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1.

James sat hunched over his desk, the blue glow of his laptop casting long shadows across the cluttered surface. A frayed tape measure lay coiled beside a spiral notebook filled with cramped columns of numbers. His fingers trembled slightly as he pressed the cold metal tip against the edge of his jawbone, sliding it upward until it met the sharp angle beneath his ear.

1.7 cm, he wrote, his breath hitching as he compared it to last week’s 1.72 cm. The number glared back at him like an accusation.

He moved to the full-length mirror duct-taped to his closet door, shirtless under the flickering overhead light. His nostrils flared as he traced the bony ridge of his brow with a fingertip, imagining the subtle curve of a macho Chad’s forehead, broad and unapologetically masculine.

The notebook slipped to the floor as he sank into his chair, hands drifting instinctively to his sweatpants. His fantasies unfolded in jagged fragments: Stacy from the coffee shop laughing as he forced her to her knees, Chad’s smug smirk dissolving into horror as James—bigger, broader, better—loomed over him. His grip tightened, rhythm erratic, fueled by the heat spreading through his groin.

A choked sound escaped him as he came, sharp and unsatisfying, his release smearing across the notebook page. He stared at the drying stain overlapping the measurements, his throat burning. The numbers didn’t lie. They never did.

“Shit,” he muttered, trying to dab the drying cum with a takeout napkin. He tossed the mess aside, turning to the monitor.

James’s index finger hovered over the trackpad, greasy from three days of unwashed skin. The usual forums buzzed with fresh rage—"Stacy got engaged to a normie," —but tonight the words blurred into gray static. He reached for his energy drink, the aluminum can crunching as his grip slipped. 

The cursor jerked. 

A pop-up bloomed in the corner of his screen, all glitching banners and Cyrillic text. CLICK HERE TO ASCEND, it pulsed in neon-green letters. His thumb twitched, knocking the can. Liquid pooled around his notebook as he scrambled to right it, the trackpad clicking wetly beneath his palm. 

The screen went black. 

Then it flickered to life with a low hum, revealing a page titled Ethereal Ascension in looping silver script. Threads stacked with titles like: "Post-Op Euphoria Logs," "Voice Training Diaries," "HRT Symptom Checklists."

James recoiled, chair screeching. His knee hit the desk, jostling the tape measure onto his lap. A GIF loaded in the center of the screen—a time-lapse of someone’s face softening, jawline dissolving into curves. His own hand rose to trace his angular cheekbone on reflex. 

"Day 214:" read a post near the top, "My hips finally lie. Strangers genderme correctly at the grocery store. Proof God answers prayers." Attached photos showed a slender figure in a sundress, backlit by golden hour light. 

The room felt suddenly cold. James leaned closer, breath fogging the screen. His free hand drifted to his throat, pressing against the Adam’s apple he’d measured just that morning (1.4 cm, -0.2 from ideal). Another thread detailed something called "tucking protocols," complete with Amazon links for silk panties. 

His pulse quickened when he spotted the NSFW section. Thumbnails showed blurred faces and lingerie-laced silhouettes. One user’s confession stood out: "Let my gym crush fuck me as a girl last night. He still doesn’t know. Addicted to this feeling." 

The tape measure slipped from his lap, coiling around his ankle like a snake. He didn’t notice. The forum’s background music—a eerie choral arrangement—seeped into his skull as he clicked deeper, knuckles white.

The forum’s guides unfolded in clinical detail: "Step 3: Rotate hips outward when walking to accentuate pelvis tilt," "Lipstick shades for hooded eyes," "Decoding female social hierarchies." Diagrams showed how to cross ankles demurely or flutter lashes without seeming desperate. 

A muscle in his jaw twitched. He clicked on a thread titled "Mindset realignment exercises," where users described repeating affirmations like "I am softness" and "My anger is just internalized dysphoria." The words curdled in his stomach, yet his eyes kept skimming. 

Then he found the gallery. 

Thumbnails loaded in grid formation—women in lace bras cupping their breasts, others arching their backs in satin slips. One image froze him: a user’s before-and-after shot, their former male self scowling beside a polished, smiling femme version. James’s breath shallowed. Heat prickled under his collarbone, spreading downward. 

He tried to close the tab. His hand spasmed, clicking instead on a video labeled "First time en femme." The footage showed someone—jaw softened by contouring makeup—sliding stockings up hairless legs, fingers trembling as they fastened a garter belt. James’s own thighs clenched. A traitorous throb pulsed between them. 

"Degenerate," he hissed, scrubbing at his eyes as if the images were burned onto his corneas. But his body betrayed him, blood humming in places he’d only ever associated with rage. He gripped the edge of his chair, knuckles bleaching white, trying to anchor himself to the familiar disgust. 

The forum’s banner taunted him from the still-open tab: ASCENSION REQUIRES SURRENDER. 

He slammed the laptop shut.  At 3:17 a.m., he reopened it. 

His search history autocompleted "Ethereal Ascension login." 

The tape measure lay coiled on the desk like a mockery. He didn’t touch it. Instead, he bookmarked a thread titled "Silk vs. Satin: Sensory Training for New Femmes" and let the choral background music swallow his shaky exhales.


2.

James’s nights calcified into ritual. By 11:47 p.m., the laptop glowed atop his desk like a shrine, its fan whirring softly as he navigated back to Ethereal Ascension’s login page. A shoebox under his bed now held contraband—a $9.99 foundation palette from Walmart, liquid eyeliner flecked with dried glue, a lace choker that left pink indentations on his neck. 

He practiced in the bathroom, door locked. The forum’s “90-Day Posture Realignment” guide played on his phone, propped against the sink. “Tilt pelvis forward,” the instructor’s voice droned through tinny speakers. James gripped the counter, knees wobbling as he forced his hips into an unnatural arch. His reflection wavered—narrow shoulders, clenched jaw, sweat-damp bangs—but for a heartbeat, the angle suggested curves. 

The first time he applied mascara, his hands shook so badly he stabbed the wand into his tear duct. He blinked away the sting, watching black streaks spiderweb down his cheek in the mirror. A laugh bubbled up, sharp and foreign. He smothered it with a palm. 

By week two, his Amazon cart brimmed with covert purchases: a padded bra, a skirt with hidden compression shorts, rosewater toner that made his skin glow under the bathroom’s unforgiving bulb. He kept the packages in a garbage bag behind his laundry hamper, the polyester rustling like a secret each time he reached for clean socks. 

Shame came in waves. He’d catch his reflection mid-pose—hip cocked, wrist limp—and freeze, heat crawling up his neck. “Pathetic,” he’d mutter, scrubbing off the makeup with stolen makeup wipes. But the compulsion always returned stronger. 

His fantasies mutated. Where he once imagined shaming Stacy with his imaginary Chad physique, now he pictured being her—leaning into a locker room whisper, red nails grazing a football player’s bicep. The scenarios left him breathless, sweaty, disgusted. 

One midnight, he risked a selfie. The bathroom light washed him skeletal, but the filter softened his jawline, the choker hiding his Adam’s apple. He posted it to Ethereal Ascension’s “Baby Steps” thread with a caption: Day 18: Can’t tell if I look like a tranny or just a failed male. 

Comments flooded in. 

"Hun your eyes are GIVING. Try overlining the top lip next time xx" 

"Gender envy fr. Start progesterone!!" 

"DM me if u want 2 practice voice training" 

He deleted the post after thirteen minutes, but not before saving the photo to a hidden folder. That night, he dreamed of wandering a mall where every mirror showed a different version of himself—some male, some female, all laughing. 

–

James knelt on the bathroom floor, laptop balanced on the edge of the tub as he replayed the tutorial. The forum user—Lacey_Thorn94—demonstrated tucking with a mannequin pelvis and flesh-toned tape, her voice cheerful as she narrated. "Remember, girls, pain means you’re doing it wrong! Smooth is the goal, not torture." 

He’d bought the supplies days ago: medical adhesive, a gaff panty labeled Ultimate Flattening, a handheld mirror from the dollar store. They’d sat under his sink like a bomb waiting to detonate. 

His first attempt left him winded. He followed Lacey’s steps—push the testicles up, pull everything back, secure with tape—but his fingers fumbled, the adhesive tugging at tender skin. A hiss escaped him as the tape snapped loose, the recoil sharp enough to water his eyes. 

The second try went worse. Sweat blurred his vision as he angled the handheld mirror. The reflection showed a mess of wrinkled tape and angry red skin. "Femoids make this look easy," he muttered. 

On the third attempt, something clicked. The tape held. He slid the gaff up carefully, the compression fabric pressing relentlessly against his groin. When he stood, the mirror showed a flatness that made his breath hitch. He turned sideways, ran shaking hands over the smooth silhouette beneath his ratty band T-shirt. 

Arousal came in a sickening wave. 

He gripped the sink, head bowed, as blood rushed to a place that no longer felt like his own. The pressure was all wrong—dulled, displaced, yet somehow more intense. His knees buckled, and he caught himself on the towel rack, a ragged laugh escaping. "This isn’t… I’m not…" 

He forced himself to look again. Without the bulge, his hips looked wider in the short skirt he’d worn "just to test the effect." 

His phone buzzed. A DM notification from Ethereal Ascension lit up the screen—Lacey_Thorn94: Saw your deleted pic, hon. You’ve got potential. DM me if u want starter HRT tips. 

James slammed the phone face-down. 

He didn’t remove the gaff for hours. Even as the pressure bordered on unbearable, he paced his room, sat at his desk, tested how it felt to cross his legs without adjustment. The discomfort morphed into a perverse thrill, each twinge a reminder that his body could be reshaped, controlled. 

At midnight, he peeled off the tape in the dark, wincing as hairs ripped free. The relief was instant, but so was the loss. He cupped himself, half-expecting to feel alien, but everything had settled back into its hated familiarity. 

The gaff went into the shoebox with his other contraband. He left the tape on the sink—a coiled white snake—as he climbed into bed. 

That night, he dreamed of zippers. Teeth parting, silk sliding over nothingness, a void where heat pooled but found no shape.


3.

James stood before the bathroom mirror, steam from the shower still curling at the edges of the glass. The reflection wavered—a flicker of his old face, the one with the downturned mouth and furrowed brow, before rippling into something softer. His hand rose to touch the surface, fingertips smudging the condensation. 

The incel sneer came first, automatic: lips pressed thin, nostrils flared, jaw clenched hard enough to pulse. He’d practiced this look for years in the same mirror, perfecting the contempt that armor-plated his insecurities. But now, as he shifted his weight, the new curve of his hips tilted his posture forward. His shoulders dropped without permission. 

The change was subtle. His brow relaxed, eyes widening slightly. The sneer faltered, replaced by a parted-lip uncertainty that made him look younger, almost innocent. His hand drifted from the mirror to his throat, where the choker he’d worn had left a faint line. 

"Pathetic," he muttered, but the insult lacked its usual venom. His reflection’s mouth moved out of sync, the words hanging between them like a challenge. 

He reached for the towel, rough terrycloth scraping against skin that felt too smooth, too exposed. As he dried off, his gaze snagged on the full-length mirror duct-taped to the closet door. The James in that reflection stood differently—hips cocked, one knee slightly bent, a posture lifted straight from Ethereal Ascension’s "Beginner Siren Stances" guide. 

His breath hitched. 

The room seemed to tilt. In the fogged mirror, he saw both versions overlapping: the hunched, furious boy measuring his wrists at 2 a.m., and the blurred outline of someone else—someone who wore vulnerability like a second skin. 

The tape measure lay coiled on the floor where he’d thrown it days ago. He nudged it with his toe, watching it roll toward the trash can. His hips ached faintly, the new bones settling into their revised architecture. 

When he looked up, the mirror showed only one face. 

Not male. Not female.

Something in between, trembling on the edge of a question.

–

James woke to a dull ache throbbing in his pelvis. The sheets clung to his skin, damp with sweat, as he shifted onto his side. His hips caught against the mattress in a way that felt wrong—a pressure where bone met foam that hadn’t existed when he’d collapsed into bed at 3 a.m. 

He stumbled to the bathroom, legs unsteady. The hallway walls seemed to tilt as he walked, his balance thrown off by a new, unfamiliar weight. When he flicked on the light, the mirror showed a stranger. 

His sleep shorts hung lower now, the waistband digging into hips that curved outward like parentheses. He twisted sideways, hands skating over the sharp ridges of his iliac crests, newly pronounced under clammy skin. "No," he whispered, digging his thumbs into the flesh as if he could knead the bones back into place. "This isn’t… I didn’t…" 

The measuring tape lay abandoned in his desk drawer. He fumbled for it anyway, unraveling it with jerky motions. The numbers spilled out like a verdict: 41.5 cm. Last week’s hip measurement had been 38.2. 

He staggered back, the tape slithering to the floor. His fingers found the divots above his pelvis again, probing the alien geometry. A hysterical laugh bubbled up. All those months obsessing over wrist circumference and jaw angles, and now this—a transformation that mocked his old spreadsheets. 

The forum threads flooded his mind. "HRT made me an hourglass in 6 mos!!" "PSA: Hip growth is permanent!!" He’d skimmed them with detached curiosity, never believing the claims. Now he gripped the sink, watching the reflection’s chest rise and fall too fast. 

By noon, he’d ransacked his closet for loose joggers and hoodies. The jeans he’d worn last week gaped at the waist but strained against his hips, fabric biting into the tender new curves. He threw them in the trash, then fished them out an hour later, shaking as he folded them into the shoebox with his femme clothes. 

That night, he lay rigid on his back, phone flashlight trained on the ceiling. Every twinge in his pelvis felt like an accusation. When sleep finally dragged him under, he dreamed of hourglasses—sand pouring into his mouth, his hips, swelling until his seams split. 

In the morning, there were stretch marks. 

Delicate, silvery lines webbed his lower abdomen. He traced them in the mirror, nausea rising as his reflection mouthed the forum’s mantra: ASCENSION REQUIRES SURRENDER. 

The tape measure stayed on the floor. 

James stayed in the mirror.


4.

James stood shirtless before the mirror, a ratty band tee clutched in his hands. The morning light sliced through the blinds, striping his torso with bars of gold. His breath fogged the glass as he leaned closer, eyes snagging on what shouldn’t exist—a faint swell beneath his left pectoral, soft and unmistakable. 

He dropped the shirt. 

His fingers prodded the area, jabbing at first, then pressing hesitantly. The tissue gave way like overripe fruit, tender to the touch. His right side remained flat, a stark asymmetry that made his stomach lurch. He twisted sideways, watching the slight protrusion cast a shadow on the wall—a silhouette that curved where angles used to live. 

The tape measure lay coiled in the sink like a threat. He grabbed it, hands shaking as he looped it around his chest. 94.5 cm. Last week’s measurement: 92.1. 

"Water retention," he rasped to his reflection, voice sandpaper-rough. "Or—or a cyst. Gynecomastia. Common in..." His words died as his thumb brushed a nipple gone puffy, hypersensitive. A jolt shot through him, equal parts pain and something dangerously close to pleasure. 

He stumbled backward into the shower curtain, the plastic rings clattering. James fumbled with his phone, pulling up search results for "sudden breast growth." Medical articles scrolled by—hormonal imbalances, pituitary tumors, idiopathic hyperplasia—but his thumb froze on a forum thread titled "Boob Fairy Visits Early! ��" 

Photos loaded. User FemmeFatale2023 grinned in a sequined bralette, captioned "2 weeks on E and already filling A cups!!" James’s free hand crept back to his chest, comparing. 

James yanked his shirt on, the fabric scraping like burlap over tender skin. The cotton clung to the left side, outlining what no amount of slouching could hide. 

That night, he slept in a compression tank top stolen from his gym bag. He woke every hour to check—prodding, measuring. By dawn, the right side had begun its betrayal too. 

In the shower, hot water needled his swollen chest. He scrubbed until the skin turned raw, but the curves remained. When the steam cleared, the mirror showed two faint mounds, pink and undeniable. 

He dressed in layers—a hoodie over a thermal over the compression shirt—then stood paralyzed at his closet.

At the mirror, he unzipped his hoodie halfway. The thermal shirt strained. His reflection mouthed the words before he did: 

"Cute." 

The syllables hung in the air, sweet and poisonous. His hands rose to cup the new weight, thumbs brushing nipples that stiffened at the contact. A sound escaped him—half sob, half laugh—as his knees hit the tiles. 


5.

James knelt on his bed, the satin pillowcase cool against his knees. The gaff panty dug into his hips, flattening him beyond recognition. He’d followed Lacey’s tutorial perfectly this time—testicles pushed high into the inguinal canals, shaft tucked backward, everything sealed smooth with waterproof tape. 

He rocked forward experimentally. 

The pressure was all wrong. Not the sharp ache of before, but a dull, spreading warmth that radiated up his pelvis. His hands fisted in the pillow as he ground down harder, the friction igniting sparks where his nerves had rerouted themselves. The forum posts had warned about "sensation migration," but feeling it was like discovering a second heartbeat. 

His mind played an endless loop—"Good girl, such a good girl." The words slithered into his ears as he rutted against the pillow, the gaff’s compression shorts chafing his inner thighs. A sound escaped him, high and keening, as his hips stuttered. 

He collapsed onto his side, trembling. The mirror across the room showed a stranger—hoodie riding up to expose the waistband of lace-trimmed panties, legs splayed in a way that would’ve mortified him months ago. His hand drifted to the tuck, fingertips skimming tape. 

Curiosity overrode shame. 

He peeled the gaff down slowly, breath catching. His micropenis lay flushed and twitching, dwarfed by the new swell of mons pubis above it. When he brushed a thumb over the tip, the sensation crackled outward, branching into his lower abdomen like ivy. 

"Fuck," he whispered, arching off the mattress. 

The forum threads had been right. Every failed tuck, every hour spent studying anatomy diagrams, had rewired him. Pleasure didn’t live there anymore—it lived in the press of thighs, the grind of fabric, the phantom weight of breasts he now cupped with his free hand. 

He reached for the pillow again, damp with sweat. This time he straddled it properly, back arched, riding the seam where satin met memory foam. The orgasm built slowly, a tide rather than a quake, leaving him gasping into the mattress as his hips jerked erratically. 

He switched tactics, jamming two fingers behind his balls where the forum promised a "feminine G-spot." Pressure built like a scream underwater, hips pistoning air as his ruined breasts bounced. For three perfect seconds, the world narrowed to white heat—then collapsed. His dick twitched pathetically, spitting dust.

Collapsed in sweat-stained sheets, James stared at the ceiling. Between his legs, the flesh remained flaccid, a shameful tremor in his throat echoing the useless twitches below.


6.

James woke to a throbbing heat between his legs—not the familiar ache of morning wood, but a low, liquid pulse that radiated outward. He threw off the sheets, sweat cooling on his chest, and froze. 

Where his micropenis had been, there was only smoothness. 

The bathroom light flickered on, harsh and unforgiving. His reflection in the mirror showed a vulva, pink and glistening, framed by sparse hair that hadn’t been there yesterday. 

“No,” he choked, fingers prodding the folds. The touch sparked a jolt of sensation that doubled him over, knees hitting the tile. His hips rocked forward of their own accord, seeking pressure against the cold floor. 

He crawled back to the bed, legs trembling. The pillow still held the indent of his head from last night’s sleep. He pressed against it, tentatively at first, then harder. The friction was all wrong—broader, deeper, like scratching an itch through layers of muscle. 

Frustration hardened into resolve. James rolled onto his knees, sheets snarled around his ankles, and pressed the heel of his palm lower—beneath the numb, useless flesh, into the hot ache pooling where his body seemed to reroute desire.

He rocked forward, breath hitching as pressure bloomed outward, not from friction but from a deep, reverberating thrum.

He angled his hips, grinding against the pillow in slow, deliberate arcs, each pass sending electric tendrils spiraling up his spine. A choked gasp escaped as he found the rhythm: not the jackhammer urgency of before, but a tidal pull, waves building in the marrow of his pelvis.

His free hand clawed at the mattress, mind blanking to everything but the molten point where nerve endings converged, rewriting their allegiance.

When the climax hit, it wasn’t the sharp burst he’d spent years chasing. It unspooled slowly, a wave cresting through his pelvis, his thighs, the new nerves lighting up like circuits. His back arched, a whimper escaping as his hips stuttered against the fabric. 

Afterward, he curled into a ball, the taste of bile sharp on his tongue. The room smelled like salt and something floral—his own scent, rewritten. 

In the shower, the soap slipped between his folds, triggering another unwanted throb. He braced against the wall, water sluicing over the stretch marks on his hips, as his free hand drifted lower. 

Three fingers 

No resistance 

A gasp that cracked into a sob 

He came again, quicker this time, forehead pressed to the tiles. The shame curdled into something darker when he realized he’d been moaning—high, girlish sounds that echoed off the porcelain. 


7.

James’s laptop glowed like a confessional in the dark. The chatroom interface bloomed before him—SubSpace.net—its minimalist design belying the frenzy of collars-and-leashes avatars flooding the sidebar. His new username hovered at the top of the screen: Jazmine92 (Submissive, She/Her). 

He’d practiced the voice for days—breathy, lilting, the kind of tone that made grocery clerks call him "ma’am" on the phone. His throat still ached from the effort. 

MasterZed89: Tell me your safeword, girl. 

James’s fingers hovered. The lace choker from his shoebox dug into his throat, its bow slightly crooked. He’d applied lipstick three times, wiping it off until the shade matched the forum’s "Submissive Coral" recommendation. 

Jazmine92: Velvet, Sir. 

MasterZed89: Good start. Now turn on cam. 

The webcam light blinked red. James adjusted the angle, hiding the acne scars on his jaw with a curtain of hair dyed midnight black last weekend. The lingerie he’d ordered—strappy, scarlet, sized for someone’s fantasy—bit into his hips. 

"Look at me," MasterZed demanded via voice call, his baritone warped by cheap headphones. 

James obeyed, chin trembling. The screen showed a man in a half-unbuttoned dress shirt, gym-thick arms crossed. 

"Pathetic," MasterZed sneered. "You’d let any real man fuck that tight little mouth, wouldn’t you?" 

James’s "Yes, Sir" caught in his throat. He nodded instead, hands fluttering to his collarbones in a gesture lifted from Ethereal Ascension’s "Vulnerability 101" thread. 

"Louder." 

"Y-yes, Sir." The words slipped out honeyed, automatic. Heat pooled low in his belly—a sensation that no longer required touch, just surrender. 

MasterZed ordered him to stand. James rose, the webcam framing his waist down. His reflection in the dark monitor showed a stranger: hips cocked, thighs flush where they’d widened, panties cutting into softness that hadn’t existed months ago. 

"Arch." 

James bent forward, elbows on the desk. The position strained his lower back, still tender. His skirt rode up, exposing lace panties. 

"Beg." 

"Please—" His voice broke. He closed his eyes, imagining MasterZed’s hands on his body. "Please use me, Sir. I’m just… just a hole for you." 

The degradation should’ve curdled his stomach. Instead, warmth bloomed behind his ribs. His knees weakened—not from fear, but the dizzying relief of being seen, even through layers of pixels. 

MasterZed89: You’re lucky I don’t make you gag on my cock right now. 

Jazmine92: I wish you would, Sir. 

When MasterZed finished—a grunted "Good girl" that left James shuddering—he collapsed into his chair. The chat log scrolled with other users’ demands, but he closed the tab, sudden silence ringing in his ears. 

His reflection in the dead screen smiled. 

"I’m just a hole, Sir." 

"I’m your good girl." 

"I’m pathetic." 

Each syllable carved space for someone he almost recognized.


8.

The gym reeked of synthetic lemon cleaner and stale testosterone. James tightened the straps of his sports bra—too small, the underwire digging into ribs that once anchored a broader frame.

He’d chosen the lat pulldown machine in the corner, away from the grunts and clanging plates, but even 70lbs strained his softened biceps. His reflection glared back from the fogged mirror: hips flaring under black leggings, ponytail clinging to a sweat-damp neck, mascara smudged from earlier tears. Pathetic, he thought, gritting his teeth. You’re just a doll now.

Across the room, laughter erupted. A meathead in a cutoff tank repped 225 on the bench like it was warmup, tribal tattoos rippling as he spotted his friend. “Yo, Chad! Quit hogging the rack!”

Chad.

The name crackled through him like a live wire—Dom_Anonymous had roleplayed as “Sir Chad,” demanding he beg for permission to touch himself. Heat pooled between his thighs, dampening the lace panties he wore. The weights crashed as he lost control, the bar jerking upward.

"I’m… Jasmine," she blurted, voice cracking. Fuck. She hadn’t meant to say it here, now, to him.

"Jasmine." Chad tested the name, smirk widening. "You need a spot?"

His hand settled on her lower back, calluses snagging her polyester top. Heat radiated from his touch, and Jasmine—no longer James, not here—felt her resolve unravel. She nodded, mute, as he adjusted the machine.

“Careful,” Chad laughed, fingers brushing her waist before withdrawing. “Wouldn’t wanna break a nail.”

“I’m… Jasmine,” she blurted, voice wavering.

Chad’s smirk widened. “Jasmine.” He let the name linger, testing its edges. “You sure about that weight, princess?”

His hand settled on the small of her back, calluses scraping her crop top. Jasmine’s breath hitched—his touch burned, hers betrayed her, thighs pressing together as adrenaline and shame collided.

“Stick to yoga,” he said, wiping his palms on grease-stained shorts. “Less equipment to drop on your face.”

She forced a laugh, throat tight. “Maybe I need a teacher.”

Chad’s gaze lingered on her hoodie’s sagging neckline. “My buddy lets me use the employee area after hours.” He jerked his chin toward a door marked STAFF ONLY. “Quieter. Could give you a… private lesson.”

The offer hung, humid and charged. Jasmine’s nails dug into her palms. Run, James’s ghost pleaded. Stay, her skin hummed.

“Okay,” she heard herself say.


9.

The gym’s fluorescent lights buzzed like hornets as Chad guided her toward the staff-only room. Jasmine’s legging itched at the thighs. Chad’s hand stayed welded to her lower back, possessive and sweaty. 

"Almost closing time," he said, kicking open a dressing room door. "Better hurry.”  

The space reeked of Axe body spray and maleness. Full-length mirrors lined the walls, fracturing their reflections into a dozen Jasmines: ponytail askew, sports bra straps digging into shoulders still broadening, lips parted in practiced surprise. 

Chad crowded her against the bench, his knee slotting between hers. "Been imagining this since I saw you eye-fucking me." 

Jasmine’s laugh came out airy, rehearsed—a sound perfected in SubSpace.net voice chats. "Maybe you were eye-fucking me." 

His grip tightened. The old James would’ve vomited at the musk of Chad’s post-shower skin. The new Jasmine tilted her neck, exposing her neck. 

"Feisty," Chad growled, all teeth and testosterone. 

Her fingers found his waistband, a move lifted from FemmeFatale2023’s "5 Ways to Own a Man" tutorial. "You talk too much." 

The first kiss was a collision. Chad’s tongue mapped her teeth, her palate, the roof of her mouth like he was taking inventory. Jasmine leaned into it, hips rolling instinctively—a motion Ethereal Ascension’s guides called "pelvic punctuation." 

"Fuck," Chad hissed against her jaw. "Knew you’d be a freak." 

Her reflection watched dispassionately as his hands groped her padded chest. The sports bra’s clasp dug into her spine, but she arched anyway, letting him grind against the lace gaff flattening her crotch. 

"Harder," she whispered, testing the falsetto that once made her gag. 

Chad obliged, teeth scraping her collarbone. The pain-pleasure lit up new nerve pathways, ones that bypassed her brain entirely. When his palm slid under her leggings, she didn’t flinch—just let her head fall back with a whimper she’d rehearsed to mirror porn actresses. 

"Jesus." Chad’s breath hitched. "You’re fucking dripping." 

She watched their reflections: his meaty shoulders eclipsing hers, her nails raking his scalp, the grotesque ballet of hetero lust. 

"Want it?" he panted, a rhetorical question. 

Jasmine’s hips stuttered, chasing friction against his thigh. "Please," she breathed, pitching her voice to crack. "Need you to ruin me, Sir." 

The honorific detonated. Chad slammed her into the mirrors, the glass rattling. His thrusts were rhythmless, all ego and no skill, but Jasmine’s moans crescendoed anyway—high, desperate, feminine. Each sound contorted Chad’s face tighter, his rhythm fraying. 

"Gonna fill that pussy," he grunted, a line from some mediocre porn. 

Jasmine’s nails bit his shoulders. "Yes! Yes!" Her falsetto splintered, raw and real. 

The mirrors showed everything: Chad’s performative snarl, her own face flushed with manufactured ecstasy, the way her throat moved when she chanted "SirSirSir" like a prayer. When he came—groaning, sloppy, biting her neck—she pressed her forehead to the glass and smiled. 

Afterward, Chad zipped up without eye contact. "You, uh… need a ride?" 

Jasmine adjusted her leggings, noting the mascara smudged artfully beneath her eyes. "I’m good." 

He lingered, thumb brushing her hip. "Next Wednesday? We could…" 

"Maybe." She licked her glossed lips, watching his gaze track the movement. "If you earn it." 

Outside, rain needled her bare shoulders. Jasmine tipped her face skyward, replaying the sounds she’d made—not the performative squeals, but the guttural "fuck" when Chad’s incompetence almost made her laugh. Power thrummed in her vocal cords, reshaped by estrogen and deceit. 

A car honked. Chad’s truck idled at the curb, wipers slapping. 

Jasmine turned away, hips swaying precisely 8.5 centimeters per step—the forum’s recommended seduction cadence. 

Let him watch. 

Let him ache. 

Let him be the one measuring himself against her shadow.


10.

Jasmine sat cross-legged on her bed, the glow of her phone illuminating the lace camisole she’d begun wearing to sleep. A half-empty tube of lip plumper rolled between her thighs, sticky with overuse. The Tinder app blinked open, its cheerful fire logo at odds with the shadows clinging to her room. 

She’d practiced the selfies for days. 

First Attempt: Harsh bathroom lighting, chin tilted to hide residual jawline angles. Delete. 

Second Attempt: Duck lips, over-lined to cartoonish proportions. Delete. 

Third Attempt: Softbox filter borrowed from a beauty influencer’s tutorial, lips slightly parted to showcase the filler migration she’d learned to call “pout.” 

Jazmine92 

23 

Just a girl exploring her sparkle ✨ 

The bio tasted like someone else’s ash on her tongue. She backspaced, then typed: 

New here. Tell me your favorite sin. 

The screen dimmed. Jasmine’s thumb hovered over the upload button, nail polished midnight black to match her choker. 

