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Chapter One



Amid the storm’s relentless fury, Noah gripped the steering wheel, his knuckles white against the polished leather. The windshield wipers flailed back and forth, barely able to keep pace with the sheets of rain cascading down the glass. Each swish seemed to echo his swirling thoughts. “What am I doing?” he muttered under his breath, his voice nearly drowned out by the rhythmic thrum of the rain and the occasional rumble of thunder. His jacket clung to him, damp from the downpour earlier, the cold seeping in through his collar and spreading across his skin.

His mother’s voice crackled through the speaker, firm and insistent despite the static. “Noah, just go to Layla’s. She owes me a favor, and you need a place to stay for the night.” He sighed, the weight of obligation pressing against his chest. He knew little of Layla—a name occasionally peppered into his mother’s anecdotes, someone from a past life he had no part in. Still, there was an edge to his mother’s tone that brooked no argument. “Alright, Mom,” he conceded, his words heavy with reluctance, just as a gust of wind shook the car.

The rain transformed the familiar landscape into a blur of grays and shadows, the headlights of his car casting ghostly streaks across the drenched road. Each turn felt uncertain, every landmark unrecognizable in the storm’s wrath. When the warm glow of Layla’s house finally pierced through the gloom, Noah exhaled a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. The two-story home stood resolute against the tempest, its golden windows promising sanctuary. He pulled into the gravel driveway, the tires crunching softly beneath him, and braced himself against the storm as he bolted toward the porch. By the time he reached the door, his hair was plastered to his forehead, and water dripped from the hem of his jeans, pooling around his sneakers.

His knock was loud, desperate against the door’s sturdy frame. Moments later, it swung open with a creak, and there she was. Layla. Her presence immediately filled the doorway, tall and poised, with a striking aura that made him falter. Her dark hair spilled in cascading waves over her shoulders, framing a face that was sharp and beautiful, her creamy complexion glowing softly in the warm light of the house. She was draped in a fitted dress that clung to her curves with casual confidence, the neckline hinting at generous cleavage that made Noah swallow involuntarily. Her full lips curved into a welcoming smile that was both reassuring and slightly mischievous.

“Noah,” she greeted, her voice a low, honeyed melody. “Come in, you must be freezing.” Without waiting for a response, she stepped aside, allowing him to pass into the warmth of her home. The air inside was fragrant, tinged with cinnamon and wood smoke, a sharp contrast to the sharp chill of the storm. As Noah shrugged off his drenched jacket, his awareness of Layla’s gaze on him was acute. Her eyes, a deep, rich brown, lingered a second too long, their intensity unsettling and intriguing all at once.

Noah stood just inside the door, the weight of his damp clothes making him feel heavier than he was. The warmth of Layla’s house seeped into him, a stark contrast to the storm raging outside, yet his discomfort didn’t dissipate. He was acutely aware of her presence as she closed the door behind him, the soft click of the latch seeming to echo in the quiet hallway. Her perfume, subtle yet intoxicating, teased his senses—something floral and rich, mingling with the earthy scent of rain.

“I’ll get you a towel,” Layla said, her tone casual but laced with an undertone of something unreadable. She disappeared into the adjoining room, her footsteps soft against the polished hardwood floor. Noah shifted awkwardly, his shoes squeaking faintly with each movement. The house was warm and inviting, filled with a cozy clutter that hinted at a life well-lived—books stacked haphazardly on the coffee table, a throw blanket draped over the arm of a worn leather armchair, and an array of candles flickering along the mantel. It was both chaotic and comforting, like stepping into a sanctuary untouched by time.

When Layla returned, she held a large, fluffy towel in one hand and a steaming mug in the other. “Here,” she said, handing him the towel. Her fingers brushed his as she passed it over, the brief contact sending a surprising jolt through him. “Tea,” she added, thrusting the mug into his other hand. “You look like you could use it.”

“Thanks,” he managed, his voice hoarse. As he dried his face and hair, he caught her watching him again, her gaze steady and assessing. It wasn’t predatory, but it wasn’t gentle either—it was the look of someone who saw more than she was meant to, someone who enjoyed the power of that knowledge. He felt exposed, his awkwardness amplified by the way her lips curved into the faintest of smiles.

“So,” she said finally, crossing her arms as she leaned against the doorframe. The soft fabric of her dress clung to her body as if sculpted for her. “Your mom didn’t tell me much. Just that you’d need a place to crash. What brings you out here in this weather?”

Noah hesitated, the words tangling in his throat. “Uh… long story,” he replied, taking a sip of tea to buy himself time. It was spiced and slightly sweet, soothing the chill that lingered in his bones. “She said you owed her a favor.”

Layla chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent a ripple through him. “She would call it that,” she said, shaking her head. “Your mom and I… well, let’s just say we go way back. You’re lucky she asked, though—I wouldn’t do this for just anyone.” Her eyes twinkled, and for a fleeting moment, Noah saw a glimpse of mischief, as if she already had plans for the evening that he couldn’t begin to guess at.

“I appreciate it,” he said, his voice quieter than he intended.

Layla’s smile widened, her amusement evident. “Oh, don’t thank me yet,” she said, pushing off the doorframe and stepping closer. “The night’s still young.” Her words hung in the air, a promise wrapped in mystery, and Noah couldn’t shake the feeling that he’d stepped into a world that was far more complicated than he’d bargained for.

Noah fidgeted with the mug in his hands, its warmth anchoring him in the otherwise disorienting moment. Layla’s presence felt like a physical force, her energy filling the room and drawing his focus no matter where he tried to direct it. The soft crackle of a fire in the adjacent living room reached his ears, inviting but somehow foreboding. He wasn’t sure if it was the storm, the unfamiliar surroundings, or Layla herself, but his nerves were taut.

“Come on, you’re soaked through,” Layla said, gesturing for him to follow her. “Let’s get you something dry before you catch your death.”

He trailed behind her, his sneakers squeaking on the wooden floor, every sound amplifying the quiet tension between them. Layla led him to a cozy guest bathroom, its walls painted a warm cream and lined with dark wood trim. A large clawfoot tub dominated the space, steam curling from the water that had already been drawn. It was inviting, luxurious even, a stark contrast to the utilitarian bathroom back at his apartment. Soft towels were folded neatly on a stool, and a robe hung on the back of the door.

“Take your time,” Layla said, leaning against the doorframe. She tilted her head, her dark hair spilling over one shoulder as she smirked. “I’m sure you’ll feel better after a soak.”

“Thanks,” Noah mumbled, his throat dry. He avoided her eyes, the weight of her scrutiny making his skin prickle. She lingered for a moment longer before slipping out of the room, the door closing behind her with a quiet click.


Chapter Two



Alone, Noah exhaled a shaky breath. The room was warm, the air thick with the scent of lavender and something faintly sweet that he couldn’t place. He hesitated, looking at his reflection in the mirror above the sink. His hair was plastered to his forehead, his face pale and tired. He looked like he’d been through a war with the storm outside—and lost.

Stripping out of his wet clothes, he stepped into the tub, the hot water enveloping him like a balm. He sank deeper, letting the warmth seep into his chilled body, muscles relaxing in spite of himself. For a few moments, he let his mind wander, trying to shake off the unease that had followed him from the car to Layla’s doorstep.

