

The Sissy Project:

Becoming Elena

by Sammi Spice


Copyright Warning

Copyright © 2026 by Sammi Spice

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

WARNING: This book contains explicit adult content including graphic sexual situations, transgender themes, lesbian romance, sissification, domination/submission, and other mature topics. It is intended for adults 18 years and older only. Reader discretion is strongly advised.

Applicable Laws: This publication is protected by copyright laws of the United States and internationally. Unauthorized reproduction, distribution, or transmission in any form or by any means is prohibited. By reading this book you confirm you are of legal age in your jurisdiction to view adult material.

Sign up to my newsletter! Here; https;//shorturl.at/Iymep OR;

[image: ]


Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen


Chapter One

Sophie wiped the kitchen counter again, even though it already gleamed. Morning light poured through the window of their small flat in the student quarter, catching on the bunch of fresh flowers she had picked up from the market stall near campus. She could not stop smiling. In a few short hours, Alex would arrive with his suitcase and that familiar, slightly awkward grin. Her best friend from childhood, the quiet, geeky boy who had always been part of her life, was finally moving in. College suddenly felt warmer, more complete.

She had known Alex since they were twelve, growing up on the same ordinary street on the edge of Manchester. Sophie had always been the outgoing one, the girl who organised group outings to the cinema or led impromptu games in the park. Alex preferred quieter pursuits. He spent hours lost in fantasy novels or building elaborate worlds on his laptop, headphones clamped over his ears. They clicked anyway. Long evenings on her porch, sharing packets of sweets and talking about everything from school bullies to dreams of travelling one day. He listened without judgement when her parents rowed. She defended him fiercely when other kids mocked his love of comics and board games. Their friendship had weathered the storms of secondary school, the awkward teenage years, and the usual dramas that came with growing up. At eighteen, sharing a flat felt like the most natural step they had ever taken.

Sophie checked the smaller bedroom once more. She had made the bed with soft blue sheets, added a reading lamp from her own room, and cleared plenty of space on the desk for his computer setup. A small pile of his favourite snacks, cheese and onion crisps and those chocolate biscuits he liked, waited on the bedside table. She imagined him unpacking, complaining lightly about the train ride from home while they ordered pizza and caught up properly. No more rushed weekend visits or crackly video calls. They would navigate this new chapter together, side by side.

The thought sent a warm rush through her. University life had been thrilling but sometimes isolating. Her psychology course kept her busy with lectures on human behaviour and identity formation, yet evenings could stretch long and quiet. Having Alex here would change all that. They could revise together at the kitchen table, debate essay topics late into the night, and watch the latest sci-fi series everyone was talking about. She pictured lazy Sunday mornings making pancakes in the tiny kitchen, him geeking out over some new game update while she reviewed her notes. It would be effortless and comforting, exactly the way things had always been between them.

Sophie paused by the living room window and gazed down at the street below. The flat was modest, two compact bedrooms, a functional kitchen, and a living room dominated by a well worn but inviting sofa. It was close enough to campus for easy walks to lectures and cheap enough for their student budgets. She had chosen it with him in mind. Her parents had expressed mild concern about her sharing with a boy, even one they had known for years. She had brushed it off with a laugh. Alex was like family. There would be no complications, no awkwardness. Just her reliable, geeky best mate who could make her laugh until her sides ached.

Memories kept surfacing as she moved around the flat, adjusting cushions and straightening books. The summer they constructed a rather wobbly treehouse in the woods behind the estate, Alex carefully sketching plans while she hammered nails with far more enthusiasm than accuracy. The winter evenings they stayed up far too late watching old horror films, him peeking from behind a cushion and her pretending bravery she did not feel. He had been her steady presence through it all. When she came home devastated after a difficult breakup the previous year, he flooded her phone with absurd memes until she could not help but smile. When his grandmother passed away, she sat with him in comfortable silence for hours, simply being there.

Now they stood on the threshold of something new. Sophie was already immersed in her second year, fascinated by how psychology illuminated the complexities of people and their inner worlds. Alex was still undeclared, exploring options and finding his feet. That was perfectly fine. They had time. She would guide him through freshers week, help decode confusing timetables, and ease the pressure to fit into the loud social scene. They could discover the city together, hunt for affordable eats, and lean on each other during stressful deadlines.

Sophie had struggled more than she liked to admit in her first year at college. Lectures and seminars were fine, even enjoyable, but making genuine friends felt surprisingly hard. Groups formed quickly around parties and societies, yet she never quite clicked with anyone the way she did with Alex. Conversations often stayed surface level, full of small talk about coursework or nights out that left her feeling drained rather than energised. She needed her bestie there, the one person who understood her silences as much as her chatter. Deep down, she wished she had more girlfriends, the kind of close female friends she saw others forming easily. Yet no one else matched the effortless bond she shared with Alex, the years of shared history that made everything feel safe and real.

Her phone buzzed with a message from him. Train delayed by twenty minutes. See you soon. She replied quickly with a row of excited emojis and a heart. The anticipation bubbled up stronger than ever. This flat would become their sanctuary, filled with private jokes, easy silences, and the kind of understanding that came from years of knowing someone deeply. No need to perform or pretend. Just the two of them, figuring out adulthood in their own way.

Sophie gave the flowers a final tweak and switched on the kettle. She could already envision the evenings ahead; Alex sprawled on the sofa with his laptop open, her curled up with a textbook nearby. It felt right. It felt exciting. It felt like the start of something truly good.

She glanced at the clock again. Not long now. Her best friend was coming home, and she could hardly wait.


Chapter Two

The afternoon sun was still high when Alex finally arrived. He dragged his suitcase up the narrow stairs, pausing every few steps to catch his breath. Sophie flung open the door before he could knock and pulled him into a tight hug. “You made it,” she said, her voice bright with relief. “I was starting to think you’d changed your mind.” He laughed softly, the sound familiar and comforting, and stepped inside. The flat felt instantly fuller, more alive, with his presence filling the space.

They started unpacking straight away. Sophie directed him to the smaller bedroom, where she had already cleared drawers and made space on the shelves. Alex lifted clothes from his suitcase and folded them neatly, chatting about the journey. The carriage had been crowded, someone’s bag had blocked the aisle for half the trip, and the wi-fi kept dropping out. Sophie shared her own stories from the week, the chaotic freshers fair and the lecturer who spoke so fast she had to record every session. They gossiped about old school friends as they worked.

“Remember that lad who thought he was a DJ?” Sophie said, passing him a pile of t-shirts. “Yeah,” Alex grinned. “He was apparently trying to start a society for electronic music. Bet that’s going well.” Sophie laughed. “And the girl who always won the debating club? She’s already joined the student union and running for something. Typical.”

It felt good to laugh about the past while building something new. The room slowly took shape around them. Alex’s books went on the shelf, his laptop set up on the desk. He moved quietly, almost carefully, as if he didn’t want to disturb the space too much.

As they moved into the living room, Sophie watched him more closely. Alex seemed more reserved than usual. He avoided the window when neighbours passed by outside and chose the corner of the sofa furthest from the door. His clothes hung loose on his frame, baggy hoodies and plain t-shirts that swallowed his shape. She noticed how he glanced at his reflection in the dark television screen, then looked away quickly, as if the image didn’t quite sit right. It was nothing dramatic, just small things she had seen before, but here in their shared space they stood out more clearly.

They made tea and sat together. Alex stretched his legs out and sighed. “College feels massive,” he said. “Everyone seems to know exactly what they want. I’m still figuring it out.” Sophie nodded, listening as he unpacked his thoughts. Life after school had left him confused. He had applied for courses without real passion, changed his mind twice, and now felt adrift. The pressure to pick a path, to have a plan, weighed on him.

“I thought it would be clearer by now,” he added, staring into his mug. Sophie stirred her tea. “Most people feel like that at the start. I still have days where I wonder what I’m doing.” He gave a small nod. “Yeah. It’s just… a lot.”

The conversation drifted naturally to relationships. Alex shifted uncomfortably and ran a hand through his hair. “Looking for love seems impossible here,” he said. “Everyone is pairing off or hooking up at parties. I don’t even know how to start.” He described the freshers events he had heard about, the loud music and crowds that made his stomach tighten. Dating apps felt shallow. Meeting someone in real life felt even harder. He was unsure what he wanted, or even if he was ready.

Sophie listened without interrupting. She had seen this side of him before, the quiet uncertainty that he rarely voiced to others. He trusted her enough to say it out loud. “It’s okay to not know,” she said gently. “You don’t have to have it all figured out straight away.” Alex stared at his hands. “Feels like everyone else does though.”

They ordered takeaway as evening settled in. While they waited, Alex helped her rearrange a shelf in the living room. He moved carefully, almost apologetically when he bumped into the coffee table. His shyness showed in small gestures, the way he deferred to her decisions about where things should go, the soft tone he used even in their easy banter. Sophie noticed again how he kept to himself, content in her company but wary of the wider world outside the flat. It made her protective, glad he was here where he could relax.

The food arrived and they ate on the sofa, plates balanced on their knees. Gossip continued between bites. They recalled the time a mutual friend had tried to set Alex up on a disastrous blind date back in sixth form. He cringed at the memory but laughed along with her.

“I’m better off focusing on settling in,” he said. Sophie agreed, though she wondered silently about the deeper reasons for his hesitation. He seemed lost in more than just career choices. There was a quiet confusion in his eyes when he talked about the future, a sense that something didn’t quite line up. She pushed the thought aside for now. Tonight was about welcoming him properly.

Later they watched a familiar sitcom rerun, the kind they had seen a dozen times. Alex relaxed visibly, his shoulders dropping as the laughter track filled the room. Sophie felt a deep contentment. Having him here was exactly what she needed. The flat no longer echoed with emptiness. They hardly watched the show, instead catching up on gossip from the old street, what that nutbag Karen, Mrs Morris, was up to, Jack Carter’s on-going battle with the binmen, and so on. It was a morsel of home, but having him there to talk about it finally made her relax in ways she’d missed this past year.

As the episode ended, Alex yawned and mentioned turning in early. Sophie showed him where the spare towels were and wished him goodnight. Alone in her room, she smiled to herself. The move-in had gone smoothly. Alex was shy, a little lost, unsure about so much. Yet he was home. They would face the term together, one day at a time.


Chapter Three

The first few weeks in the flat passed in a gentle rhythm. Sophie and Alex quickly fell into small daily habits that made the space feel lived-in. Mornings usually started with coffee and toast. Alex would make the toast while Sophie checked her timetable, both of them still half-awake and moving slowly around the small kitchen.

One Tuesday morning, Alex was buttering toast when he spoke without looking up.

“Feels weird, doesn’t it? Being properly on our own.”

Sophie glanced over from the kettle. “Yeah. Good weird though.”

He nodded. “Yeah. Just… different.”

They ate at the small table by the window. Alex kept his hoodie on even though the flat was warm. He didn’t seem to notice he was doing it. Sophie didn’t mention it.

Most evenings they cooked together. It became one of their favourite parts of the day. Nothing fancy, pasta, stir fries, sometimes jacket potatoes with whatever was in the fridge. While they cooked, they talked about small things. Lectures. Annoying group projects. The weird guy on Alex’s course who kept trying to start conversations about cryptocurrency.

One evening, while Alex was chopping onions, he suddenly said, “I don’t think I’m very good at this whole uni thing.”

Sophie looked up from the pan. “What do you mean?”

He kept chopping, slower now. “Everyone else seems to know how to do it. They join societies. They go out. They make friends easily. I just… don’t really want to do any of that.”

“You don’t have to,” Sophie said. “There’s no rulebook.”

Alex gave a small shrug. “Feels like there is though. Especially with the lads on my course. They’re all into football and going clubbing and talking about girls. I tried going to one of the freshers nights. Lasted about forty minutes before I wanted to leave.”

“What was so bad about it?”

He paused, knife resting on the board. “It just felt like everyone was performing. Being loud. Being confident. I kept thinking I should be trying harder to fit in, but I couldn’t be bothered. I felt like I was in the wrong room the whole time.”

Sophie stirred the sauce. “You don’t have to force yourself into rooms that don’t feel right.”

Alex nodded, but he still looked unsure. “I just don’t know what I’m supposed to be doing. With any of it.”

They finished cooking and ate on the sofa with the TV on low. After they’d cleared up, Alex stayed sitting there, scrolling on his phone without really looking at it.

Later that week they went for a walk after dinner. It had become another small routine. They didn’t go far, just around the neighbourhood, past the park and the row of little shops. Alex kept his hands in his pockets and his hood up, even though it wasn’t raining.

They walked in comfortable silence for a while before Alex spoke again.

“I’ve been thinking about the whole romance thing,” he said. “Everyone keeps talking about it like it’s this big exciting part of uni. Hooking up. Dating. All of that. And I just… don’t feel any of it.”

Sophie glanced at him. “None of it?”

He shook his head. “Not really. I mean, I’ve thought about it before. But it always feels like something I’m supposed to want rather than something I actually do want. Does that make sense?”

“Yeah,” Sophie said. “It does.”

Alex kicked a stone along the pavement. “I don’t know how to even start. Like, what am I supposed to do? Download apps? Go to parties and try to talk to people? It all feels exhausting. And I don’t even know if that’s what I want.”

“You don’t have to want any of it,” Sophie said. “There’s no deadline.”

He gave a quiet laugh. “Feels like there is. Everyone else seems to be figuring it out or at least trying. I just feel… blank about the whole thing. And not just romance. Everything. Who I’m supposed to be. What I’m supposed to like. It’s like I’m waiting for something to click and it hasn’t yet.”

They walked past a row of houses with neat front gardens. Sophie thought for a moment before answering.

“You’re allowed to not know yet,” she said. “You’re allowed to feel unsure about all of it. Romance, identity, all of it. It doesn’t make you behind. It just makes you human.”

Alex was quiet for a while after that. When he spoke again, his voice was softer.

“Thanks. For not making it sound weird.”

“It’s not weird,” Sophie said. “It’s just you figuring yourself out. That takes time.”

They kept walking. The conversation moved on to lighter things, a funny video Alex had seen, a lecturer Sophie couldn’t stand, but the earlier part of the talk stayed with her. She could feel how much he was carrying. The uncertainty wasn’t loud or dramatic. It was quiet. Steady. Like something he had been living with for a while.

Over the next few days, more of it came out in small pieces.

They were doing laundry together one afternoon when Alex suddenly said, “I don’t think I’ve ever properly fancied anyone. Like, properly. Not just thought they were nice to look at.”

Sophie folded a t-shirt. “That’s okay.”

“Is it?” he asked. “Because sometimes it feels like I’m missing something everyone else has.”

“You’re not missing anything,” she said. “You’re just on your own timeline. Some people know what they want straight away. Others take longer. Neither is wrong.”

Alex nodded, but he still looked thoughtful. “I just don’t want to wake up in ten years and realise I’ve been pretending the whole time.”

Sophie looked at him. “Then don’t pretend. You don’t have to perform anything for anyone. Not even for yourself.”

He gave her a small smile. “You’re quite good at this, you know.”

“At what?”

“Making things sound less scary.”

She smiled back. “That’s what best friends are for.”

The days continued in their quiet rhythm. Cooking. Walking. