” she murmured. “Inside you’re still my boyfriend, but outside… You’re so fucking soft. I can’t get enough of you.”

She gave one breast a firmer squeeze, her thumbs brushing over my nipples until I gasped, arching back into her. She didn’t stop—just kissed the line of my jaw as her hands explored me like I was some expensive thing she hadn’t finished unwrapping yet.

“I’m going to touch you the way a woman deserves to be touched.”

She turned me gently, her grip guiding me without resistance. My heels wobbled. I stumbled into her arms, and she caught me easily, her fingers digging into my waist.

“Still learning how to walk?” she teased, eyes gleaming.

I nodded, cheeks burning.

“Don’t worry,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “You won’t need to be standing for what I have planned for you.”

She kissed me then—slow at first, then deeper. Her lips tasted like power. Her tongue swept mine, and I melted under it, moaning as her hands slid up under my crop top, peeling it over my head. I raised my arms and let her strip me, helpless to stop her, needing her to keep going.

The bra stayed on for now. She seemed to like how it pushed my breasts up—how it made me arch and gasp with every breath.

Claire took a step back, just enough to look at me, half-naked and shaking in front of her. Then she pushed me gently toward the bed.

I sat on the edge, unsure if I should lie back or wait. I didn’t have to wonder long. Claire followed, crawling onto the mattress on her knees, her gaze locked on mine. She was predatory now, her grin sharp, her eyes molten.

“Lie down, baby.”

I obeyed.

The sheets were cool against my skin. The room smelled faintly of her—vanilla and something warm and wild. My legs shifted, unsure how to position themselves. I could feel the wetness between them, the flutter in my belly, the way my chest ached with strange new desires.

Claire hovered over me, one hand braced beside my head, the other brushing down my arm, my side, the outside of my thigh.

“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be with a woman,” she whispered. “And look at you now…”

She let her hand drift between my legs, pressing against the front of my panties—slow, insistent. I gasped. My back arched. My hands gripped the sheets.

“Shh,” she cooed. “I’ve got you.”

She leaned down and kissed me again. Then lower. Down my throat. Between my breasts. Over the tight lines of the bra. Lower still.

I held my breath as she reached the waistband of my panties and hooked her fingers in the sides.

She paused. “Say you want it,” she said, voice darker now.

“I want it,” I whispered.

She arched an eyebrow. “Say what you want.”

My voice trembled. “I want… you to touch me.”

“Where?”

There was a long, endless pause. And then⁠—

“My pussy,” I breathed.

Claire kissed just above the waistband and whispered, “Good girl.” Then she pulled them down.

She kissed her way down with such aching patience I thought I might lose my mind before she even reached me. Each kiss was slow, intentional, her lips soft and warm against skin that now felt like it had no protective layer—every nerve exposed, raw, open. She was taking her time, like she had all night, like she wanted to draw out every inch of discovery.

By the time she reached my thighs, I was already shaking.

I lay there beneath her in nothing but the bra, legs parted just enough that the air could graze the slick heat between them. It made me hyperaware of how wet I was—how much I wanted this, even if I still couldn’t fully admit it aloud.

Claire settled between my legs and just looked at me for a moment, chin resting on the back of one hand, her eyes fixed on my pussy like it was art she planned to ruin.

“You’re perfect,” she said, more breath than words.

I whimpered. I didn’t feel perfect. I felt terrified and needy and overwhelmed. But under her gaze, I started to believe it.

She bent forward and pressed the softest kiss to my inner thigh—then another, and another. Her hands gripped my hips gently, thumbs stroking upward, thumbs brushing the tender skin just beside where I needed her most. I felt myself opening without even realizing it—legs falling further apart, body betraying every inch of uncertainty in favor of need.

She let her breath skim over me.

I gasped.

Then finally—finally—her tongue met me.

I cried out the moment she touched me. It wasn’t like any blowjob I’d ever had, or even fingers—it was completely unfiltered, too direct, a sensation without distance. Her tongue traced me slowly, up and down, sliding between the folds with an aching softness. She was tasting me—truly tasting me—and I could feel it in the way she hummed low in her throat like I was feeding her.

Claire moaned. “You taste so fucking sweet.”

My whole body jolted.

She went lower, licking the full length of my slit before circling around my clit again, teasing it without pressure. Her tongue moved in slow, elegant shapes—like cursive drawn across silk—and my hips started rocking against her without permission.

One of her hands slid up and pressed against my lower belly, gently pinning me down. “Stay still,” she whispered, breath hot against me.

“I can’t—Claire—fuck⁠—”

“Shh,” she said. “Let me take care of you.”

She started again, this time with more focus. Her mouth closed around my clit, suckling lightly. Her tongue flicked, pressed, then eased off. Over and over, like she was coaxing me open with every pass.

My hands clawed at the sheets. My heels dug into the bed. I moaned—desperate, high, completely exposed.

“Good girl,” she murmured into me. “Just like that.”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. My hips bucked. My hands shot down to her hair and gripped. She groaned—whether from approval or arousal, I didn’t know—and she pushed her tongue harder against me. She was relentless now. Precise. Possessive. Every lick sent me closer, and closer, and closer⁠—

“I’m—I think I’m⁠—”

“That’s it. Come for me, Lily.”

And I did.

It hit hard—harder than anything I’d ever felt. Like my whole body spasmed from the inside out. My vision blurred. My mouth dropped open in a silent cry. My legs trembled violently around her head, but she didn’t stop—not until I was sobbing from the pleasure, from the sheer release, from the unbearable rightness of it all.

She eased up only when I physically pulled her away, trembling and gasping, too sensitive to take another second. Then she crawled up beside me, kissed my damp cheek, then brushed the hair from my face as I tried to breathe again.

“I…” I started, but the words didn’t come.

Claire smiled. “I know.”

She kissed my temple, pulled me close, and held me while my body continued to twitch in the aftershocks.

“I’ve never⁠—”

“I know.”

We lay there tangled up, my head on her chest, my heart hammering and my mind utterly gone. But something in me—deep in the softest, most secret place—had changed.

She didn’t just make me come. She made me feel like a woman.

My body buzzed with exhaustion, but my heart felt wide open—like the pleasure had cracked something in me I didn’t even know was locked. Every time I shifted, I felt the tender ache between my legs, the fullness of my breasts, the rawness of being so touched, so seen.

Claire’s voice broke the silence, soft and smiling. “You’re very quiet.”

I swallowed. “I just… I don’t know what to say.”

Her fingers kept drifting—over my hipbone, the small of my back, the top of my thigh. She wasn’t trying to arouse me again. Not yet. Just reaffirming that I was hers. That this was real.

“It’s a lot, I know,” she said. “Your first time as a woman, your first orgasm like that… your body probably doesn’t even know how to store the memory yet.”

I let out a small, breathless laugh against her skin. “Is that a thing?”

“Mm, maybe,” she teased, nuzzling my temple. “Or maybe I just like the idea that I get to leave a mark on you no one else ever will.”

I turned slightly, just enough to see her. Her hair was messy, her skin glowing, her expression tender but mischievous.

She ran her fingers down my ribs, making me shiver. “You feel so good,” she murmured. “So soft. So warm. It’s nice having a little more feminine energy in my bed.”

I blushed, though my body practically purred under her touch.

Claire grinned. “And who knows? Maybe soon I’ll have someone around who actually understands what it’s like.”

I blinked. “To be a woman?”

She nodded, fingers now drawing slow figure-eights on my bare belly. “The pressure. The beauty. The ache. The thrill. All of it.”

Her hand drifted down just an inch further—then back up, teasing.

“You’re halfway there, Lily. You’ve got the body. The heat. The way you look at me now…”

She kissed my forehead.

“Now you just need to learn how to live in it.”

I exhaled, sinking deeper into her. Then her tone shifted, just a little—still warm, but more purposeful.

“Which means,” she said, brushing the hair from my face, “it’s time for more experiences.”

I looked up at her and she smiled wider.

“You need to be ready to go out into the world.”


Chapter 5
Going Out


Iwoke on my side in the messy sheets, the air cool against my still-naked skin. My body was sore in unfamiliar ways—a pleasant ache between my thighs, a tenderness in my hips, a lingering buzz in my breasts that reminded me I hadn’t imagined any of it.

Claire had devoured me.

The memory made my thighs clench, my breath catch. My skin still tingled in places. But beyond the lust was something quieter. Fuller. A warmth that didn’t fade with sleep or sunrise.

She had seen me. Not Luke pretending. Not some temporary transformation.

Me.

And now, in the calm hush of morning, I felt that same self blooming again. I sat up slowly, noticing the crumpled clothes on the floor and remembering how I had looked yesterday. The skirt, the heels, the makeup. All of it had been work, and yet… I missed it already.

Claire appeared in the doorway, barefoot in a robe, a mug of coffee in one hand and a playful tilt to her hips. “Well, well,” she said, eyeing me up and down. “Someone looks freshly fucked.”

I blushed furiously. “Good morning to you too.”

She came over, handed me the mug, and sat beside me on the bed, one leg tucked under the other. Her robe slipped slightly off one shoulder, and she made no effort to fix it.

“How are you feeling?”

“Wrecked,” I admitted. “And good. Really good.”

She leaned in, kissed my cheek, and said, “You were perfect.”

I smiled into the mug, then paused. “Did we really… do all that yesterday?”

Claire grinned. “Oh baby, that was just the beginning. You forget how many outfits I made you try on after.”

And just like that, the memories flooded back—Claire strutting around her bedroom like a stylist on a mission, yanking open drawers, tossing fabric across the room.

She’d made me model everything. A skintight black mini dress that clung to my curves and rode up every time I walked. A babydoll slip, sheer and soft, that she swore was "just for lounging” while she openly drooled. A schoolgirl skirt that barely covered my ass and a sheer white blouse tied at the waist—“This one’s for when I want to corrupt you,” she’d whispered.

Then there were the jeans that took two people to pull up, a slinky cocktail dress with a slit to my hip, and even a little floral sundress that, I had to admit, made me feel like I belonged in some sun-drenched French film.

Each time I stepped out of the bathroom, she gasped. Clapped. Spun me around. Adjusted straps. Tucked fabric here, pulled it tighter there. She'd laugh and say, “You don’t even know how good you look,” or, “We’re going to need a leash for you.”

But through all the teasing, something in her had gone soft. Tender. Every time I caught her watching me—really watching me—I saw it. Awe. And not the jealous type—it was love.

Now, in the new light of morning, she stood and stretched, then walked to her closet with purpose.

“Today,” she said, “we’re going out.”

I blinked. “Out?”

She glanced over her shoulder. “You didn’t think I’d keep you locked in the house all weekend, did you? No, no. The world needs to see you.”

I hesitated. My heart picked up speed. “I don’t know if I’m ready for that…”

“You will be,” she said, pulling hangers off the bar. “You can’t fully appreciate being a woman locked inside. But don’t worry, it will be casual—running errands, grabbing coffee, maybe something new for your wardrobe…”

I raised an eyebrow. “Don’t you mean your wardrobe?”

She smirked. “Maybe, but you may want your own someday. For now though, I have the perfect going out outfit for you.”

She brought the pieces to the bed one by one: A pair of high-waisted light denim shorts that looked soft but fitted. A ribbed pink tank top with a square neckline that would cling to my chest and bare my shoulders. A thin gold chain with a charm. And, of course, a pair of pale wedge sandals with a dainty ankle strap.

It wasn’t overly sexy. Not exactly. But it was undeniably hot and I couldn’t believe that I would be wearing it out in public.

“People are going to stare,” I said, running a hand over the tank top.

“That’s the idea,” Claire replied, brushing her hair into a messy high ponytail. “Let’s see how you do with attention in daylight.”

She tossed me a pair of lace-trimmed panties and a new bra—blush pink, push-up, subtle but effective.

“I want you pretty,” she said. “But comfortable. Just enough to make them look twice. Enough to make me want to grab you in the changing room.”

I swallowed hard. My thighs clenched again.

“Come on, Lily. Day two starts now.”

Claire didn’t dress me. She brought the coffee, set it beside the bed, and told me to take my time, that I needed the experience of doing it all myself just as she had taught me yesterday. Then she disappeared into the kitchen with a smile and a casual, “Let me know when you’re beautiful.”

I moved slowly at first, body still tender from everything she’d done to me, but my limbs responded differently now. My hips rolled more with each step. My arms felt lighter. Even standing in front of her dresser mirror in nothing but those lace panties, I looked... graceful. A little unsteady, but undeniably female.

And it felt good.

I dressed myself in the outfit she gave me. I pulled my own bra straps over my shoulders. I slid into the outfit piece by piece, adjusting, smoothing, turning in the mirror. I was slow, and a little clumsy, but it was a good first step.

Then I sat at the vanity. The makeup was still there from yesterday—foundation, blush, two palettes, a gloss, a mascara wand with a pink handle. I stared at it like it might laugh at me. But I remembered Claire’s words from the day before: “Beauty’s a part-time job.”

So I went to work. Moisturizer, a light base. Just enough coverage to make me glow. A soft sweep of blush, barely-there highlighter. I filled in my brows gently, added mascara with shaky hands, and finished with a sheer, pinkish gloss that made my lips look kiss-bitten.

When I looked in the mirror again, I felt it in my chest—that’s me.

I brushed my hair—slowly, letting it fall loose around my shoulders in soft waves—and stood to check the full view. The girl staring back at me looked casual, pretty, bright, and a little nervous, but ready.

There was a knock on the bathroom door.

“You decent?” Claire called.

I turned toward the door, heart suddenly racing. “Come in.”

She opened it slowly—and froze in the doorway.

Her eyes moved from my face, down my body, all the way to the bare tops of my thighs where the shorts ended. Then back up. She didn’t speak. Just smiled.

“Damn,” she said at last. “You did all that yourself?”

I nodded, unsure whether to beam or shrink.

Claire stepped closer, brushing her thumb under my eye to smudge a tiny bit of shadow. “I’m impressed.”

“You taught me,” I said.

“Mmm,” she said, kissing my cheek. “Still. You’ve over performed and somehow made yourself even more beautiful.”

She stepped back, looked me over once more, and handed me a soft canvas tote bag with her wallet and keys already inside.

“Ready?” she asked.

I hesitated. Not out of fear. Just out of awe.

“Yeah,” I said, exhaling. “I think I am.”

And then we walked out the door together—me in sandals that clicked with every step, Claire beside me, smiling like she’d just launched something dangerous into the world.


Chapter 6
Out Where They Can See Her


To my relief, the mall wasn’t that crowded for the weekend. It was still early enough in the morning that the rush hadn’t begun to seep in. Everything felt sun-drenched and spacious—polished floors, skylights filtering warm light down through pale indoor trees, the steady hush of soft pop music and designer air conditioning.

And yet the moment we walked through the doors, I felt naked.

Not literally—I was dressed. But as soon as we stepped inside and passed the first pair of men slouched by the railing, and I saw the way one of them looked at me—looked at me—I felt every inch of skin like it was glowing.

Claire noticed. “Eyes up, baby,” she whispered under her breath, sliding one arm around my waist. “You’re making grown men forget how to walk.”

I bit my lip, heart thudding, and kept walking. People didn’t stop and stare. Not exactly. But they looked. Lingering glances. Second takes. One guy nearly walked into a sign. A group of girls side-eyed me as I passed, their gazes dipping to my legs, then my top, then quickly away again. I didn’t know whether they hated me, wanted to be me, or both.

Claire steered us toward a boutique she said had “just the right kind of trouble” for me. The store was all pale wood and pastel tones, soft lighting that made everything look a little more expensive than it probably was. I wandered between racks, touching fabric, watching how the dresses caught the light, still not fully believing I was meant to wear any of it.

Claire held up a sleek red number and raised an eyebrow.

“Too much?” I asked.

“Not enough,” she said, and tossed it over her arm.

She made me try on everything. A yellow sundress with a plunging neckline. A tight green skirt that zipped up the back and didn’t allow for secrets. I emerged from the fitting room again and again, cheeks flushed, thighs trembling from balancing in borrowed heels, and each time Claire just watched—arms crossed, eyes warm and wicked.

“Spin,” she’d say. Or, “Tug the neckline lower.” Or simply, “Fuck, Lily.”

I started to enjoy it. Not just the way I looked. But the way she looked at me. Like I was art that kept surprising her.

By the time we paid, I had three new outfits in a sleek white bag and a vague sense that I’d just crossed some invisible line. I wasn’t just experiencing my new body. I was planning for a future in it.

We left the boutique with our bags swinging lightly between us, the soft rustle of tissue paper and the tick of my heels on the tile keeping time with my breath. Claire laced her fingers through mine as we walked, her hand warm and grounding. I didn’t think I’d want to be touched in public—so exposed, so obvious—but something about her grip made the whole experience feel safer.

We stopped at a small café nestled beside a bookstore, the kind with wide glass windows and tiny silver tables and baristas who wore beanies indoors like it was a brand requirement. Claire ordered for both of us—iced vanilla latte for her, cold brew with a splash of oat milk for me—and found a table in the sun.

I sat down across from her, crossed my legs without thinking, and immediately felt the tug of the new shorts riding higher up my thighs. I adjusted. Claire smirked.

“You’re learning,” she said, sipping her drink.

“I’m leaking confidence and caffeine,” I replied, trying not to blush.

Claire’s grin widened. “You’re also getting stared at again.”

I looked up—and caught it. A guy at the next table. Late twenties, maybe early thirties. Nice face, strong jaw, button-up shirt rolled at the sleeves. Not hot enough to make me nervous, but definitely attractive enough to notice. And he was noticing.

He looked away the moment I met his eyes—but not fast enough. The second time, he smiled. Small. Testing.

Claire watched the whole thing over the rim of her straw.

“You can say hi,” she whispered, voice like velvet.

“I don’t know how to flirt as a girl,” I murmured back.

“You don’t have to. You are the flirt.”

That did something to me because when I glanced back again and smiled—just slightly, just enough—he responded. He shifted forward. Adjusted the way he sat. Like I’d tugged on an invisible string between us.

The knowledge of it—of what I could do now—was dizzying. He was about to say something when Claire stood abruptly, grabbed our bags, and walked around to my side.

“We should go,” she said sweetly, her voice so calm it almost masked the fire beneath it.

She took my hand again as I stood, but this time her grip was firmer. As we passed the guy’s table, she didn’t glance his way—but I did. And he watched me walk out like he was memorizing it.

The second we were outside, I exhaled. “Do you think he was going to ask for my number?”

Claire didn’t slow down. “Yes.”

We turned the corner out of sight. She stopped me against the side of the building, pushed me gently back against the warm brick, and kissed me hard.

I gasped into her mouth.

“You don’t need his number,” she murmured, lips brushing mine. “You’ve got mine. Now hurry up, there’s one more store I want to show you.”

Just like that, she owned me again, pulling me quickly through the mall.

Inside the store smelled like roses and powder, with velvet curtains dividing the fitting rooms and mannequins posed like they were halfway between dreaming and sinning. Claire didn’t hesitate. She held the door open with a smirk and waved me in like a girl bringing her favorite doll to a dress-up party.

“This,” she said, eyes already scanning the racks, “is going to be fun.”

I was still reeling from the coffee shop. Still flushed from the look that guy had given me—and from the way Claire had kissed me afterward, like she needed to stamp her name back on my lips. I didn’t know if she was showing off now or spoiling herself, but either way, I was the prize.

She dragged me from rack to rack, pulling out sheer lace teddies, crotchless panties with delicate bows, tiny satin bras, and garter sets that looked like they belonged in a photoshoot, not a bedroom. She held each one up to me for a second—against my hips, across my chest, around my neck—then tossed it into her growing pile with a decisive little hum.

The saleswoman gave us a knowing smile as Claire pushed me toward the changing room with five hangers in hand.

“I’m coming in,” she said simply, brushing past the curtain before I could even argue.

The room was small, lit softly, with a stool in the corner and a mirror that didn’t lie. Claire closed the curtain behind us and set the lingerie on the hook with reverence, like hanging fine art.

I stared at the first piece: a pale pink bra and panty set with eyelash lace and a high-cut thong. Just the sight of it made my thighs press together.

Claire leaned close and whispered, “Start with this one.”

I nodded, hands trembling slightly as I unhooked my top and slid out of my shorts. Claire sat on the stool, legs crossed, watching like she was about to be entertained.

Pulling the panties up was a slow glide of silk and lace. They hugged my hips perfectly, the cut almost indecent. The bra followed, and even without padding, it lifted me just enough to make me gasp at my reflection.

Claire exhaled like she’d been holding her breath. “Holy shit, Lily…”

I turned in the mirror. It wasn’t just sexy. It wasn’t just arousing. It looked natural. Like this was what my body had always been waiting to wear.

I reached for the next set—deep burgundy mesh with strappy details and tiny gold rings—and as I bent forward to pull it on, Claire stood.

“Let me help.”

Her fingers grazed my sides as she adjusted the straps, straightened the band. When she stepped back and I turned to look at her, her expression had shifted.

She was breathing harder now. Eyes darker. Lips parted slightly. She stepped closer. I didn’t move. Her hand landed softly at my waist. “You have no idea what you’re doing to me,” she said, voice low.

I swallowed. “You picked this.”

“I didn’t know you’d make it look that good.”

Then her mouth was on mine. The kiss was slower than the last one, but deeper. Her hands slid along my back, then down, cupping my ass through the lace. I moaned into her, pressing against her without even thinking, my thighs rubbing together, my clit already aching again from the friction of silk and want.

She pulled back just enough to whisper, “You were made for this.”

I shook my head, but only slightly. “You made me like this.”

“No,” she said. “You were always like this—inside. This experience has just helped you see it.”

Her hand slipped between my thighs—just enough to brush the soaked gusset of the panties. I gasped. Her lips found my neck.

“God, you’re wet again.”

“I can’t help it.”

“I know. That’s what makes it so fucking good.”

She kissed me again—hard, possessive—and then pulled back with a little growl. “We’ll save the rest for later. I don’t want my first time fucking you being in public.”

My knees wobbled.

She adjusted one of the straps on my shoulder with a smirk, then reached for the hanging clothes. “Next set,” she said, eyes sparkling. “I want to see you in red.”

We left the fitting room an hour later with more bags than I could carry and flushed cheeks that didn’t come from trying on clothes.

Claire insisted on paying. I didn’t argue. She looked so pleased with herself—like a painter who’d just finished a masterpiece and couldn’t wait to hang it on the wall. As we stepped back into the daylight, her hand found my lower back again, warm and steady.

“You did so good in there,” she murmured as we walked. “And fuck, you looked like you belonged in every single piece.”

I blushed, still riding the high. “I kind of felt like I did.”

She looked at me then—not with teasing or pride, but something quieter. Almost reverent. “I know you did.”

We reached the car, and I was halfway through wrangling the bags into the backseat when Claire turned to me with a glint in her eye.

“We need to head home.”

I blinked. “Already?”

“Like being seen, do you?” She leaned against the door with a wicked little smile. “Don’t worry, we’ve got somewhere to be tonight.”

Something in her tone made my stomach flutter.

“Where?”

Claire stepped close, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear like she was about to tell me a secret. Her voice dropped to a whisper, lips at my temple.

“We’re going back to the bar.”

I froze.

“The bar? From… the other night?”

She nodded, clearly enjoying my expression. “You thought it was so easy being me there, remember?”

I swallowed hard.

Claire smiled wider. “Well, Lily. Tonight, you're going to find out.”


Chapter 7
Preparations


Istared at the outfit laid out on the bed like it might bite me. The thin straps, the barely-there skirt, a top that wasn’t really a top so much as a suggestion—cropped tight and low, with a deep scoop that promised cleavage I now had and wasn’t sure how to handle. Claire had even set out a pair of black patent heels that made my stomach flutter just looking at them.

“You can’t be serious,” I said, though my voice lacked conviction.

Claire stood at the dresser, slipping on a pair of earrings. “Oh, I’m very serious.”

“I’ll barely be wearing anything.”

“Exactly.” She grinned knowingly at me. “The outfit is almost identical to what I wore the other night. I want you to look just as I did when you got so jealous of me.”

I turned back to the clothes. My pulse quickened, but it wasn’t just nerves anymore. Not entirely. There was something else under it. A current, a heat, a desire to look just good as she did that night. I was nervous about being seen, yes—but also curious. Curious how I’d look walking into that bar like this. Curious what they'd see when they looked at me.

“Claire…”

She crossed the room slowly and stopped beside me, her arms wrapping around my waist from behind. Her chin rested on my shoulder, and I felt her exhale against my skin.

“You remember what you said to me that night?” she asked softly.

“I do.”

“You made it sound like it was easy,” she whispered. “Being the girl who got the attention. Being looked at. Being wanted.”

I nodded. “I didn’t understand. Not then.”

“No,” she said, kissing the side of my neck, “but soon you really will. And I think you’re going to really like it.”

I looked down at the clothes again, and this time, something in me shifted. The fear was still there—but not the same fear I’d felt days ago. Not the kind that said this isn’t me. This was different. This fear came with a flutter of anticipation. With a thrill. Because I didn’t hate the thought of being seen as a woman or of being stared at anymore.

What scared me was how much I wanted it and how right it felt.

I reached out and touched the top, ran my fingers over the soft fabric. My hand looked right against it—small, smooth, with painted nails. Feminine. Like it belonged there. Like I belonged in it.

“This is revenge,” I said quietly, almost teasing now.

Claire smiled against my neck. “This is education.”

“And you’re wearing…?”

She smirked and walked to the closet, pulling out a slinky black dress with thin straps and a slit up to her hip. “I’m not letting my girlfriend out-sexy me.”

My heart skipped. Girlfriend. She said it like it was nothing. But for me, it landed like a promise. Like she would love me no matter who I was or how I looked.

I glanced at the outfit again and recalled the memory of her wearing it. The way I had stared at her that night. The way I had envied her for being so beautiful and desired. And now—somehow—it was mine.

“I’m actually doing this,” I whispered.

Claire came back to me, hands on my hips, turning me slowly to face her.

“You’re not just doing it,” she said. “You were meant for it.”

She kissed me—gentle, reverent, her fingers brushing up my sides as if reminding me of every new curve I now carried.

And in that moment, the thought bloomed in me fully: I didn’t want to go back to my former self. Not tonight. Maybe not ever.

Claire laid her dress on the bed next to mine, and for a moment the two outfits seemed to speak to each other. Her sleek black column of temptation and my strappy, flirty promise of skin. Her outfit said don’t touch unless I say so. Mine said you wish you could.

She was already halfway out of her robe when she caught me staring. “You’re allowed to look,” she said with a wink. “In fact, I insist.”

She stepped into her dress with practiced ease, pulling it up her body like it had been waiting for her. It hugged her in all the right places—waist, hips, the curve of her ass—and the slit climbed her thigh like it was daring someone to try their luck. She didn’t wear a bra. She didn’t need to.

I was still standing there in my underwear in awe of her natural grace.

Claire turned to me. “Come here.”

I obeyed before I even realized I had.

She started with the top, holding it open for me like she was helping me into something sacred. Her fingers brushed over my shoulders, smoothing the straps into place, then pulled the fabric down so it clung to my breasts. It was low. Very low. I could see the gentle swell of cleavage and the bare tops of my breasts in the mirror behind her.

Next came the skirt. I stepped into it, and she guided it up my hips, tugging it snug until it settled just under my ass. With the heels on, I stood straighter, shoulders back, chest lifted. I looked like someone who knew how to take control, how to make people fall apart just by leaning in a little too close.

“Damn, Lily,” she murmured, stepping back. “You look like you walked out of a wet dream.”

I swallowed hard, turning to face the mirror. She was right. I looked… hot. Not pretty. Not cute. Not soft. Hot.

Claire’s eyes met mine in the mirror. “I want every single person in that bar to see you and wonder how the hell they missed you before.”

I turned to her, suddenly aware of the tightness in my chest—but not from nerves. From need. From wanting.

She kissed me—not deeply, but firmly. A grounding kiss. The kind that says you’re mine, but also you’re becoming yours. Then she handed me a small, black clutch purse and spun me towards the door.

“I’ve got the car keys. Lip gloss is inside. Let’s go give the universe a second chance to stare at you properly.”


Chapter 8
Going Out


The car ride over was quiet—but not empty. Claire drove with one hand on the wheel and the other resting casually on my thigh, fingers tracing light circles just above my knee. Every time we hit a red light, she looked over at me like I was dessert she was trying not to eat too early.

My heart hadn’t stopped racing since we left the house. It wasn’t panic anymore. Not even nerves. It was something else. That quickening pulse you get just before something important happens. When you know you’re about to be seen in a way that changes things.

When we pulled into the lot, my breath caught. The bar looked the same as always—dim lights glowing through frosted windows, the familiar hum of muffled music vibrating through the sidewalk. But I didn’t look the same. I was different.

I stepped out of the car in my heels, skirt tight around my hips, top clinging to my chest like a dare. I felt the night air kiss my legs, lift my hair, tease the edges of skin that had never been exposed this way before.

Claire came around to my side, took my hand, and squeezed. “You good?”

I nodded. “I think so.”

She leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “Just remember—everyone in there is about to fall in love with you.”

We walked to the door together. Claire led and I followed.

The music inside was louder than I remembered. The lights low, glowing amber and red across familiar faces and unfamiliar gazes. The room hadn’t changed. But heads still turned when we stepped through the door.

I felt them instantly—eyes. Curious, appraising, lingering.

A man at the bar glanced up from his drink and did a double take. A woman by the pool table gave me a slow, deliberate once-over. Someone at a booth whispered something to their friend, and both of them turned to look.

My body buzzed. They didn’t see Luke. They didn’t know him. They saw me—Lily.

And something in me wanted more.

Claire leaned close and whispered, “Told you.” She steered us toward a tall cocktail table near the back. It was close enough to the bar to catch attention, but tucked just enough into the shadows that I could observe without being swallowed. A perfect vantage point.

“If you want a drink, well, just stand here and wait,” Claire murmured, guiding me into position like a sculptor placing her favorite statue. “You’ll get one soon enough.”

She didn’t sit. She leaned—against the wall, arms folded, eyes scanning the room like a lioness surveying her territory. Her gaze flicked to me, then back out again, like she was waiting for the room to notice what she already knew.

And she was right. It didn’t take long. A man at the far end of the bar turned. His eyes swept over me once—up, down, pausing just a beat too long on my legs—and then he leaned in to say something to the bartender. A few moments later, the bartender glanced in our direction, then slid a drink onto a tray and nodded toward a server.

The server—a young woman with a slick ponytail and an amused smile—carried the drink across the floor like it was an offering. She stopped at our table, set it down in front of me, and said, “Compliments of the guy at the end of the bar.”

Claire raised a brow, but didn’t say anything.

I blinked. “He bought me a drink?”

The server nodded, grinning. “He says you look gorgeous.”

My stomach flipped.

Claire didn’t look at me. She was watching him now. Watching him watch me. When the server left, I picked up the drink, just to have something to hold. It was cold. Sweet and a little fizzy.

And it was for me.

Claire’s voice was soft, but laced with amusement. “That didn’t take long.”

“I didn’t even do anything.”

She smiled. “You didn’t have to.”

I turned slowly, letting my eyes drift across the room. Men were glancing at me and looking away. Women were scanning me and whispering behind fingers. One guy near the jukebox did nothing to hide his open stare. A small group of women at the far end were practically dissecting my outfit with their eyes.

And I— I liked it. No. I loved it.

Not in an arrogant way. Not even in a sexual way. It was something quieter. Deeper. Something that filled a part of me I hadn’t realized was empty. I felt seen. And not in a look at the freak way. In a she’s stunning way. In a who is she way. And more than anything, I felt… real.

Claire took a slow sip from her drink, then leaned in toward me, lips near my ear. “How does it feel? You love it, don’t you?”

I didn’t answer at first. Because the truth was… It felt like home. It felt right. It felt like everything I had ever wanted.

I don’t know how long we stayed in that haze of glances and unspoken invitation. Every time I sipped my drink, I felt it again—that rush of being watched. A pair of eyes sliding over my bare shoulders, someone’s gaze dipping below the neckline of my top, another man nudging his friend and nodding toward me like I was a secret they wanted to unwrap. And through it all, Claire watched them watch me.

She didn’t touch me. Not yet. But her eyes never left me, and I could feel her energy pulsing hot beside me—coiled, barely contained. I wondered if this had been her plan all along. To let me feel what she had. To turn the mirror around and let me see how heavy attention could be… and how addictive.

The moment shifted when one of them finally worked up the nerve. He was tall. Handsome in that clean-cut, charming kind of way. He wore a collared shirt with the sleeves rolled up and a confident smile. He approached slowly, a fresh drink in hand, and stopped just close enough to be heard over the music.

“Hi,” he said. “You looked like you could use another.”

I glanced down at the glass. It was the same kind I already had. “You’ve been watching me.”

“I think everyone has,” he said with a grin. “But I’m the only one brave enough to come say hi.”

He didn’t look lecherous. He looked... interested. Playful. Like someone who thought he had a chance.

I didn’t know what to say. Part of me thrilled at the attention, at the power of knowing someone like him was drawn to me. Another part waited—because I could already feel Claire behind me.

She stepped in smoothly, one hand curling around my waist with quiet authority. “Sorry, but she’s taken,” Claire said sweetly, though her smile didn’t reach her eyes.

He blinked, surprised. “Oh—I didn’t mean to⁠—”

“I know,” she said. “But she’s very taken.”

Her hand slid just slightly lower on my hip, anchoring me.

The man raised his hands in surrender, smiled again—slightly more forced this time—and backed away.

Claire didn’t let go.

She leaned in close, her lips against my cheek, her voice low and trembling with restraint. “I’m not about to lose my new girlfriend to some cocktail-slicked finance bro.”

I laughed, softly, breathlessly, and turned toward her. “You’re the one who brought me here.”

“Yeah, but my plan clearly backfired. You love being a woman too much and you love the attention,” she said. “And you keep making me so fucking jealous.”

Her eyes darkened as she kissed me, placing her final claim on me.

“And I’m tired of sharing you with the world. I want to take you home and have you all to myself.”


Chapter 9
Hers


The apartment door had barely clicked shut before Claire had me against it. She kissed me like she was trying to undo everything she’d let me feel in public. No teasing, no testing, just raw, bruising want. Her hands were in my hair, then at my waist, then down, yanking up the edge of my skirt with one sharp tug as her hips pressed into mine.

“Claire—” I gasped, but she wasn’t listening.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, chest heaving, eyes burning. Then she grinned—wild and gleaming—and pushed me backward.

“No more talking. Bedroom. Now.”

I stumbled toward it, heels clicking across the floor, my legs weak with anticipation. We reached the bed and she grabbed me by the hips and threw me down onto the sheets. I yelped—half surprise, half thrill—and she was on me in an instant, climbing on top, straddling my thighs.

“You really just took to it, didn’t you,” she said, voice low and rough.

“What—?”

“Being a girl.” Her hands pinned my wrists above my head as her mouth dipped to my neck. “Like it was always in you. Like you’ve been waiting for someone to peel back the skin of some dumb boy and let the real you out.”

I gasped as she bit gently at my throat, sucked at the soft skin just below my jaw.

“I just did as you told me⁠—”

“Don’t lie,” she whispered, licking her way to my collarbone. “You walk like you’ve been doing it forever. You carry yourself like you know you’re fuckable. You even know how to pout when you want attention.”

She sat up, her eyes devouring me. Her hands slid down to the hem of my top and ripped it upward in one swift motion, exposing my chest. I arched, breath catching.

“And you’ve been driving me crazy,” she growled.

Her mouth was on my breasts a moment later—tongue flicking, lips sucking, teeth scraping just enough to make me writhe beneath her. She kissed down my stomach, then back up again, hands pinning my hips.

“I’ve always found you attractive,” she murmured between kisses. “But nothing—nothing—like what I’ve felt with you this weekend.”

I moaned.

“It’s not just the way you look,” she went on, pulling back to meet my eyes. “It’s everything. The way you breathe now. The way you feel under me. The way you kiss me like you’re finally in the body that knows how.”

My heart pounded.

Claire leaned down and kissed me again, slower this time, her hips rocking against mine.

“I wanted to humiliate you a little, you know,” she whispered. “Make you understand. Make you beg to go back to being Luke.” Her smile widened. “But that was never going to happen. You didn’t just fall into being Lily. You bloomed. And now... now I don’t think I can stop wanting you as her.”

Her voice cracked just slightly on that last word, and it wrecked me. She kissed me again—and I kissed her back like I’d been waiting for her my entire life.

Claire kissed me like she wanted to leave fingerprints on my soul. She stayed on top of me, straddling my hips, her hands never still. One traced the slope of my ribs, the softness of my breasts; the other roamed my waist, as if memorizing the new topography of who I’d become. Her mouth found my neck, my collarbone, the spot just beneath my ear that made me shiver uncontrollably.

“Luke or Lily. You’re mine,” she murmured into my skin.

I couldn’t speak. Could only nod, gasping, whimpering, arching against her as her body pressed down into mine.

She kissed her way lower—down my chest, her tongue circling each nipple, her teeth grazing just enough to make my breath catch. Her fingers slid beneath the waistband of my panties, tugging them down together. She took her time peeling me open like a gift she already owned but wanted to savor all over again.

And then I felt it—her fingers, warm and wet, sliding between my folds.

I gasped, my whole body tightening.

“You’re always so ready for me,” she whispered, kissing my inner thigh. “So sweet. So fucking soft—and wet.”

Her fingers moved in slow, perfect circles, finding my clit, teasing it, brushing past it again and again until my legs were shaking. Then one finger slipped inside me—slow, deliberate, possessive.

My breath hitched. She moaned at the feeling—like the tightness of me turned her on as much as it destroyed me.

She added another finger, and the fullness made me cry out.

“That’s it,” she cooed, kissing me again as she rocked them gently in and out. “Feel it. Feel me.”

Her thumb rubbed tight circles against my clit, and my hips bucked without permission. I grabbed at the sheets, at her arms, at anything.

And then she stopped.

I whimpered, blinking up at her, dazed and ready to cry for more.

She smirked and leaned over me, opening the nightstand drawer.

“What are you⁠—?”

Claire pulled out a dildo—sleek, purple, perfectly curved. Her eyes met mine, and everything in me clenched. “Trust me,” she said.

I nodded, already breathless. It looked so wrong, but I wanted it in a way I couldn’t deny.

She slid down between my legs and kissed me there again—soft, reverent—before slicking the toy and positioning it at my entrance. Her other hand held me steady, fingers gripping my thigh.

And then she pushed in, slow and deep.

I cried out. Not from pain. From everything—from the stretch, the heat, the feeling of being opened in a way that wasn’t just physical.

Claire moaned as she watched me take it. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Take it. You’re doing so good.”

She began to move—long, smooth thrusts that made me feel the toy slide against every nerve. Her other hand returned to my breast, squeezing and teasing while she leaned in and kissed me hungrily.

She moved faster. Harder.

The sound of it—wet and rhythmic and filthy—only made me wetter. I couldn’t stay still. My hips met each thrust. I moaned into her mouth, into the space between us, into the bed.

“You feel like you were made for this,” she panted.

I was trembling, legs wide, hands gripping her arms, her back, anything.

“Claire—fuck—I can’t handle this. I⁠—”

“Yes, you can,” she said. “You are. This is who you are.”

She began to thrust harder, her body rocking into me with growing urgency. Her breath was hot against my body. Her voice was breaking.

“You’re so perfect like this. So open. So mine.”

“Please,” I whimpered. I didn’t know what I was begging for.

She leaned over my face and kissed me again, deeper than before. And then she said it: “I love you like this.”

I shattered.

My orgasm ripped through me, sudden and hard, like lightning cracking open my chest. My thighs locked around her. My hands clawed at her back. I cried out—wordless, shameless, lost in it.

Claire kept fucking me through it. She didn’t slow. She held me down and gave it to me over and over until I was shaking, sobbing, moaning into her.

When she finally stopped, she withdrew the toy gently and kissed my lips again and again. We collapsed into the sheets, tangled and soaked, breathless and stunned.

“I’ve never felt anything like that,” I whispered.

“I know,” she said. “Neither have I.”

She pulled me into her arms, holding me close, and for the first time, I didn’t feel like I’d become something new.

I felt like I was.


Chapter 10
The Wish That Mattered


Later, when the sweat had dried and the room was filled with nothing but soft breathing and the occasional hum of passing cars, Claire brushed her fingers over my bare hip.

We hadn’t spoken much since the sex. We didn’t need to. But now she turned to face me, her hair a halo of mess around her flushed face.

“I meant what I said,” she whispered.

“About loving me?” I asked, voice raw.

She nodded. “This whole weekend… watching you become you—it wasn’t just hot. It got to me. It made me want you in a way I didn’t expect.”

“I think I want me too,” I said quietly. “I think I really like this, being Lily. I think I want to stay like this.”

Claire didn’t smile. She looked serious. Then she kissed me again, slow and firm. “We’ll figure it out,” she said. “But for tonight, you are Lily and you’re mine.”

I curled into her, our legs tangled, her arms wrapped around me like a shield and for the first time in my life, I felt complete. I felt like I was exactly who I was meant to be.

After a while, I rolled onto my side, and Claire followed, curling around me, her body warm and steady against my back. Her arm slipped around my waist. I laced my fingers with hers and brought them to my chest, holding her there.

The city was quiet now. Just distant headlights, a few horns, the hush of a world winding down. We stared out the bedroom window at the dark sky. It had cleared sometime after the storm of our bodies.

And then I saw it—a soft streak of light across the stars.

A shooting star.

My eyes widened and I let out a soft gasp, wondering what it meant. Would it mark the end of my time as Lily? Or perhaps it was a second chance to change my future.

Claire hadn’t noticed it yet. She was still nuzzled against me, kissing my shoulder absentmindedly.

I didn’t speak. I just closed my eyes and made a wish.

Let me stay like this. Let me always be Lily. Let me always be Claire’s.

The star vanished, swallowed by the sky. But something lingered. Not just the warmth of Claire’s arms or the ache still singing between my thighs.

Something inside me shifted. I could feel it within. I felt still, certain. I felt like Lily.

I closed my eyes and let out a sigh as I wrapped my arms around hers. I felt like the stars had listened. I felt like I had finally discovered who I was. Who I had always been and who the universe had always known I was.

And in that moment, I realized—I hadn’t just wished to be her.

I had become me


[image: Touched Right]


Chapter 1
Arrival


Iwas tired in the way that no sleep could fix. Not just tired of work or bills or traffic. I was tired of myself. Of who I had become and the life I had created. Of waking up each morning with that dull ache behind my eyes—the one that whispered, This again. The ache that made every task feel like a performance I didn’t remember auditioning for.

I hadn’t always been like this. I think, once, I cared about things. Had goals, maybe even joy. But those parts of me had worn thin. Shaved down by deadlines, passive-aggressive emails, canceled dates, and the slow bleed of existing in a life that didn’t feel built for me.

So when an ad popped up in the sidebar of my browser—a photo of steam rising from a stone pool, soft golden light, a blurred silhouette wrapped in a towel—I clicked.

"The Kallistra Retreat – Restorative. Private. Transformational.”

I don’t remember the rest of the page. Just that the colors were soft. Mauve and ivory and gold. The language was vague, almost poetic. “Let go.” “Be seen.” “Return to yourself.” That kind of shit.

I booked the weekend without even checking reviews. I don’t think I cared if it was real. All I knew was I needed to get away. From the emails. The people. The mirror. And most of all, the weight that had settled on my chest and refused to leave.

The confirmation came quickly. A personalized welcome message. A reminder that the retreat was private, exclusive, and focused on peace, health, and deep personal restoration.

It sounded like exactly what I needed.

I packed light. A weekend’s worth of clothes, a toothbrush, a book I probably wouldn’t read, and a stubborn hope that something—anything—might shift.

The drive up into the mountains took four hours. I didn’t play music. I didn’t make phone calls. I just watched the trees blur past and let the silence fill me.

The GPS led me off the main road, through an ivy-covered archway, and up a winding hill lined with redwood trees. At the top sat a sprawling estate, tucked behind wrought iron gates and hedges thick enough to hide a secret.

The place looked like a dream. Stone walls, red tile roofs, steam rising from pools tucked between manicured gardens. The air smelled like lavender and citrus and something else I couldn’t place—something sweet and old, like pressed flowers in a grandmother’s jewelry box.

I parked and stepped out of the car. Immediately, the weight on my chest shifted. Not gone, but lighter. Like maybe it could be set down for a while. Like maybe this would be the cure to everything that ailed me.

Inside, the lobby was all candlelight and murmured music. A woman at the reception desk looked up and froze when she saw me.

“Oh,” she said, a bit uncertain. “Hi there. Can I help you?”

“I have a reservation,” I said, walking up with my bag. “Under Alex Paulson.”

She blinked. “Oh… Of course. Just a moment.”

She typed something, eyes scanning the screen. Her mouth twitched when she saw the entry.

“Right… Alex.” Her voice had a lilt of apology. “Yes, I… see the booking. It’s just that… well, we don’t usually accommodate…” She hesitated, clearly struggling to say it.

“Men?” I offered with a small smile, not surprised that a resort such as this would serve mostly women.

She laughed nervously. “Yes. Actually, this is specifically a women-only retreat. Always has been. But… your name must’ve slipped through the filter. We assumed you were—well, never mind.” She glanced over her shoulder. “Let me get the manager. One moment, please.”

A few minutes later, a tall woman in a slate-gray wrap dress emerged from a side office. Her posture was perfect, her expression cool but not unfriendly.

“You must be Alex,” she said. “I’m Mara, the resort manager.”

I nodded. “Sorry if I caused trouble. I wasn’t trying to game the system. I just… saw the ad and booked it. I didn’t realize just how exclusive you were.”

She studied me for a moment. “It’s no trouble. I’m sorry you were mislead, but the resort is a very curated space. Everything here is designed around the feminine experience—from our treatments to our energy work to the atmosphere itself.”

I nodded slowly, trying not to wilt under her gaze. “Look, I get it, but I drove a long way to get here and I paid upfront. I can assure you that I don’t have any toxic masculinity and if it doesn’t work, I promise to leave.”

Mara held up a hand. “I appreciate your candor, Mr. Paulson, and I believe we can make an exception this time—with conditions.”

My eyebrows rose. “Conditions?”

“You’ll be booked into private sessions only. No interaction with other guests. You’ll need to surrender all your personal belongings at check-in—clothing included. In return, we’ll provide everything you need, including attire that… matches the spa environment.”

I blinked. “You mean… women’s clothes?”

“It’s important you blend in with the space,” she said smoothly. “And there is one more thing.” She gestured to the pink velvet box sitting beside the check-in papers. “We ask all guests to take our transformative vitamin. It’s a blend of herbs, designed to promote hormonal balance, clarity, and physical release.”

I looked between her, the receptionist, and the box. “And this isn’t just branding?”

Mara smiled faintly. “The results speak for themselves. Most guests never want to leave.”

I hesitated. The weight in my chest, the bone-deep fatigue, the invisible ache between what I was and what I wanted to be—none of it was new. But this place felt like a break in the noise. A threshold.

“Okay,” I said.

Mara extended her hand. “Then welcome to Kallistra.”


Chapter 2
The First Touch


The suite was warm and quiet. Draped in pale fabrics and candlelight. There were no electronics. No TV. Just a plush bed, a clawfoot tub, and a closet hung with robes and dresses and soft slippers.

I stopped just inside the door, still absorbing the quiet, the scent of lavender and vanilla that clung to the air like a hush. As I took it all in, a ripple of doubt passed through me. What the hell was I doing here? A women-only resort, tucked away from the world, where I was already an exception. I'd have to stay hidden, follow their rules, pretend I belonged by dressing how they wanted. Maybe this wasn't the escape I thought it would be. Maybe it was just another way to feel out of place.

But part of me—a deeper, quieter part—wondered what it would feel like to surrender to that, to go along with it and see what happened if I stopped fighting it all the time. What it would feel like the dress and act like a different person for the weekend and see if it felt any better.

Stripping out of my travel clothes, I folded them neatly and tucked them into the basket labeled BELONGINGS. I slid into the robe they had provided—a pale blush satin that glided against my skin—and tied it at the waist with a ribbon sash. It was soft. Too soft. I couldn't stop running my hands down my sides, the fabric slipping along my ribs and hips like breath.

A soft knock broke the stillness.

I opened the door to find a young woman in a taupe uniform carrying a slender box wrapped in tissue. She smiled politely, her eyes dropping briefly to my robe.

“Good, you’ve changed. These are for you," she said, offering the box. "And I’ll take the rest of your items now, if you're ready."

I nodded and handed her the basket with my clothes, feeling a little like I was handing away the last remnants of who I was. She accepted it with another warm, impersonal smile and turned to leave. "Let us know if you need anything. Your personalized schedule is still being updated."

I closed the door behind her and carried the box to the bed. I hesitated before opening it. Then, slowly, I peeled back the paper.

Inside was an array of feminine clothing—delicate and expensive-looking. Lace bras and matching panties in soft pinks, black mesh, and creamy ivory. A satin chemise, folded slips, stockings, and dresses in light fabrics. Every piece shimmered slightly in the low light, as if it had been chosen not for me, but for the idea of someone better, someone softer, someone worth adorning.

I sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the contents like they were something sacred and dangerous all at once. My doubts returned for a moment. I should leave, I thought. This wasn't me. But then my hand reached forward anyway, brushing the lace like it might vanish if I hesitated too long.

I had thought about this before though not often. Not out loud. But when I saw a woman in something soft, elegant, sexy—my arousal was never just about her. It was about the look, the textures, the way the fabric clung to skin and whispered between thighs. I had always wondered: Did it feel as good as it looked? Could it make me feel beautiful too?

And when I lifted the bra and panties to my skin, something in me shifted. Not just curiosity. It was need. I had to know. I had to feel it.

And once I did, I knew I wouldn't be leaving. Not yet.

I reached for a blush-colored bra first. The lace was impossibly light, the cups small, unpadded. I held it up to my chest, then paused, glancing toward the mirror.