But his reprieve didn’t last long. As the water swirled around him, he noticed the silky texture and faint shimmer of the liquid. His brows furrowed, a knot of unease tightening in his stomach. What the hell? He rubbed at his arms, and to his horror, saw the fine hairs peeling away, drifting like gossamer threads in the water. A sharp gasp escaped him.

“Layla!” he called out, his voice echoing in the small space. There was a pause, then her footsteps approached, measured and deliberate. The door cracked open, and she peered in, her expression curious.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, though her lips twitched with the hint of a smirk.

Noah struggled to find words, gesturing to the water. “This… this stuff—it’s making my hair fall out!”

Layla’s eyes widened, then softened with what seemed to be genuine surprise. “Oh no,” she said, a hand covering her mouth as she stifled a laugh. “I must’ve grabbed the wrong bottle. That’s not bubble bath—it’s hair removal lotion. I’m so sorry, Noah.”

“You’re kidding,” he muttered, his cheeks burning with a mixture of anger and humiliation.

“No, really, I am,” she said, stepping inside now, a playful glint in her eyes despite her apologetic tone. “Let me fix this. Wait here.”

As she disappeared again, Noah’s embarrassment only deepened. He sank lower in the water, closing his eyes in frustration. When she returned, her hands were full—a silk robe and a neatly folded set of clothes that, even from a distance, he could tell were not his usual style.

“Here,” she said, placing them on the stool. “I only have my things, so… make do for now.” Her smile was sly, her voice teasing. “I think they’ll suit you just fine.”

Noah stared at the pile, noting the soft fabric and lace peeking out. His face burned as Layla winked and stepped back out, leaving him with the distinct sense that this night was only beginning to veer into the surreal.

Noah exhaled sharply, his breath fogging up the mirror. His damp skin prickled with the unfamiliar sensation of silk against it as he pulled the camisole over his head, the fabric whispering against him. The thin straps sat delicately on his shoulders, the soft material clinging in ways that made his chest tighten with embarrassment. The pajama pants weren’t much better—light, flowing, the floral print utterly alien to anything he had ever worn before. He swallowed hard, his pulse unsteady as he reached for the robe, clutching it around him like armor.

When he finally stepped out of the bathroom, Layla was exactly where he feared she’d be—waiting. She lounged on the couch, her long legs crossed, a wine glass dangling casually from her fingers. The moment her eyes landed on him, her lips curved into a slow, wicked smile.

“Oh,” she purred, tilting her head. “Now, this is a look.”

Noah’s face burned. “I didn’t have a choice,” he muttered, clutching the robe tighter around himself.

Layla’s gaze roamed over him, deliberate, assessing. "No, no, don’t hide," she teased, waving a hand. "Let me see you properly."

He hesitated, his fingers tightening on the robe’s belt, but the way she was looking at him—like she was enjoying this far too much—made defiance feel futile. With a resigned sigh, he loosened the robe just enough for the camisole’s delicate fabric to peek through.

Layla’s grin widened. “You know,” she mused, tapping a manicured nail against her wine glass, “if I didn’t know any better, I’d say you could pass for a girl.”

Noah’s stomach flipped. “Shut up,” he muttered, dropping into the armchair across from her, his cheeks on fire.

“I’m serious.” Layla leaned forward, resting her chin on her palm. “The soft features, the way that silk clings to you… it's almost a shame you’re not.”

Noah groaned, covering his face with his hands. “Can we not do this?”

Layla only laughed, taking another sip of her wine. “Oh, come on, don’t be so shy. I think it suits you.”

Noah gritted his teeth, willing his heart to stop racing. The warmth of the fire against his already-heated skin did nothing to help. “I was just passing through,” he muttered, desperate to change the subject. “I was heading to university. My mom didn’t want me driving in the storm, and since you were on the way…”

Layla raised a skeptical brow. “So you’re telling me you’re a poor, innocent university boy, stranded in a storm with a strange woman?” She leaned back, studying him with an exaggerated pout. “And here I thought there was something interesting about this situation.”

“It’s not a damn fairy tale,” he grumbled, rubbing his temples. “I’m just here because my mom insisted.”

Layla smirked. “And yet… here you are, dressed like a pretty little doll in my living room.”

Noah groaned again, sinking further into his chair. Layla was enjoying this far too much. But what unsettled him most was the strange flicker of something deep in his chest—not just humiliation, but something more complicated. Something that made it impossible to meet her gaze for too long.


Chapter Three



Noah forced himself to ignore Layla’s teasing as they sat down for dinner. The rich aroma of roasted vegetables and something buttery filled the air, making his stomach growl despite the awkwardness of the evening.

Dinner passed in relative peace, much to Noah’s relief. Layla didn’t make any more teasing remarks, nor did she bring up his attire again. Instead, they ate in a comfortable quiet, interrupted only by the occasional clink of silverware against porcelain. The meal was surprisingly good—roasted vegetables, buttery mashed potatoes, and tender chicken that melted in his mouth. Despite everything, Noah found himself relaxing, the warmth of the house seeping into his bones.

When they finished, Layla stood, gathering their plates. “I’ll take care of these,” she said, picking up his empty glass as well. “Make yourself comfortable.”

Noah hesitated. “I can help.”

She waved a dismissive hand. “You’re my guest. Just go relax.” With that, she disappeared into the kitchen, leaving him alone in the cozy living room.

Sighing, he moved to the couch, sinking into the plush cushions. The fire crackled, casting soft shadows across the walls, the glow flickering in a hypnotic rhythm. The storm outside had quieted some, but rain still pattered against the windows, a soothing backdrop to the old black-and-white movie playing on the large TV.

That’s when he noticed it.

A small golden tube sat on the coffee table, standing out against the dark wood. His eyes locked onto it, the flickering firelight making the metal casing gleam. His fingers twitched before he even realized he was reaching for it.

It was lipstick.

He rolled it between his fingers, feeling the smooth weight of it, his heart beating just a little too fast. It was such a small thing, yet it carried an undeniable sense of intimacy, as if he was touching something personal, something forbidden. Slowly, he twisted the base, watching as the deep ruby-red color emerged. It was bold, striking—the kind of shade that made a statement.

A strange curiosity gripped him. What would it feel like?

Before he could decide, a voice broke through the quiet.

“Oh?” Layla’s tone was amused, but not mocking. “Couldn’t resist, could you?”

Noah jolted, nearly fumbling the lipstick as he turned toward her. She stood in the doorway, drying her hands on a dish towel, one eyebrow arched.

“I—I wasn’t—” he stammered, but the words stuck in his throat.

Layla stepped closer, her lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. She reached down, plucking the tube effortlessly from his grasp. “No need to be embarrassed,” she murmured, twisting it in her fingers. “You were curious.”

Noah swallowed hard, heat creeping up his neck. “I was just⁠—”

Layla tilted her head, studying him. “Why don’t you try it?”

His breath hitched. “What?”

She smiled, leaning down, so close he could feel the warmth of her breath against his cheek. “You’ve already come this far,” she whispered. “Why not see how it looks on you?”

Noah’s pulse pounded in his ears, the firelight flickering in Layla’s dark eyes as she held the lipstick between them. Her expression was unreadable, poised somewhere between amusement and something deeper—something unsettlingly intimate. His mouth went dry as he tried to form a response, but nothing came out.

Layla tapped the lipstick tube against her palm, considering him. “Come on,” she coaxed, her voice soft but insistent. “You were curious enough to pick it up. Why not see for yourself?”

“I wasn’t—” he started, but the protest felt weak, even to him. The truth was, he had been curious. That was the problem.

Layla smirked, sensing his hesitation. “Let me,” she murmured, her voice dipping into something silky, something impossible to resist. She reached out, her fingers ghosting along his jaw, tilting his chin ever so slightly. Her touch was light, barely there, but it sent a shiver through him.

His breath caught as she eased onto the couch beside him, their knees almost touching. The scent of her perfume wrapped around him, heady and rich. He should have pulled away, laughed it off, said no thanks—but he didn’t.

He sat perfectly still as she twisted the lipstick tube once more, the deep red bullet emerging like a forbidden secret.

“Relax,” she whispered, and before he could even think to protest, she traced the color over his lips in a slow, deliberate stroke.

Noah’s heart slammed against his ribs. The sensation was strange—cool at first, then warming as the pigment settled against his skin. Layla was impossibly close now, her eyes locked onto his mouth, her expression unreadable. She swept the lipstick across his lower lip, then his upper, her touch achingly precise.

“There,” she murmured, pulling back just enough to admire her work. Her thumb ghosted over his chin, smoothing away an imperceptible smudge. “Perfect.”

Noah swallowed hard. The weight of the color on his lips felt heavy, almost electric. He knew it was just a cosmetic, just a stupid game, but his body wasn’t listening to logic. Heat burned low in his stomach, a foreign mix of nerves and something dangerously close to excitement.

Layla tilted her head, studying him like he was a work of art she’d just completed. “You know…” she mused, her voice barely above a whisper, “I was only joking before, but now…” She leaned in, her lips just inches from his, her breath warm against his skin.

“You really could pass for a girl.”

Noah exhaled sharply, his fingers tightening against his thighs. He didn’t know what to say, didn’t know how to be in this moment. His reflection in the dark TV screen caught his eye, and for a second, he barely recognized himself.

The fire crackled. The storm raged outside. And Layla… Layla was still watching him, waiting for something.

For him to decide what came next.

Noah barely had time to react before Layla was already reaching for something from the small drawer beside the couch. The golden lipstick tube wasn’t the only thing on the table—there was a sleek black case, the kind he’d seen in makeup tutorials that sometimes played in the background when his mom left the TV on. He knew what was inside before she even flipped it open. Brushes, compacts, and tubes of color gleamed under the warm light, an entire arsenal at her fingertips.

He tensed. “What are you doing?”

Layla smiled, that same lazy, knowing smirk. “Oh, come on, Noah,” she murmured, uncapping a slim black pencil. “You’ve already let me do your lips. Might as well complete the look.”

His throat tightened. “I—no, I don’t think⁠—”

She moved closer, the couch dipping beneath her weight, her knees brushing his thigh as she leaned in. “Shh,” she murmured, tilting his chin up with a single, delicate touch. “Just trust me.”

He should have pulled away. But he didn’t.

Layla’s fingers were gentle, her palm warm as she steadied his face. The first touch of the eyeliner sent a shiver through him—cool and precise as she dragged the tip across his upper lash line.

“Close your eyes,” she said softly.

Noah swallowed and obeyed.

The sensation was strange—delicate, almost intimate in a way he wasn’t prepared for. She worked with practiced ease, her touch featherlight as she traced over his lids, drawing out a shape he couldn’t yet see. He could feel the slight pressure of her fingers against his temple, the slow, careful movement as she extended the line into a sharp wing.

“There,” she breathed, pulling back to admire her work.

Noah blinked, his lashes fluttering as he adjusted to the sensation of the liner. It felt heavier than he expected, a subtle weight on his eyelids that made his face feel unfamiliar.

Layla wasn’t done.

She reached for something else, a small compact case. “Now for the fun part,” she mused, popping it open to reveal a set of delicate false lashes.

Noah’s breath hitched. “Wait⁠—”

Layla hushed him with a single, amused glance. “It’s just glue,” she reassured, dabbing the lash band with something clear and tacky. “Hold still.”

Noah barely had time to brace himself before she pressed the first lash against his upper lid, her fingers soft but sure as she adjusted it into place. His pulse thundered as she worked, the sensation strange, foreign—but not unpleasant.

“Perfect,” she murmured, pressing the second lash down.

She pulled back, studying him, a slow grin spreading across her lips. “Oh, Noah.” Her voice was laced with satisfaction. “You have no idea how good this looks.”

His stomach twisted. “I⁠—”

Layla reached for the small mirror on the table, flipping it open before handing it to him. “Go on,” she said, her tone almost eager. “Take a look.”

Noah hesitated, dread curling in his stomach. But he took the mirror anyway.

The person staring back at him wasn’t him.

Or, at least, it shouldn’t have been.

The sharp black wings of the eyeliner made his eyes look larger, more striking. The false lashes curled high, casting delicate shadows against his cheekbones. And the lipstick—the deep, velvet red of it—pulled everything together into something… different.

Something almost beautiful.

His breath came short. His fingers tightened around the mirror’s handle.

Layla’s voice was softer now, almost teasing, but with something warmer beneath it. “See?” she murmured. “I told you you’d look stunning.”

Noah couldn’t tear his eyes away from the reflection in the mirror. It was him, and yet… it wasn’t. The thick, fluttering lashes, the dark wings of eyeliner sharpening his gaze, the red lipstick making his lips look softer, fuller. His features hadn’t changed, but they looked different, subtly reshaped by Layla’s careful touch.

His stomach twisted, heat curling at the base of his spine. He shouldn’t like this. He shouldn’t even be considering it. And yet…

Layla watched him closely, her smile slow and knowing. “You’re quiet,” she murmured, tilting her head. “Not what you expected?”

Noah swallowed hard, tearing his gaze away from the mirror. “It’s… weird,” he muttered, his voice lower than he meant it to be.

Layla chuckled, tucking one leg beneath her as she settled more comfortably on the couch. “Weird?” she echoed, feigning offense. “That’s all you have to say?”

Noah struggled to find words, shifting uncomfortably. “I mean… I look…” His throat tightened. He couldn’t bring himself to finish the sentence. I look… good? Pretty?

Layla smirked, filling in the blanks for him. “You look gorgeous,” she purred. “And admit it—part of you likes it.”

His jaw clenched. “I—no, that’s not⁠—”

She leaned in, close enough that he could feel the warmth of her body, close enough that her perfume curled around him, rich and heady. “Noah,” she murmured, her fingers reaching out to brush against his cheek, just lightly enough to make his breath catch. “Lying doesn’t suit you.”

His pulse thundered in his ears. The firelight flickered, shadows dancing along the walls, making the moment feel heavier, more intimate. He was hyper-aware of every sensation—the heat of her touch, the silk of the camisole against his skin, the faint weight of the lashes when he blinked.

Layla’s smirk softened, her amusement melting into something almost affectionate. “You don’t have to fight it,” she murmured. “It’s just makeup. Just a little fun.”


Chapter Four



Noah exhaled shakily. He wanted to argue, wanted to tell her she was wrong, that this was nothing—but his body betrayed him. His fingers reached up before he could stop them, grazing over his own lips, smudging slightly against the red pigment.

Layla’s eyes darkened at the gesture. “Careful,” she murmured, watching him closely. “You’ll ruin my work.”

His hand dropped immediately, embarrassment heating his face. Layla chuckled, shaking her head. “You really are adorable,” she mused.