Three photos: 

1. The filtered pout shot, eyes smudged with kohl. 

2. A waist-up mirror pic, hips cocked in jeans two sizes too tight. 

3. A blurred club photo lifted from a stranger’s Instagram, her face edited in with an app the forum swore was undetectable. 

Her finger slipped. Profile Live. 

The phone clattered to the mattress, screen-up like a sacrificial offering. Jasmine paced the six steps to her closet, counting cracks in the duct-taped mirror. One. The lace choker itched. Two. Her sports bra dug into tender breast buds. Three. The forum’s old mantra looped: Ascension requires surrender. 

At Six, the first match chimed. 

Tyler, 26: U into older guys? 

Photo: Biceps flexed in a bathroom mirror, toilet visible. 

Jasmine’s laugh came out shrill. She muted him. 

Carlos, 24: Damn those lips real? 

Photo: Shirtless on a boat, abs waxed into existence. 

She touched her mouth, still swollen from the plumper. The validation fizzed like cheap champagne in her veins. 

Derek, 29: What kinda sin u into, Jazmine? 

Photo: Suit and tie, eyes sharp enough to flay. 

Her thumbs moved before her brain could veto: Sloth. Let me ruin your sheets. 

The response was instant. Derek, 29: Prove it. 

A DM request popped up—a dick pic angled to show a Rolex gleaming on the wrist gripping it. Jasmine’s stomach lurched. Old James would’ve spiraled into rage-Pornhub tabs. New Jasmine zoomed in, noting the chipped nail polish on Derek’s fingers. 

Cute watch, she typed. Too bad it’s not around my throat. 

The power surge was better than Chad’s grunted approval. Derek’s typing bubbles pulsed for a full minute before spitting out: Address. Now. 

Jasmine blocked him. 

Matches piled up—Jason, Marcus, Aiden—each notification a pinprick of heat low in her belly. She archived the gym selfies, favorited the lawyers and musicians, let her DMs bloat with promises of dinners she’d never attend. 

At 2:17 a.m., she found Ethan, 25. 

Bio: Poly. Kink-friendly. Bring your chaos. 

Photos: None of his face. Just artful nudes bathed in red light, a snake tattoo coiled around his thigh. 

Jasmine’s thumbprint smudged the screen as she swiped right. 

It’s a match! 

Ethan’s opener arrived as she was redoing her lip gloss: Tell me three true things. 

She stared at the cracked ceiling, where James had once stickered glow-in-the-dark constellations. 

1. I’ve never kissed someone who knew my real name. 

2. I’m better at being wanted than wanting. 

3. Your tattoo makes me wet. 

The typing bubbles bloomed. 

Prove #3, Ethan wrote. Video call. Now. 

Jasmine’s reflection in the dark phone screen showed teeth marks on her lower lip. She unclipped the padded bra, let the camisole slip down one shoulder. The “record” button pulsed red. 

When the video ended—two minutes and thirteen seconds of bitten lips and trembling fingers—Ethan replied with a voice memo. 

“You’re a fucking revelation.” 

Jasmine played it seventeen times, earphones in, until the words dissolved into static. Outside, dawn greased the sky. Inside, her phone buzzed like a live wire—matches, DMs, moremoremore—as she finally slept, smile smeared in pillow gloss. 

Current Measurements: 

Followers: 63 

Matches: 29 

Blocks: 14 

Voice memos saved: 1

–

Jasmine’s spreadsheet glowed with surgical precision. Column A: Usernames. B: Height (self-reported, subtract 2 inches). C: Jawline angle (calculated via screenshot protractor). D: Wrist-to-hip ratio. E: Voice pitch analysis (scraped from voice memos). 

She’d color-coded the rejections—red for weak chins, yellow for dad-bod adjacent, black for gym bros who skipped leg day. Only three survived her filters: 

Match 147: TristanM1996. Verified 6’2”, trapezoids like cliff faces, square jaw that could cut glass. Voice memo: 85Hz baritone. 

Match 212: LucaHunter. Former collegiate swimmer, Adonis belt visible in poolside pic, canthal tilt 12 degrees. 

Match 309: BrockSteel. Jawline symmetry score 9.8/10, vein mapping on forearms suggesting 12% body fat. 

She booked Tristan for Friday. 

The prep began Thursday night. Jasmine soaked in a milk bath (Ethereal Ascension’s “Virgin Skin Revival” recipe), plucked every stray brow hair, and applied a hyaluronic acid sheet mask while reviewing Brock’s Instagram. His posts were a masterclass in alpha semiotics—steak dinners, free-weight close-ups, a golden retriever photoshopped into suspiciously crisp fur. 

“Pathetic,” she murmured, tweezing her lip line to accentuate Cupid’s bow. The insult felt different now—not scalding, but cool, metallic. 

By 7 p.m. Friday, her apartment resembled a femme-war room: 

- Wardrobe Options: 

1. Red satin plunge neckline (aggressive seduction) 

2. Black mock turtleneck with blazer (power-move androgyny) 

3. Pastel pink sweater dress (virginal contrast to Tristan’s hyper-masculinity) 

She chose Option 3. 

- Makeup: Contour sharp enough to slice patriarchy, false lashes weighted for maximum flutter. 

- Voice Training: 45 minutes of Submissive Coral exercises (“Oh, wow” in three octaves). 

- Posture: Pelvis tilted 15 degrees forward, shoulders depressed, collarbones forward thrust. 

The Uber arrived at 8:07 p.m. Jasmine checked her reflection in the car window—soft-focus filter made flesh. Her hip measurements (now 44.2cm) strained against the sweater dress’s knit, a calculated risk. 

“Godspeed, Stacy,” she whispered to the ghost of her former sneer, then texted Tristan: Running late, daddy. Be thirsty. 

He responded in nine seconds: Parking lot now. Blue Mustang. 

Jasmine made him wait seventeen minutes, watching from the Starbucks across the street. Tristan paced his muscle car, biceps flexing under a salmon polo three sizes too small. When she finally approached, his nostrils flared—a biological white flag. 

“Fuck,” he breathed, eyeing her waist-to-hip ratio. “You’re tiny.” 

She let her laugh tinkle, high and glassy. “You’re exactly how I pictured you.” 

In the restaurant, she ordered a kale salad (87 calories) and watched Tristan devour a 24oz ribeye. His table manners were glorified cave grunts, but his jaw worked with hypnotic symmetry. When he reached across to “accidentally” brush her hand, she demurred with a blush filter-perfect in its timing. 

“Easy, tiger,” she purred, withdrawing just enough to make him lean. 

By dessert (her: espresso, him: molten chocolate phallus), Brock’s pupils had dilated to the forum-approved 6.5mm arousal threshold. He paid the check with a black Amex, fingers lingering on hers. 

“Your place or mine?” 

Jasmine checked her phone—pre-loaded with a fake emergency alert. 

“Raincheck,” she sighed, applying rosebud gloss at a 45-degree mirror angle. “Daddy issues call.” 

His protestations lasted precisely four blocks in the Uber. She archived his contact as Chad_Disposal_Unit, then ordered pad thai from the app he’d never know she used. 

At home, she peeled off the sweater dress. The mirror showed red lines where the knit had dug into her hips—44.5cm now, maybe. She didn’t measure. 

Instead, she screenshotted Brock’s last desperate DM (Pls let me taste u) and posted it to Ethereal Ascension’s private channel. The caption wrote itself: 

Ascension achieved. 

Her phone buzzed with fresh matches. Jasmine blocked seven, favorited two, and fell asleep to the sound of her own laughter echoing off the tape measure’s abandoned case.


11.

Jasmine’s stilettos sank into the restaurant’s carpet, a plush gray that matched the streaks in her date’s hair. Sebastian Cole, 48, his LinkedIn declared—venture capitalist, polo patron, collector of vintage Rolexes and graduate degrees. His hand found the small of her back as the maître d’ led them past murals of Tuscan vineyards neither had visited. 

“The ’09 Opus One,” Sebastian told the sommelier without glancing at the menu. His cufflinks caught the candlelight—onyx inlays, edges sharp enough to draw blood. “Unless the lady prefers bubbles?” 

She let her lashes lower precisely 3.5 seconds. “Surprise me.” 

The wine arrived in a decanter shaped like a swan’s neck. Sebastian dissected his Dover sole with surgeon precision, detailing his recent merger between bites. Jasmine’s strapless gown—rented, tag still itching her ribs—hid the meal she’d skipped to accentuate her collarbones. 

“You’re quieter than your profile suggested,” he remarked, swirling cabernet. 

She arched one carefully tweezed brow. “Smart men prefer listeners.” 

His chuckle cost more than her Uber there. 

The penthouse elevator mirrored them floor-to-ceiling. Sebastian’s reflection loomed behind hers, eyes tracing the rhinestone clips in her hair. She counted his breaths against her neck—sixteen per minute, resting heart rate of an apex predator. 

“Original Warhol,” he said as they entered, nodding to a soup can painting. “Bought it drunk at Sotheby’s.” 

Jasmine drifted to the floor-to-ceiling windows, Manhattan sprawled beneath her like a circuit board. Her reflection superimposed over the skyline—Jasmine in Valentino red, James in sweatpants measuring his wrists—blinked once, then stilled. 

Sebastian’s hands found her hips, grip calibrated between possession and politeness. “Stunning,” he murmured, breath fogging the glass. 

She knew the math: 

- 22 minutes since his last pre-nup 

- 47% likelihood he’d ask her to stay 

- 100% chance he’d never see her without contouring 

His bed smelled like bergamot from Italy. Jasmine’s heels stayed on—a trick from OnlyFans—as she let him peel away $850 worth of rented silk. His fingers stumbled over the gaff’s hooks, but she arched to distract him, sighing into the Rolex digging into her thigh. 

After, he slept like a hedge fund cratering. Jasmine padded to the marble wet bar, sipping Macallan from a tumbler. The Warhol leered as she opened Sebastian’s bedside drawer: 

- Montblanc pens 

- Cialis 

- A velvet ring box 

The diamond caught moonlight like Ethereal Ascension’s banner. She slid it onto her ring finger, watching rainbows fracture across the penthouse. 

Her phone buzzed with Chad’s latest dick pic. She archived it under Genetic Disposals, then texted Ethan the voice memo guy: Free tomorrow? Bring your snake. 

At dawn, Sebastian found her wrapped in his Frette robe, sketching his skyline view. 

“Stay,” he said, buttoning a shirt that paid her annual rent. 

Jasmine let the diamond glitter as she handed back the ring box. “I don’t do encores.” 

The Uber home reeked of fry grease and regret. She leaned her head against the window, watching her reflection blur with passing streetlights—lips still swollen from Sebastian’s mediocre kissing, hips spreading against genuine leather seats. 

Under her bed, the tape measure’s numbers were illegible now, chewed by time and neglect. Jasmine propped her phone against it, snapping a mirror selfie with the skyline glowing through her sheer curtains. 

Jazmine92: Sometimes the best part of the date is the exit. 

Matches poured in—doctors, brokers, a Grammy-nominated producer. She booked a blowout at Drybar, ordered Spanx in the next size up, and archived Sebastian under Portfolio Diversification. 

The city stretched below her sixth-floor walkup, infinite and hungry. Jasmine painted her nails with Chanel Rouge Noir, each stroke a requiem for the boy who’d measured worth in centimeters. 

He’d been so small. 

She wasn’t.


12.

Jasmine’s fingertips massaged the green clay mask hardening across her cheeks when her phone erupted. Not the usual Tinder chimes—this was a war drum cadence, notifications piling up faster than she could swipe them away. Garnier scrub dripped into the sink as she thumbed the screen, smearing avocado residue across a DM preview: 

User_XX69420: LMFAO look at this tranny’s before pics 

The clay cracked as her face drained of color. 

They’d resurrected her earliest Ethereal Ascension posts—the ones she’d tried to nuke months ago. There she was, pre-transformation: patchy beard, brow ridge unsoftened, jaw clenched in that familiar incel snarl. The thread title screamed CATFISH ALERT in all caps. 

Reply #43: Bro built like a Minecraft creeper 

Reply #87: Chimera bitch stole my $50 on OnlyFans 

Reply #112: Failed male alert 

Her nails scraped the mask off in chunks. The bathroom light hummed louder, magnifying every pore in the mirror. She frantically logged into Ethereal Ascension, but the mods had already locked her account. CONTENT VIOLATION, the banner read. USER TERMINATED. 

DMs metastasized: 

How much to fuck the old u? 

Kys fake Stacy 

We know where u live 

A screenshot of her old license photo surfaced—James’s dead-eyed glare, address barely blurred. The clay mask congealed in the sink like toxic sludge. 

She factory-reset her phone, fingers slipping on sweat-smeared glass. Deleted every social app. Threw the SIM card into the toilet but couldn’t flush—just stood shaking as it floated like a tiny black coffin. 

The darkness that followed had texture. Jasmine crouched in her shower, still clothed, scalding water eroding her eyeliner into Rorschach trails. Her reflection in the chrome soap dish showed a funhouse version: James’s brow ridge superimposed over her contoured cheekbones. 

At 3 a.m., she unearthed the tape measure from its junk drawer tomb. The numbers were faint but legible: 

Hips: 44.8 cm 

Waist: 62.3 cm 

Wrist: 14.9 cm 

The “Female Average” column she’d once bookmarked taunted her. Almost there, the forums had cooed. So close. 

She snapped the tape’s spine with her teeth, plastic shards gritting between molars. 

Sunrise found her scrolling incel forums via VPN, searching for her own doxxed photos. They’d infested every thread—her past self weaponized as a cautionary meme. A viral TikTok stitch showed her transition timeline set to circus music. 

Comment: From Elliot Rodger to Ellen Degenerate 

The laugh that escaped her was guttural, broken. She recognized the pitch—James’s old hyena cackle, preserved like a fossil in her throat. 


13.

Jasmine boxed her devices first. The iPhone went into a Nike shoebox layered with old Tinder receipts and burner SIM cards. Next, the ring light—collapsed like a dead star—then the laptop sticky with foundation fingerprints. She taped the box shut with duct tape, the same roll James had once used to hang his incel forum charts. 

The mirror stayed. 

Morning sun hit it at 10:17 a.m. precisely, gilding her contour lines as she blotted lipstick—no filter needed. She left the shade unnamed, something between crushed rose and fresh bruise. 

Central Park smelled of pretzel carts and impending rain. Jasmine bought a lemonade from a vendor who called her "miss" without hesitation, the cash register’s cha-ching syncopating with her stiletto clicks. She passed nannies pushing Bugaboos, finance bros jogging, an old man feeding pigeons crusts from a Zabar’s bag. 

She burned the shoebox in Tompkins Square Park, flames licking the last traces of Jazmine92. The smoke smelled like melting plastic and liberation. A skateboarder paused to nod—not at her, but the fire. 

Home, she scrubbed the contour from her cheeks. The mirror showed pores, a stress pimple, laugh lines borrowed from a hundred performative giggles. Beautiful. Human.  

At midnight, she walked barefoot to the bodega for Doritos and a single gardenia. The clerk, an older Sikh man with tired eyes, rang her up. 

"Keep the change," Jasmine said, inhaling the gardenia’s heady scent. 

Outside, rain kissed her unhighlighted hair. She tilted her face up, mouth open, tasting the city’s metallic sky. Somewhere, Ethan slid into DMs. Brock bench-pressed his irrelevance. Sebastian’s Warhol gathered dust. 

Jasmine spat the rain out, laughing. 

Alive. Unmeasured. 

Hers.


14.

Bare 

The mirror showed cracks today. Not in the glass, but in her resolve. Jasmine leaned close, tracing the pale scar above her eyebrow—usually buried under concealer—and the constellation of freckles she’d once airbrushed into oblivion. Her makeup bag gaped on the sink, tubes and palettes like discarded armor. 

She pocketed her keys instead of lipstick. 

Outside, August humidity hit her face like a held breath. Jasmine counted steps to mute the mantra looping in her skull: Don’t look. Don’t compare. Don’t flinch. A jogger passed, earbuds in, sweat gluing his shirt to a dad bod. She fixated on his frayed hem, not his eyes. 

The bodega clerk frowned at her usual iced coffee order. “You sick?” 

“Just tired,” she lied, thumb grazing her naked lashes. 

At the crosswalk, a billboard model grinned down, pores Photoshopped into oblivion. Jasmine studied the sidewalk’s mosaic of gum wads.

By noon, her skin hummed. Not from sunscreen or scrutiny, but sunlight—raw and unfiltered. She paused outside a café, watching women sip lattes behind window glass. One wiped crumbs from her lipstick. Another frowned at her phone, forehead creasing a wrinkle no Botox could erase. 

They’re not flawless. They’re just… here. 

Her phone buzzed—a calendar alert: Facial @ 3pm. She swiped left, deleting twelve months of upkeep. 

The park bench was warm. Jasmine closed her eyes, letting chatter and pigeon coos replace the static in her chest. A breeze lifted the hair she’d once flat-ironed into submission, now curling rebelliously at her temples. 

“Excuse me?” 

She braced for commentary—ma’am, move; your hair’s in my photo—but opened her eyes to a teenager clutching a film camera. “Can I take your picture? For a project. You’ve got, like… energy.” 

Jasmine almost refused. Then she remembered the mantra, scribbled on her palm in fading ink: a work of imperfection. 

“Sure.” 

The shutter clicked. Polaroid film whirred. When the girl handed her the photo, Jasmine laughed aloud—a raw, unmanicured sound. There she was: slouched in sunlight, scar gleaming, frizz haloed like a crown. 

“Keep it,” the girl said. “It’s you.” 

Jasmine tucked the photo in her back pocket, its edges already softening. She crossed the street without checking her reflection in passing windows. The skyline blurred into watercolors, beautiful and unconcerned. 

At home, the mirror remained cracked. She pressed the Polaroid to its surface, sealing the fracture. 

Alive. Unedited. 

Enough.

15.

Jasmine lingered by the refrigerated case, the hum of compressors louder than the bodega’s flickering fluorescents. She’d swapped her usual iced latte order for a sweating can of Arizona Green Tea—less caffeine, fewer teeth stains. The clerk’s voice cut through her deliberation: 

“Still freezin’ your ass off in here, huh?” 

She turned. The new guy—Raj, his nametag declared—leaned against the register, grin creasing a face that couldn’t decide between stubble and acne scars. His polo shirt strained at the shoulders, but not in a fashionable way; more like thrift-store polyester clinging to sleep-deprived delts. 

“I like my beverages like I like my exes,” she said, grabbing the tea. “Frosty and forgettable.” 

Raj snorted, ringing her up. His nails were bitten to the quick, hands more “mechanic” than “maître d’.”

“Two-fifty. But for you—” He tossed a fun-sized Snickers into her paper bag. “—we run a special.” 

“What’s the catch?” 

“You come back Tuesday. Manager says we gotta upsell expired kombucha.” 

Jasmine paused. Old filters activated: 

- Height: Maybe 5’9” in those Walmart sneakers 

- Net Worth: Negative, judging by the grease-stained Kronos punch card peeking from his pocket 

- Game: Subzero 

But his eyes stayed on hers, not her cleavage. No hidden leer, no performative flex. Just a guy who’d memorized her caffeine habits between mopping slurpee spills. 

She pocketed the Snickers. “Kombucha’s for trust fund babies and intestinal masochists.” 

“Preach.” Raj jerked his chin at the security feed. “Watch this—dude in the Yankees cap’s gonna shoplift Red Bulls again.” 

They observed in silence as the suspect stuffed his windbreaker. Jasmine noted Raj’s posture—relaxed, amused, zero cop complex. No Sebastian-esque need to dominate. 

“Aren’t you gonna tackle him?” she teased. 

“Minimum wage ain’t hazard pay.” He tossed her another Snickers. “Besides, dude’s got toddler twins at home. Saw ’em last week.” 

The thief bolted, jingling the door chimes. Raj waved. 

Jasmine’s phone buzzed—a calendar alert for a laser appointment she’d canceled. She silenced it, suddenly aware of Raj’s chipped nail polish (black, matte) and the faint mustard smear on his sleeve. 

“Next time,” he said, nodding to her tea, “try the mango flavor. Less lawn clippings, more…” He gestured vaguely. “Tropicalish.” 

“Bold words from a man whose lunch is literally Combos dust.” 

His laugh crinkled the corners of his eyes. “Caught me. But hey—” He flicked the security feed. “—free entertainment.” 

She lingered as the next customer approached—a harried mom with a double stroller. Raj cooed at the babies in surprisingly decent Mandarin, making the mother’s tension dissolve. 