Women always made it look effortless. Sexy, comfortable, powerful even. And something about that had always stirred something quiet in me. A question I never let myself answer. Could this—could I—feel that way too?

I slipped it on. The bra hugged my chest snugly, the band pressing just beneath my ribs. My nipples brushed the lace, barely covered, and I felt the faintest twinge of heat bloom beneath the fabric. I adjusted the straps slowly, watching myself in the mirror—the way my collarbone looked framed by those scalloped cups, the way my shoulders seemed... gentler.

Then I picked up a pair of cheeky panties in matching blush, soft satin with just a little give. I stepped into them and pulled them up slowly. They hugged my hips, settled against the curve of my ass with a surprising perfection. I shifted my weight from foot to foot, marveling at how they clung, how they revealed and concealed at once. The sensation was almost too much—foreign but intoxicating. I adjusted, tucking myself down out of habit or instinct—I wasn’t sure which—and smoothed the fabric between my legs.

The sensation was startling. Everything felt flatter. Sleeker. I brushed my fingers down my front and shivered. Just fabric there now, soft and slightly damp from heat. My thighs pressed together and I felt something like a throb.

A spark.

Before I could process it, the phone on the wall buzzed softly.

I startled, cheeks flushing, then I padded over and picked it up. "Hello?"

"Alex?" It was the woman from the front desk. "Hi. Just letting you know we’re still working on your revised schedule. In the meantime, we recommend you take a short nap. Let the vitamin settle in." She paused. “You did take the vitamin, yes?"

I held up the small pill and considered it. I knew this was it, my last opportunity to back out if I wanted. I hesitated, my fingers brushing the lace at my hip as I felt another sensual shiver course through me. I shifted around, feeling the bra and panties align themselves perfectly with my body.

In that moment I knew I wasn’t ready to leave. I was too curious. Too in need of something different.

I tossed down the vitamin with a quick swallow and turned my attention back to the phone. "Yes," I said. "Just now."

“Excellent. Sweet dreams."

The line clicked dead.

I returned to the bed slowly, still dressed in the lingerie. The sheets felt even softer against my skin now—almost erotic in the way they moved with me. I lay down gently, the cool fabric of the pillow contrasting with the lingering heat between my legs.

My hand slid absently along my side, fingers brushing the delicate seam of the panties. I didn’t touch myself. Not exactly. But I could feel the way my body had changed under the fabric—the tension, the throb, the delicious weight of something waiting.

As my eyes drifted shut, I imagined what it might feel like to wear one of those dresses. To walk across the room and see someone turn. Not because I looked odd or out of place. But because I looked beautiful.

And I slept, still wrapped in lace and longing.


Chapter 3
Awakening


Iwoke slowly, surfacing through layers of warmth and scent. The sheets clung to me, soft and fragrant, and for a long, dazed moment I couldn’t remember where I was. Everything felt strange. Not wrong. Just... different.

My body was heavy and warm, humming with some kind of gentle tension. The robe I had fallen asleep in had slipped open, and the cool air kissed skin that felt too soft, too bare. I blinked at the ceiling, then down at myself.

My breath caught.

Full breasts rose and fell with every shallow inhale, soft and round and undeniably real beneath the lace of the blush bra. My chest swelled with each heartbeat, the skin delicate and sensitive. My hands moved as if on their own, trembling slightly as they reached up and cupped the weight.

They were mine. I could feel them from the inside out. My palms pressed gently, and a gasp escaped me. My nipples were taut, visible through the lace, and when I brushed them, sensation shot through me like lightning. It wasn’t just pleasure—it was discovery, electric and whole, a chord struck perfectly in tune.

I sat up slowly, heart racing. The panties still hugged my hips, but the familiar weight between my legs was gone. Instead, there was only a small, delicate bulge—barely more than a nub, sensitive and tender. My once-familiar cock had shrunk down into something new entirely. Something soft. Something that pulsed at the slightest touch.

My hands slid down. I hesitated, breath shallow, and then parted my legs slightly. The soft fabric of the panties pressed into the new shape between my thighs. There was heat there. Wetness. An ache that didn’t feel male or female—just urgent, alive. I pressed a little and moaned—high and startled, the sound escaping me before I could think.

My breath shivered across my lips. I felt dizzy, aroused, terrified—and yet, I didn’t want to pull away. I wanted to feel it again. I needed to.

I swung my legs over the side of the bed and stood. My balance was off, hips wider, thighs fuller. My center of gravity had shifted. I took a tentative step, then another. The robe brushed up against smooth, hairless calves. My legs looked long and sleek, and the curve of my waist met my hips with a grace I had never owned before.

I crossed to the mirror, the robe brushing my thighs, and froze. The woman in the mirror was breathtaking. Not in some airbrushed, fake way. She was radiant and lush. Her hair was slightly mussed from sleep, her cheeks pink, lips soft and parted. Her body was curved and feminine, belly flat, breasts round and full, thighs that touched just enough to look sinful. She wore my blush lingerie and looked like something out of a magazine.

Except she wasn’t a stranger.

She was me.

My fingers touched the mirror, then my lips. I watched them move together.

“Alex,” I whispered, testing the sound. It still fit, but I looked nothing like him. Somehow, that didn’t feel like a loss. It felt like discovery.

Someone must have come while I slept, because when I turned back to the bed, I noticed a slender white box resting on the bench near the vanity. I hadn’t heard anyone enter, but it was there now, clean and perfectly placed, tied with a ribbon.

Inside was a spa wrap dress—soft, light gray, made from some kind of featherweight cotton blend that felt like luxury in textile form. I stepped into it and tied it at the waist. The dress hugged me perfectly, draping over my hips and falling just above the knee. The neckline dipped modestly, but enough to frame my new cleavage. It was simple, effortless, and somehow made me feel even more feminine.

I turned slowly in the mirror, brushing my hands over the fabric, letting it settle over my figure. My breasts moved gently beneath the cotton. The hem swayed at the tops of my thighs. Every detail was exactly as it should be—flattering, seductive, and perfectly fit for the body I now wore.

That’s when I saw it.

My hair had changed too. It now spilled down past my shoulders in soft, golden waves, thick and glossy like something out of a salon commercial. I brushed my fingers through it in disbelief. It wasn’t a wig. It wasn’t pretend. It was mine.

A note was tucked beneath the ribbon.

Good evening, Alex.

Your first treatment is scheduled for 5:00 p.m. sharp. A restorative facial and full mani-pedi await you in Sol Room 3. Please proceed directly upon waking.

We’re so glad you’re here.

I blinked, then glanced at the clock on the nightstand. 4:47. My heart jumped. I was expected. Now.

A wave of panic fluttered in my stomach. I’d have to leave the room like this. I’d have to walk the halls—to be seen. I looked at myself again in the mirror, clutching the card in one hand and the sash of my dress in the other.

But what choice did I have?

I looked down at my feet. Slippers waited beside the bed, a pale dove gray with thin soles and soft insides. I slid into them, marveling at how even my feet had changed. Smaller and more delicate.

I smoothed the wrap dress over my hips, tightened the belt, drew in a breath then checked my reflection one last time. The image in the mirror looked ready.

I looked ready.

I didn’t just look like a woman. I looked like a woman who belonged here. But now I would have to act like one too. That was all part of the agreement I had made, even if that was before I knew I would wake up like this.

I stepped toward the door, heart racing, slippers whispering softly against the hardwood.

It was time to be seen.


Chapter 4
Seen


The hallway outside my suite was silent. Soft white light spilled from wall sconces shaped like flowers, illuminating pale walls and rich wooden floors. A faint trace of lavender floated in the air. Everything was serene, calming, and purposeful. Yet every step I took made my heart pound louder.

The wrap dress swished gently around my thighs, the cotton light but clingy in the worst way—or maybe the best. It hugged my curves. It framed my breasts. And with every quiet step in those satin slippers, I became hyper-aware of how visible I was.

My nipples pressed lightly against the fabric, still sensitive from waking. My thighs brushed with every step. I could feel the air against the back of my knees, the sway of my hips. My hair brushed my shoulders and tickled the back of my neck. Every sense felt heightened, as if my skin had become more aware of the world around me. Even the soft whisper of fabric sliding over my body made me shiver.

I felt naked. Vulnerable. But also—God help me—a little sexy.

It was dangerous, the way I liked it. The way it made me walk a little straighter. The way my chin lifted as I moved, as though every click of my steps said: Look at me. I’m worth seeing.

A pair of women passed me down one hallway, both in similar wrap dresses and sandals, their voices low and relaxed as they chatted. One of them smiled politely at me as we passed.

No second glances. No confusion. Just... acceptance. And that, more than anything, made my breath catch in my chest.

I didn’t feel like I was pretending. I felt like I belonged.

Sol Room 3 was tucked down a private wing with glass-paneled doors and soft instrumental music drifting from somewhere above. I stopped just outside the door and breathed in deep. My hands were shaking just slightly as I reached for the handle.

I raised a hand to knock, then hesitated. I looked down at myself again. The dress. The slippers. The glossy pink of my toes. The subtle curve of my hips and breasts. The long waves of golden hair that brushed my cheeks. I didn’t look like a man in a dress. I looked like a woman coming to be pampered.

I knocked.

The door opened to reveal a woman in pale gray scrubs with a name badge that read CARINA. She smiled warmly.

"Alex?" she asked gently.

I nodded. "Yes."

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t ask questions. Just stepped aside and motioned me in.

The room smelled like citrus and something sweet. Fresh linens were folded near a long reclining chair. A pedestal basin stood waiting with soft towels, and a table was arranged with creams, brushes, and tiny polished bottles. A small crystal glass of rose-colored wine sat on a tray, along with a porcelain teacup of steaming water, lemon slices curling along the rim.

"Would you like a refreshment before we begin?" Carina asked.

I nodded and took the wine. It was light and floral and just a little tart. Feminine, somehow, like drinking summer. I sipped it slowly, letting the warmth spread through me, relaxing each part of me inch by inch.

"Please, make yourself comfortable," she said. "You can remove your slippers and recline. We’ll begin with a hot towel wrap, then move into the facial and finish with nails."

I slipped into the chair, which cradled me instantly. Carina approached with a warm, fragrant towel and wrapped it gently around my shoulders, then placed another across my lap. The heat sank into me. My eyes closed on their own.

"Cucumber slices for your eyes?" she asked, and I nodded again.

A moment later, coolness covered my eyelids, and I felt my entire body soften. The tension I’d been carrying in my jaw, my spine, my thighs—it melted under her touch. The robe had slipped open slightly at the chest, and I felt the ambient air kiss the upper curve of my breasts.

She began with a cleansing cream that smelled like oranges and jasmine. Her hands were gentle, practiced, confident. She rubbed in circles, smoothing over my cheeks, jawline, forehead.

Then came an exfoliant that tingled and tightened. A mist of rosewater. A moisturizing serum that left my skin glowing. Her fingers trailed like silk across my temples and down to my jaw, and I could feel my body giving in to the pampering.

I drifted somewhere between awareness and surrender as her hands moved to my legs. She lifted one calf and began to massage in lotion—firm strokes up my shin, gentle circles behind the knee, and then a long glide up to my thigh. I squirmed, not from discomfort, but from the sheer sensitivity of it. My thighs had never felt like this before. Not this soft. Not this alive.

Each time her hands passed over my skin, I felt seen—not inspected, not analyzed, just tended to. As if my body deserved attention. Deserved to be adored.

Carina said nothing, just moved to my other leg, repeating the process. The hot towel on my shoulders had started to cool. My glass was empty. But I had never felt more pampered. More me.

Then came the mani-pedi. Carina lifted one foot and lowered it into a basin of warm, scented water. She clipped, filed, smoothed, massaged. Lotion slicked across my arch and ankle. Her touch made me want to whimper.

She painted my toes in a soft shell pink, elegant and subtle. Then my fingers—shaped delicately, polished to a glossy finish. When she placed my hand down at the end, I stared at it.

That wasn’t a man’s hand. It was mine. And it was beautiful.

Carina smiled as she packed up her tools. "You're all set. Take your time getting up. And welcome to Kallistra."

She left me alone in the room and I sat there for several long minutes, hands folded over my belly, breathing slowly, watching the way my painted nails gleamed in the light. I shifted slightly in the chair, legs bare and smooth, breasts rising and falling gently beneath the fabric of my dress. The air felt different against this new skin. So much more was felt. Every brush of fabric, every inch of softness—it wasn’t just surface-level. It was identity. It was affirmation.

I wasn’t scared anymore. I was radiant.

And I wanted more.


Chapter 5
In His Hands


Iwoke to golden light spilling across the sheets, warm and slow. The scent of rose and lavender still clung to the air, and the softness of the blanket against my skin was a decadent whisper of everything I’d become.

I stretched—arms overhead, legs long beneath the covers—and my body shifted in ways that were still new, still unfamiliar… but not wrong. Breasts moved gently with each breath. Hips curved into the mattress. The absence between my legs still sent a flicker through me, but it wasn’t panic. It wasn’t grief.

It was peace.

I slipped from the bed and padded to the mirror, still wearing the same wrap dress from the day before. It had wrinkled slightly as I slept, clinging more loosely now, one shoulder slipping down as I moved.

My reflection stared back at me: golden hair tousled, skin glowing from the facial, lips full and slightly parted. My chest was soft beneath the thin fabric, nipples faintly outlined. My legs, bare and smooth, looked longer than I remembered.

I looked like someone I wanted to touch. And more than that—I looked like someone I wanted to be.

The phone buzzed.

I jumped a little, then laughed softly to myself and crossed the room to answer.

“Good morning, Alex,” said the familiar voice at the front desk. “We have you scheduled for a bodywork session this morning. A full-body massage in the Solstice Bungalow. It’s one of our most tranquil spaces. A staff member will meet you in fifteen minutes to escort you. There’s a new wrap and slippers waiting outside your suite door. Please come ready.”

“Okay,” I said, my voice still high and breathy, but steadier than before. “Thank you.”

She paused. “And Alex? We’re very glad you’re here.”

The line went silent.

I opened the door to find the promised package waiting—a smaller, lighter wrap in pale peach, thinner than the last. The slippers were plush, embroidered with the spa’s crest, and inside the box was also a small tin of lip balm and a note that simply read: Relax. Let go. Be in your body.

I dressed slowly. The fabric clung naturally to my curves, my breasts settling gently into the loose neckline. I tied the sash and felt the faint weight of my new figure shift and settle. The hem swayed around my thighs as I moved. My skin drank the air. My body felt warm and tingling, alive and alert. Feminine.

I didn’t question the mirror when I passed it. I smiled and then I stepped out into the hallway, ready to be touched.

A woman in a soft gray uniform waited at the end of the corridor. She smiled when she saw me and gave a small bow of her head.

"Good morning, Alex," she said warmly. "I’m here to take you to the Solstice Bungalow. It’s one of our most private and tranquil spaces. Right this way."

We walked through the main building, past fragrant gardens and sun-dappled courtyards. I felt the warm breeze on my legs, the loose hem of my wrap fluttering as we moved down the winding stone path. Every step was a reminder: of how I moved now, how I looked, how I was seen. And yet not once did the woman glance at me with anything but calm welcome.

Eventually, we reached a small structure tucked beneath the shade of tall palms and flowering vines. It was built from pale wood and white drapery, soft light glowing from within. She held the door open and gestured for me to step inside.

The air within was cooler, dimly lit with candles and soft amber light. A low table stood off to one side with a decanter of lemon-cucumber water and delicate glasses. The massage table was centered beneath a billowy canopy, covered in plush linens and a pale blanket. The scent of sandalwood and citrus filled the room.

"Your therapist will join you in just a moment," the attendant said softly. "Please undress and lie face down under the blanket. Take your time."

She left, and the door clicked quietly shut.

I stood there for a long moment, my heart beginning to thrum. Alone. In this space. About to be touched by someone I didn’t know. In a body I didn’t fully understand. And yet… I didn’t hesitate.

I untied the sash of my wrap and let it fall, leaving me in nothing but the peach colored panties that hugged my cheeks so well. I hesitated, not wanting to lose the soft touch of the lace, but soon removed them as well.

My skin prickled in the cool air as I slipped onto the massage table. The silk of the blanket felt divine as I pulled it over myself and lay down, chest sinking into the padded table, breasts pressing gently against the support. I let my arms rest at my sides, my face settling into the cradle. My hair spilled forward like gold.

And then I heard the door open again. Footsteps—slow, even, calm.

“Good morning,” came a man’s voice—low, smooth, confident. "My name is Elias. I’ll be working with you today. Let me know at any time if anything doesn’t feel good or comfortable."

My breath caught. I hadn’t expected a man.

He moved closer. I could hear the sound of oil being poured. Smelled the sharp citrus and warm spice.

And then his hands were on me. Large. Warm. Firm.

He started at my shoulders—pressing, kneading, coaxing tension from the muscles with deep, practiced strokes. My lips parted around a soft gasp. I wasn’t ready for how it would feel.

Each pass of his palms along my back felt like a slow unraveling. I melted beneath his touch, the warmth of the oil and the strength of his fingers drawing out knots I hadn’t even known were there.

He worked down my spine, stopping just at the curve of my lower back. Then down further—kneading the meat of my hips, the soft give of my thighs. His hands slid up, thumbs tracing the muscles along the inside of my legs.

I tensed.

"Too much?" he asked.

My voice was barely a whisper. “No. Please… don’t stop.”

Elias didn’t. He adjusted his stance and resumed the rhythm—slow, intentional strokes that sank deep into the meat of my thighs, gliding upward until his hands rested dangerously close to the edge of the blanket. Every movement felt deliberate. Every breath I took came faster than the last.

My hips lifted ever so slightly, not consciously. My body wanted more. Craved it. His hands returned to my lower back, tracing slow circles with his thumbs before gliding inward again. The oil made it easier, smoother, more sinful. I squirmed beneath the pressure, cheek pressed against the cradle, one hand curled tightly beneath the blanket.

“You’re holding tension,” he said softly, his voice vibrating low. “Right here.”

He pressed just above the swell of my ass, letting the weight of his palm sink in. I gasped, half from the sensation, half from the intimacy. And then his other hand joined it, spreading across both hips, anchoring me.

“I can adjust the blanket,” he said, “if you’re comfortable.”

“I am,” I breathed. “I trust you.”

He folded it down gently, just enough to expose the top of my ass and the curve of my back. His hands returned, slick with oil, massaging deeper this time, working the muscles slowly but thoroughly. And lower. The glide of his thumbs passed over my tailbone and dipped between my cheeks in one confident sweep.

My breath caught. My legs shifted wider.

Every nerve in my body fired like a flare. I was pulsing with arousal. I could feel it flowing through me. My small, aching penis, now more clit than manhood, was a desperate bundle of want. It throbbed beneath me, untouched and overstimulated by the sheer pressure of being seen, being touched, being wanted.

He moved to one side and started again at my ankles, working upward. My calves twitched with each pass. My thighs trembled.

I wanted to turn over. I needed him to see me. But I waited, hovering in that breathless space of permission. Of surrender.

And then his hand slid between my thighs, massaging the inner seam slowly, respectfully—until I moaned.

That was it. That was the unraveling.

“I want to turn over,” I said.

His hands stilled. “Whenever you’re ready.”

I lifted myself with trembling arms, careful and slow, letting the blanket fall forward as I turned over. The cool air swept across my skin, followed by the faint friction of the linens beneath me. My breasts shifted naturally with the movement, heavy and warm against my chest, the nipples hard and aching from pressure and anticipation.

I lay back and met his eyes.

Elias didn’t stare. He looked at me the way an artist might look at a canvas already coming to life. He pulled the blanket up to my hips, modest but not prudish, then poured more oil into his palms and warmed it between his hands. The scent rose again—spice and citrus, comfort and hunger.

He started at my collarbone, rubbing long strokes down to the top swell of my breasts, never crossing the line, but skimming so close I felt the air ripple across my nipples. My hands gripped the edge of the table.

He moved lower, down the slope of my belly, circling around my navel in slow spirals that drew heat from the deepest part of me. Then down to my hips again, fingers grazing the crease where leg met pelvis. The oil made everything slick and alive.

My thighs parted without thinking. He looked at me again. I nodded.

Elias placed one hand on my inner thigh and the other just above my pubic bone, massaging slowly. My clit ached—tiny, swollen, insistent. The friction of the blanket, the air, his hands—it all blurred into sensation.

And when his thumb brushed lightly over that soft nub through the thin towel, I cried out. I arched into his hand. There was no resistance. Only surrender.

“Touch me,” I whispered, my voice thick with need.

My words reached him, and his mouth met my skin. First at my stomach, then between my breasts, then lower. And when his mouth finally closed over me, I exhaled a lifetime of tension—of need.

His lips were careful, reverent. Tongue slow. He explored me the way one might trace the edges of a rare flower, taking time to understand the shape of my new body. And when he licked up over that tiny nub—so soft, so small, so maddeningly sensitive—I gasped and nearly curled in on myself.

“Sensitive girl,” he murmured into me. "They said you were special. Just my type."

Then his mouth was back on me—sucking gently, tongue teasing back and forth as he cradled my thighs in his hands, spreading me wider, keeping me open. My hands gripped the edge of the table until my knuckles ached. I felt everything. More than I ever thought possible. Every flick of his tongue made my clit twitch and pulse, every moan that slipped from my throat sounded higher, breathier, more desperate.

And when he slid one thick, strong finger into me—slow and smooth and deliberate—I sobbed.

My body clamped down instinctively, muscles fluttering around the unfamiliar fullness. It was my first time—my first time being entered like this, being opened not as a man, but as the woman I’d become.

I gasped, back arching, nerves alight with something raw and overwhelming. It felt strange. Vulnerable. Intimate in a way nothing had ever been. And yet it wasn’t wrong. It was right. The stretch, the pressure, the way his hand grounded me while his finger curled and pressed deeper—it was a claiming. A confirmation.

I was slick around him, trembling. The sounds I made didn’t belong to the person I used to be—they were soft, breathy, undeniably feminine. And Elias moaned softly at the feel of me, as if my body’s response stirred something deep inside him, too.

He moved slowly, his finger exploring, massaging somewhere impossibly tender that made my vision blur and my legs quiver.

And when he found that place—the one that made my whole body light up—I cried out his name and pressed harder against him, needing more, needing all of it.

I was shaking. Panting. Begging. “Don’t stop,” I whispered. “Please. I’m… I’m⁠—”

I exploded. Not with violence or sharpness, but with heat that unfolded from my belly outward, a full-body shiver that seized and uncoiled all at once. My thighs clamped around his head, and I cried out—wordless and wild. The sensation was overwhelming. Deep. Drenched in pleasure. Elias didn’t stop—he let me ride the crest, finger still moving, tongue still coaxing, until my legs gave out and my back arched so high I thought I might lift from the table.

And when I finally collapsed, boneless and trembling, he pulled back slowly, tenderly. His hand brushed my thigh.

“Breathe,” he said softly.

I did. Barely.

He draped the blanket back over me, and I lay there trembling, my chest rising and falling, breasts heaving with aftershocks. My hands found my face. My mouth. My eyes. Tears had spilled somewhere in the midst of it all.

Not from pain, but from the overwhelming truth that this body could feel like that. That I could feel like that.

Like a woman.

And nothing had ever felt more right.


Chapter 6
The Fit of Things


Idrifted through the hallways like someone wrapped in a dream. My legs trembled with every step, my skin still tingled in places Elias had touched. The scent of oil clung to me—warm, earthy, and faintly sweet. I wasn’t sure I was breathing normally. I wasn’t sure I was even walking normally. I floated.

Every inch of my body hummed with afterglow. My thighs still tingled, my crotch still throbbed softly with remembered pressure. My breasts ached faintly where his fingers had pressed, the phantom of his mouth still warm against my skin. There was a new heaviness in my limbs—delicious and unfamiliar. I didn’t just feel sated. I felt... reassembled. Like he’d touched something into place I didn’t know had been missing.

It wasn’t just the orgasm. It was something else—something deeper. Like being witnessed. Like having a piece of myself uncovered, freed from whatever bindings had been holding it still. I wasn’t in love with Elias. I didn’t even know if I liked men. But I knew, down to my bones, that something inside me had shifted. A door had opened. And I had stepped through.

When I stepped into my suite, the silence felt sacred. I closed the door behind me, leaned against it, and exhaled for what felt like the first time. My hand drifted to my chest—cupping one soft breast through the wrap, then the other, as if to confirm they were still real. Still mine. My nipples peaked at the touch. My breath caught.

I moved to the mirror, and this time, I didn’t hesitate. My hair was tousled from the massage table, golden and loose and wild. I looked wrecked—but not in the way I used to after long nights or failed attempts at connection. This was different. This was raw, sensual, unfiltered. The kind of mess you earn. The kind of beauty that rises only after surrender. And yet, beneath the awe... was a sliver of fear. Was I falling for the illusion, or was this the truth I’d been denying all along?

The closet suddenly seemed to call to me like something sacred. A promise. A truth.