Noah ran a hand through his hair, his thoughts a chaotic mess. “This night is insane,” he muttered.

Layla grinned. “Oh, sweetheart,” she purred, reaching for something else from the makeup bag. “It’s only just getting started.”

Noah’s fingers trembled as he lifted the mirror again, drawn to his reflection despite the turmoil raging inside him. His breath hitched at the sight. It wasn’t just the lipstick or the eyeliner—it was all of it. The thick lashes softened his gaze, made his eyes look deeper, almost sultry. The red lips added a boldness, a contrast to the lingering uncertainty in his expression.

And then there was his hair—slightly damp, tousled, falling just past his ears in soft waves. With the makeup, it framed his face in a way that made the illusion even stronger. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard.

I could pass as a girl right now.

The thought sent a sharp, unexpected thrill down his spine. He clenched his fingers around the mirror’s handle, his heart hammering against his ribs. He shouldn’t feel this way. He should be embarrassed, angry, eager to wipe it all off and forget this ever happened.

But he wasn’t.

Layla watched him in silence, her smirk lingering but not quite as teasing now. She could see it—the flicker of something new, something he was struggling to name. She leaned forward, elbows resting on her knees, her voice dropping to a murmur.

“You see it now, don’t you?”

Noah tore his gaze from the mirror, meeting her eyes. They were steady, searching. He opened his mouth, then closed it, unsure of what to say—unsure of what he even wanted to say. His entire body felt too warm, too aware of itself.

Layla’s fingers trailed lightly over his wrist, her touch featherlight. “It’s confusing, isn’t it?” she mused, tilting her head. “That little spark inside you.”

He tensed. “I don’t⁠—”

“You do.” Her tone was gentle, but firm. “I can see it. You’re curious. Maybe more than curious.”

Noah’s breath came shallow, his grip tightening on the mirror. He glanced at his reflection again, as if searching for answers in the painted features staring back at him.

Layla’s lips curled into a knowing smile. “Tell me, Noah,” she murmured. “If I called you Nora right now… would it really feel that wrong?”

His stomach flipped, a strange, electric shiver spreading through his limbs.

He had no idea how to answer her. And the worst part?

A small, secret part of him wasn’t sure he wanted to say no.

Noah’s grip on the mirror tightened, his breath uneven as Layla’s words settled into his bones. Nora. The name curled around his mind like smoke, lingering, tempting. He knew he should shut this down, tell her she was wrong, laugh it off as a joke. But he didn’t. He couldn’t.

Because deep inside, buried beneath the layers of unease and resistance, there was something else—something darker, something thrilling.

He looked at himself again. The girl in the mirror—because wasn’t that what she was now?—stared back, her lips slightly parted, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and anticipation. His heart pounded as he imagined what it would be like if he was her. If he had always been her.

His fingers twitched, hovering near his collarbone, tracing the delicate strap of the camisole. The lace felt foreign, yet strangely… comforting. A secret part of him wondered how much further this illusion could go.

Layla leaned in, her voice a velvet whisper. “You like it, don’t you?”

Noah swallowed hard. “I⁠—”

Layla’s fingers brushed his chin, tilting his face slightly. “Shhh,” she soothed, her nails grazing his jaw. “No need to say anything.”

His pulse stuttered as she reached for something else from her makeup bag—a small brush, dipped in a soft, peachy powder.

“Let’s add just a little more,” she murmured, her touch light as she dusted it along his cheekbones. “A hint of blush… to bring out that pretty flush you’ve already got.”

Noah’s skin burned under her fingers, though whether from embarrassment or something else, he wasn’t sure anymore.

Layla smiled, satisfied. “There,” she purred. “Now you’re perfect.”

He looked at himself again, and this time, his stomach twisted not in horror, but in something dangerously close to excitement.

Layla traced the curve of his jaw, her voice softer now, almost hypnotic. “I could dress you up even more,” she mused. “Give you a pretty little outfit. Maybe a skirt. Something delicate, something soft.”

Noah’s breath hitched.

“You’d be such a beautiful girl,” she whispered.

His entire body tensed, his heartbeat drumming wildly in his ears. The thought should have terrified him.

It didn’t.

It thrilled him.

Noah barely had time to process the wild, dizzying thoughts racing through his mind before the unmistakable sound of keys jingling in the front door froze him in place.

His stomach plummeted.

Layla’s smirk vanished, her entire body stiffening as she turned sharply toward the sound. “Shit,” she muttered under her breath.

The lock clicked. The handle turned.

Noah’s heart slammed against his ribs. “Who⁠—?”

Layla shot up from the couch, her expression tightening. “It must be Rob,” she whispered urgently.

Noah blinked, confusion momentarily cutting through his panic. “Rob?”

Layla exhaled sharply. “My husband.”

His breath stalled in his throat. Husband? He had never heard anything about a husband. His mind scrambled through every half-remembered detail his mother had ever mentioned about Layla, and not once had she ever brought up a husband.

“You—” His voice came out strangled. “You’re married?”

Layla barely spared him a glance, too focused on the door. “Not the time, sweetheart,” she hissed, her voice clipped. “Stay calm.”

But how the hell was he supposed to stay calm? His reflection in the mirror flashed in the corner of his eye—long lashes, red lips, the delicate camisole barely visible beneath the loose robe. He looked nothing like Noah. He wasn’t himself anymore.

He was Nora.

Panic clawed up his throat. His legs felt locked in place, his body frozen as the front door swung open.

A deep voice rumbled through the entryway. “Layla? You home?”

Noah sucked in a sharp breath.

Rob was here.

He stepped inside, shaking off his damp coat as he let out a tired sigh. He ran a hand through his dark, rain-dampened hair, his sharp blue eyes scanning the room. “Didn’t think I’d be back so soon,” he said, his voice low and casual. “Storm grounded a few flights. Meetings got pushed. Figured I’d rather be home than holed up in a hotel all week.”

Layla smiled smoothly, closing the space between them with an effortless grace. “That is a surprise,” she said, her voice light, but Noah didn’t miss the way her fingers tensed slightly against the hem of her robe. “I would’ve picked you up if I knew.”

Rob shrugged, unbothered. “Didn’t want to bother you.” His eyes flicked toward the living room then, and that’s when he noticed her.

Noah.

Or rather—Nora.

Noah’s stomach clenched as Rob’s gaze settled on him, the scrutiny immediate and unnerving. The living room, once a cozy refuge, suddenly felt stifling. He shifted instinctively, gripping the edge of his robe, as if that could somehow shield him from Rob’s assessing eyes.

Rob’s expression was unreadable, but the slight furrow of his brow made Noah’s pulse stutter. “Didn’t know we had company.”

Layla barely missed a beat. With a smooth, practiced ease, she turned toward Noah with a small, inviting smile. “This is Nora,” she said, the name sliding off her tongue effortlessly. “Diana’s daughter.”

Rob blinked, his brows knitting together slightly. “Diana?”

“You remember Diana,” Layla continued, stepping closer to him. “My old friend? We worked together for a while. She moved out of state, but we still keep in touch.”

Rob’s gaze flickered between Layla and Noah again, slower this time. Noah felt it like a tangible weight, the way his presence was being examined, measured.

“Diana’s daughter?” Rob echoed, his voice laced with mild skepticism.

Layla nodded easily. “She was driving to university and got caught in the storm,” she explained. “Her mom called me, asked if she could stay here for the night. I wasn’t about to leave her out in that weather.”