Jasmine’s walk home felt lighter. The Snickers melted in her fist, chocolate smearing her palm. She licked it off, sweetness cut by salt from skin she hadn’t exfoliated in weeks. 

The mirror that night showed chocolate residue in her smile lines. She left it.

–

Jasmine twirled a lock of hair—freshly dyed burgundy on a whim—around her finger, leaning against the bodega’s scratched counter. Raj’s attention stayed fixed on restocking cigarette cartons, his shoulders flexing beneath a threadbare band tee (The Clash, vintage, probably found in a Bushwick free bin). 

“So,” she drawled, popping the tab on her Arizona Mango, “you moonlight as a polyglot and a snack philosopher. What’s next? Solving the trolley problem?” 

Raj squinted at the Marlboro expiration dates. “Trolley’s easy. You let it run over the dude who keeps asking for ‘vape juice that tastes like sour apple.’” 

She laughed louder than necessary, knee accidentally-on-purpose brushing his under the counter. He didn’t flinch. 

Attempt 1: Classic Flirt 

“You ever get off this shift?” She tapped her nails—unchipped, for once—against his Kronos timecard. “Or you just live here between existential crises?” 

“Tuesdays,” he said, sliding her correct change without hand-holding the coins. “I teach ESL at the community center.” 

Attempt 2: Vulnerability Feint 

“Bet the kids adore you.” She gestured to his Mandarin-practicing security feed. “Unlike some people who ghost after you hand them free Snickers.” 

Raj paused, Sharpie hovering over a Lotto ticket display. For a heartbeat, she thought she’d hooked him—then he shrugged. “They’re six. Easier to impress.” 

Jasmine’s phone buzzed with a Tinder notification (disabled, but muscle memory lingered). She watched Raj rearrange beef jerky, his focus monastic. 

Analysis: 

- No stolen glances at her collarbones 

- Zero reciprocity re: hair-touching/liplicking 

- Genuine interest expired? Undetermined 

That night, she Googled: How to tell if a Capricorn is into you (his birthday: December 27, gleaned from a discarded "Employee of the Month" flyer). Forums suggested practicality over passion. 

New Strategy: Weaponized Authenticity 

Thursday’s rainstorm flooded the bodega’s entrance. Jasmine arrived soaked, mascara pooling in her teabags. Raj tossed her a stolen hotel towel emblazoned Holiday Inn Express without comment. 

“I used to be someone else,” she blurted, clutching chamomile instead of cold brew. 

He mopped around her stool. “Aren’t we all?” 

“No, I mean—” Her thumbnail picked at the counter’s cigarette burn. “There’s pictures. Online. Ugly ones.” 

Raj stilled. For the first time, his eyes held hers longer than three seconds. “You wanna know why I learned Mandarin?” 

Revelation: 

- His parents disowned him at 17 for dating a Chinese girl 

- Lived in his Civic for eight months 

- Taught himself languages using library CDs to “feel less alone in my head” 

Jasmine’s latte art-level vulnerability curdled. She stared at his chipped nail polish (still black, now with a Sharpie-drawn anarchy symbol). 

“So,” he said, restocking her Snickers without being asked, “you gonna help me upsell that kombucha or what?” 

She stayed past her usual three-minute window. Learned he hates cilantro, loves Miyazaki films, and thinks Bitcoin is “just MLM for dudes who peaked in crypto class.” 

When the harried mom with twins arrived, Jasmine surprised herself—bouncing the fussier baby while Raj rang up diapers. 


15.

Jasmine scowled at her reflection in the bodega’s bulletproof glass, reapplying lip gloss she didn’t need. Raj’s laughter floated from the stockroom—warm, unguarded, infuriating—as he joked with the ancient stock clerk about Mets stats. She’d worn the lace camisole today, the one that made men’s pupils dilate to saucers. All except his. 

Casualty Report: 

- 37 minutes of strategic cleavage positioning 

- 14 hair flips (calculated wind machine effect) 

- 3 “accidental” brush-pasts against his arm 

Raj handed her a free Slim Jim. “You’ll crease your neck craning like that.” 

She froze mid-pose. “Excuse me?” 

“The game.” He nodded to the security feed where two pigeons fought over a pizza crust. “Better drama than Netflix.” 

Jasmine’s spreadsheet brain short-circuited. New Data Points: 

1. Nocturnal ESL teacher gig = zero time for thirst traps 

2. 2003 Nokia phone (literal brick) = Tinder-proof 

3. Genuine amusement at pigeon wars = possible psychopath 

That night, she dissected their interactions like a coroner: 

Exhibit A: When she “forgot” her card, he fronted her Arizona Tea with a “pay me in bad stock tips” shrug. 

Exhibit B: Mentioned her ring from her night with Cole, got a “cool, my uncle has a canoe” deadpan. 

Exhibit C: Leaned in for a pen, vanilla chapstick scent (Satan’s signature fragrance?) lingering instead of Dior Sauvage. 

She raided her closet, unearthing James’s old hoodie (XL, smelling of stale energy drinks). The mirror showed a stranger: bare face, frizzy roots, eyes wide without liner. 

Raj was restocking when she shuffled in, hoodie swallowing her frame. 

“Who died?” he asked, sliding her chamomile. 

“My ego.” She nodded to the security feed where her pigeon nemesis pecked a Dorito bag. “Still think I’m natural?” 

He studied her—not the gaps in her contour, but the caffeine tremor in her hands. “You know what’s sexier than someone trying to be perfect?” 

“Money? Contoured abs? A functional family?” 

“Someone who isn’t trying to be.” 

Conclusion: Imperfect. Unmeasured. 

Maybe even… enough.


16.

Jasmine pushed through the bodega’s jingling door, the neon Bud Light sign casting a dive-bar glow over her sequined minidress. She’d chosen the fabric thin on purpose, the outline of her lace thong visible if you knew where to look (everyone knew). Raj glanced up from restocking lottery tickets, eyebrows lifting a half-inch—his version of a standing ovation. 

“Big plans?” he asked, nodding at her stilettos sharp enough to puncture his composure. 

She leaned over the counter, deliberate, the dress riding up. His gaze flicked to her thighs, then away. A reflex, not a hunger. 

“Depends.” She palmed a Snickers bar, let her nails graze his wrist. “Got a hot date if someone’s brave enough to ask.” 

Raj straightened the Slim Jim display. “Bravery’s overrated. Most people just confuse it with desperation.” 

The words pricked. She twisted, bending to “tie her shoe” (ballet flat, no laces). The thong’s lace peeked. In her periphery, Raj’s jaw tightened. Finally. 

“See something you like?” She pivoted, hip cocked. 

He laughed, warm and unpolished. “You’re so out of my league it’s insane. But,” he shrugged, tossing her the Arizona Mango, “yeah. Let’s do it.” 

She blinked. “Do what?” 

“The date.” He nodded to her outfit. The fluorescent lights buzzed. Jasmine’s thumb worried the Snickers wrapper. 

“Tomorrow,” she said, too fast. “Dinner.” 

“I’m off at nine. We can grab dumplings from Old Wu’s cart.” 

She arrived the next night in jeans and a silk blouse, the sequined dress balled under her bed with her spreadsheets. Raj’s idea of “dumplings” involved balancing scallion pancakes on a park bench while he critiqued Godzilla movies. 

“He’s just misunderstood,” he argued, ketchup on his chin. “Like all giants.” 

Jasmine snorted, stealing a bite of his pancake. Validation, she realized, tasted better with MSG and no mirrors in sight.

–

Jasmine picked at the scallion pancake grease staining the park bench between them. Raj’s question hung in the humid air like a challenge: “What’s one thing you’d do if no one was watching?” 

The old answers came reflexively—get lipo, monetize my trauma, fuck a billionaire in his private jet. But Raj wasn’t thumbing through her Tinder bio. He sat cross-ankled in beat-up Vans, a smear of hoisin sauce on his chin, eyes softer than the interrogation she’d braced for. 

“I’d…” She stalled, watching a sparrow battle a rogue napkin. “Learn to skateboard.” 

Raj’s snort was pure Brooklyn. “Bullshit. You’d break a nail and sue the concrete.” 

“Okay, fine.” The truth slithered out, unbidden. “I’d delete every photo of myself. Start fresh. Like… actually fresh.” 

“They can’t be that bad.”

“Who said they were?”

“So why erase yourself? Think of who you were. What’d teenage you think you’d be by now?” 

Dead, she almost said. Or a normie. Probably dead.  

“Happy,” she lied. 

Raj peeled a splinter from the bench. “Happy’s a moving target. Better question: What pain are you still carrying that’s too heavy to keep?” 

The night stilled. Somewhere, the real Jasmine—James’s ghost—pressed against her ribs. 

“I’m scared,” she said, quiet as the sparrow’s wings, “that if I stop moving forward, I’ll… evaporate.” 

Raj’s knee brushed hers. Not a move, just gravity. “Evaporation’s how rain starts.” 

They sat in silence until Old Wu began shuttering his cart. Raj stood, stretching ink-stained fingers toward the moon. “Last question: Wanna see where I go when the world feels like a bad dream?” 

He led her to a community garden, its chain-link gate padlocked. Raj jimmied it open with a bent bobby pin. “Don’t tell the Mets fans.” 

Between the compost bins and withered tomato plants sat a rusted clawfoot tub, filled with rainwater and floating tea lights. Raj kicked off his Vans, rolled his jeans, and waded in. “Old tenant left it. I find frogs sometimes.” 

Jasmine hesitated, then joined him—silk blouse be damned. The water was lukewarm, swirling with dead leaves. 

“Why show me this?” 

Raj lit a tea light. The flame guttered in his cupped palms. “Same reason you told me about the skateboarding.” 

“Which is?” 

He placed the light between them. “Practice.” 

They stayed until the tea lights drowned, speaking in questions that left no room for measurements.


17.

The attic apartment smelled of cedar and the ghost of Raj’s morning coffee. A single string of fairy lights dripped from the slanted ceiling, their glow too weak to reach the corners where shadows pooled. Jasmine traced a water stain on the mattress—a Rorschach blob—as Raj rummaged through a mini-fridge humming like a disgruntled cicada. 

“Best I’ve got is pickle juice or a Capri Sun.” He tossed her the pouch, straw already stabbed. 

She sipped artificial fruit punch, legs folded under her. No spanx, just the give of her stomach against cotton sweatpants he’d loaned her from his closet.  