I crossed the room, slipped off the wrap, and stood in nothing but my own softness, the ghost of Elias’s touch still hot on my skin. My thighs were still slick with my own arousal. I didn’t bother to wipe it away. I wanted to feel it. Wanted to carry it.

I opened the doors slowly, reverently. Lace. Satin. Silk. Panties folded like petals. Bras that cupped perfectly. And dresses—elegant, slinky, sweet. The fabrics shimmered on the shelves like magic.

I reached for a wine-colored lace set—bra and matching panties. The lace whispered against my skin like a secret. The bra hugged me in all the right ways, cupping my breasts so naturally I couldn’t imagine them ever not being there. I stood still and breathed—long, deep, and slow—and the weight of my body felt different. Balanced differently. I rolled my shoulders. My posture shifted. I didn’t just look feminine. I moved like it.

I twisted at the waist, one hand grazing my belly. My skin was soft. Supple. There was no trace left of the man I used to be. And yet… somehow, this didn’t feel like someone else. It felt like coming home to myself.

I turned to the mirror, standing in nothing but the matching set. My breasts sat perfectly within the lace, their shape sensual and unapologetic. The panties hugged every curve, softening where they needed to, revealing just enough.

I smiled.

Next came a black teddy—low in the front, high at the hips, sheer across the stomach. I turned side to side in the mirror, hands sliding up and down my curves, admiring the slope of my waist, the lift of my ass, the softness of my thighs. I bent slightly, just to see the shape my body made. My ass curved out beautifully. My thighs kissed when I stood.

Each piece I tried made me feel more real. More feminine. More me. I moved like I was underwater—slow, deliberate, attuned to every hem brushing my thigh, every strap kissing my shoulder. In the green satin dress, I swayed in front of the mirror and felt something bloom in my chest. Confidence. Playfulness. Hunger. I ran my hands down my sides and shivered. The body in the mirror wasn’t pretending to be a woman.

She was one—and she was begging to be lived in.

I tried on a blush pink nightie with matching robe. Then a sheer robe over a bodysuit with floral embroidery. Then thigh-high stockings that clung perfectly to my thighs. My skin felt electric under every fabric. Every slide of silk, every clasp of a strap, every hem brushing my thighs—it was all part of something bigger. A conversation between my body and the woman I was becoming.

A silky dress in emerald shimmered as I twirled. I caught sight of my reflection mid-spin—hair fanning out, hem lifting slightly, legs bare and flawless—and I nearly stopped breathing.

This didn’t feel like dress-up anymore. It felt like home. And yet, it confused me too. My heart raced, not just from joy, but from fear. Was this temporary? Just the result of the being at this resort? Would this feeling go away when I went back to normal?

Would I even want to go back?

That thought settled into me like a stone dropped into still water. I felt the ripple of it spread through me.

Would I keep dressing like this after I left?

Could I ever go back to my old clothes? To my only life?

Was this what I’d been missing all along?

Was I her? The woman in the mirror

I sat down at the vanity, brushing out my hair, lips parted in wonder. The brush glided through each golden wave like silk, and I let it fall around my shoulders, thick and feminine. I added a little tinted lip balm, and the color made me blush. I touched my cheek, my neck, the place where Elias had kissed me first. My pulse beat beneath my fingers.

I didn’t have the answers yet, but I knew that I was starting to ask the right questions.

And for the first time in a long time… I wanted to find them.


Chapter 7
In Her Hands


The next morning began like a continuation of the dream. Breakfast arrived on a silver tray—fresh berries, Greek yogurt with wildflower honey, a warm croissant with raspberry jam, and a glass of something herbal and pale gold. I ate in the robe I had fallen asleep in, my body still humming from the previous night. I hadn’t expected to sleep so well, but I did—deeply, thoroughly, as though something inside me had unclenched.

There was a note with my breakfast.

Good morning, Alex.

Today is yours to enjoy. Your next treatments begin at 9:30 a.m. Please dress comfortably.

The treatments were… indulgent to say the least. A scalp massage with a nourishing oil that left my hair even shinier than before. A body polish scrub that left my skin flushed and impossibly smooth. A guided aromatherapy session where I lay on a heated stone lounger, breathing in lavender and cedarwood while a soft voice whispered affirmations through hidden speakers.

I emerged from the spa’s main wing cocooned in softness feeling looser and lighter. A new attendant met me at the exit and smiled gently. “You’re scheduled for some free time at the hot springs now,” she said. “It’s one of our more natural spaces—quiet, private. Bring water, and try to let go.”

Let go. The words echoed in my chest.

I returned to my suite, changed into a silky robe, then paused. The one-piece bathing suit provided for the hot springs sat folded on the chair—but something in me didn’t want it. I untied the robe, let it fall, and simply wrapped a towel around my body.

The path to the hot springs wound down behind the main lodge, framed by tall grasses and flowering bushes. The air was rich with the scent of steam and moss, and birds called to one another in the branches above.

When I reached the springs, I found three pools carved into the rock, steam curling above the surface like silk. Towels were rolled neatly beside wooden benches. There was no one else in sight.

I dropped my towel and stepped into the water—completely naked. Completely free. Completely me.

Heat enveloped me instantly—soft, wet, and primal. My body sighed. Muscles loosened. My skin prickled, my breasts floated gently in the warmth. I let myself drift toward the smooth side of the pool, leaned back, and exhaled.

For a while, I was alone. I felt lost in the silence yet free in every other way.

And then I heard footsteps on the stone. A woman appeared through the mist—slim, with sun-kissed skin and a simple towel wrapped around her body. Her hair was dark and curly, pulled into a soft knot at the crown of her head.

Our eyes met and she smiled. “Mind if I join you?”

I blinked. “Not at all.”

She slipped into the pool gracefully, letting her towel fall behind her as she stepped into the steaming water—naked, unbothered, radiant. Her body was lithe and toned, with smooth, golden skin that glistened where the mist kissed it. Her breasts were small and high, her hips slender but soft, her stomach flat and elegant as she moved with natural confidence. She settled into the pool near me, not too close, but close enough that the space between us crackled with unspoken heat.

“First time here?” she asked, though her eyes already seemed to know the answer. She caught my glance at her breasts and smirked, but said nothing. Just moved closer, slow and fluid.

I nodded, trying to keep my eyes on hers and not on the way her breasts floated just beneath the surface. My voice came out a little too soft. “Yeah. You?”

She smiled again. “I’ve been coming for years. There’s nothing like it.”

She moved closer as we talked, not shy to be seen. Her name was Lila. She was a writer, a traveler, a seeker. She spoke with easy confidence, her voice slow and melodic, like every word was chosen for the way it felt in the mouth. I found myself drawn in—eased by the rhythm of her speech, the softness of her eyes.

“It’s so quiet here,” I murmured, glancing over the steam. “Almost too quiet.”

She tilted her head. “You don’t like quiet?”

“I do,” I said quickly. “It’s just… I don’t know if I’m even supposed to be here. I think—if someone sees me⁠—”

“You’re afraid you’ll be asked to leave?”

I hesitated, nodding.

“Because you’re naked?” Lila drifted even closer. “Letting go is the whole point of this resort. Trust me, you belong here,” she said. “Besides, no one’s watching. And if they are, they’d only see a woman who looks like she could use a little more pleasure in her life.”

My cheeks flushed, in my comfort I had forgotten that I was undressed.

She smiled wider. “You look tense. Come here.”

“I—no, I’m okay.”

She gave me a look that didn’t ask. She just reached for me—slow, gentle—and guided me across the water to her lap.

I gasped as her thighs pressed against mine beneath the surface, her skin warm, slick. My back settled against her chest. Her arms wrapped around me.

“Shhh,” she whispered into my ear. “Let someone take care of you for once.”

Her hands began to move. Long, slow strokes over my shoulders, down my back. She kneaded at the base of my spine, then moved upward again, across my ribs, then down the curve of my waist. I melted against her despite myself, breath coming shallower with each pass.

“You’re so soft,” she murmured, her mouth brushing my shoulder. “So fucking soft—and beautiful.”

Her hands slid over my stomach, circling lazily. My head fell back against her shoulder. I whimpered when her thumbs grazed the underside of my breasts.

“May I?” she asked, voice low.

I nodded, helpless.

She cupped them. Full. Reverent. Her palms molded to my curves, thumbs circling my nipples until they stiffened. Her breath grew shallower against my neck.

“God,” she whispered. “You feel incredible.”

One hand slipped lower, trailing down my stomach, between my legs. My thighs parted before I could think.

And when her fingers found me—my small nub aching—I cried out.

She stroked me gently, teasing me slowly. I squirmed in her lap, the steam curling around us, her free hand never leaving my breast.

“You’re perfect,” she murmured. “You were meant to be touched like this.”

I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. I just nodded and let her.

Lila’s fingers moved with slow, knowing intent—teasing, testing, exploring. The water rippled around us, the heat a veil over everything but sensation. She rubbed me harder, coaxing gasps from my throat. I throbbed under her attention—this small, swollen remnant of what I used to be, now a source of endless, exquisite pleasure.

Her fingers stroked it slowly as she kissed my neck, coaxing me to relax against her. I moaned into the mist, my thighs spreading wider, my breath catching on every delicate motion.

Her free hand pinched my nipple, rolled it gently. “You feel that?” she whispered into my ear. “That heat in your belly? That ache?”

I nodded, trembling. “Yes…”

She licked the shell of my ear. “That’s not just arousal. That’s your body remembering what it’s for. That’s you knowing you were meant to feel like this.”

I pressed back against her, needing more, chasing the wave rising fast inside me. The sound of water, the moan in my throat, the steady rhythm of her fingers—all of it blurred into heat and breath and urgency.

“Let it go,” she murmured. “Let yourself go.”

And I did.

I cried out as I came—loud and shaking, my body convulsing in her arms. I couldn’t hold myself up—I collapsed into her, gasping, sobbing, legs trembling, the orgasm tearing through me like I’d never had a real one before. My body wasn’t just coming. It was claiming something. Declaring something. That I could be this. That I could feel this.

She held me through it, fingers still stroking gently as my body spasmed and softened. When it was over, she kissed my neck and wrapped her arms tightly around me, my back still heaving with breath.

We stayed there like that, tangled and trembling, until the water stopped rippling. I closed my eyes and embraced the moment, letting the euphoria wash over me as I relaxed against Lila’s body.

For once I didn’t feel confused. I felt seen. I felt right.

Lila nuzzled her face into the crook of my neck and held me tighter, her lips brushing soft kisses against my skin as my breathing gradually calmed. Her fingers wandered still—slow, delicate caresses across my belly and breasts, not demanding, not seeking more, just lingering in the intimacy we now shared.

“You’re glowing,” she murmured.

I turned my head slightly toward her. “You do this for every woman you meet in the springs?” I teased, my voice husky and trembling with warmth.

She chuckled, the sound rich and low. “Only the ones who look like they need an extra release.”

We kissed then—slow and open, soft and reverent. It wasn’t hurried, or hungry, or eager for more. It was a confirmation. Of what had passed. Of what was felt.

Our bodies stayed entwined, breasts pressed together, legs loosely tangled beneath the water. I leaned into her, resting my head against her collarbone, eyes closed. She stroked my hair in long, rhythmic motions, and the world faded around us.

The steam thickened. Time slowed.

And in the quiet, I held onto her—not because I needed more pleasure, but because I felt, for the first time in a very long time, that I was exactly where I was supposed to be.


Chapter 8
Reflections


Iwalked back to my suite barefoot, wrapped in only a towel and a daze. The warmth of the springs lingered beneath my skin like a memory I didn’t want to let go. My thighs rubbed with each step, slick and sensitive, and every brush reminded me of the woman I had been in Lila’s arms. The softness of my body. The way I moved—unhurried, unashamed—like someone who was meant to be looked at.

No, not looked at. Admired.

Inside, the suite was hushed and waiting, as if it, too, knew I had changed. The door closed behind me with a whisper. I stood still for a moment, unsure of what to do with myself. My skin steamed gently in the cool air. My nipples tingled beneath the robe where the fabric clung to my chest. My hair hung in loose, damp waves down my back, heavy from the mist. I didn’t want to dry off. I didn’t want to do anything that might break the spell.

I wandered into the bathroom, turned on the shower, and let the water run warm. Not hot—just enough to feel it. I stepped beneath the stream and tilted my head back, letting it wash over me, trailing down my curves in long, slow caresses. My breasts lifted with each breath, water beading along my nipples, sliding over the soft plane of my stomach, between my thighs.

I touched myself softly—not to get off, not this time—but to remind myself that I was real. My hands glided over my body like I was studying a lover. Palms cupping breasts, fingers tracing hips. I ran a thumb across my belly, down between my thighs, where my new clit still pulsed with the ghost of Lila’s fingers. My skin flushed, not from desire but from knowing. This wasn’t a temporary fantasy. This was something I was beginning to live inside.

When I stepped out, I dried slowly, reverently. I chose a blush-pink bralette, lace trim brushing tenderly across my breasts. The matching panties hugged my hips like a secret. The robe I slipped into next was gauzy, translucent, the kind meant not to cover but to reveal just enough. It whispered against my thighs as I moved.

I brushed out my hair in long, lazy strokes. It shone in the dim light—golden, wavy, alive. My lips were still tinged rose from earlier, but I dabbed on more balm anyway, a gloss that made them look soft and kissable. I looked like someone who had just been thoroughly loved.

And maybe I had.

The mirror in the corner wasn’t ornate. No magic frame. No antique carvings. Just a piece of glass. But when I stepped in front of it, I saw something more honest than any reflection I’d ever known.

I looked at her.

Golden hair cascading like a silk veil. Soft, sun-kissed skin. Breasts lifted by the bralette, full and perky, still flushed from the steam. A waist that curved inward, then out again. Long legs, toned and smooth. Eyes that held a glint of something shy and bright and alive. Lips that looked like they’d just been kissed.

She was radiant.

She was me.

I reached for the edge of the vanity, breath catching. I didn’t feel like I was pretending anymore. This wasn’t a costume. This wasn’t a spa-induced illusion. This wasn’t a joke.

And yet—tomorrow was checkout.

The thought hit like cold water. My heart stuttered. My stomach twisted. I imagined returning to my apartment, unlocking the door with the same old keys, greeted by silence and dim light and unanswered messages. The kind of place that had always felt more like a waiting room than a home. I saw myself sitting at my desk again, scrolling through an inbox of tasks that didn’t matter. Conversations that left me hollow. I pictured the men’s jeans in my drawer, the button-ups that never fit quite right, the shoes that made me feel like I was playing someone else’s part.

That was the life I’d built. That was the life I’d escaped. But this… this didn’t feel like escape. This felt like emergence.

And yet, I was still afraid.

Afraid to let go of what I knew.

Afraid to want something that felt too good to be mine.

Afraid of being seen… and not accepted.

I stepped away from the mirror, heart pounding, and opened the closet again. The clothes inside weren’t just fabric anymore. They were possibility. They were choice.

I ran my fingers along a hanger and pulled out a fitted black dress. Simple. Elegant. A little dangerous. I held it to my chest and stared down at it.

Could I wear this on the outside? In the world beyond Kallistra? Could I walk down a city street and feel safe, beautiful, whole? Would they laugh? Would they stare? Would they see a woman, or a mistake?

But then I thought of Carina’s warm smile. Of Elias’s reverent hands. Of Lila’s voice in my ear.

You’re perfect.

And I wondered… if they had seen me so clearly, maybe I could learn to see myself.

I stepped into the dress. The fabric kissed my legs on the way up, hugged my thighs, skimmed over my hips, molded to my breasts. The neckline dipped just enough to feel daring. The hem danced mid-thigh. I added nothing else. No shoes. No jewelry. Just me.

I turned to the mirror again. My heart ached. She was there. She was real.

I stared at her. My reflection stared back—steady, patient, unblinking, and in a voice that barely cracked the silence, I whispered: “I don’t know if I want to go back.”

It wasn’t a decision. Not yet. But it was a beginning.

And for now… that was enough.


Chapter 9
Looking Towards the Future


The morning of my departure arrived sooner than I wanted. Sunlight spilled across the hardwood floor like a quiet invitation. The air smelled of orchids and linen. I’d slept deeply, curled beneath the sheets in a silk chemise, skin still warm from the memory of Lila’s touch. For a moment, I let myself stay still—one hand resting on my thigh, the other cupped beneath my breast. I inhaled deeply and exhaled slowly.

It was time.

I rose and moved to the wardrobe, selecting a soft ribbed dress in a cream tone—simple, elegant, hugging my curves without announcing them too loudly. After this long weekend wearing women’s clothing, it felt sad knowing that soon I would be collecting the clothes I arrived in and the luggage I had left under the resort’s care.

I wondered if they would make me change upon checkout, if they would request the wardrobe back that they had provided me. I wasn’t sure, but I knew that I wanted to embrace every second that I could wearing my new clothes. My right clothes.

Downstairs, the lobby was hushed. Mara stood behind the desk, her smile soft and understanding the moment she saw me.

"Good morning, Alex," she said gently. No hesitation in the name. No pause in her gaze.

“Good morning,” I swallowed. “I guess this is goodbye."

She nodded then smirked. "Unless it isn’t."

I blinked. "What do you mean?"

She held up a small box—inside, my phone, my old clothes, my wallet. Everything from before.

"You can take this," she said. "Get in your car, drive away, and return to the life you came from."

She placed another item on the counter—a plain white envelope, sealed with a wax emblem of the resort. "Or," she said, "you can open this."

I stared at it.

"It’s a choice," she said. "But one only you can make."

My hands trembled slightly as I reached for the envelope. I broke the seal. Inside was a letter.

It read:

Dear Guest,

We hope your stay has helped you rediscover not who you were, but who you might become. You are free to return to your old life at any time. But should you choose to stay in the body you have now—should you decide that this version of you is the truth you’ve been searching for—know that you do not walk that path alone.

Your transformation is permanent only by your choosing. If you leave as you are, your former body will return within 24 hours. Should you wish to stay as you’ve become, a vitamin prescription can be arranged.

No pressure. No judgment. Only truth.

I folded the letter slowly.

Mara watched me with eyes full of quiet warmth. "So," she said. "What will you do?”

I looked at the box of old clothes, then at Mara. Behind her was a long expansive glass logo, the word Kallistra shimmering in the light. In it I could just see my reflection. Not who I once was, but who I had become. Who I had felt right as.

I grinned. “I think I’d like to discuss a continued service with Kallistra.”

Mara smiled widely and pulled out a pink velvet box from beneath the counter, just like the one she had given me just a few days ago.

I took it without thinking and quickly swallowed the vitamin that was inside. My eyes closed as I felt it slip down my throat and a tingling sensation coursed through my body. I could feel myself changing, my body holding its new appearance.

With a deep exhale I smiled and collected my belongings—just what was necessary to make it home—and I walked out the door into the morning, hips swaying, head high.

Ready to begin anew. Ready to finally be me.


[image: Swallowed Her Secret]


Chapter 1
An Honest Mistake


Istill couldn’t believe I was in her room. Grace—the girl I’d watched all semester from behind textbooks and beneath lowered eyes. From the far corner of lecture halls. From quiet glances across the dining hall when she laughed with someone else. She wasn’t just beautiful—she was magnetic. Effortless. The kind of girl who seemed to glide through the world untouched.

And now she’d invited me to study. Like we were friends. Like she knew me.

We’d barely spoken before this. A few nods. Maybe one smile. But somehow, she’d seen past all that. Past the silence and the shyness. Past whatever I was pretending to be. She’d invited me like it was nothing. But to me, it was everything.

Her dorm wasn’t anything special—cinderblock walls, a buzzing overhead light she’d covered with a silky scarf, a patchwork of fairy lights strung across the bulletin board. But everything in it seemed touched by her. There was a tiny cactus in a pink ceramic pot, a tapestry that might have been a mandala or a moon phase diagram—I wasn’t sure. A faint trace of perfume hovered in the air, warm and feminine, like coconut and something floral. Her world smelled like skin kissed by sun, even though it was October.

And I was sitting in the middle of it, trying not to stare at her legs as she crossed them on the bed beside me.

“Sorry it’s kind of a mess, Liam,” she said, even though it wasn’t. “I had a midterm this morning, and I’ve been too wiped to pretend I have my life together.”

I gave a nervous laugh. “If this is you not having it together, then I don’t even want to show you my dorm.”

She tilted her head, giving me that half-smile that made me feel warm in places I didn’t understand. “Maybe you should. I could come over sometime and judge you.”

“Judge me?” I said. “That’s a bold move for someone who hasn’t even seen my laundry corner.”

She arched a brow, teasing. “Do you have a laundry corner, or is it more like a laundry floor?”

“Technically,” I said, “it’s an ecosystem.”

Grace laughed—a soft, lilting sound—and nudged me with her knee. “You're lucky you're cute.”

I froze for a beat, unsure if I’d heard her right—or if she meant it. But she’d already turned away, sliding off the bed and rummaging through the drawer of her desk.

“I need to grab my notebook,” she said casually, as if she hadn’t just short-circuited my brain with three syllables.

She was wearing one of those oversized sweatshirts that looked like it belonged to a boyfriend—except she didn’t have one, not that I’d heard. It hung off her shoulder, exposing a black bra strap and a curve of skin that made my throat dry. Her legs were bare, long, smooth, and distracting.

God, what was I doing here?

We were supposed to be studying. That’s all she’d asked me to do—help her. It didn’t mean anything—and I had to remind myself of that. I just needed to take my meds so I could focus.

I reached into my backpack and fished out the orange prescription bottle. My fingers hesitated around the cap.

Grace turned, notebook in hand, and caught sight of it.

“Oh, that reminds me that I need to take mine.”

“You take something, too?” I asked.

She nodded slowly. “Yeah, keeps the system running. Want some water?” she offered, already moving to her desk again. “I like playing hostess. Makes me feel like a domestic goddess.”

“Hard to say no to that,” I murmured.

She handed me a cup, our fingers brushing as I accepted it. Something zinged up my arm, sharp and immediate. Maybe just nerves. Maybe the way her eyes lingered for a moment too long.

And then, lost in my thoughts, I dropped the bottle. It tumbled from my hand with a soft clatter, pills scattering like candy across the hardwood floor.

“Shit,” I breathed, dropping to my knees.

Grace was already down beside me. “Oh shoot, let me help.”

“It’s okay,” I muttered, reaching for the pills.

She disregarded me and started to help anyways, setting down her cup to start gathering. Crouched on the floor, I could see just inside her loose sweater and couldn’t resist tracing the strap of her bra down to her breasts.

“Is there a pill on me?” she teased, catching me staring.

I blinked, heart stuttering. “I… uhh… no. I was just wondering where you got that sweater.”

She looked down at it and laughed. “This old thing? I feel like I’ve had it forever. It’s like an heirloom from a past life.”

I laughed and picked up one of the capsules off the ground, quickly popping it into my mouth to move on from the awkward situation. It tasted strangely bitter and felt different on my tongue.

When I looked up, she was watching me—still and quiet, her eyes slightly bulged.

“Is something wrong?” I asked.

Her lips parted, like she was about to say something. Her brow twitched. But then she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, smiled, and said, “Oh… no. I just thought I misplaced my own pill, but it’s right here.” She picked one up off the floor and quickly swallowed it with a sip of water. “That and I was just impressed by how good of a guest you are.”

I laughed. “Because I spill things on your floor?”

“Because you clean it up,” she said, standing. “Low bar, but you’d be surprised.”

I collected the last few pills then stood next to her, brushing off my knees. “Happy to exceed expectations.”

She grinned. “But now let’s see if you can help me understand our assignment.”

We sat down side by side again, her knee brushing mine for the briefest moment. The air between us felt warmer now, more charged. I told myself it was just nerves. Just college. Just a beautiful girl and a study session that was already off-script.

“Thanks for agreeing to tutor me,” she said, pulling her notebook onto her lap. “I just hope that you’re patient.”

“What do you want to start with?” I asked, trying to focus on anything besides the way her sweatshirt was sliding off her shoulder again.

She flipped through a few pages and gave me a mischievous smile. “Dante.”

“The Inferno?” I groaned. “I thought you would want to ease into this.”

Grace grinned. “I like contradictions and easing into hell fits perfectly.”

She read a line from the page with mock gravity. “‘Abandon all hope, ye who enter here.’”

“Comforting,” I muttered.

“That’s me,” she said, nudging me. “Consider being around me your descent into madness.”

“Oh? Am I Dante in this scenario?”

“Not even close,” she said with a glint in her eye. “You’re just some curious soul who wandered in by mistake.”She paused. “And now you’re stuck.”

My heart skipped. She said it like a joke, but something about it clung to me—like the idea of being stuck with her wasn’t a warning, but a promise.

“Could be worse,” I said, trying to sound casual, but my voice came out softer than I meant it to.

She tilted her head, studying me. “Maybe… but transformations sometimes happen in the underworld. Maybe you’ll come out… different after spending time with me.” The way she said it made something flutter in my chest. I laughed it off, but the air between us had thickened again—warm and buzzing, like something unspoken was playing just beneath the surface.

“I’ll settle for getting you through the reading,” I said.

She smirked. “One circle at a time.”