Rob’s jaw shifted slightly, but then his eyes lowered—just briefly—just enough.

Noah saw it happen in real-time.

Rob’s gaze landed on Layla’s waist, on the curve of the snug pajama pants she was wearing, on the slight, unmistakable bulge pressing against the soft fabric.

A flicker of something passed through Rob’s expression—curiosity? Confusion? Amusement? Noah couldn’t tell.

Then Rob looked back up, locking eyes with Layla.

His brow arched, and he repeated, slower this time—pointed:

“Daughter?”

The room tensed, the words hanging heavy in the air.

Layla didn’t flinch. Not even a little.

Instead, her lips curved into a slow, knowing smile.

“Yes,” she said, her voice calm, unwavering.

Noah could barely breathe.

For a moment, Rob just looked at her. At him. At both of them.

Then, without another word, he exhaled and draped his coat over the chair.

“Well,” he muttered, rubbing a hand over his jaw. “Didn’t expect company tonight.”

And just like that, he turned, walking toward the kitchen, leaving the tension lingering in the air like the last crackles of a dying fire.

Noah’s fingers dug into the fabric of the robe, his heart still hammering against his ribs.

Layla only smiled.

Layla let out a soft sigh, rolling her shoulders back as if the moment of tension had never happened. She turned toward Noah—Nora—and gave a small, knowing smile. “Well, since Rob decided to surprise us,” she mused, reaching out and smoothing an invisible wrinkle on Noah’s robe, “let’s be good girls and get him some dinner.”

Noah stiffened. Good girls. The words sent a hot, shameful shiver down his spine.

Layla didn’t wait for his reaction. She simply turned toward the kitchen, motioning for him to follow. “Luckily, there’s still enough food left,” she continued smoothly. “Not that he deserves it, showing up unannounced like this.”

Rob chuckled from where he was standing near the counter, pouring himself a glass of water. “Didn’t realize I needed to ask permission to come home,” he said, smirking.

Layla shot him a look. “A little heads-up would’ve been nice,” she countered, but her voice was playful.

Noah swallowed hard and followed her into the kitchen, his mind still reeling. His body felt… wrong. Not in a bad way, but in a way he wasn’t sure how to process. He was wearing silk and lace, his lips painted red, his lashes thick and fluttering, and now—now—he was being asked to serve dinner to another man while dressed like this.

And the worst part?

The thrill was back. That strange, electric feeling curling in his stomach, making his hands feel unsteady as he reached for a plate.

Layla glanced at him, eyes glinting with amusement. She leaned in, close enough that he could feel her breath against his ear.

“You’re blushing,” she whispered, her voice low and teasing.

Noah’s grip tightened on the plate. “I—It’s warm in here,” he mumbled, but it was a pathetic excuse.

Layla only smirked, pulling out the leftover roasted vegetables and chicken, plating them with practiced ease. “Here,” she said, passing him a plate. “Take this to him, sweetheart.”

Noah hesitated. His fingers trembled slightly as he took the plate, his entire body on edge as he turned back toward the dining table.

Rob was already sitting down, rubbing a hand over his jaw, looking relaxed—completely unaware of the war happening inside Noah’s head.

His heart pounded as he stepped forward, carefully setting the plate in front of Rob. He tried not to think about how soft the robe felt against his skin, how the lace of the camisole grazed his chest, how the lingering scent of Layla’s perfume clung to him.

Rob glanced up at him as he set the plate down. His blue eyes flickered over Noah’s face, his painted lips, his delicate lashes.

For a moment, Noah was sure he was going to say something.

But then, Rob just nodded. “Thanks, Nora”

Noah let out a breath he didn’t realize he was holding. He turned quickly, moving to retreat back to the kitchen⁠—

But Layla’s voice stopped him.

“Good girl,” she murmured, so softly that only he could hear.

Noah’s knees nearly buckled.

Heat coiled deep in his stomach, shame and excitement twisting together in a way that left him breathless.

He didn’t dare look back at Rob.

Because the worst part wasn’t that he was dressed like this.

The worst part was that he liked it.

Layla leaned against the counter, watching him with open amusement as he tried to steady his breath. “You handled that well,” she murmured, crossing her arms. “I was half-expecting you to drop the plate.”

Noah shot her a glare, though it lacked any real heat. His hands were still shaking slightly, the lingering rush of adrenaline making his body feel too warm, too restless. “I wasn’t exactly comfortable,” he muttered.

Layla smirked, tilting her head as she eyed him up and down. “Because I told him you were Nora,” she said, her voice rich with amusement. “And you played the part beautifully.”

Noah’s stomach twisted. “I—I wasn’t playing anything.”

Layla let out a low chuckle, stepping closer, her fingers grazing the countertop as she watched him squirm. “Oh, really?” she mused, raising an eyebrow. “You walked in all soft and shy, put his dinner down so carefully, and didn’t say a word when he thanked you. You were so polite.” She leaned in, lowering her voice just enough to make his skin prickle. “A proper little hostess.”

Noah’s face burned. “Shut up.”

But Layla only grinned. “What’s wrong, sweetheart? You looked so natural doing it.”

Noah exhaled sharply, gripping the edge of the counter as if it could anchor him. The worst part was—she wasn’t wrong. He had been hyper-aware of everything—the way he moved, the way Rob’s eyes flicked over him without hesitation, without suspicion. He had felt different in that moment. And somewhere deep inside him, buried beneath the confusion and nerves… he had liked it.

Layla must have seen something flicker in his expression because her smirk widened. “Oh,” she purred, stepping even closer, her voice a near whisper. “You did like it, didn’t you?”

Noah’s breath hitched. “I⁠—”

She reached up, her fingers ghosting along his jawline, the lightest of touches. “Don’t be shy, sweetheart,” she murmured, her nails dragging slightly against his skin. “I saw the way you looked when he called you Nora. The way your lips parted just a little.” Her eyes gleamed with wicked amusement. “You liked being seen that way.”

Noah couldn’t breathe. His heart pounded, his body betraying him, heat curling in his stomach, making his knees feel unsteady.

Because she was right.

And he had no idea what that meant.

Noah’s breath came uneven, his grip on the counter tightening as he willed himself to deny it, to fight against the heat coiling low in his stomach. But his body betrayed him. The weight of Layla’s gaze, the teasing lilt in her voice, the way she had seen straight through him—it made his pulse race, made something inside him tangle into a knot he couldn’t unravel.

“I—I didn’t,” he tried weakly, but the words felt flimsy, insubstantial.

Layla let out a soft hum, tilting her head, her fingers still grazing the edge of his jaw. “Didn’t what, sweetheart?” she coaxed, her voice like silk, effortlessly slipping beneath his defenses. “Didn’t like how pretty you looked? Didn’t like the way Rob didn’t even question it?” She leaned in, her lips so close to his ear that he swore he could feel the warmth of her breath. “Didn’t like being my good girl?”

Noah’s entire body went rigid. A sharp, involuntary shiver ran down his spine, his breath catching in his throat. He wanted to tell her to stop—to shut up—but his voice refused to work.

Layla chuckled, stepping back just enough to meet his eyes, amusement dancing in her gaze. “Oh, Noah,” she purred, dragging out his name deliberately, making it sound almost foreign, as if she was deciding whether or not it still belonged to him.

Noah swallowed hard, trying to find his footing, trying to regain even a fraction of control over the situation. “You’re—” His voice cracked slightly, and he cleared his throat. “You’re just messing with me.”

Layla smiled, slow and knowing. “Am I?” she mused. “Or am I just saying what you’re too scared to admit?”

He hated how much her words landed, how deeply they buried themselves in the parts of him he didn’t want to examine.

Before he could find a response—before he could even try—Rob’s voice called from the dining room.

Noah placed the glass in front of Rob carefully, his fingers brushing against the table as he pulled away. His breath caught, waiting for something—some kind of comment, some reaction.

But Rob barely looked up. He was already glancing at his phone, his thumb scrolling as he spoke absently. “They’re saying on the news the storm’s worse than expected,” he muttered. “Doesn’t look like it’ll clear up tomorrow either.”

Noah’s stomach twisted.

Before he could react, Layla strolled back into the living room, a soft chuckle escaping her lips. “Oh dear,” she mused, leaning against the doorway with a smirk. “Looks like Nora might be staying a little longer than planned.”

Noah’s breath hitched, his fingers curling against the edge of his robe. The weight of her words settled heavily in his chest.

Longer.

He’d have to stay longer.

Dressed like this.

Looking like this.

Playing this role.

Rob didn’t even glance up, still focused on his phone. “Yeah, roads are a mess. Probably safer that way.”

Noah swallowed hard, heat rising to his face. Safer. Safer? It felt anything but safe.

Layla’s smirk deepened as she tilted her head. “Well, sweetheart,” she purred, her voice thick with mischief, “I guess you’ll just have to get comfortable.”

Noah’s entire body tensed, his heart pounding against his ribs.

Because deep down, despite every protest screaming in his mind⁠—

He already was.


Chapter Five



After Rob finished his dinner, he leaned back in his chair, stretching with a satisfied sigh. “That hit the spot,” he muttered, taking a final sip of wine before standing. “I’m gonna shower. Long drive.”

Layla smirked. “Sure, make yourself at home,” she teased. “Oh wait, you are home.”

Rob shot her an amused look before disappearing down the hallway.

As soon as he was gone, Layla turned to Noah—Nora—with a knowing smile. “Come on, sweetheart,” she purred, standing gracefully. “Let’s clean up. Be a good girl and help me with the dishes.”

Noah’s stomach tightened, heat rushing to his face. He wanted to argue, to roll his eyes, to say stop calling me that—but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, he just followed her into the kitchen, his bare feet silent against the cool tiles.

Layla made a show of stacking the plates, passing them to Noah with a playful wink. “You dry, I wash,” she instructed, turning on the tap.

Noah exhaled sharply, grabbing a dish towel. The weight of the night still pressed on him, every moment feeling surreal, but as he fell into the rhythmic motions of drying the plates, he found himself calming down.

Layla hummed softly as she washed, flicking soapy water at him every now and then, laughing when he scowled. “Relax, sweetheart,” she teased. “You’re so tense.”

Noah forced himself to breathe, his fingers working the towel over a plate. “Hard not to be,” he muttered.

Layla chuckled. “You’re doing just fine.” Her gaze flicked over him briefly before she handed him another plate. “Actually… you’re doing better than fine.”

Noah swallowed, his heart skipping a beat at the way she looked at him—like she was proud of him. Like she liked this.

And the strangest part?

He liked it too.

When the dishes were done, Layla grabbed the wine bottle and two glasses before leading them back to the living room. She flopped onto the plush sofa, patting the seat beside her. “Come on,” she coaxed. “We’re officially on storm lockdown. Might as well get comfortable.”

Noah hesitated for only a second before sitting down, his body sinking into the cushions beside her. The fire crackled softly in front of them, casting the room in a warm, golden glow.

Layla handed him a glass of wine, clinking hers against his. “To unexpected guests,” she mused, a wicked glint in her eye.

Noah took a slow sip, the warmth of the drink spreading through him.

And as he sat there, curled up on the couch, still wrapped in silk and lace, he realized something unsettling.

He wasn’t uncomfortable anymore.

The warmth of the wine seeped into Noah’s limbs, relaxing him more than he wanted to admit. The fire flickered in the dimly lit room, casting soft golden light across Layla’s face as she stretched out on the sofa beside him. She looked utterly at ease, one long leg draped lazily over the other, her fingers idly tracing the rim of her glass.

Noah sat more stiffly, his hands curled around his drink, hyper-aware of the silk robe against his skin, of the way the camisole clung to him beneath it. He felt soft. Feminine. And most unsettling of all—comfortable.

Layla noticed. Of course, she did.

Her smirk deepened as she took another sip of wine, her eyes gleaming over the rim of the glass. "You’re starting to settle in, aren’t you?" she mused.

Noah exhaled sharply, staring into his drink. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Layla laughed softly, shifting closer. “Oh, sweetheart,” she murmured, setting her glass down on the coffee table. “You’re sitting there like a perfect little doll, sipping wine in silk and lace, and you’re still trying to pretend this isn’t getting to you?” She reached out, trailing a single finger along the edge of his robe. “Still trying to pretend you don’t like it?”

Noah tensed, but he didn’t pull away. His breath hitched as her fingers brushed against his collarbone, just beneath the edge of the fabric. A dangerous shiver ran down his spine.

Layla leaned in slightly, lowering her voice. “I think you’re enjoying this more than you realize,” she whispered, her tone teasing but laced with something else—something deeper.

Noah’s throat went dry. He should deny it. Should laugh it off. Should do anything but sit here, frozen, letting her words burrow into his skin like they belonged there.

But he didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t even blink.

Because deep down—beneath the confusion, the humiliation, the lingering nerves—there was a slow, undeniable truth creeping up his spine.

She was right.

And that terrified him more than anything.

Noah’s head swam, the warmth of the wine settling into his bones, making everything feel hazy, weightless. The fire flickered in front of them, casting shadows that danced across Layla’s face as she leaned in closer—too close.

Her thigh pressed against his, her fingers tracing small circles along the edge of his robe, barely brushing against his skin. Every touch sent a slow, electric shiver down his spine, making his breath shallow, his limbs light.

Layla poured them another glass, her smirk never fading as she handed it to him. “Drink up, sweetheart,” she murmured. “You’re awfully quiet.”

Noah swallowed thickly, taking a slow sip, but his hands were unsteady. He wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or the way she was looking at him—like she knew exactly what was happening inside his head, what she was doing to him.

Layla tilted her head, her dark eyes gleaming with something unreadable. “You know…” she mused, her voice lower now, smoother, “I could help you.”

Noah blinked, the glass pausing midair. “Help me?”

Layla smirked, setting her own glass down on the coffee table before turning to fully face him. She reached out, her nails lightly grazing his jawline, tilting his chin just enough to force him to meet her gaze. “You’re already so pretty like this,” she murmured. “But I could make you feel even more.”

Noah’s stomach flipped. “More?” he echoed, his voice barely above a whisper.

Layla’s fingers trailed lower, along his collarbone, toying with the edge of his camisole. “Maybe you don’t just want to look like a girl,” she whispered, her breath warm against his skin. “Maybe you want to feel like one.”

Noah’s breath hitched, his heart slamming against his ribs.

She watched him carefully, her smirk widening as she saw the hesitation—the way his lips parted slightly, the way his body tensed, waiting.