Raj flopped beside her, close enough that his thermal shirt brushed her bare arm. “So. You gonna bolt in five minutes, or…” 

“Depends.” She poked his faded Pulp Fiction poster. “You quote Tarantino during sex?” 

“Only if you want me to ruin ‘Ezekiel 25:17’ forever.” 

The laugh startled her—unfiltered, unplanned. Raj grinned, a dimple flashing she’d never seen under the bodega’s fluorescents. 

Silence swelled, comfortable as his threadbare quilt. Jasmine studied the scars on his knuckles (bike crash, 19), the way his thumb worried the hem of his shirt. Not a performance. Just a man. 

Jasmine leaned into him—slow, testing. His chest rose-fell-rose, steady as tides. When their lips met, it was chaste. Clumsy. A collision of noses and held breath. 

“Shit,” he mumbled against her cheek. “Forgot how this part works.” 

She laughed, and then they were kissing for real. Not the porn-star suction of her Tinder era, but something slower. Discoveries. The salt of shared fries, the give of his chapped lower lip. His hands stayed above her waist, anchored in the safety of fabric. 

When he pulled back, eyes black in the low light, she realized she was crying. 

“Hey.” He swiped a thumb under her lashes. “No reviews, remember? This isn’t Yelp.” 

She pressed her forehead to his, tears salting their joined breath. “I don’t know how to be… this.” 

“This?” 

“A normal girl. I’ve never been this with anyone.” 

Raj tugged the quilt over them, their legs tangling in the hush. “Then let’s just be us.” 

The fairy lights caught the tremor in Jasmine’s throat as Raj’s mouth drifted lower—not toward breasts she’d padded and posed in lace for strangers, but to the softness beneath. The place she sucked in when she thought to. His lips lingered there, breath huffing warm against skin she’d forgotten to wax. “Wait,” she gasped, fingers tightening in his curls. He stilled. “I’m… it’s not…” 

Raj lifted his head, pupils swallowing the gold flecks she’d only noticed tonight. “You think I give a fuck about your Instagram vs. this?” His thumb circled the stretch mark webbing her hip. “This is what normal looks like.” 

The ache started then, low and slow, as he showed her—not with words but with teeth at her inner thigh, his calluses catching on the very parts she’d deemed unworthy. The way her legs fell open wider when he murmured “fuck, you’re perfect” against her—not her body, but her, the mess of it all. 

When he slid into her again, it was face-to-face, his palm cradling the back of her skull like she might dissolve. Jasmine clutched the quilt until threads snapped, the rhythm building not in frenzy but in layers—a brush of stubble at her temple, his choked “look at me” when she tried to hide. The orgasm crept up like dawn, warmth spreading from where their bodies joined to her shaking fingertips, until she broke with a sob that had nothing to do with pleasure alone. 

Raj followed, forehead pressed to her collarbone, muttering something that might’ve been her name or a prayer. The fairy lights dimmed as their sweat cooled, but the shadows stayed banished—for now. 

“Still not normal,” she whispered later, his heartbeat thudding against her kiss-swollen lips. 

He laughed into her hair. “We’re the fucking definition.” 

Somewhere below, the leaky faucet kept time. Drip. Drip. Drip.

–

Jasmine’s knees hit the bodega bathroom tiles as her breakfast—black coffee and a purloined banana—splattered into the stained toilet. The walls smelled of industrial lemon cleaner. She gripped the rim of the bowl, her new burgundy nails clashing with the rust stains, and retched again. 

Raj’s knock cut through the buzz of the flickering light. “You alive in there?” 

“Peachy,” she rasped, flushing away evidence. 

The door creaked open a sliver. A hand thrust through, clutching a pink-and-white box. First Response, the logo screamed. 

“Figured you’d rather not buy it yourself,” Raj said, voice muffled by the door. 

She stared at the test like it might detonate. 

“I’m on the pill,” she lied, taking it. 

“Cool. Then this’ll be a fun science experiment.” 

The instructions swam. Jasmine peed on the stick, hands trembling with fear. Raj’s playlist leaked through the door—The Clash, because of course. 

Timer: 2:00 

She counted cracks in the wall (eleven) and tried to understand how she could have possibly once been a pasty dweeb jerking off alone in front of his computer. Now she was going to find out if she was about to be a mother.

Raj’s voice slipped under the door. “Whatever it says, we’ll—” 

“Don’t.” She pressed her forehead to the cool porcelain. “Just… don’t.” 

Timer: 0:00 

The plus sign emerged like an unwanted guest. Bold. Unambiguous. A cosmic punchline to her “ethereal ascension.” 

Jasmine laughed—a raw, jagged sound. The door eased open. Raj leaned against the frame, reading her face before the test. 

“Fuck,” he exhaled, running a hand through his bedhead curls. 

She chucked the test at him. It bounced off his chest. “You’re supposed to say ‘congratulations.’” 

“Do we want this?” 

The fluorescent hum swelled. Jasmine studied the water stain on Raj’s shirt (coffee, probably stale) and the way his Adam’s apple bobbed—his tell for panic. 

“I don’t even know if I can—” Her voice broke. She gestured to her hips, her chest, the biology she’d warred with. 

Raj knelt, knees popping. His hands hovered, asking permission. When she nodded, he cupped her face—calluses catching on tear-tracks she hadn’t felt form. 

“However this goes,” he said, thumb smudging her mascara, “you’re still the most stubborn person I know.” 

She swatted him, weak. “Romantic.” 

“I’m serious.” He pressed their foreheads together. “Kid’s gonna have your spite and my bad knees. We’re doomed.” 

The laugh-sob ripped through her. Raj held her as the bathroom light died, plunging them into shared darkness. Somewhere, the security feed captured their outline—two blurry figures clinging as the world recalibrated. 

Outside, a customer jangled the door chime. Raj flipped the lock without looking. 

“S’closed,” he called, voice steady. “Family emergency.” 

Jasmine’s breath hitched. “We’re not—” 

“Aren’t we?” 

The test lay on the floor, plus sign upward. Jasmine kicked it under the ice machine. 

“Take me home,” she whispered. 

“Which one?” 

She laced their fingers—his chipped polish, her bare nails. “Ours.”


18.

38 Weeks 

Jasmine’s sweat had a new topography—dripping between breasts grown galactic, pooling in the canyon of her lower back, salt-stinging the stretch marks that webbed her hips like fault lines. She waddled from cold shower to oscillating fan, skin chafing in places she’d once contoured to marble perfection. Raj tracked her through the apartment with ice packs and dad jokes, his T-shirts shrinking daily in the laundry of her endless heat. 

“You’re a furnace,” he groaned one July midnight, peeling himself from their sweat-glued sheets. 

She flopped starfish-style, belly mooning upward. “You’re welcome for saving on heating bills.” 

He laughed into the hollow behind her knee, breath sparking a shiver that had nothing to do with temperature. 

Their sex life had become a study in hydrodynamics—her body a swollen river, his hands charting currents. When he entered her now, it was through a labyrinth of pillows, her cervix high and tender, her moans edged with a guttural rasp that startled them both. 

“Fuck,” she gasped last Tuesday, nails carving crescents into his shoulders as the baby kicked in time. “It’s like my nerve endings are on fire.” 

Raj stilled, brow furrowed. “Am I hurting—?” 

She clenched around him, laughter rippling into a groan. “The opposite. God, the opposite.” 

Afterward, they lay skin-to-skin in the humid dark. Jasmine traced the acne scars on his back—a constellation she’d mapped with lips weeks prior. 

“Remember when I thought sex was about angles?” she murmured. “Lighting? Outcomes?” 

Raj nipped her inner thigh, salt-bitter and beloved. They’d become archaeologists of each other’s pleasure—digging past performance, unearthing the tremble beneath.

When Jasmine came now, it was with a warrior’s cry that shook the thrift-store headboard, her body no longer a sculpture but a living, splitting cocoon. 

Progress Metrics (Unofficial): 

- Days since last contour kit use: 167 

- Raj’s T-shirts ruined by breast milk: 9 

- Epiphanies mid-coitus: 3 (“I’m a mammal”; “Fuck beauty standards”; “We should get a waterproof mattress”) 

That night, she rode him through Braxton-Hicks contractions, her belly swaying like a pendulum between them. Raj’s thumbs bracketed her stretch marks, reverent as liturgy. 

“Look at you,” he breathed, and she did—catching her reflection in their salt-fogged window. Hair a nest, thighs mapped in cellulite, face flushed with the effort of being alive. 

“Gross, right?” She grinned, rolling her hips in a way that made him whimper. 

“Sacred.” He sat up to lick the sweat pooling in her clavicle. “You’re fucking sacred.” 

The orgasm crested slow, tectonic, leaving her limp against his chest. They stayed joined, breathing into the sticky hollows of each other, as the streetlight outside painted their shuddering shadows on the wall. 

At dawn, Jasmine waddled naked to the fridge, chugging pickle juice from the jar. Raj watched from the mattress, his smile drowsy with awe. 

“What?” she challenged, brine dripping down her stretch-marked torso. 

“Just memorizing.” He patted the space beside him. “For the grandkids.” 

She lobbed a pickle. He caught it, crunching loud in the honeyed light. 

Somewhere, her old measuring tape gathered dust under the bed. 

Jasmine licked her wrist—salt, sweat, the metallic tinge of impending motherhood—and decided she’d never been more delicious.

–

Jasmine’s tape measure had become a relic—until now. Morning light pooled on their thrifted rug as she rolled the yellow ribbon across her hips, breath held not in dread, but wonder. 

94.7 cm 

Last month: 92.4. The math glowed in her like a secret. 

Raj watched from the mattress, crunching dry cereal. “You’re gonna wear grooves in your skin.” 

“Hush.” She pivoted, studying her profile in the warped closet mirror. Her breasts strained against Raj’s old band tee, nipples darkening into maps of new continents. “It’s science.” 

He lobbed a Cheerio at her ass—fuller, rounder, splitting the seams of her stolen boxers. “Write that down too. For peer review.” 

She did. 

The ritual evolved: 

Feet: Swollen to a 39EU, veined like marble. She painted the nails peacock blue, embracing their new terrain. 

Hips: Now requiring pillow forts to sleep, their stretch marks silvering under lotion Raj applied with terrible yacht rock humming. 

Breasts: Heavy and hot, leaking colostrum onto sheets they stopped bothering to wash daily. 

“You’re glowing.” 

“I’m sweating. There’s a furnace in my ribs.” 