Chapter 2
Changes


At first, I thought I was just sore. I woke tangled in my sheets, mouth dry, skin sticky with heat, like I’d been sweating through a fever. My shirt had ridden halfway up my torso in the night, and for a moment I just lay there in the soft gray dawn, blinking at the ceiling and trying to figure out why I felt... off.

Then I moved. The shift of fabric against my chest sent a jolt through me—sharp, unexpected, wrong. I winced, reached up instinctively, and froze.

My fingers brushed something that wasn’t supposed to be there. A softness, a curve. Skin that felt… fuller, tender. My chest ached like it had been bruised from the inside out, but beneath the ache was unmistakable weight. I sat up fast, heart hammering, pulling my shirt off completely—and stared.

Breasts. Small, but undeniably breasts.

I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t move. My chest rose and fell as I stared at the roundness, the slight shadow of cleavage that formed when I slumped forward. I cupped them without thinking, and my breath hitched—sensitive didn’t even begin to cover it. My nipples were swollen, pink, and stiff.

I scrambled out of bed and nearly tripped over my own feet getting to the mirror. What I saw wasn’t me. Or—it was, but changed. My face was the same but… softer. My lips looked fuller, my skin smoother. My waist looked narrower, my arms leaner. And my chest⁠—

I stepped back, panic rising in my throat like bile. This couldn’t be happening. This wasn’t happening.

I stumbled back to my bed, grabbed my phone with shaking hands, and unlocked it.

I wasn’t sure why but my mind went to Grace. I hadn’t spoken to her since last night, since the study session, but she was the last person I had been with. Maybe she had some idea why this was happening to me.

My heart dropped into my stomach as her name suddenly popped up in a new message.

“Hey. How are you feeling this morning?”

I stared at the screen for a full ten seconds. Then typed back with fingers that didn’t feel like mine.

“Something’s wrong. I need to see you. Now.”

Her reply came instantly:

”Come over.”

No questions. No delay. Just that.

I didn’t waste another second. I pulled on the baggiest clothes I had—an oversized hoodie, loose sweatpants, a cap. My reflection in the mirror still looked suspiciously curved under all that fabric, but I couldn’t stop to care. My sneakers thudded against the floor as I jogged down the hall, trying to keep my arms crossed casually, even though my chest ached with every bounce.

The short walk to Grace’s dorm felt like the longest of my life. Every time I passed someone, I swore they were staring. That they knew. That something about me—my shape, my gait, my presence—had already shifted into something alien. Something feminine.

My pulse was racing by the time I knocked on her door.

It opened almost immediately. Grace stood there in a cropped tee and shorts, barefoot, hair pulled back in a messy knot. She looked me over once. Her eyes landed on my chest. She tilted her head.

“You didn’t wear a bra, did you?”

I felt the color drain from my face. “I—what the hell’s happening to me?”

Her smile faded. “Come inside.”

Her room looked the same as last night, but I felt like a different person stepping into it. The door clicked shut behind me and I stood in the middle of the space like I was on trial, fists clenched in the kangaroo pocket of my hoodie, heart thudding against the ache in my chest.

Grace didn’t say anything at first. She just moved past me, sat cross-legged on the bed, and looked up at me with an expression that was almost… gentle, but pained.

“I need you to tell me the truth,” I said. My voice came out hoarse. “Did you do something to me?”

She didn’t flinch. She just nodded slowly, like she’d been preparing for this moment all night.

“Kind of…” she said. “It was the pill—you accidentally took mine.”

Something cold settled in my stomach. “And you let me?”

“I didn’t mean for you to,” she said quickly. “I didn’t plan it, Liam. I was going to stop you. But then you just… took it. And I panicked. I didn’t know how to explain without making it worse.”

“You could’ve said something then or texted me later. Anything.”

“I know.” Her voice was soft. “I’m sorry.”

I sank into her desk chair, elbows on my knees, fingers digging into my temples. My skin still tingled. My body felt foreign.

“What was it?” I asked. “What did I take?”

Grace was quiet for a moment then sighed as she answered, “Estrogen. And a testosterone blocker.”

I looked up, my eyes widening. “Are you serious?”

“Yes,” she nodded. “I’m trans. That’s… how I transition.”

The silence between us stretched, heavy and electric. I’d suspected something, maybe, in the way she carried herself—so confident, so curated—but I never knew. And now her body made more sense. Her presence. The strength in her softness.

“Fuck,” I whispered, staring at the floor. “So what happens now? Am I stuck like this?”

“No,” she said gently, fighting back a laugh. “Not stuck. But… it’s not going to stop right away, either. Especially if your body responded so quickly.”

I looked down at my chest. Even through the hoodie, I could feel the roundness. The weight. I pressed my arms tight across it.

“It’s visible, isn’t it?” I asked.

Grace hesitated. Then nodded. “Yeah. Even in that hoodie, I could tell. You’ve got a little bounce going on.”

I groaned and sank lower in the chair.

“I’m sorry,” she said again, quieter this time. “But—look, if you really want to hide it, you’re going to need more than a hoodie.”

I glanced at her warily. “Like what?”

She studied me for a moment, then stood. Her voice was careful, deliberate.

“I can help you. I mean… if you let me. I know how to make these changes look natural. How to help you pass. If you’re willing to let me dress you. Shave you. Do your makeup.”

My breath caught.

She moved closer. Her tone dropped, slower now, more intimate. “Right now, you look like a guy with boobs. But if you let me… you could look like a girl. I think you would make a pretty one.”

I swallowed hard. My heart was pounding, but not just from fear anymore.

She tilted her head. “Why not try it just for today. Just to make it easier.”

There was a long pause.

And then I whispered the word I hadn’t even known I was holding in my throat, “…Okay.”

Her eyes lit up—not triumphant, not smug. Just warm and kind. She stepped toward her closet and pulled the door open.

“Good,” she said. “Let’s make you beautiful.”


Chapter 3
Transformation


Grace didn’t ask me to undress. She just opened a drawer and pulled out a soft white towel, then turned back toward me and said, “Bathroom.”

I followed without thinking, the heat of her command still buzzing in my chest. I was trembling—not just from nerves, but from the sensation that I was stepping over some invisible line I could never uncross.

Her bathroom was small, clean, and smelled like lavender soap. A candle burned on the counter, already lit. She’d prepared this.

Grace pointed to the edge of the tub. “Sit. Hoodie off.”

My hands shook as I peeled the hoodie over my head. Then the t-shirt beneath it. When I looked down and saw my bare chest—round, perky, softly feminine—I nearly gasped.

Grace knelt in front of me, her gaze sweeping slowly over my body. Her eyes were calm, focused. Like an artist studying a canvas.

“You really thought no one would notice these?” she asked, gently cupping one of my breasts. The touch made me flinch. It wasn’t rough—it was reverent. But I felt it everywhere.

“I don’t know what to think,” I whispered.

She didn’t reply. Just turned on the faucet, waited for it to warm, and soaked a cloth under the stream. Then she knelt again, this time with a razor in hand.

“I’ll start with your legs,” she said, lifting one of them onto her thigh. “You’ll feel better once they’re smooth.”

She lathered my calf in warm foam and began to shave me with long, steady strokes.

I couldn’t stop watching her—how gentle she was, how thorough. She worked in silence, her free hand resting lightly against my shin. When she finished one leg, she started the other. Then my arms. My stomach. My chest.

Each stroke of the razor felt like it was peeling away something I didn’t need anymore. And yet, the more hair came off, the more exposed I felt. Like I was shedding armor I hadn’t realized I’d been wearing.

When she reached my groin, she looked up. “Do you trust me?”

My breath caught. “…Yes.”

She helped me stand, then lowered my boxers in one fluid motion. I flinched out of instinct, hands twitching toward my crotch, but she just touched my wrist and said, “It’s okay. I’ve seen everything.”

And maybe she had. She certainly saw me more clearly than I ever had.

She shaved me clean, slow and careful, and when it was done, she rinsed my skin with warm water and dried me with the towel. I felt bare, vulnerable, and aching.

She smiled. “Now for the fun part.”

The clothes were already laid out on her bed when we returned from the bathroom. A short, gray plaid mini skirt—pleated, crisp, barely thigh-length. Next to it, a long-sleeved bodysuit in soft black fabric, cut with a deep, plunging V-neck that practically screamed look at me. The fabric shimmered slightly in the lamplight, sensual and smooth, hugging every curve I hadn’t known I had.

I froze in the doorway when I saw them. “That’s…” I swallowed. “That’s really short.”

Grace turned, holding a lacy pair of black panties in one hand and a matching bra in the other. “You’ll get used to it. Trust me, the skirt’s nothing compared to the bodysuit.”

My voice cracked. “The bodysuit?”

She grinned. “It’s got compression built in. It’ll help tuck you. Keep everything… smooth.”

I glanced down instinctively.

“I mean,” she said lightly, walking up and pressing the panties into my hands, “there’s not much to smooth right now, is there?”

That stopped me cold.

I hesitated. “Do I… look smaller?”

Grace’s eyes flicked down, not hiding her curiosity. She stepped closer and ran her fingers along my freshly shaven hip, then across the front of my groin. Her touch was feather-light, tracing the outline of something that now felt less like a bulge and more like a… suggestion.

“I wouldn’t be surprised if you were,” she said softly, voice edged with fascination. “That’s the hormones. Shrinking things. Making you more sensitive.” She gave a gentle pat, then whispered, “You’ll definitely need the bodysuit.”

I could barely speak. My face was on fire, but I took the panties and stepped into them slowly. They clung tight, soft and delicate, like they didn’t quite belong on my skin—but once they were on, I didn’t want to take them off. The bra was harder. Grace helped, adjusting the straps, slipping the cups over my tender breasts.

Then she picked up the bodysuit. “You ready?” she asked.

I nodded. She guided it over my head and helped me slide my arms in. The fabric hugged me tight, drawing everything in—not just physically, but emotionally. I felt contained, shaped, defined. It clung to my breasts in a way that made me feel obscene and stunning all at once.

When she zipped me into it, her fingers grazed the nape of my neck. “There,” she said. “Tucked, lifted, and already halfway to heartbreak.”

I laughed—nervously, breathlessly—and she handed me the skirt next. It felt impossibly short as I stepped into it. When she fastened the waist, she turned me gently toward the mirror and I saw her.

Not fully. Not yet. But I saw her—the girl hiding inside the reflection. The girl with glossy skin and dark lashes, collarbone on display, cleavage kissed by the low swoop of fabric, pleats dancing across her hips.

Grace came up behind me, resting her chin on my shoulder. “You make that skirt look filthy, Lindsay.”

The name hit me like a warm shiver, but I didn’t correct her. I just stared at the girl in the mirror, wondering how the hell she looked so right.

I was still staring at the mirror when Grace returned with her makeup bag. She knelt on the bed and patted the space in front of her.

“Sit,” she said softly.

I did. The skirt rode up as I folded my legs beneath me, and I tugged it down instinctively. Grace caught my eye and smiled.

“Get used to that,” she said. “Skirts are flirty by nature. That’s half the point.”

She opened the bag with a zip, revealing a small arsenal of brushes, compacts, and tubes. Everything smelled faintly floral and powdery, a scent I already associated with her. Her hands were warm as she tilted my face toward the light.

“No mirror until I’m done,” she said. “Promise?”

I nodded.

She started with a light foundation—cool against my skin, like lotion but thicker, smoother. She blended it with practiced hands, brushing over my forehead, cheeks, chin. I felt her breath on my skin as she worked, close enough that I could smell the sweetness of her shampoo.

“Your skin’s taking this beautifully,” she murmured. “So soft. That estrogen’s already working magic.”

Her fingers moved lower, sweeping blush across my cheeks, contouring the edges of my jaw, dusting highlighter along my cheekbones.

“Close your eyes,” she said.

I obeyed.

I felt the tickle of bristles as she applied eyeshadow—something warm and smoky. Then a tug at my lashes as she curled them, and the careful sweep of mascara that made my heart flutter with every stroke. Then her thumb at my lip.

“Open.”

I parted my lips slightly. She applied a soft gloss—subtle, shiny, and just barely pink.

“There,” she whispered.

But she didn’t give me the mirror—not yet. Instead, she reached behind me, unclipped my hair, and brushed her fingers through it until it fell loosely around my face. She adjusted a few strands, framing me just so. Then she leaned back, studying me like I was a puzzle finally solved.

“You’re ready,” she purred as she turned the mirror toward me.

I didn’t recognize the girl staring back—not at first. Her skin glowed. Her lashes framed eyes that looked bigger, softer. Her lips shimmered like something out of a dream. And her body—curvy, sleek, tucked in tight with a hint of cleavage peeking out—looked like it had always belonged to her.

To me.

My throat tightened. I felt dizzy. Beautiful. Terrified.

Grace set the mirror down and reached for my hand. “I knew you’d be pretty,” she said. “But I didn’t expect you to be this pretty.”

I looked up at her. “Do you think… do I really look like a girl?”

She smiled. Not teasing, not mocking, just proud. “Lindsay,” she said gently, “if you walked down the hall right now, no one would ever know.”

Again I didn’t correct the name.

I didn’t want to.


Chapter 4
Girl Lessons


Grace didn’t let go of my hand right away. Even after the mirror was set aside, after the blush had settled on my cheeks and the skirt had stopped fluttering from my nervous fidgeting—her fingers stayed tangled with mine. She gave a small squeeze. Reassuring. Grounding.

“Okay,” she said. “Now that you look the part…”

I blinked. “There’s more?”

She laughed—a warm, velvety sound that filled the room. “Girl, you just put on the girl. Now you have to wear her.”

She stood and gave my hand a tug. I rose shakily to my feet. The skirt brushed the tops of my thighs with a whisper of motion that made me shiver.

“Lesson one,” she said, circling behind me. “Posture. Chin up. Shoulders relaxed, not hunched. Imagine there’s a string lifting your spine tall—but keep it soft, not stiff.”

I adjusted awkwardly, trying to mimic her. My back straightened, my hands instinctively went to smooth the skirt. Grace hummed approvingly behind me.

“Good. You’re already halfway there.”

Then she stepped to the side. “Walk to the door and back.”

“In these?” I looked down at the heeled ankle boots she had slipped on me—just a modest rise, but still foreign.

“You’ll be fine,” she said. “Small steps. Hips loose. Let them swing, just a little.”

I walked. Poorly. The first few steps were stiff, robotic, but as I moved, the skirt swished around my thighs, and the bodysuit held me snug, and there was something electric in the motion—something that pulled me out of my head and into my body. My arms started to relax. My steps narrowed.

I reached the door, turned, and looked back at her. “Well?” I asked.

She tilted her head. “You’re adorable. But your ass is doing too much work.”

I groaned, but also felt my face blush and my penis swell, embarrassed that she had been staring at my butt.

She laughed again. “Don’t worry. We’ll fix it.”

I walked back, trying to make the sway more natural.

“Better,” she said. “Now try sitting without flashing your panties.”

“I what⁠—?”

She tapped the bed. “Sit.”

I did. And immediately clamped my legs shut.

She smirked. “See? That’s girl instinct.”

I flushed. “I’m not sure how much of this I can learn.”

She stepped closer. Her voice dropped a note.

“There nothing to learn, Lindsay. It’s all inside, just let it out.”

After the walking and sitting and modesty lessons—after I’d adjusted my skirt for the hundredth time and gotten used to the faint tap of the heels on the floor—Grace pulled me back to the bed, this time to sit beside her.

She had a look in her eyes. That “teacher with a favorite student” look. Mischievous and proud.

“You’re doing better than I thought you would,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from my cheek. “But now comes the real test.”

I tensed. “Oh god. What now? Do I have to bat my eyelashes at strangers on command?”

“Not strangers,” she said, curling her legs up beneath her. “Just me.”

I stared.

She grinned. “Relax. We’re going to play a game.”

She reached into the nightstand and pulled out a small, round mirror—just big enough to frame my face. She placed it in my lap.

“Lesson two,” she said. “Voice, expressions, and control. The whole package.”

I looked down at my reflection—so different now. The makeup, the hair, the way the bodysuit curved beneath the plunge of the neckline. I didn’t look like a guy.

I looked… right.

“What do I do?”

“Say something,” she said. “Anything. Introduce yourself.”

My throat tightened. I looked at myself and swallowed. “…Hi. I’m Lindsay.”

It came out hesitant, unsure. Not quite high enough. Still me, with a cracked filter.

Grace tilted her head. “Softer. And slower. Girls don’t rush to be heard. We let people lean in.”

I tried again. “Hi,” I said, breathier this time. “I’m… Lindsay.”

She smiled. “Better. Now—eyes.”

“Eyes?”

“You’re not a statue. Watch me.” She leaned in slightly, chin down, lashes up. Her smile was subtle, coaxing. “Flirt like your mouth isn’t involved yet.”

I tried. Lifted my eyes just so. Let the gloss on my lips catch the light.

“That’s it,” she said, her voice suddenly lower. “God, you don’t even need practice. That’s natural.”

Heat flared across my chest.

“I don’t know if I’m really flirting,” I said.

“You don’t have to try,” she murmured. “You’re already doing it.”

I looked at her, and for the first time, I saw how close we were sitting. Our thighs touched. Her hand rested just beside mine. Her gaze was steady, warm, open.

Something shifted.

She reached up and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. Her fingers lingered a little too long.

“You’re really becoming her,” she said. “I hope you can feel it.”

I could.

In the way my breath caught when she looked at me like that. In the way my thighs pressed together instinctively. In the soft hum that lived under my skin whenever she said Lindsay like she meant it.

I didn’t speak. I just smiled—slowly, subtly—and let my lip catch between my teeth.

Grace exhaled like she’d just lost a bet. “That,” she whispered. “Right there. That’s going to ruin someone someday.”

The words hit something deep inside me—something unguarded, fragile, new. My whole body reacted to it, to her voice, to her nearness. I felt the heat pool low in my belly, a kind of fluttering ache that wasn’t just arousal—it was longing.

I swallowed, my heart pounding and then, before I could stop myself, I blurted, “Someone like you?”

The question landed in the quiet like a dropped match.

Grace blinked slowly. Then her mouth curled into a grin that was equal parts amused and predatory.

“You think you can handle someone like me?” she said, her voice lower now, husky and edged with wickedness.

My breath caught. I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. I leaned forward, hesitated for only half a second, and then kissed her.

Her lips were soft, warm, and still slick from the gloss she’d applied to me minutes before. I expected her to pull away, to laugh, or pause the moment with a knowing smirk and let it dissolve.

But she didn’t.

She kissed me back—harder than I expected, hungrier. She shifted, one hand sliding behind my neck, the other pulling me closer by the waist. I gasped into her mouth as she deepened the kiss, her tongue flicking against mine, teasing, coaxing.

The world tilted.

My hands were on her thighs. Hers slid under the hem of my skirt. The kiss became messier, more urgent. I moaned—soft, involuntary—and she drank it in like it belonged to her. Maybe it did.

She pulled me onto her lap, straddling her now in the center of the bed, skirts bunched, legs trembling. Our bodies pressed together, skin to skin through tight fabric. Her fingers grazed my lower back, and I felt my penis pulse beneath my panties, trapped and aching.

When she finally pulled back, just barely, her lips were kiss-swollen, her cheeks flushed. Her voice was a breath against my mouth.

“Fuck, Lindsay,” she said. “You taste like a girl who’s been waiting to be kissed right.”

I didn’t say anything. I just smiled and kissed her again. This one was slower—deeper. Less about hunger and more about… something else. Something that curled low in my belly and made my thighs press together. My cock throbbed harder beneath my panties, stiff and silken against the bodysuit, straining for friction it wasn’t allowed to have. I whimpered into her mouth without meaning to, and Grace swallowed the sound with a low, satisfied moan.

But then she pulled back again—just a little—and rested her forehead against mine.

“Easy,” she murmured. “We don’t have to rush.”

My breathing was ragged. “But I want⁠—”

She pressed a finger to my lips. “I know. But you’ve already gone through so much today. Let’s just be here, together, for a while and enjoy this.”

I nodded, trembling, fighting the urge to taste her again.

She laid back and guided me with her, pulling me down until I was curled against her chest, one leg draped over hers, her hand stroking my back in lazy, steady circles. Her heartbeat was slow and sure beneath my cheek.

“Sleep here tonight,” she whispered. “If you want.”

I did. More than anything, I did. So I stayed. In her arms. In her scent. In my new skin, still aching, still confused, but wrapped in a warmth that made the world feel… quiet.

I eventually closed my eyes and for the first time in what felt like forever—I felt at peace.


Chapter 5
Daylight


Iwoke to warmth. Not the smothering kind, not the sweaty, tangled sort that clings after nightmares. This was… different. This was the kind that wrapped around you like a soft whisper. Like breath on the back of your neck.

Grace’s sheets smelled like her. A mix of lavender, clean cotton, and something warm and distinctly feminine. I was wrapped in a silky pajama top I didn’t remember putting on—something loose and smooth that brushed against my bare skin with every shift. I could feel the soft weight of my breasts swaying slightly as I stirred, the bodysuit long since removed, replaced by something gentler, but still undeniably hers.

The light through her curtain was pale gold, slanting across the bed in wide ribbons. Her arm was draped over my waist, her breath slow and even behind me, lips grazing the space between my shoulder blades like she’d kissed me in her sleep.

For a long time, I didn’t move. I just felt.

The pillow under my cheek, the fabric against my skin, the delicious tightness between my thighs, even without touching. The pulse that throbbed beneath my panties. The fullness of my chest rising and falling with every breath. The truth of my body—and the terrifying, tender peace of not wanting to fight it anymore.

Grace stirred behind me. Her fingers brushed my side gently. She murmured, “Hey…”

I turned to face her.

She blinked the sleep from her eyes and gave me a slow, lazy smile. “You’re still here.”

“I am,” I whispered.

Her hand slid up to tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “How do you feel?”

I swallowed. “Different. But… good. I think.”

She let her thumb brush the corner of my lip. “You look soft.”

I flushed. “That’s… new.”

“Not really,” she said. “It was always there. You just needed the right light.”

I couldn’t hold her gaze. Not without feeling the burn in my chest, the ache of too much emotion swelling up inside me. She must’ve seen it—she pulled me gently against her, wrapping both arms around me like I was something to protect.

We lay there for a while, her fingers tracing lazy circles along my back, the silence between us filled with small breaths and something unspoken.

Eventually, she said, “Unfortunately we need to get up. We have class today, remember?”

I blinked. “I can’t go like this.”

She pulled back to look at me. “Why not?”

“I’m not ready. What if someone sees me and⁠—”

“And what? Thinks you’re pretty? Thinks you belong?”

I didn’t answer.

Grace leaned in and kissed my forehead. “You don’t have to be brave all at once,” she said softly. “Just let me be brave with you.”

Grace left the room to get us coffee, giving me space—though I wasn’t sure I wanted it. The silence felt louder without her.

I stood slowly, stretching in the loose satin pajamas, every inch of me humming with awareness. My thighs brushed together in a way that hadn’t felt familiar just days ago. My nipples pushed softly against the thin fabric. Even the way I walked—lighter, more deliberate—was different.

I stepped toward the full-length mirror near her closet and paused. The girl in the reflection paused too.

Messy hair, smudged makeup from the night before, full lips, slightly parted. There was a softness in her face that hadn’t been there last week.

I should have felt like I was in costume. Like I was trespassing in someone else’s skin.

But I didn’t.

I stepped closer, tucking a lock of hair behind my ear the way Grace had done, just to see what it looked like. And when I did, something inside me eased—like slipping into warm water.

“Hey,” Grace said from the doorway, “why don’t you pick out your outfit.”

I hesitated. That part still terrified me, but I turned from the mirror, and joined her in front of her closet. “I’m not sure where to begin,” I said meekly.

She considered me for a moment, then selected a few carefully chosen pieces: a soft bralette and matching panties, a high-waisted denim skirt, a fitted blush-pink turtleneck, and a little gold pendant necklace.

She smiled gently. “These felt like you.”

I reached for the bralette first. My hands still trembled slightly as I slipped into it, but the fabric was forgiving. It hugged my chest, supporting the weight that still felt so unreal—but also like mine.

Grace turned away politely, letting me dress at my own pace. She only turned back when I was slipping the turtleneck over my head, my fingers fumbling a bit at the hem.

“Need help?” she asked, already stepping forward.

I nodded.

She tugged the fabric into place, smoothed it over my hips, then helped clasp the necklace at the back of my neck. Her fingers brushed the base of my spine as she stepped away, and the touch sent a delicious little ripple through me.

When she looked at me again, her eyes darkened slightly. “Lindsay…”

I swallowed. “Too much?”

She shook her head. “Not even close. You look amazing.”

I stood there in her clothes, her scent clinging to the collar of the sweater, her kiss still somewhere on my skin from the night before—and for the first time, I thought:

Maybe this is who I was always meant to be.

Grace slipped into a pair of jeans and a cropped hoodie while I finished smoothing my skirt and checking my hair in the mirror. The makeup she’d done yesterday still clung faintly to my face—smudged eyeliner, a hint of gloss—but I didn’t dare fix it. It felt like a fingerprint of who I was becoming.

Grace grabbed her keys and looked over her shoulder at me. “Ready?”