“Wouldn’t you like to know what it’s really like?” she continued, her voice velvety smooth. “To be soft. To be delicate. To feel everything a real girl would?”

Noah’s mind reeled, spinning between the alcohol, the fire, the way Layla was practically pressing against him now, her hand still ghosting over his skin.

His whole body felt tight, like he had been holding his breath all night—not just tonight, but for longer than he could even understand. Like something inside him had been building, pushing against his ribs, against his throat, desperate to be let out.

And now—now, he couldn’t hold it back anymore.

He exhaled sharply, his fingers trembling against the silk robe, against the lace of the camisole underneath. His lips parted, the words already forming before he could stop them.

“I want it,” he whispered.

Layla stilled.

Her eyes locked onto his, searching, waiting. “What do you want, sweetheart?” she asked softly, but her voice carried something deeper, something that told him she already knew.

Noah’s chest rose and fell in uneven breaths. He wanted this. He had been pretending all night that he didn’t, that it was all just a game she was playing, a joke at his expense. But the truth had been clawing at him from the moment he put on the robe, from the moment he saw himself in the mirror.

He swallowed, his voice shaking. “I want to… I want to feel like a girl.”

Layla’s lips curled into a slow, wicked smile.

“Oh, Nora,” she purred, her fingers tracing down the side of his neck, slow and deliberate. “I thought you’d never say it.”

Heat rushed through Noah’s body so fast it left him dizzy. Layla shifted even closer, her thigh pressing fully against his now, her fingers trailing down the open edge of his robe.

“You’ve been wanting this all night, haven’t you?” she murmured, her voice teasing but not unkind. “Fighting it. Pretending you didn’t like it.”

Noah’s breath shuddered. He didn’t even try to deny it.

Layla chuckled, shaking her head. “You poor thing,” she mused, reaching up to brush her fingers against his lips—still stained red with lipstick. “You don’t have to pretend anymore.”

Noah exhaled shakily, his whole body aching with a need he didn’t know how to name. He felt like he had finally stepped over an invisible line, one he could never cross back.

Layla leaned in, her lips barely an inch from his ear.

“Let’s make you feel perfect,” she whispered.

Layla grabbed Noah’s—Nora’s—hand, her grip warm, firm, but undeniably gentle. Without hesitation, she led her through the dimly lit hallway, their footsteps soft against the hardwood floor.

Noah’s heart pounded in her chest, a nervous, eager energy coiling tightly inside her. The air felt electric, like the moment before a storm—full of anticipation, full of something new.

As they passed the bathroom, the faint sound of running water echoed behind the closed door. Rob was still in the shower. Layla slowed, smirking slightly as she rapped her knuckles against the door.

“Still alive in there?” she teased.

A low, rumbling chuckle came from inside. “Yeah,” Rob muttered. “Long day. Just needed some relaxation.”

Layla rolled her eyes playfully. “Don’t drown,” she called before turning back to Nora, her smirk deepening.

Noah—Nora—swallowed hard, every nerve in her body lit up like fire. Layla squeezed her hand and continued down the hall, leading her to a room at the very end.

The bedroom.

Layla pushed open the door, the scent of lavender and something sweet lingering in the air. The room was bathed in soft, golden light from a small lamp on the bedside table. The bed itself was large, covered in plush blankets and pillows that looked impossibly inviting.

Layla turned to her, her expression shifting—still playful, but with something softer underneath.

“Lay down,” she murmured, her voice low, coaxing. “Get comfortable.”

Nora hesitated, her breath catching in her throat. The weight of the moment pressed down on her, thick and intoxicating.

She wasn’t just dressing up anymore.

She wasn’t just playing along.

She was choosing this.

Slowly, she moved toward the bed, the silk robe whispering against her skin as she climbed onto the mattress. She lay back against the pillows, her body sinking into the softness.

Layla watched her, dark eyes gleaming with something unreadable.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

And for the first time, Nora didn’t flinch at the words.

She welcomed them.


Chapter Six



Layla moved onto the bed with effortless grace, her body sinking into the plush mattress beside Nora. The room felt smaller now, the space between them charged with something thick and electric. Layla’s fingers brushed against the edge of Nora’s robe, toying with the silky fabric, teasing but unhurried.

“You’re so tense,” Layla murmured, her voice low, almost soothing. “Relax, sweetheart.”

Nora swallowed hard, her breath uneven. She wanted to relax, but everything about this moment—about her—set her entire body alight. She wasn’t used to being seen like this, feeling like this. The camisole clung to her frame, the silk cool against her heated skin, the makeup still perfect on her face, reminding her of the role she had fully stepped into.

Layla’s hands moved lower, trailing along her waist before dipping to the waistband of her snug pajama pants. She hooked her fingers beneath them, her touch light, testing.

Nora’s breath hitched.

Layla smirked at her reaction. “Shy?” she teased, tilting her head. “You don’t have to be.”

Nora couldn’t answer, her throat tight, her body tense with anticipation. But she didn’t stop Layla when she slowly began to pull the pants down, inch by inch, the fabric sliding against her thighs before being tossed effortlessly to the floor.

A rush of cool air kissed her now-bare legs, making her shiver. She felt exposed, vulnerable in a way she had never been before.

Layla watched her carefully, her eyes dark and knowing. “You’re blushing,” she mused, dragging a single finger along the inside of Nora’s thigh.

Nora turned her head away, her body betraying her with every shaky breath, every twitch of her fingers. “I—I don’t know what I’m doing,” she admitted, voice barely above a whisper.

Layla chuckled, slow and warm. “That’s the best part,” she murmured, leaning in just enough that their lips were nearly brushing. “You don’t have to know. You just have to feel.”

Nora’s heart pounded so hard she was sure Layla could hear it.

She was terrified.

She was thrilled.

And she couldn’t wait to see what came next.

Layla’s finger trailed teasingly along Nora’s thigh, her touch featherlight, sending shivers up her spine. Every nerve in her body was hyper-aware of her presence, the slow drag of her nails against sensitive skin.

Then, Layla’s gaze flickered downward, her smirk deepening as she took in what lay between Nora’s legs. A soft, amused chuckle escaped her lips.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she murmured, her voice dripping with wicked amusement. “It’s so tiny.”

Nora’s entire body tensed, heat rushing to her face. Shame and arousal tangled inside her, twisting so tightly she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. “I—” Her voice caught in her throat, her breath shallow.

Layla tilted her head, her fingers ghosting just a little higher. “Maybe this is your true destiny, hmm?” she mused, her voice teasing but with an undeniable edge of something deeper. “Maybe you were always meant to be a girl.”

Nora’s stomach flipped, her body betraying her with every reaction. She should have felt humiliated. She was humiliated. But at the same time⁠—

The way Layla said it.

The way she looked at her.

The way it made her feel small, delicate, feminine⁠—

It only made the heat inside her burn hotter.

Layla leaned in, her lips barely brushing against Nora’s ear. “I think you like that idea,” she whispered, her voice thick with amusement.

Nora whimpered, her fingers gripping the sheets beneath her.

Because the worst part—the part that sent a sharp, dangerous thrill down her spine⁠—

Was that Layla was right.

Layla’s smirk deepened as she gently nudged Nora’s legs apart, her touch both teasing and firm. The flickering firelight cast golden shadows across the room, highlighting the way Nora’s body trembled beneath her.

“To become a girl,” Layla murmured, her voice low and hypnotic, “you need to experience what it feels like to be one.”