He pressed his ear below her navel. “Nah. That’s your supernova.” 

The old spreadsheet mentality resurfaced, warped by awe: 

| Measurement | Pre-Jasmine | Week 12 | Week 28 | 

|--------------|-------------|---------|---------| 

| Hips (cm)    | 88.2        | 92.4    | 97.6    | 

| Ring Finger   | Size 7      | Size 8  | N/A     | 

| Self-Loathing | 9.5/10      | 6/10    | 3/10    | 

Her old crop tops became maternity bands. The tape measure now marked onesie lengths and crib dimensions. When her milk came in—sudden, urgent—Raj fashioned a bra from tube socks and bad puns. 

“Still measuring?” he asked, catching her charting ankle circumference at 3 a.m. 

Jasmine pressed his palm to the fluttering under her skin. “He’s teaching me exponential growth.” 

The night before her due date, she stood nude before their fogged bathroom mirror. Every swell and shadow cast new cartography—hips a cradle, breasts heavy with purpose, stretch marks etching proof of becoming. 

Raj found her weeping. 

“Hurting?” 

“No.” She smeared snot on his Ramones tee. “Just… never thought this body could build something.” 

He kissed the ache above her pelvis, where she had once measured worth in centimeters. “You’re the fucking Grand Canyon.” 

When the first contraction hit, Jasmine gripped Raj’s hand and roared.


19.

Birth Metrics 

The epidural’s lie dripped cold through her spine—80% relief, the nurse promised—as Jasmine’s body split into warring continents. Raj’s hand fossilized in her grip, his knuckles bleaching to the shade of her forgotten contour palette. 

“Again,” the OB barked, and Jasmine roared into the white-hot fissure of her pelvis. 

Measurements (Active Labor): 

- Cervix: 10cm 

- Scream Pitch: Db, rattling the IV stand 

- Vocabulary: Degraded to primordial grunts 

Her legs splayed wider than dignity allowed, stirrups clanking a morse code of never again. The pain was geometric—sharpening to a singularity where her tiny cock once lived, blooming outward in fractal agony. 

“Crowning,” someone announced. 

Jasmine sobbed through clenched teeth. “Fuck your crowning, I’m dying—” 

Raj kissed her matted hair. “You’re Everest. You’re Mariana fucking Trench.” 

The final push tore through her like God’s own zipper. A slithering release, then— 

They placed the creature on her chest—slick, squalling, fist-sized face scrunched in ancestral rage. Jasmine’s tears salted its vernix sheen. 

“Look,” Raj croaked, snot-glazed smile wider than their stolen bathtub. 

She did. The baby’s fingers—her fingers, his knuckles—curled around her pinky. Its cry hitched, quieting at the rumble of her ruined heartbeat. 

The nurses buzzed with APGAR scores and hemoglobin counts. Jasmine whispered the only math that mattered: 

“Ten fingers. Ten toes. One you.” 

Raj collapsed into the bed’s edge, forehead pressed to her thigh. “You did it. You fucking—” 

“We,” she corrected, tasting salt and iron and a strange new sweetness. 

When they measured the baby—length, weight, head circumference—Jasmine laughed through residual tremors. 

Raj snapped the umbilical cord with shaking scissors. “Welcome to the shit show, kid.” 

Dawn bled through recovery room blinds. Jasmine traced the baby’s features—Raj’s nose, her widow’s peak, a birthmark echoing the scar above her eyebrow. 

“Still want to name her Everest?” Raj mumbled into her neck. 

She studied the fist-sized human rewriting her every cell. “Nah. She’s… Measureless.” 

The tape curled, forgotten, under the discharge papers. Outside, a sparrow sang off-key. Inside, three hearts found a rhythm no chart could contain.
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Girl Jeans

When 18-year-old Lincoln is handed a mysterious pair of jeans by his stepdad, Carl, he has no idea how much his world is about to shift. The jeans, seemingly ordinary, except that they were designed for a girl, become the catalyst for a transformation Lincoln never saw coming. At first, he dismisses the strange fit and the faint whispers of change in his body, but as the days pass, the jeans mold to him in ways he can’t explain. His hips flare, his waist narrows, and his mind begins to wander into uncharted territory.

As Lincoln struggles to make sense of the subtle but undeniable changes, he finds himself drawn to Carl in ways he can’t ignore. The line between resentment and attraction blurs, and Lincoln is forced to confront a new version of himself—one that challenges everything he thought he knew about his identity.

Soon he is prancing around in a frilly skirt and high heels, reluctantly, or is that just what he tells himself? Is it the jeans, or is it something deeper? As Lincoln’s transformation progresses, he embarks on a sizzling journey of self-discovery, one that leaves him questioning whether the changes are physical, mental, or something far more mysterious.

Enjoy this latest gender bender by Lexi Twist!

The Surrogate

When desperation meets desire, the outcome is anything but expected. Victor's financial woes lead him to a shocking proposal: convince his girlfriend to be a surrogate for a mysterious client.But after she refuses and dumps him, Victor is left with nothing... until the enigmatic Mr. Mortlake suggests a drastic alternative.

Enter Jaime, Victor's unsuspecting roommate, who's about to undergo a transformation that will change everything. With a syringe of mysterious serum, Jaime's male body begins to shift, surrendering to strange urges and primal forces that reshape him into a vessel for new life.

As the now-female Jaime navigates her new curves and desires, she's drawn into a web of secrets and deception. But when the truth finally reveals itself, will Jaime's newfound femininity be the key to unlocking a love that's been hiding in plain sight?

Dive into this sizzling gender swap pregnancy romance, where the boundaries of identity, desire, and love are pushed to the limit. Will Victor and Jaime find happiness in the unlikeliest of circumstances, or will the consequences of their choices tear them apart? Find out in this latest by Lexi Twist!

Working In

When out-of-shape Luke joins the gym, he dreams of sculpting himself into a paragon of masculine power. He envisions bulging muscles, chiseled abs, and the admiration of all who see him. But fate has a different plan in store. Instead of becoming manlier, his body begins to transform, becoming more feminine with each passing day. His broad shoulders narrow, his muscles soften, and his features take on a delicate, alluring quality he never anticipated.

Supported by his workout buddy, the ever-encouraging Clay, Luke navigates these bewildering changes. Clay's unwavering support and understanding provide a lifeline as Luke grapples with his shifting identity. As their bond deepens, new and unexpected feelings arise, pushing the boundaries of their friendship and leading them into uncharted emotional territory.

With each visit to the gym, Luke's transformation accelerates. His clothes fit differently, his walk changes, and the way he sees himself evolves. Yet, amid these physical changes, a more profound metamorphosis is happening within. Luke's relationship with Clay blossoms into something far more intense and passionate. Together, they explore the depths of their desires and the true meaning of acceptance and love.

In this captivating novel by transgender romance writer Lexi Twist, "Working In" explores the thrilling journey of self-discovery, transformation, and evolving love. Perfect for LGBT+ readers and fans of the gender-bender genre, this story promises to be an unforgettable ride filled with emotional highs, steamy encounters, and a heartfelt exploration of identity and romance. Join Luke and Clay as they navigate the challenges and joys of becoming their truest selves and finding love in the most unexpected places.

Pledged

"Embark on a scandalous journey of self-discovery and seduction in Lexi Twist's latest erotic thriller, Pledged. When Ryan joins his fraternity, he thought he was in for the typical hazing rituals - but little did he know that his brothers had bigger plans in store.

All the pledges have to wear dresses and heels for one night. But only Ryan is singled out for extra duty. "You're just so pretty," the guys tell him. "Chad will think you're a real girl for sure."

Before he even knows what he's signing up for, Ryan is agreeing to feminine himself all to seduce the most aggro guy in the frat. It's all a prank, the guys insist. Ryan won't actually have to do anything. "Just flirt and look cute," they say.

But as Ryan finds himself spending more time as Misty, he begins to get stares. And there might even be some chemistry with his new friend and fellow pledge, Alex.

With each step in her stiletto heels, Misty pushes Ryan further into uncharted territory. Will he be able to resist the intoxicating allure of Chad's affections? Or will he find himself completely pledged to a world of forbidden pleasure?

Find out in the latest tale by Lexi Twist!

Test Subjects

When Caleb and Logan sign up for the secretive 'Project Venus', they think they're in for a quick payday and a chance to advance medical science. But as they undergo a series of radical treatments, they begin to realize that they're in for a transformation like no other.

As they navigate their new bodies and desires, they're drawn into a world of erotic mind games and psychological manipulation by the enigmatic Dr. Kim.

But as they're pushed to their limits, they discover a shocking truth: their newfound submission is not just a product of the experiment, but a key to unlocking their deepest desires.

Will they be able to break free from the experiment's grasp and forge a new life together, or will they remain forever bound to the whims of their captors? 'Test Subjects' is a sizzling romance that explores the boundaries of identity, desire, and control by gender swap writer Lexi Twist!

Wishes

In the winding souks of Marrakesh, two lifelong mates have their world turned upside down after a sultry, trickster genie is unleashed from an unassuming lamp. When the genie grants one of their wishes in a twisted manner, shy James finds himself magically trapped in the genie's glamorous female form, bound as an all-powerful servant to his brash friend Graham.

At first, the gender swap curse seems like a nightmare. But as James taps into his newfound metaphysical abilities, he can't deny the delicious thrill of wielding such power - or the dangerously intoxicating appeal of indulging Graham's every desire. What begins as magical misadventures trying to break the spell soon spirals into an erotic exploration of shifting identities and dynamics.

James finds himself increasingly seduced by his feminine vessel's rapturous power and sensual confidence, even as repressed desires he once kept locked away begin clamoring for release. And Graham's relentless prodding and unchecked wishes keep stoking the flames of temptation between them into an inferno neither can resist.

As boundaries blur and intimacies escalate, the friends must finally confront the truth smoldering in their connection. Can James untangle himself from the genie's curse before being forever remade as an instrument of ecstasy? Or will he surrender completely to his awakening as a new sensual feminine ideal - one fated to grant Graham's every unspoken craving until nothing remains untasted?

Fans of gender bender transformations, magic-fueled feminization, and smoldering friend-to-lovers romances will be utterly ensorcelled by this rapturous tale of identity, desire, and the intoxicating wishes that reshape reality. Let Lexi Twist's deliciously twisted tale "Wishes" remake all your deepest yearnings into an inescapable new truth!
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