I hesitated at the threshold then nodded.

The hallway beyond that door was the same as always—chipped tile, whitewashed walls, the sound of a distant microwave dinging down the corridor—but it felt like another planet.

“I’m scared,” I whispered.

She didn’t tease. Didn’t smile. Just reached out her hand. “Then hold my hand,” she said. “And be scared with me.”

I slid my fingers into hers and together we stepped into the hallway. The air felt sharper, cooler, alive with something electric. My skirt shifted with every step as my heart beat so loud I swore someone would hear it.

But no one stopped us. No one looked twice.

Grace walked slowly, letting me set the pace. When we passed a group of girls by the vending machine, one of them glanced up and gave me a polite smile.

I smiled back. Tentatively.

When we turned the corner, I felt my breath return. My door was just ahead—familiar and unfamiliar all at once. Grace waited outside while I stepped inside to grab my backpack. I paused, hand on the strap, taking one last look at the room that still held Liam’s things and then I turned.

Back in the hall, Grace reached for my hand again. I took it without hesitation.

“Still scared?” she asked gently.

“Yeah,” I said. “But also… ready.”

Her smile was quiet and proud.

We walked toward the stairwell together—hand in hand, hips brushing, her thumb stroking the back of mine and when the door to the outside world came into view, I squeezed her hand once and didn’t let go.

The air outside kissed different. It slid up my bare legs and dipped beneath the hem of my skirt, wrapped around my hips like a secret I hadn’t meant to share. Every whisper of wind seemed to carry a message: You’re not hidden anymore.

Grace continued to hold my hand. Her fingers were warm and firm, anchoring me with every step. She didn’t squeeze too hard. She didn’t tug. She just… held. And somehow that was everything. That one point of connection kept me from floating out of my body entirely.

I used to walk this path with my head down back when I was Liam, backpack slung low, earbuds in, hoodie up. I never noticed the ivy growing along the old brick. Never looked anyone in the eye. Never let the sun touch my face.

But now… the sun was on me. My head was up. My skirt swayed gently with each step. My panties hugged my hips, snug and smooth, tucking me in like I was a secret being kept safe. My cock throbbed with every brush of motion, every breath of wind. I was tucked, feminine, exposed. And I loved the way it felt—more than I wanted to admit.

Grace glanced over at me, her dark eyes full of warmth and mischief. “You’re walking differently,” she murmured.

I looked down at myself, at the way my thighs moved together, at the subtle rhythm of my hips. I hadn’t even realized it.

“Is that bad?”

“No,” she said, squeezing my hand. “It’s perfect. You’re not just walking. You’re becoming.”

A flutter stirred in my chest. She made it sound like magic. Maybe it was.

The quad stretched out before us—wide and open and dangerous in the way vulnerability always is. I saw groups of students lounging in the grass, a few people I recognized from class, someone skateboarding past with a coffee in one hand. Nobody stared. Nobody laughed. They just moved around us like we belonged.

And for the first time… I felt like I did. Like I belonged to this world. To this body. To her.

I pressed my thighs closer together as we walked, half to control the soft ache between my legs and half because I loved the way it felt—each step brushing me into a quiet frenzy, every breath another reminder that I was real.

“I’m proud of you,” Grace said gently. “You don’t even know how beautiful you are right now.”

My cheeks flushed hot. I couldn’t speak. Not with my chest tight and my hands trembling and my cock straining beneath the lace with a deep longing. But I smiled and I kept walking—head high, hips soft, hand in hers.

The classroom building loomed ahead, all glass and steel and too many reflections. I’d walked through these doors a hundred times before—but never like this. Never with my thighs brushing under a skirt, never with my body tucked into soft, feminine fabric that left my cock hidden and aching. Never with makeup kissed onto my lips and Grace’s hand laced through mine like it belonged there.

This wasn’t the same walk. This wasn’t the same me.

My steps slowed as we approached. My breath tightened. My body, which had just minutes ago felt glorious and alive, now felt too visible, too open, like a mask about to slip.

I stopped entirely.

Grace didn’t say anything at first. She simply turned to face me, holding my hand with both of hers now, her expression open and calm and unfazed by the wind threading through her hair.

I wanted to cry. Or run. Or vanish. “I don’t know if I can do this,” I whispered.

“You don’t have to,” she said gently.

I blinked. “But—class⁠—”

“You don’t have to walk through that door as anyone but yourself.” She stepped closer, her voice dropping. “Not as some fantasy. Not as some perfect idea of a girl. Just you. Lindsay. The girl who woke up in my bed. Who looked in the mirror and didn’t flinch. Who held my hand and walked across campus in a skirt and soft, clinging panties and smiled anyway.”

I felt tears threaten at the corners of my lashes, but I didn’t let them fall.

She reached up and brushed a finger along my cheek. “Let them see you. Or don’t. But I see you. And I’m not letting go.”

My chest tightened, but not with fear. It was something heavier—deeper. Like I was on the verge of finally admitting that what scared me wasn’t being seen—it was being loved in this form. This half-formed girl with a new name and a body not quite finished but aching to be known.

I took a shaky breath. My cock pulsed under the pressure of my panties, a whisper of sensation that grounded me in the strange pleasure of all of it—the tightness, the ache, the sheer vulnerability of wanting to walk into that room as someone I never thought I’d be.

Grace leaned in and kissed me. First on the forehead and then the lips. It was slow and soft—certain. She kissed me like I was someone worthy of being kissed.

When she pulled away, her lips glistened slightly in the morning light, and her thumb brushed the corner of my mouth like she was keeping the moment sealed in place.

She smiled. “You ready, baby girl?”

My breath hitched at the name. My thighs squeezed together instinctively.

But I nodded. “Yeah.”

She pushed the door open, and we stepped inside—together.


Chapter 6
Her Touch


By the time I made it back to Grace’s dorm, the sun was already slipping behind the buildings, leaving long shadows stretching across the campus paths. But I barely noticed.

I was buzzing. My heart thudded with leftover adrenaline, my cheeks flushed from hours of whispered glances, half-nervous smiles, and the quiet thrill of being seen. I had done it—walked through the halls, sat in class, asked a question, even borrowed a pen from someone who never looked at me like I didn’t belong.

Not as Liam. As Lindsay.

And now, with every step echoing down the corridor toward Grace’s door, all that energy—the pride, the fear, the softness in my step and the secret hardness beneath my panties—pulsed together into something I didn’t know how to name.

I didn’t knock. I opened her door and stepped inside like I belonged there. Because I did.

Grace looked up from her desk, one leg tucked beneath her, glasses perched on her nose, her laptop glowing in front of her. She smiled when she saw me, slow and easy and knowing.

“Hey, gorgeous,” she said. “How was it?”

I dropped my bag to the floor, barely able to speak. My throat was too full. My eyes were too full. I laughed, but it came out wobbly.

“I… I did it,” I whispered. “I went to class. I sat there. And no one stared. No one questioned. They just saw me.”

She stood, eyes softening. “Of course they did. They saw Lindsay.”

“I was me,” I said, and something cracked open. The tears came before I could stop them, hot and stupid and messy, and then I was in her arms, pressing my face against her shoulder, holding on like the ground might vanish if I let go.

She held me without saying a word. One hand at the back of my head. The other sliding up and down my spine.

I pulled back just enough to see her face, and something surged up in me—more than gratitude, more than relief. A need. Hot and tangled and desperate. For her. For this.

I kissed her. There was no shyness in it. No asking—just want.

Grace made a soft sound in her throat and kissed me back, lips parting, fingers curling into the waistband of my skirt. When she tried to pull away, I didn’t let her.

“I need you to feel more of this,” I whispered, voice rough with want. “Please. I need to feel it again. I want more of you. I want more of this. I don’t want to stop.”

“Lindsay,” she murmured, pulling back just slightly. “Slow down. You’ve had a big day⁠—”

“I know,” I said, kissing her harder, biting her bottom lip. “That’s why. I want to feel it. I want to taste you. All of you.”

That changed everything.

Grace let out a slow exhale, her eyes dark with heat. She sat back on the edge of her bed and looked up at me through her lashes. Then she parted her legs.

The invitation was wordless—but it burned like a command.

I didn’t think. I dropped to my knees like it was instinct—like something in me had been waiting for this moment long before I ever took that pill.

The space between Grace’s open thighs felt sacred. Her legs were smooth and warm, parted just enough for her black lace panties to stretch taut over the bulge I couldn’t stop staring at. It was big. Beautiful. Hers.

She leaned back on her hands, watching me with dark, unreadable eyes.

“Lindsay…” she said softly, but didn’t stop me.

My hands were trembling as I reached up and touched her inner thighs. She opened further, slow and deliberate, and I slid my fingers under the waistband of her panties. She lifted her hips slightly—just enough—and I peeled them down with aching reverence, revealing her cock. It sprang free, long and hard and flushed with need.

I gasped, not from surprise, but from how right it felt to see it. How right this felt—kneeling before her, my own cock tucked tightly beneath layers of femininity, while hers stood proud and aching, pulsing with power and beauty and the promise of what came next.

I wrapped both hands around her thighs and leaned in. The first kiss wasn’t practiced. It wasn’t polished. It was raw. Lips parting around the head of her cock, tasting salt and skin, feeling her twitch against my tongue. She groaned low, her hips jolting just a little as I took her deeper.

Every inch of her filled me with more than just lust. It filled me with belonging. The stretch of my jaw, the slick warmth, the scent of her—God, I needed her. My mouth was no longer mine. It was hers.

And she knew it.

Her fingers found my hair, threading through it gently. Not guiding. Just claiming.

Each suck brought her deeper, and each bob of my head drew more whimpers from her chest. Her cock throbbed between my lips, heavy and perfect, slick with spit and heat. I moaned around her, needing her to know what she was doing to me—that my cock was throbbing under my panties, leaking helplessly into lace, untouched but overwhelmed.

My whole body buzzed. My breasts ached against my bra. My thighs were trembling. And still I sucked, growing bolder, hungrier, licking under the shaft, teasing the tip, drinking in every sound she gave me like it was sacred.

And then—she stopped me.

Her hand cupped my cheek, gently guiding me off her cock.

I looked up, dazed, lips wet, heart pounding.

She smiled down at me like I was her favorite thing in the world. “You don’t have to stop here,” she said, her thumb brushing the corner of my mouth. “If you want more… I could show you what it really feels like.”

I nodded, breathless. “Please. I want you to. I want to feel everything.”

She stood slowly, took my hands, and pulled me to my feet.

“Let me show you how it really feels to be a woman,” she whispered.

My body quivered at the thought as Grace led me to the bed like she’d been dreaming of it as long as I had. Her hands were firm but reverent, one at the small of my back, the other at my chin, tilting my face up as she kissed me again. Slower now. Deeper. Her cock pressed against my stomach, still slick from my mouth, still hot and aching. It throbbed between us, undeniable.

I moaned into her kiss.

She guided me down onto the mattress, hands roaming, stroking over my hips, lifting my skirt, teasing the edge of my soaked panties. My body was alive—every nerve lit, every inch of me trembling with the unbearable need to be touched.

She knelt between my legs, pulling my panties down with the same care I’d shown her. I was soaked—my cock soft but full, pulsing against my inner thigh, glistening. Grace kissed the inside of my knee, then higher. My legs opened without me thinking.

She kissed my hip. My waist. My ribs.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. “So, so beautiful.”

Her fingers brushed between my cheeks, slow and gentle, finding the place I’d never let anyone near. I gasped.

“Breathe,” she whispered. “Let me make you mine.”

She pressed her finger gently inside. I moaned, clinging to the sheets. It wasn’t pain. It was pressure. Fullness. Surrender.

She added another finger, easing me open, curling inside me, touching places I hadn’t known existed. My cock twitched helplessly against my thigh, leaking onto the sheets.

“I can’t… I need…” I whimpered.

“I know,” she said. “Trust me.”

She spread my legs wider. Her cock brushed against me, hot and throbbing. She guided herself to my opening and pressed in slowly, achingly slow, inch by inch until I gasped and arched off the bed, full for the first time in my life.

“Oh my God,” I cried. “Grace⁠—”

She moaned, holding herself there, buried halfway, letting me feel the stretch, the heat, the rightness of it.

“You feel like heaven,” she whispered.

She pushed deeper.

I clutched her arms, sobbing with the pleasure, the sheer intimacy of it. I could feel her everywhere—inside me, around me, pressing into my soul. She started to move. Slow thrusts, rocking gently, letting me feel every inch.

And then harder.

She kissed my neck, my lips, my collarbone as she fucked me deeper. Our bodies moved in sync, slick with sweat, breathing each other in. Her cock pulsed inside me, and I felt it in my spine, in my stomach, in the places that had always felt blank before.

I cried out as she hit something deep and electric. “Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, please, don’t stop⁠—”

She didn’t.

She fucked me harder, faster, the bed creaking, my voice breaking, my whole body tensed around her. My breasts bounced with every thrust, the friction of the sheets against my cock just enough to keep me spiraling toward the edge.

“Say it,” she breathed, pounding into me. “Tell me who you are.”

“I’m—” I sobbed. “I’m Lindsay. I’m your girl.”

She growled and slammed into me, harder, faster, every muscle in her body trembling.

“That’s right,” she whispered. “You’re mine.”

And then, with a deep groan, she came.

I felt it. Hot and thick, deep inside me. Her cock pulsed, flooding me with everything she had. And in that moment, with her buried in me, with her breath hot against my neck and her body wrapped around mine⁠—

I came too.

Hands gripping the sheets, thighs shaking, voice cracking. I came like I never had before. No stroking. No friction. Just being fucked, filled, loved. My cock jerked against my stomach, spilling over the curve of my hip in sticky, helpless release.

I collapsed beneath her, chest heaving, sweat-slick and soaked and sobbing softly. Grace kissed my forehead, still inside me, still pulsing.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered.

And as her warmth filled me, I realized—this wasn’t just pleasure. It was permission.


Chapter 7
Afterglow


Ididn’t remember falling asleep. One minute, I was clinging to Grace—limbs trembling, skin slick, body still pulsing from the deepest orgasm I’d ever known—and the next, I was waking slowly beneath her sheets, cocooned in warmth, my thighs still sore, my insides still aching with fullness.

The room was quiet except for the rhythmic hum of the old heater and the soft, steady sound of Grace breathing beside me. Her arm was draped across my waist, palm warm over my stomach. I could feel her fingertips grazing the curve of my hip—absentminded, protective.

I lay there for a long time without moving. I could still feel her inside me. Not just physically—though the soreness there made me bite my lip with something like pride—but emotionally. Her weight. Her presence. Her love. My body didn’t feel like mine anymore.

It felt like hers. And the terrifying thing—the beautiful, terrifying thing—was how right that felt.

My cock was soft, tucked naturally between my thighs. I barely felt it now. My breasts were swollen against the sheets, sensitive and full. My skin smelled like her: sweat and sweetness, heat and want. I rubbed my cheek against the pillow and exhaled slowly.

“Morning,” Grace murmured behind me, her voice a soft rasp. “How do you feel?”

I smiled into the pillow. “Ruined.”

She laughed, low and thick. “That’s the goal.”

She kissed the back of my shoulder and pulled me closer. Her cock, no longer hard but still full, pressed against my lower back. Her hand slid across my stomach and up to my chest, cupping one breast through the sheet.

“You’re even softer this morning,” she said. “It’s working.”

I closed my eyes. “I know.”

We lay there in the stillness, her fingers stroking the curve of my breast, and I realized I wasn’t scared anymore. Not of what I looked like. Not of what I wanted. Not of what came next.

Because for the first time… I wanted this.

I didn’t want to move. Didn’t want to break what we had together. But eventually, Grace sat up, pulling the sheet around her waist. She moved with that casual confidence I’d always envied—bare skin, sleepy eyes, and no shame. She reached for the drawer beside her bed. I thought she was going for her lip balm or her phone, something simple, but when she turned back, she held a pill bottle.

The same kind I’d mistaken for my own. The same kind that started all of this.

She set it between us. It didn’t make a sound, but it felt louder than anything.

“Same thing you took by accident,” she said gently. “Only this time… it would be on purpose.”

My breath caught at her meaning. My body stiffened.

She didn’t push it toward me. She didn’t reach for my hand. She just let it sit there on the rumpled bedspread between our bodies—like a question. Like a door.

“You don’t have to decide now,” she said, voice soft but steady. “Or ever. You’re not on some deadline. But if you want more—if you want to keep being Lindsay—you can.”

I stared at it. It was just a pill, but it might as well have been glowing. It was the difference between wondering and knowing. Between passively transforming and choosing to become. Between reacting… and reaching.

I looked down at myself—at the small swell of my chest under the sheet, at the curve of my thighs, at the quiet pulse of my tucked cock between my legs. My skin was flushed, soft, still marked with her kisses. My body felt strange. And new. And mine.

Something inside me stirred. Not fear. Not even hesitation. Just… clarity.

“I didn’t ask for this,” I said quietly, still staring at the bottle. “But now that it’s happening… I don’t want to go back.”

Grace didn’t interrupt. She just listened.

I kept going, the words surfacing like they’d been waiting too long. “Being Lindsay—wearing her clothes, moving through the world in her body, having you see me this way—it’s the first time I’ve ever felt like I was inhabiting my life instead of performing it. And I know I still look half-boy, half-girl. I know I’m not finished.”

I looked up at her, my eyes stinging. “But I want to be.”

Grace’s expression changed—softened into something proud, something that cracked my heart wide open. She picked up the bottle, twisted it open, and gently shook a single pill into her palm. Then she offered it to me like it was a gift.

Because it was.

“If you’re ready,” she said.

I reached out with trembling fingers and took it. My whole body was quiet. I pressed it to my lips, then placed it on my tongue. Grace handed me a glass of water. I swallowed.

No hesitation.

No apology.

Just choice.

When I set the glass down, her hand curled gently around mine.

“You’re so brave,” she whispered.

I let out a shaky breath. “I don’t feel brave.”

“You will,” she said. “You will when your breasts grow rounder. When your voice softens. When people call you ma’am without hesitation. You’ll feel it every day you choose yourself. And I’ll be here for all of it.”

I pressed my forehead to hers. I didn’t cry, but something inside me exhaled—like it had been holding its breath since the moment I picked up the wrong pill.

Grace pulled me into her arms again, kissing me sweetly. Her girl. Her Lindsay.

And this time, I didn’t just feel transformed.

I felt reborn.
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Chapter 1
The Trunk


Ididn’t go looking for it. It was one of those gray, drifting afternoons when the city feels too loud and the silence inside your own apartment feels even louder. I’d been walking with no destination—past shuttered galleries and overgrown courtyards—when I saw the shop.

No sign on the door. Just a curved window filled with old glass perfume bottles and cracked gilded frames. Something about it felt paused in time. Like the kind of place that shouldn’t exist anymore.

And still, I went in.

A bell chimed softly as I stepped through the door. The inside had warm lighting, rich shadows, the subtle perfume of incense and aged silk. Everything was beautiful in that cluttered, curated way—velvet armchairs, carved mirrors, vintage coats, porcelain gloves posed like hands waiting to be kissed.

Then there was her. She stood behind the counter, perfectly still, one hand resting on a teacup, the other stroking a long raven colored braid. She appeared to be in her late thirties, maybe early forties. Her posture was unhurried. Her smile—not exactly warm. More like she already knew me.

“Looking for anything in particular?” she asked, voice like smoked honey.

I gave a noncommittal shrug. “Just browsing.”

Her eyes swept over me—not in the way women usually look at men. She didn’t seem disinterested or impressed. Just… curious.

“You’ve got good timing,” she said, stepping from behind the counter. “A few new pieces came in from an estate on the edge of town. Word is that they had very... selective tastes.”

She led me toward the back. Her heels clicked softly on the wood floor. That’s when I saw it: nestled between a mannequin draped in pearls and a screen painted with cranes, there it was.

A steamer trunk. It was deep mahogany with large brass handles dulled by age. I stopped when I saw it, but I didn’t know why.

“Drawn to it?” she asked, looking back at me.

I nodded slowly. “It’s... something.”

“Mm.” Her smile tilted slightly. “It’s been waiting for someone.”

She said it like a joke, but it settled strangely in my stomach.

I couldn’t get it off my mind. No matter where I walked in the store I always seemed to end up back at the trunk. I bought it for fifty dollars and a lingering glance.

It barely fit in the back of my car. I drove home with the windows down and the city humming around me, but something inside me was somewhere else. My mind was focused and buzzing.

The trunk sat in my living room like it owned the space. I didn’t open it right away, I waited until the evening. The sky went dark and I lit a few candles, which felt stupid until I noticed how right it made the room feel as it lit up my recent purchase.

The lid groaned when I lifted it. Inside was empty, but I studied it anyways, feeling drawn to something within. Then, something caught my eye. At the bottom was a hidden clasp. A false bottom that clicked open with a whisper.

Underneath was a lavender teddy with black lace trim, cupped bra, thong cut, and satin garter straps. Next to it was a pair of nude stockings that shimmered faintly in the candlelight, like they had been spun from dew and secrets. I reached for the teddy with trembling fingers, half expecting it to crumble after so many years.

But it didn’t. The fabric was flawless. The lace so fine it almost vanished when I touched it. I ran my fingertips along the cups—soft satin lined with sheer mesh, meant to frame something round and full. My chest ached looking at them.

Beneath the teddy was a slip of folded paper that read:

If this piece has found its way to you that means it was meant for you. Try it on. Let it show you why.

I let out a nervous laugh. Something between a scoff and a breathless exhale. My skin felt warm.

Try it on.

I should have walked away. I should have folded it back into the trunk, slammed the lid, and chalked the whole thing up to a weird day. But instead… I undressed.

The air felt different the second I was naked. Not cold, but charged. Like the room was holding its breath. I stepped into the teddy slowly, feeding one leg through, then the other. The thong snapped gently against the base of my spine as I pulled it up. The fabric hugged my thighs like water, cool and smooth. The lace cupped my hips with a kind of... deliberate intimacy, like it already knew where to settle.

My chest was still bare—flat, pale, boring. I pulled the cups into place, heart hammering, breath shallow. Then I reached behind me and snapped the clasp shut.

The effect was instant. Not a jolt, not a surge—something deeper. A slow warmth spilled across my chest and down through my core—thick, honeyed heat that moved like breath through my bloodstream. My skin tingled and my nipples puckered and throbbed, suddenly so sensitive exposed to the air even under the satin.

Then there was movement. A weight I’d never felt before. I looked down just in time to watch the cups begin to swell outward. No, not the cups—the flesh inside them.

I gasped and grabbed for the edge of the trunk as my balance shifted. My nipples strained against the satin, now fully cushioned by soft, growing breasts: round, real, and mine.

“What is happening?” The words came out thin and disbelieving.

I touched them—tentatively, then with both hands. They were warm and soft. Alive. I squeezed gently and nearly cried out from how tender they were.

It didn’t stop there. My waist now pulled inward—gently, like a corset tightening from the inside. My ribs narrowed. My stomach flattened. My hips rolled forward, reshaping as the lace adjusted to fit the new contours. I could feel my entire frame redesigning itself to suit the garment.

Then came the pull between my legs. I reached down instinctively, and my hand met satin.

My cock was still there—but not as I knew it. It had softened and shrunk, no longer standing proud but tamed, curved beneath the strap of the teddy. Tucked in tight. It didn’t hurt—but the sensation of being cradled like that, so exposed and small and held—it made my thighs shake.

It felt... obscene yet wildly, achingly arousing. I whimpered without meaning to as my eyes drifted to the pile of clothes next to me. Still shaking, I picked up a pair of thigh-highs. The moment the mesh touched my skin, the hair disappeared in a smooth glide. My legs reshaped under the fabric—slimmer calves, curvier thighs, a tilt to my hips that shifted my posture naturally.

By the time I clipped the garters into place, I felt like I was wearing someone else’s body. The straps bit gently into my thighs. My ass had plumped into round softness—full enough to bounce subtly when I turned. I ran both hands down my sides, horrified by how perfectly feminine I felt.

I stumbled toward the mirror, hands still trembling, and that’s when I saw her. She had breasts and curves, smooth, soft skin, and a body I’d only ever fantasized about in the vaguest, most shameful corners of my mind.

She stared back at me with wide, frightened eyes. She looked flushed and beautiful. Her thighs were pressed together, her lips parted, her chest rising in short, shallow gasps. I could see the shape of her cock beneath the lace—a bulge so small it barely disrupted the line of her thong.

I moved and watched the reflection mirror everything. There was no denying that I was looking at myself. My transformed self.

I reached for the clasp behind me with shaking hands, suddenly feeling the need to change back. I pulled, but nothing happened. I tried again, harder, but the strap didn’t move.

Panic bloomed in my chest. I clawed at the shoulders, the thong, the sides. Nothing gave. The teddy was sealed to me like it had melted into my skin.

“No, no, no, no—” I muttered, fingers scrabbling uselessly over satin and lace. My heart thundered. I could feel sweat prickling under my arms, slicking between my breasts.

I ran into the bathroom, yanking at the straps, trying to wedge a finger beneath the clasp—but there was no gap. Just flesh. Just the soft pull of lace holding me in place.