Nora’s breath caught, her pulse hammering in her ears. The words sent a thrill through her—a real girl, experiencing pleasure as they do. The idea both terrified and excited her in a way she couldn’t quite explain.

Layla’s fingers trailed lower, slow and deliberate, tracing along the untouched, sensitive spot between Nora’s legs. Her touch was light, exploring, sending shivers racing up Nora’s spine.

“You’re already so soft here,” Layla murmured, her fingers lingering for a moment before pulling away.

Nora’s lips parted, a small, shaky breath escaping. She felt vulnerable in a way she never had before, exposed in both body and mind. But at the same time, there was trust. Layla wasn’t just playing with her—she was guiding her, helping her step into something new.

Layla reached over to the nightstand, her movements unhurried, grabbing a small bottle of lube. She tilted it slightly, letting the liquid coat her fingers.

Her eyes met Nora’s again, dark and unreadable. “Relax,” she whispered. “Let me take care of you.”

Nora’s body tensed and melted all at once. Her mind swirled with thoughts she never imagined she’d have. Layla was right—she wanted this. She needed this.

She closed her eyes, surrendering to the moment, as Layla’s fingers—slick with lube, warm and teasing—began to explore her butthole.

It was strange. New. Intimate. The lube made everything smooth, easy, and Layla’s touch was gentle, careful.

Nora’s breath hitched, her fingers gripping the sheets tighter.

Layla chuckled, slow and rich. “Good girl.”

And Nora couldn’t help but feel a rush of pride at those words.

Layla’s touch remained light, almost playful, as she traced small circles around Nora’s sensitive hole.

Nora’s breath was uneven, her fingers clutching the soft sheets beneath her as Layla’s touch sent shivers through her. Every sensation was foreign, yet something deep inside her ached for it, for the unknown, for the experience Layla was offering.

“I’ve… I’ve never done anything like this before,” Nora admitted, her voice barely above a whisper, thick with nervousness and anticipation.

Layla smiled, her touch never wavering. “I know,” she murmured, her voice smooth and reassuring. “And that’s okay.”

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against the curve of Nora’s jaw, soft, patient, gentle. “You don’t have to do anything, sweetheart,” she whispered. “Just feel. Just be.”

Nora shuddered, overwhelmed by the moment. She was confused, lost in a haze of emotions that swirled together—uncertainty, excitement, longing. Her body responded in ways she didn’t understand, in ways that felt new, different from anything she had ever known before.

Layla’s fingers moved with a slow, deliberate rhythm, coaxing her to relax, to let go of the tension still holding her back. “Just let yourself enjoy it,” she murmured, her breath warm against Nora’s skin.

And Nora did.

The sensation was unlike anything she had ever felt—intimate, vulnerable, transformative. It wasn’t just about what Layla was doing—it was about what it meant.

She wasn’t Noah anymore.

Not in this moment.

She was Nora.

And for the first time, she wasn’t afraid to let herself be her.

Layla’s fingers moved with an agonizing slowness, tracing delicate circles, pressing just enough to make Nora whimper, but never enough to give her what she really needed. She was drawing it out, savoring every moment, every shudder, every trembling breath.

Nora bit her lip, her body burning from the inside out. She shouldn’t be enjoying this so much. The teasing, the humiliation, the way Layla was making her squirm beneath her touch. But it only made the heat coil deeper inside her, twisting into something overwhelming, something she couldn’t ignore anymore.

Layla chuckled, the sound rich with amusement. “Look at you,” she cooed, pressing a little firmer, making Nora’s breath hitch. “You’re already so desperate.”

Nora squeezed her eyes shut, her whole body trembling. “I—I’m not⁠—”

“Oh, don’t lie, sweetheart,” Layla interrupted, her tone dripping with mock sympathy. “You’re soaking it up. Every little touch, every little tease—it’s got you completely undone, doesn’t it?”

Nora whimpered, her face burning with embarrassment.

Layla’s smirk widened. “You like this, don’t you?” she purred. “You like being my little plaything. My soft, sensitive girl.”

Nora gasped, the words sending a sharp, forbidden thrill straight through her.

Layla leaned in, her breath hot against Nora’s ear. “You were never meant to be a man,” she murmured. “Look at you—squirming, whimpering, melting under my touch.” Her fingers moved in a slow, deliberate rhythm, keeping Nora right at the edge, making her ache for it. “This is what you were made for.”

Nora couldn’t hold back the broken sound that escaped her lips.

Layla grinned, delighting in every reaction, every shaky breath. “So needy,” she mocked, dragging her nails lightly along Nora’s thigh. “So weak for a little teasing.”

Nora was falling apart. The mix of pleasure and humiliation had completely unraveled her. The slow, torturous movements of Layla’s fingers, the way her voice dripped with amusement, the words—God, the words—were too much.

Layla chuckled darkly. “Come on, sweetheart,” she whispered. “Be a good girl for me.”

The words shattered something inside her.

The tension snapped, pleasure crashing over her in waves so intense she barely knew where she was anymore. She sobbed with it, overwhelmed, wrecked, ruined.

It was something completely new for her. Her little penis was flaccid, but she had just experienced the most intense orgasm of her life. Her entire body trembled, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her mind spinning in a thousand different directions.

And as the tremors subsided, as Nora lay there, shaking and breathless, tears wetting the pillow beneath her head, Layla only smiled.

“Now you know,” she murmured. “Now you really know what it feels like to be a girl.”

And Nora did.

She couldn’t pretend to be anything else anymore.

Just as Nora lay there, breathless and trembling from the overwhelming sensation still coursing through her, the distant creak of the shower door echoed down the hall.

Rob was done.

The spell of the moment broke slightly, but Layla didn’t move away immediately. Instead, she let out a soft, amused hum, trailing her fingers lightly along Nora’s flushed cheek. “Well, sweetheart,” she murmured, pressing a slow, teasing kiss just below her ear, “looks like that’s our cue to behave.”

Nora barely had the strength to reply. She was still reeling, still drowning in the humiliation, the pleasure, the way Layla had destroyed her so completely.

Layla pulled back, giving her one last smirk before slipping off the bed. “This is a spare bedroom,” she said casually, as if what had just happened between them was nothing. “You can sleep here tonight.”

Nora’s breath was still uneven, her body tingling in the aftermath. She appreciated Layla having a bedroom for her—it felt safe, like a space just for her.

Layla saw the hesitation flicker across her face and chuckled, reaching down to playfully tousle her hair. “Oh, don’t give me that look,” she teased, her eyes dancing with wicked amusement. “You need your beauty sleep, princess.”

Nora swallowed hard, her body still burning from Layla’s touch, from her words, from everything.

Layla reached the door and turned back one last time, her dark eyes glinting. “Sleep tight, sweetheart,” she purred. “Tomorrow’s a new day. Who knows what else I’ll teach you?”

And with that, she slipped out of the room, leaving Nora sprawled on the bed, her mind spinning, her body still thrumming with sensation.

Rob’s heavy footsteps passed by in the hallway, heading toward the master bedroom. He hadn’t seen anything. Had no idea what had just happened behind that closed door.

Nora exhaled sharply, pressing a hand to her chest, her heartbeat still frantic.

Tonight had changed everything.

And tomorrow?

Tomorrow, she didn’t know if she’d wake up as Noah.

Or if she even wanted to.
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