The teddy wasn’t just something I wore. It was something I’d become.

I staggered backward, staring at my reflection again. So delicate. So changed. So trapped.

I tore through the bedroom, grabbed the long coat off the hook, barely managing to shove my arms through the sleeves as I stumbled toward the door. I didn’t think. I didn’t plan. I just grabbed my keys and ran—back to the only person who might have answers.

The woman who sold me the trunk.

Vivian.


Chapter 2
Vivian


The bell above the door chimed softly, far too gently for the panic boiling under my skin. I tightened the coat around myself as I stepped inside, but it might as well have been sheer. I could feel everything. Every inch of lace clinging to my body. The unbearable tension of the thong pulled tight between my cheeks. The warmth in my chest where my breasts now pressed against the satin cups. The dull, humiliating ache where my cock—small now, shrunken and cradled beneath the teddy’s strap—twitched uselessly every time the fabric shifted.

I didn’t know what I was expecting when I returned to the shop. Maybe disbelief. Maybe outrage. Maybe help.

What I didn’t expect… was for her to already be waiting.

Vivian stood behind the counter exactly as I’d left her—unhurried and composed. Her eyes lifted to meet mine the moment the bell chimed, and she smiled like she’d been expecting me all along.

“Well,” she said, setting her teacup down with a soft clink. “That was fast.”

My throat clenched. “What the fuck did you sell me?”

She tilted her head slightly. “You opened the trunk?”

“You knew,” I said, voice sharp. “You knew what was inside. You knew what it would do to me.”

Vivian’s smile didn’t waver. “I’d heard rumors about it,” she said calmly. “But they all say that the trunk decides who it allows to open it.”

“What the hell does that mean?”

She stepped out from behind the counter, heels tapping lightly against the floor. Her movements were slow, measured. The scent of something warm and floral followed her—jasmine or rose. Her eyes didn’t leave mine.

“It chose you,” she said softly. “But even then, you chose to take it home.”

“I didn’t choose this!” I barked, my voice cracking. “I didn’t ask for these—these—” My hands trembled, gesturing vaguely at the shape of my body beneath the coat, too afraid to say the words aloud.

Vivian paused, studying me with that maddening calm. “You opened the chest,” she said. “And the chest only accepts those it deems fit.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but the words stalled. “You could’ve warned me.”

Vivian stepped closer. “Would you have listened?”

I flushed. “I—I would’ve… I don’t know!”

Her gaze swept down my body, her lips curving slightly. “You look different… beautiful,” she said.

I flinched. “No. Don’t do that. Don’t look at me like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like this is normal.” I backed a step away, pulse spiking. “I don’t even know what I am right now.”

“Confused,” she said. “Overwhelmed. But not as lost as you think.”

I felt like I was going to shatter.

She stopped in front of me, close enough for me to see the flecks of silver in her eyeshadow, the soft crinkle at the corners of her gaze. She reached up, slowly, and touched the edge of my coat.

I tensed. But I didn’t stop her. Her fingers moved with practiced ease, unfastening the top button. Then the next. And the next. My breath caught. By the time she slipped the coat open, I was trembling.

She didn’t gasp. She didn’t leer. She simply stepped back, eyes sweeping over my body. Her expression was unreadable.

“I’ve seen this piece before,” she murmured, more to herself than to me. “But not like this. It’s adapting to you.”

“It’s stuck,” I said. “I tried everything. I can’t get it off. I tried peeling it down, unhooking it—nothing moves. It’s like it’s fused to me.”

She nodded. “May I?”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah.”

She circled behind me, brushing my hair gently to the side. Her fingers touched the back clasp. I felt a flicker of pressure, a small tug—but nothing. Her hands dropped.

“No good,” she said. “It’s sealed.”

My stomach twisted. “So what now? I’m supposed to live in this?”

She was quiet for a moment as she considered. “There’s another part to the old rumor.”

I turned to face her.

Vivian’s expression had changed. It was softer, but sharper, too. “The pieces won’t release until you accept what they’ve done to you.”

I stared at her. “What?”

“They’re not cursed,” she said. “They’re... persuasive. The magic responds to the one wearing it. It doesn’t trap. It tests. The clothes reshape you—but they also wait. Wait for something deeper.”

My heart thudded in my ears.

“Wait for what?”

Vivian stepped closer, brushing a strand of hair from my cheek. “For you to give in,” she whispered.

The words hit like ice and fire at once.

“Give in to what?”

She smiled—slow and secretive. “To the possibility that you were always meant to look like this.”

My lips parted, but nothing came out. I felt like I was falling.

“Of course,” she added, turning casually and walking back toward the counter, “that’s just one theory.”

I stood frozen in the center of her shop. Lace clinging to every curve. My chest rising and falling in quick, uneven breaths. “Can you help me?” I asked finally, voice small.

“Possibly,” she replied.

I watched as she opened a tall cabinet, revealing rows of carefully hung garments. Silks, satins, lingerie, dresses.

She looked over her shoulder and smiled. “If you want my help, you’ll need to follow me to the back. It’s time you learned how to embrace your feminine side.”


Chapter 3
The Fitting


The door creaked open, and I followed her inside. I’d expected some grim back storage room—a dusty corner with dust covered nicknacks. But the back of the shop felt like another world. Candlelight flickered off velvet drapes. Gilt-framed mirrors lined the walls, angled deliberately to reflect and multiply. A chaise lounge sat in the corner, draped with lace and fur. Somewhere, faint music played—a slow, haunting piano.

Vivian didn’t speak. She gestured to a round pedestal at the center of the room. “Stand here.”

I hesitated. “Why?”

She turned her head slightly, like she was amused I’d even asked. “You want my help, don’t you?”

I stepped forward, my thigh-highs swishing playfully against each other as the garter belt pulled tighter with every step. When I stepped onto the platform, the teddy rode up slightly, tugging the thong deeper between my cheeks. I sucked in a breath, suddenly hyper-aware of the cut of the lace across my hips, the weight of my breasts in the cups, and the humiliating hardness still trapped beneath the satin.

Vivian picked up a cloth tape from her dressing table. “Let’s get your measurements.”

She stepped behind me, smoothing the tape over my shoulders. Her fingers were gentle, unhurried, like she’d done this a hundred times. But every graze of her hand sent a fresh wave of heat down my spine.

“You're very quiet,” she said.

I swallowed. “I'm just... not used to being touched like this.”

She made a small, noncommittal sound. Then, as she measured across my back, her breath warm against my neck, she murmured, “For someone so adamant he didn’t choose this, you’re wearing an awful lot of lingerie.”

I tensed. “I didn’t⁠—”

She looped the tape around my chest, pulling it snug—right under the swell of my new breasts. I gasped. She didn’t let go.

“Didn’t what?” she asked, her voice low and patient.

“I didn’t ask for this,” I managed.

“No?” She leaned in closer, her voice like silk in my ear. “And yet here you are. Teddy, stockings, and garters. Moaning when I so much as brush your breasts.”

My face burned with embarrassment.

She adjusted the tape, slow and clinical, but her thumbs pressed lightly into the base of my breasts, just enough to lift them before she let them settle again into the cups.

“And you fill this teddy so well,” she added. “Why would you want to take it off... when you look so good in it?”

Before I could answer, she circled behind me—and gave my ass a sharp, playful spank.

I jolted and my knees nearly buckled. The garter straps snapped slightly against my thighs, and the teddy shifted tighter over my cock. The feeling made me whimper.

Vivian made a small, pleased sound. “See?” she said, scribbling a note in her little book. “You’re so sensitive. I wonder how long you’ve been waiting to feel like this.”

She moved lower—tape running down my waist, hips, then back up to measure the swell of my thighs. Every time she crouched or leaned in close, I could feel her breath, the press of her blouse brushing against my skin. When she reached my inner thighs, I flinched.

“I need accuracy,” she said. “Stop moving.”

“I—I can’t help it,” I whispered.

The tape slid up beneath the teddy. She measured the length of my crotch—not my cock, exactly, because it was tucked so much it was hardly noticeable.

She pressed lightly against it with the back of her hand and smiled. “It’s cute,” she said.

I nearly died with shame.

Vivian straightened and circled me again, one finger tapping the end of her pen against her lips as she looked me up and down. “You’re shaping beautifully,” she said.

“I still feel like me.”

She raised a brow. “And what does that mean?”

“I still feel... male.”

“Hmm.” She nodded. “Of course. You’ve spent your whole life being told that’s all you are.” Her gaze softened slightly. “But your body clear disagrees and the lingerie never lies.” She stepped back and studied me in full. “Let’s see how you feel once I’m done dressing you.”

I blinked. “Dressing me?”

“You’ve already started,” she said. “Now let’s see how far you’re willing to go.”

Vivian returned to the wardrobe, her fingers gliding past hangers like she was choosing from a lineup of spells. She pulled out a blush-colored blouse. It was so soft it seemed to float in the air, semi-sheer silk with tiny pearl buttons and cuffed sleeves. Next came the skirt; dark gray, high-waisted, and pencil-thin. The slit up the side wasn’t high—but high enough.

“You’ll look exquisite in this,” she murmured. Not as flattery, as certainty.

I stared at the outfit, and something in my chest fluttered. Fear, maybe, but not just fear.

“Take a breath,” Vivian said, stepping in front of me. “Let me help.”

I nodded, barely able to speak.

She unbuttoned the blouse one pearl at a time. Each click of thread releasing felt like a clock ticking down. She slid it over my shoulders slowly, guiding each arm through with careful hands. The fabric whispered across my skin—cool, slippery, impossibly light. It hugged the curve of my new breasts like it had been cut just for them, draping so gently that I could feel my nipples press faintly against the silk with every breath.

“Oh,” I whispered.

“You feel it?” she asked.

I nodded, breath shallow.

“It’s made to be worn like this. It lives when it’s on you.”

She smoothed the front down, running her palms over my stomach—straightening the line, guiding it into place like a sculptor. The warmth of her hands through the silk was unbearable. My knees wobbled.

She stepped behind me and began sliding up the skirt, tucking the blouse inside as she worked it up my body. Her fingers pressed down against my hips, firm and insistent, fitting me into the shape the outfit demanded. When she cinched the high waistband of the skirt over my hips and zipped it up, I gasped.

The pressure was... perfect. Tight in the right places and supportive. I felt wrapped, sculpted, and perfectly defined.

She adjusted the slit to fall over the side of my thigh, just brushing the lace tops of my stockings. My garters strained slightly under the skirt’s hold, and it made my ass feel even rounder, the thong digging deeper between my cheeks.

“You see?” she said softly, fingers gliding down my side. “It’s not the skirt. It’s your shape under it.”

Her touch fell away, and I almost mourned the loss as she left to select a pair of heels. She returned with a pair that were tall, shiny, and sinister.

“I can’t—” I started.

“You can,” she said.

With one hand on my arm and the other guiding my ankle, she slipped the first shoe on. It clicked into place like it belonged. Then the second.

I stood, shakily, taller now, legs forced into a curve I’d never known. My calves flexed, my hips tipped, and the shift in posture made my chest arch forward and my ass push back.

I caught my breath.

Vivian didn’t say anything. She just watched. She let me feel it.

I took one step. The skirt pulled tight across my ass. Another. The stockings slid together. Every tiny motion sent lace and satin moving against me. Teasing me. Pressing against my still-caged cock, which throbbed in helpless, silent protest.

It was too much yet not enough.

Vivian smiled then stepped away briefly, rummaging through a small velvet case on her vanity. When she returned, she had a compact in one hand and a slender tube of lipstick in the other.

“Close your eyes,” she murmured.

I obeyed.

I felt the soft sweep of a brush against my cheeks—powder, faintly floral, delicate as air. Then a cool fingertip beneath each brow, a smudge of something subtle and shimmering. When the lipstick touched my mouth, I whimpered—a low, involuntary sound. It was smooth, creamy, rich with scent. She traced the shape of my lips like she was drawing something out of me I hadn’t known was hidden.

“There. Now you’re complete,” Vivian said, slowly turning me toward the mirror. “Look at your true self.”

I gasped at the sight. Soft blouse. Curved waist. Perfect breasts visible through the silk like a secret. Long legs, drawn up into glossy black heels. Flushed cheeks. Full lips. Hair just messy enough to look like it had been tugged.

“I…” I couldn’t speak.

Vivian stepped behind me. Her fingers grazed my waist. Her hands framed my hips. “This is what was always underneath,” she whispered.

My eyes stung. “No one ever… I never…”

She leaned close, lips brushing my ear. “Tell me your name.”

“Dylan,” I forced out.

She shook her head. “No. Her name.”

I gritted my teeth. “I don’t know her.”

“But you want to.”

I did. To my surprise I truly did. More than anything.

I stared at the reflection, and my chest ached with longing. With something worse. The heat between my legs pulsed like a heartbeat. My cock had never felt smaller—so hidden, so irrelevant. I didn’t miss it. Not really. Not when I looked like this.

“Delilah,” I whispered.

“Very good,” Vivian grinned as she pressed her hands firmer against my hips. “Now it’s time to let Delilah come out.”


Chapter 4
Sent Home in Lace


Istood in front of the mirror, barely breathing. The woman staring back at me didn’t blink. She just waited—poised, uncertain, perfect. Her blouse clung to the swell of her breasts. Her skirt hugged her hips with deliberate, silky restraint. The stockings smoothed every inch of her legs, and the heels… God, the heels. They forced her whole body into a curve, hips out, chest forward, like she was always offering something.

She was me. And she wasn’t. My lips parted. “Delilah,” I whispered again.

The name slid out of me like a moan.

Somewhere behind me, I heard the soft click of something closing. Vivian. Cleaning up the tools she’d used to create me.

I turned, slowly, as if I might break the illusion if I moved too fast. Vivian was back at her vanity, wiping down a powder brush with the sort of quiet, practiced grace that made it look like a sacred ritual.

She didn’t look at me. Not at first. “You’ll smudge your lipstick if you keep biting your lip like that,” she said.

I startled, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. “I… I’m sorry.”

“You’re not,” she replied without turning. “And that’s what makes it so endearing.”

I stood there, still trembling. Still aching between my legs. Still unsure if I wanted to run out the door or sink to my knees and beg her to dress me again.

After a long silence, she finally turned and met my eyes. “I suppose you think this means something now,” she said gently. “The blouse. The skirt. The way you said your name.”

I swallowed. “It feels like it does.”

Vivian crossed the room, her heels whispering across the wood. She stopped a breath away from me. “It doesn’t,” she said softly. “Not yet.”

I flinched.

“But it can,” she added. “If you want it to.”

I stared at her, lips parted, fingers clenched around the hem of my skirt.

“What do I do now?”

Vivian looked me over slowly, like she was inspecting something she’d just purchased and hadn’t yet decided whether to keep.

“You go home,” she said. “This is still new. Your legs are shaking. You can barely think, especially with the throbbing between your legs.”

My face burned. “I’m not⁠—”

“You’re aroused,” she said. “Of course you are. The lingerie knows what it’s doing. It teases, it heightens, it tempts. That’s what it was made for.”

She circled behind me, one hand trailing lightly down my spine. My breath hitched.

“You need time to understand what you’re becoming. To feel it without my eyes on you.”

My heart sank. “So that’s it?”

Vivian stopped behind me. Her hand curled lightly around my hip.

“I have work to do,” she said simply. “The shop doesn’t run itself. And I can’t have you drooling over your own reflection in the back room while I’m trying to prepare a new display.”

I turned slightly, chest tightening. “Right. Of course.”

She came back into view, her expression unreadable. For a moment, I thought she might let it end there. But then her gaze softened, and she tilted her head thoughtfully.

“You know,” she said slowly, “if you’re too nervous to go home like this… you could stay.”

My stomach flipped. “Stay?”

“Work here.” She gave a small shrug. “We both know you don’t want to go back to your old life. Not really.”

“I don’t know if I’m ready.”

“You’re standing in a teddy, silk blouse, and five-inch heels.” Her smile sharpened. “I’d say you’re past ready.”

“I don’t know how to do anything,” I said quickly. “I’ve never worked retail. I wouldn’t know what to say, how to act, I⁠—”

“You’re wearing it well already,” she said. “That’s what matters. And everything else can be taught.”

Vivian walked to the wardrobe and opened a lower drawer, pulling out a soft pink bundle of folded clothes. She placed it in my arms—warm, freshly steamed, smelling faintly of roses and talc.

“There,” she said. “A few more things for tomorrow. You can work off the expenses of your new wardrobe.”

I stared at the bundle—skirt, blouse, delicate underthings, another pair of stockings. My arms trembled as I held them.

“I start tomorrow?”

Vivian looked pleased. “I think that would be best.”

“But—”

She leaned in close. “No excuses,” she whispered. “Go home. Practice walking. Practice being still. Practice talking to your reflection like she’s real. Because tomorrow morning, she will be.”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again.

Vivian stepped behind me one last time, pulling the coat I’d left draped over a chair and holding it open.

“You’re still wearing the teddy underneath,” she said. “You’ll feel it every step of the way. Let that guide you.”

I shrugged the coat on slowly, hiding the transformation I wasn’t ready for the world to see—but not quite ready to take off either.

I turned back toward her. “Thank you.”

Vivian smiled softly. “You’ll thank me when you understand what I’ve given you.” And then she walked back to her dressing table, dismissed me with the subtle grace of someone who already knew I’d be back.

I stepped through the velvet curtain, out into the empty front of the shop, into the evening, into a world that no longer felt like mine—and yet fit perfectly around the curves I now carried under the coat.

Just as she said, the fabric of the teddy shifted with every step. I looked back at the shop window and saw her watching me, a knowing grin on her face. I let out an exhale as I made my way to my car, feeling lucky to have her help, but a darkness still loomed over her, worrying me that she still knew more than she was letting on.


Chapter 5
Exploring


The apartment felt wrong the second I stepped inside. Not dangerous or unfamiliar, just… wrong. Too square. Too still. Like I was walking through someone else’s life in someone else’s clothes.

I closed the door slowly and stood there for a long moment, coat still clinging to my shoulders. I hadn’t even turned on the light yet.

The air smelled like yesterday’s laundry and my old shampoo. Masculine things. Leftovers from the version of me that had existed not long ago.

But that version wasn’t real anymore.

She was still under the coat. The teddy whispered against my skin with every breath. The skirt Vivian had dressed me in was still hugging my hips. The garters were still pulling gently at my thighs. My breasts still strained against the cups. My cock—what was left of it—was still pinned, warm and aching beneath the satin strap.

I flicked on the hallway light and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror by the door. Even with the coat on, even with makeup smudged from the drive, even with lipstick worn down from my teeth nervously biting it—I looked like a woman trying to hide that she was beautiful.

I swallowed and turned away. My legs were shaking. Not just from the heels, which I still hadn’t removed, but from the ache that had settled into the pit of my stomach. An ache that had only grown louder since the moment I left Vivian’s shop.

I walked to the bedroom in small, cautious steps. Each one made the teddy rub between my thighs. I could feel my cock twitching helplessly, trapped in its cage of satin. The heat hadn’t gone away. If anything, it had intensified—built on itself with every second I was alone.

I closed the bedroom door behind me and stood in front of the full-length mirror. The room was dim, lit only by the light slipping in from the hallway. Shadows curved around my figure. The outline of my breasts, my hips, the arch of my back.

I slipped off the coat and it fell to the floor in a soft heap. I unbuttoned the blouse, one trembling pearl at a time. My hands were shaking. I wasn’t sure if it was fear or anticipation. I just knew I couldn’t not do this. I had to see her again—the woman I had become.

The fabric peeled open, revealing the teddy beneath—pale lavender with black lace trim, cupped perfectly around the soft swell of my breasts. The garter straps shimmered slightly, catching the faint light, pulling tight against the tops of my stockings. The thong had practically disappeared between my cheeks.

I let the blouse fall, then the skirt, and stood there in nothing but lingerie and heels.

She stared back at me from the mirror. Delilah.

And I couldn’t stop looking.

I touched my breasts first. Cautiously. Just a light stroke over the lace, like I was afraid they might vanish.

They didn’t.

They shifted slightly under my palms. Warm, heavy, and so, so sensitive. I cupped them fully, testing their weight, squeezing gently. My nipples stiffened in the cups, and I moaned—quiet, high, involuntary.

My knees wobbled. I sank onto the edge of the bed. My hands kept moving. Down my sides. Over the curve of my waist, the flare of my hips. I didn’t have abs anymore. I had softness. Skin that dimpled slightly under my fingers, rounded in places I didn’t know could feel good to touch.

I trailed my fingers down between my thighs. The teddy’s thong strap had grown slick. The fabric pressed tight against the faint bulge of my cock. Just a warm, sensitive spot pulsing under layers of lace.

I rubbed it. Slowly. Just a small circle of pressure through the fabric.

My whole body arched. “Oh fuck…” I hadn’t meant to say it aloud.

My hand moved again—this time more deliberately. Rubbing, pressing, grinding against the tightness. My cock throbbed, useless and overwhelmed, aching under the strap.

All I could think was:

I’m doing this in lingerie.

I’m touching myself in a teddy and heels.

I’m not a man. Not really. Not anymore.

I whimpered, grinding into my palm, rubbing faster. My thighs tensed. My nipples throbbed.

“I have a new name. Delilah.”

My hips bucked forward.

“I have a job. I work at a store. I wear heels.”

I moaned again.

“I came home in a skirt. I looked in the mirror and saw myself dressed up. And I liked it. I fucking liked it.”

I squeezed my breasts harder, twisting my nipples.

“I don’t want to take this off.”

I grunted as my cock spasmed beneath the strap, not allowed to cum, not allowed to be free—just helplessly pulsing beneath the satin as I convulsed, high and breathless and shaking.

The orgasm that hit me wasn’t sharp or explosive. It was long and rolling, making my entire body ache. The kind that left my thighs wobbly and my mind ruined. It didn’t even feel like cumming. It felt like breaking open.

Like accepting myself as I now was.

“I’m her,” I whispered. “I’m Delilah.”

I collapsed backward on the bed, panting, trembling, still trapped in lace, still shaking in heels that made my calves ache.

And I couldn’t stop smiling.


Chapter 6
Becoming Her


Ididn’t sleep much. Not because I couldn’t. Because I didn’t want to. Because I didn’t want to break the spell.

I stayed curled beneath the sheets, still weak from the orgasm that had pulsed through me like a secret, still shivering inside the teddy that refused to loosen its hold. The room smelled faintly of perfume and sweat—feminine now, no longer mine.

At some point, in the hazy hours before dawn, I pulled the pink outfit Vivian had given me into bed. The blouse was delicate and sheer, the skirt soft and high-waisted with a little satin bow stitched at the waistband. I held it against my chest like a comfort object, burying my face in it, inhaling the scent of clean cotton and something faintly floral—like roses. I clutched it as I drifted off, pressed between the old life that lingered in my apartment and the new one that had started beneath my skin.

I didn’t realize I’d fallen asleep until sunlight slid across my legs. The first thing I felt was the garter straps, still biting softly into my thighs, stretched taut where my legs had shifted in the night. They’d left delicate red lines in my skin.

The second thing I felt was the ache between them. That familiar, low, needy pressure. I reached down without thinking, and my fingers met satin—tight, damp, unyielding. My cock was still tucked under the teddy’s strap. Still soft, but sensitive. Still mine, but not.

I moaned softly, hips twitching upward in protest. “Delilah,” I whispered aloud into the quiet.

The name didn’t feel like a mask anymore. It felt like a memory I’d finally remembered, and a life I would start today.

I laid there a moment longer, breathing through the throb in my thighs and the echo of the night before. When I finally sat up, the teddy clung to my skin like a second layer. I peeled on the blouse and skirt Vivian had chosen and padded barefoot into the bathroom.

She’d given me a pink velvet pouch of makeup. Lip gloss, blush, mascara, eyeliner. I’d never even touched this stuff before. Now it would be a ritual.

I stared into the mirror as I applied the gloss. My lips looked fuller. Softer. Like they were meant to be bitten. I brushed out my hair, fluffed it. Smiled just to see what it looked like. I didn’t recognize the girl in the mirror.

And yet—I didn’t flinch.

When I stood at the front door, keys in hand, my legs wobbled. Not just from the heels, from apprehension. I wasn’t ready, but I didn’t have a choice. I had a new life to begin. So I left.

The shop felt different the moment I walked inside. Not because anything had changed. The floor still creaked softly in the same places. The lamps still glowed warm amber against the rows of corsets and garter belts. The glass counters still shimmered under the morning light. But it all felt… brighter. Like I’d stepped into a space I’d always belonged in, even if I hadn’t known it.

Vivian looked up from the register. Her eyes swept down from my hair to my heels—slowly, deliberately—then returned to mine.

“You came,” she said, voice low and pleased.

“I said I would,” I replied, and I hated how soft my voice had gone. How delicate it sounded.

“You look lovely,” she added. It wasn’t praise. It wasn’t a compliment. It was an assessment. An approval.

My cheeks warmed.

She didn’t touch me. Didn’t guide me. She simply gestured to the back of the counter like she had always expected this.

“You’re mine now,” she said. “Let’s see how you handle yourself.”
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The days blurred after that. I showed up every morning. Sometimes in a skirt, sometimes in tights, once in a lavender wrap dress that I was sure was too tight across my ass—until I saw the way Vivian’s eyes followed me.

She never dressed me again, not like the first time, but I still wore everything she gave me. Every day a new outfit, a new experience, a new taste of femininity.

In the mornings, I processed the new inventory, primarily the clothes. I steamed slips and silks, careful not to wrinkle the lace. Vivian taught me how to fold panties the right way—"crease forward, gusset down"—and how to roll thigh-highs without snagging the mesh. I learned how to polish glass without streaking it. I memorized the difference between French and Italian embroidery. I knew how to tell real silk by sound.

Sometimes customers came in. Sometimes they didn’t. The first time a woman asked for help, Vivian nudged me forward. “You’ll do fine,” she said. “Smile. Don’t stutter.”

I did. The woman called me dear and thanked me. She left with an antique vase and a compliment, “You were very helpful.”

I couldn’t believe she didn’t bat an eye at me, at what I was. She had no idea who I had been just a week ago. My confidence in my new body began to swell.

Vivian watched everything, her gaze dragging across my back as I bent over, lingering on the way the skirts lifted. She watched me polish the front window, and I saw her tilt her head slightly when my chest jiggled inside the blouse with each motion. She stepped behind me sometimes without warning—fixing a strap, brushing hair from my shoulder, adjusting a seam with fingers that pressed just a little too long.

Every night I came home and undressed slowly. Skirt first. Blouse second. The lace beneath was damp with sweat or arousal or both. The garters left soft impressions in my thighs. My nipples rubbed raw against the sheer cups. My cock throbbed beneath the strap, straining against it and begging for touch.

I touched myself again. And again. I couldn’t stop touching my new, soft body. I moaned when no one was listening.

But the lingerie never loosened.

By the end of the week, I hardly remembered my old self. I had grown used to my hips swaying, my nipples tingling, and my heels clicking against the floor. I moved through the shop like I belonged there—dusting shelves, organizing displays, letting Vivian’s gaze skim over me without protest. But I could feel something changing in her. She watched me differently. She smiled less. Touched more.

And when Friday came, I sensed it before she even spoke.

It was late when we finished. The last customer had left over an hour ago, and the shop had fallen into its usual hush—that soft, velvety silence that only comes when everything has been properly folded, fluffed, and steamed into stillness. I’d just finished sweeping, tucking away the lavender sachets that lived between the lingerie piles, and arranging the final corset display near the window.

Vivian was wiping down the glass counter with the kind of slow, deliberate grace she used for everything. Her heels clicked softly behind me, never rushed, never uncertain.

I bent to hang the feather duster back on its hook, still glowing from how easily the day had flowed—how natural I’d felt moving through the space, soft-spoken and smiling, the teddy tightening and loosening subtly beneath the blouse with every motion. I’d worn a pale pink skirt that hugged my hips. Vivian had said nothing about it when I arrived, but I’d seen the flicker of satisfaction in her eyes.

I reached for my coat, draped neatly beside the dressing room curtain, but before I could touch it, I heard the sound.

Click.

The soft metallic turn of the deadbolt at the front door.

I froze, then turned slowly, already knowing what I would see.

Vivian was standing near the entrance, her hand still resting lightly on the lock, her eyes already on me. She didn’t say anything at first, she just looked, but already I could tell that something in her had shifted.

The kindness in her face hadn’t vanished—it was still there, nestled beneath the surface—but it had been eclipsed by something sharper. Her lips were darker than usual, painted deep plum. Her blouse, black silk, was tucked into a high-waisted skirt I hadn’t seen her wear before. Her hair was twisted into a tighter knot at the base of her neck. She looked... controlled, intentional. Like someone who had made a decision, and was only now letting me catch up to it.

She took one step forward, and then another—heels clicking across the polished floor with deliberate weight. “It’s been nearly a week,” she said softly.

I nodded, unsure of what else to do. “Yes.”

She passed her fingers along the edge of a display table, trailing them across a row of folded lace thongs, then pausing beside a mannequin clad in embroidered mesh.

“And yet…” she continued, glancing at me from beneath her lashes, “nothing has changed.”

I felt heat rise in my chest. “I—I’ve been trying. Every day.”

Vivian tilted her head. “Yet still the teddy doesn’t come off.”

“No,” I whispered, ashamed to admit it.

She took another step closer. “You still wake up in it.”

“Yes.”

“You still touch yourself in it.”

I hesitated. Then nodded.

She made a small sound in her throat—something like amusement. Or satisfaction. “That can only mean one thing,” she said.

My breath caught. “What?”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she crossed the space between us slowly, her fingers brushing the edge of the counter as she passed. Her eyes never left mine.

When she stopped in front of me, I could smell her perfume—warm, spicy, expensive. Something darker than what she usually wore. She reached up and gently tucked a strand of hair behind my ear.

“You haven’t tried hard enough.”

My throat tightened. My pulse thundered.

Vivian’s lips curved—not quite a smile. Something hungrier. “But don’t worry,” she said, her voice just above a whisper. “I’m going to help you with that.”


Chapter 7
Tied In Lace


Ididn’t speak. I just stood there. My breath caught somewhere between my chest and my throat, as if I hadn’t realized until now how tightly I’d been holding it.

She didn’t look at me when she turned. She just walked, her heels clicking softly on the polished floor as she disappeared behind the velvet curtain that led to the dressing area. No command. No backward glance. Just expectation.

I followed. Of course I followed.

The room was different than it had been. Candles had been lit—fat ones in glass bowls and thin ones tapering in antique holders. Their flames cast golden shapes along the walls, flickering against the lacquered dressing screen. The scent in the room was richer now, heavier.

She was waiting by the chaise. There was no teasing smile on her lips this time. No knowing amusement. She was calm, composed. Like she was preparing to do something sacred. Or dangerous.

“Come here,” she said quietly.

I obeyed.

She still didn’t touch me, but her eyes trailed over my body with the weight of a hand—starting at the heels, pausing at my thighs where the garters pulled snug, lingering at the hips, the breasts, the throat. I could feel myself flush with each pass.

Then she stepped closer. “Do you want my help?” she asked.

I swallowed hard. “Yes.”

“Then you’ll need to submit to me.”

There was no threat in her voice. No force. But the words landed deep.

I hesitated only a second. Then I nodded. Slowly. Quietly. Unmistakably.

“Good,” she said, and for the first time all day, she smiled.

The first thing she did was undress me Not completely. Just enough. She unzipped the skirt and let it fall. Her hands were slow, precise. Her fingers trailed up my sides as she lifted the blouse over my head. The lace of the teddy was left untouched—still clinging, still taut, still mine.

Then she turned to a chest near the chaise and retrieved a length of deep wine-colored silk.

It wasn’t rope. It wasn’t leather. It was silk lace and it was beautiful.

She took my hands and drew them behind my back. I let her. I didn’t even flinch. Her fingers moved quickly, expertly, looping the silk twice around my wrists and knotting it firmly. Not tight enough to hurt—but snug, controlling, and final.

My arms pulled back. My chest lifted. My breasts pushed forward under the sheer cups of the teddy. My thighs tensed beneath the pressure of the garters.

I gasped.

Vivian stepped back and looked me over. “Perfect,” she said softly.

I felt dizzy. Hollowed out and full all at once.

And then she began to undress. Vivian slid off her blouse with the same grace she used to unwrap silk from a display—fluid, practiced, sensual. Her bra was black lace, delicate and low-cut, and she reached behind her back to unfasten it with ease.

Her breasts were full and soft, the nipples already taut. She let the bra fall to the floor like it didn’t matter, like it never had. Then came the skirt. Slim and fitted, sliding down over her hips with the quiet sigh of expensive fabric. She stepped out of it with the elegance of someone who had seduced entire lives with nothing but posture.

But she could—and she did. She crossed the room to an antique dresser tucked into the corner and opened a drawer with unhurried grace. From within, she drew out a length of sleek black leather—something long, coiled, precise. The harness. She wrapped it around her hips and buckled it with the same practiced ease she used for corset ribbons and garter clasps.

Then she reached into the drawer again and turned to face me. The dildo in her hand was curved and confident, ridged along the underside, not oversized but deliberate—built to fill, not to destroy.

I whimpered as I watched her slide it into place, securing it to the harness with quiet efficiency. It jutted forward now, bold and ready, an extension of her will. Beneath the strap of my teddy, my cock pulsed helplessly in response.

Vivian stepped toward me, her hands on her hips, the toy jutting from her body like it had grown there. “On your knees,” she said.

I lowered myself slowly, heart pounding. The silk binding my wrists kept me off balance. My legs were shaky, the garter straps pulling tight as I bent, forcing my thighs to part just slightly. My heels sank into the rug, but they did nothing to steady me.

I knelt, trembling, and my breath caught as she stepped forward.

The dildo bobbed gently in front of my face—slick, warm from her skin, shaped to invade. My eyes lifted to her, desperate for some sign, some last-second reprieve, but Vivian gave me nothing but silence and expectation.

“Open,” she said, her voice low and final.

I did. My lips parted without thinking.

The head of the dildo pressed against my tongue, and I moaned softly at the weight of it. Not because it tasted good. It tasted like silicone and heat and inevitability. I moaned because I needed it.

Vivian placed one hand at the back of my head, fingers threading into my hair, nails scratching lightly against my scalp. “Don’t rush,” she murmured. “Let it fill your mouth.”

I pushed forward slowly, lips stretching wide, cheeks hollowing. Inch by inch, the shaft slid in. My jaw ached. My eyes watered. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop. My tongue lapped at the underside. My lips sealed around the base.

Vivian groaned—more breath than voice. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Good girl. Take it.”

The praise made my thighs quiver.

She began to move. Gently, at first—rocking her hips with practiced ease, guiding me into rhythm. I let her. I let her fuck my mouth like it was a thing she owned. Like it had never belonged to anyone else.

Her grip tightened in my hair. “You’re a natural,” she said. “Did you know that?”

I whimpered around the toy.

“You suck cock like you’ve always had a pair of tits swinging above it.”

My eyes fluttered.

“You were meant to kneel.”

She pulled back slightly, just enough to let the tip pop from my lips. Saliva dripped from my mouth, glistening along the shaft. Vivian looked down at me like she was studying something she’d helped create.

“Look at you,” she said. “Already ruined and we haven’t even started.”

She dragged the tip across my lips, smearing them in spit and shame. Her other hand cupped my cheek. I leaned into it. I didn’t even think.

“You’re so pretty like this,” she whispered. “So empty. So hungry.”

My cock twitched painfully under the teddy, but Vivian gave me no time to beg.

She slid back in—deeper, harder. Her hips pressed forward. I gagged softly as the shaft hit the back of my throat. She held me there. Let me choke on her.

“That’s what I want,” she murmured. “I want you sloppy. Teary-eyed. Mouth full of cock, just like the good girl you are.”

Her hips rolled. Again. Again. I tried to keep up, tried to impress her. My tongue fluttered. My lips tightened. I moaned like a bitch in heat.

And she laughed. Not cruelly, not mockingly, but with delight. “You’re better at this than most women I’ve trained,” she said.

Her words seared into me.

“You were wasted trying to be a man. All that time you could’ve been doing this. Pleasing someone. Being actually useful.”

My cheeks flushed.

She pulled out again, and I gasped—desperate, empty, ruined.

“You like being used, don’t you?” she asked, bending slightly to meet my eyes.

“I…” I couldn’t speak.

“You like being on your knees. You like being bound. You like knowing your mouth is just practice for what’s next.”

I nodded, mouth still hanging open, my jaw aching, my throat sore.

“My good girl,” she said. “And now you’re truly ready to experience femininity.”


Chapter 8
Fucked In Lace


Vivian didn’t speak again after calling me her good girl. There was no need. Her approval hummed through my blood like wine, curling beneath my skin, thickening the ache in my thighs, the heat pulsing between my legs.

My lips were still slick with spit, jaw sore from effort, breath coming shallow. I had never felt so thoroughly used—so tender and hollowed out, like my body had been shaped around the rhythm of her hips and the weight of her praise. And I never wanted it to stop.

Then her fingers trailed under my chin, tilting my face up. Her touch was gentle—so gentle it hurt. Her thumb brushed my bottom lip, smearing the drool I hadn’t wiped away.

I blinked up at her, dizzy, dazed, humiliated in the way that made my cock throb under the teddy’s strap, even more desperate now for friction, for permission, for something I hadn’t yet earned.

She smiled, but there was no softness in it anymore. There was satisfaction, ownership and a quiet, simmering hunger that said she was only just beginning.

“Stand,” she commanded.

I wobbled as I obeyed, rising slowly, my legs weak and tingling, my bound arms pulling my shoulders back until my chest arched forward. My breasts rose with every breath, nipples straining against the lace. I could feel the curve of my ass exposed beneath the tight wedge of the thong, could feel the fabric stretch between my cheeks as I straightened. The teddy clung to me like a lover—damp, constricting, deliciously cruel.

Vivian circled behind me, and when she spoke again, her voice was close to my ear, low and reverent.

“You’ve already given me your mouth,” she said. “Now you’re going to give me everything else.”

I didn’t reply. I couldn’t. My throat was thick with want, with nerves, with surrender. She guided me to the chaise, her hands firm on my hips, her grip like iron wrapped in silk. When I reached the edge, she bent me forward, slowly, until my cheek pressed into the cool velvet, until my back arched and my ass lifted, my legs spread wide. The position made everything feel more intense—more obscene. My arms were still bound, helpless behind me, my balance dependent on her mercy.

I heard the subtle creak of leather behind me, the soft buckling sound of the strap-on being adjusted. Then her hands returned, gliding over my ass, thumbs hooking under the strap of the thong and pulling it taut until the lace bit into my folds—until I moaned, high and desperate, from a place I’d never moaned before.

“You’ve been dreaming about this,” she whispered, dragging her fingers slowly down my crack, spreading me open with deliberate, practiced ease. “Haven’t you?”

I shivered violently, not from cold, but from the unbearable intimacy of it. Her voice. Her hands. Her certainty. I felt her breath against the back of my thighs, warm and humid. Then came the press of the toy—cool at first, firm and unrelenting—nestled against my entrance like it had been designed to fit me. I flinched. My hips jerked. She didn’t push, not yet. She just held it there, letting me feel the promise of what was coming. My chest heaved. My nipples grazed the chaise with every breath. The strap over my cock was visibly darkened, clinging to the pathetic, leaking bulge beneath it. I was on the edge of something I couldn’t name, and I wanted to fall.

“I have a theory,” she purred, her fingernail tracing the edge where the teddy clung tight to my skin. “That if you want it enough—truly want it, and admit it—the lingerie will allow it.”

I shuddered. At her words. At what she meant to do to me. At what I’d have to say out loud.

“First,” she whispered, one hand braced on my hip, the other holding the tip of the toy flush against my hole, “admit it. Admit what you are.”

“I—I don’t—” My voice broke. My lips trembled. My pride curled in on itself.

She leaned back. The dildo withdrew just slightly, leaving me aching and empty. “Say it.”

I gasped. “I’m a woman.”

Her breath hitched—not in shock, but in pleasure. “Louder.”

“I’m a woman,” I said again, louder now, voice cracked and raw.

“Good,” she growled. “Now tell me what you want.”

I gritted my teeth. My body quivered beneath her touch. My mind tried to hold the line, but the words surged up anyway—ugly, desperate, true.

“I want you to fuck me!”

Her touch returned instantly—hot, deliberate. I felt the strap of the teddy shift, sliding slightly from my hip like it had been waiting. She grasped me firmly, repositioned, and in one smooth, powerful motion—she entered me.

The toy slid inside slowly, stretching me open with delicious, devastating fullness. My legs gave a weak jerk beneath me, and I moaned—long, low, desperate. Vivian didn’t stop. She pushed deeper, inch by inch, until I felt completely invaded, reshaped, claimed. I’d never been touched like this. Not inside. Not here. Not as a woman. And now I couldn’t imagine anything else.

She began to move. Each thrust was deliberate, an extension of her will. The toy slid in and out of me with a friction that made my breath stutter, the perfect combination of fullness and stretch. My body, once awkward and untrained, now seemed built for this. It opened for her. It wanted her. And every time she pushed deeper, my legs spread further of their own accord, thighs trembling, ass lifting to meet her halfway.

Her hands never stopped moving. One stayed firm on my hip, anchoring me in place, fingers gripping hard enough to bruise. The other wandered—up my side, across my lower back, between my shoulder blades—stroking, pressing, owning. She touched me like I was hers. Like I should be.

“You’re taking it so well,” she whispered behind me, her breath warm against my neck. “So tight. So perfect. I knew you would be.”

I gasped as her hips slammed forward again, harder this time. The cock hit something deep inside me, something that made stars explode behind my eyelids. I whimpered, pressing my face deeper into the velvet cushion, moaning like a girl in heat.

“You feel that?” she breathed. “That little spot I keep hitting? That’s where you’re meant to be filled. That’s your center.”

She picked up the pace, driving deeper, faster. My body rocked with each impact. The teddy was soaked through, sticking to my skin, the strap digging in against my cock—still caged, still dripping, twitching helplessly every time she thrust forward.

Vivian reached around and grabbed my breasts, squeezing them roughly, pulling me back against her. “You were wasted as a man,” she growled into my ear. “You’re nothing like that anymore. This is what you’re good at—being soft, being open, being fucked.”

Her hands pinched my nipples through the lace, hard enough to make me cry out.

“You moan like a girl. You squirm like a girl. And the way your cock’s drooling in that little teddy?” She laughed softly. “You cum like a girl.”

My body shook violently, the words driving deeper than any thrust. I wanted to deny it. To resist.

But I couldn’t.

Because she was right.

I was wet. I was shaking. I was fucked so deep I couldn’t think. My thighs had gone weak. My wrists still bound behind my back, tits bouncing with every stroke of her hips, moaning into velvet like I’d never known pleasure before.

Vivian let go of my breasts and brought her hand down on my ass—hard. The sound echoed through the room, a sharp smack followed by a wave of heat.

“That’s it,” she said. “That’s my girl. Take it. Take me like a good little slut.”

I sobbed. “I love it,” I choked out. “Fuck—I love it. Please, don’t stop.”

Vivian grabbed my hip again and pounded harder. I could feel the pressure building inside me, like something was about to burst. The toy kept hitting that perfect, devastating place—again and again—until I was hovering on the edge, every nerve stretched tight.

“Say it again,” she demanded. “Say what you are.”

“I’m a woman,” I cried. “I’m your woman.”

“And what do you love?”

“I love being fucked.”

She slammed into me again. My whole body arched.

“Say it all.”

“I love being a woman,” I screamed, voice hoarse and raw. “I love being fucked like one. I love it—I love it so fucking much. Please—please don’t stop—I’m⁠—”

And then it hit me.

I came harder than I ever had. My cock twitched uselessly against the strap, untouched, still trapped, spilling into the soaked satin. My whole body seized—trembling, helpless, owned. My toes curled in my heels, my back arched, my breath caught in a sharp, ragged sob.

And then—I felt it. Not imagined. Not hoped for.

The teddy… loosened.

The lace straps that had clung so tightly to my shoulders for days slipped down my arms, soft and slow like falling petals. One, then the other. The tension that had sealed the garment to my body broke. Not violently. Not all at once. But gently, like it knew.

I hurried to lift them back up, to make it look like nothing had happened, but it was too late. Vivian stopped moving. She held herself inside me, still and deep, one hand sliding up to brush a strap back down my arm.

“Well,” she said softly, a grin audible in her voice. “It finally listened.”


Chapter 9
Me


Vivian untied me slowly. Not because she was trying to be gentle, but because she wanted me to feel it—every second, every inch of the silk loosening around my wrists, every breath I took with my body still bent over the chaise, still shaking, still filled. Her fingers were calm, competent. Her touch lingered just enough to remind me: I’d given her everything, and she’d taken it beautifully.

When the knot came free, my arms fell to my sides, limp and useless. I collapsed onto the velvet like a doll left behind after play. I was boneless, soaked, ruined. The teddy hung off my shoulders like it had lost interest in holding me together.

I clutched at it reflexively, dragging the straps back up. I didn’t care how filthy it was, or how much it reeked of sex and sweat and arousal—I wasn’t ready to take it off. I wasn’t ready to be without it.

Vivian moved around the room behind me, wordless, steady. She wiped down the toy with a warm cloth. Adjusted the candles. Tidied the space like she wasn’t even looking at me. Like she hadn’t just fucked me into a different life.

When she finally returned, I was sitting upright, hugging myself, the lace bunched awkwardly over my breasts, the strap still tight between my legs.

“I don’t want to lose this,” I whispered.

She tilted her head, amused. “Lose what?”

“This.” I gestured to myself. “All of it. The body. The feeling. The name.”

“You mean the lingerie’s spell.”

I nodded.

Her gaze softened—barely.

“The spell’s done, Delilah,” she said. “It did what it was supposed to. It didn’t change you. It revealed you. That’s why it came off.”

“No,” I said too quickly. “No, it can’t be done. I’m not ready.”

Vivian walked to the vanity and retrieved something small. A wooden box. She held it in her hands like it mattered.

“You are ready,” she said. “You said it. You screamed it. I heard you. So did the lingerie.”

I looked down at myself, at the soft curves that still felt too good to be mine, the thighs that trembled with memory, the breasts still sore from her grip. My cock was limp beneath the lace, dripping and useless, shrunken from shame and pleasure and everything in between. And still, I didn’t want to move. I didn’t want to change. I wanted her to lock me back in.

I looked at her. Pleading.

“Please. Don’t let this end.”

Vivian raised a brow. “Is that what you want?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. “I don’t want to go back. I don’t want to be anything else.”

Vivian stepped close and slipped her fingers beneath the straps of the teddy.

I didn’t stop her. I stood still—trembling, silent—as she eased the straps down my shoulders, slowly, reverently. The lace loosened across my chest. The satin slid down my hips. When it finally fell to the floor, I shut my eyes, afraid. Afraid that removing it would undo everything. That my body would vanish—my breasts, my curves, all of it—like the end of a dream.

“The spell has stuck,” she said softly.

I didn’t breathe.

But then came her touch—light, delicate, her palms cupping my breasts like they were something precious. They were still there. Still full. Still sensitive. Still mine.

My eyes fluttered open. I looked down and nearly cried with relief. Everything was still there. My hips. My soft belly. My flushed, aching chest. I was still Delilah. Not because the lingerie bound me—but because I didn’t need it to anymore.

Vivian smiled at my expression, then turned and crossed the room. She opened a long velvet-lined box on her vanity and angled it toward me. Inside was a new teddy—black and sleek, more structured than the lavender one, with gold embroidery stitched like vines up the sides and a front clasp shaped like a tiny heart.

“Now,” she said, lifting the teddy with both hands, “you’re ready for something fresh.” She held it out and smiled. “New clothes and a new beginning.”

I stared at the teddy in her hands then reached out slowly, brushing the embroidery with trembling fingers. The fabric was cool at first, but warmed beneath my touch—like it recognized me. Like it had been waiting.

I took it from her hands and pressed it to my chest. The lace kissed my skin. I closed my eyes and breathed in—soft rose and talc and something else, something that smelled like memory and want. I didn’t need a mirror to see myself. I felt her. Not just the shape of my body, but the weight of it. The rightness of it. The way the fabric settled into the hollow of my waist, the bend of my hip, the line of my breasts.

Delilah wasn’t a name I had to whisper anymore.

She was me.

When I opened my eyes, Vivian had stepped back—just a few feet. Not in rejection. But as if to give me space. To let me choose.

I looked at her, my voice low but steady. “I think I’m ready.”

Her smile was soft. Not smug. Not triumphant. Just... certain. “I know you are,” she said. “Now let’s get you some more clothes.”

Once again I followed her. But this time, I followed her not because I had to… but because she’d shown me who I truly was.
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He lost the bet. She took control. And he never expected to fall in love with being pretty.

Nick thought he could tease his girlfriend Megan about not dressing sexy anymore without consequences.

He was wrong.

When Megan proposes a simple wager—loser has to dress "sexy" for the weekend—Nick agrees, convinced he’ll win. But when he loses, she holds him to it… and then takes it further than he ever imagined. First it’s silky pajamas. Then it’s lingerie. A skirt. Stockings. A new name.

Nikki.

What starts as playful humiliation turns into something else entirely. Nikki begins to crave the attention, the way Megan touches her, controls her, sees her. And as the bet comes to an end, Nikki is left with one question that won’t go away:

What if she doesn’t want to stop?
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He came crawling back. She welcomed him in—with conditions.

When Jake moves back in with his ex-girlfriend Riley and her seductive new roommate, he expects awkward silence and a couch to crash on. What he doesn’t expect is to be slowly unraveled—teased, tempted, and transformed.

It starts with soft clothes and playful mockery. A painted nail here. A silky robe there. But under Riley’s knowing smile and Lexi’s wandering hands, Jake begins to shed more than just his pride. They don’t want the man who used to live here.

They want Jade.

And once she emerges, there’s no going back.
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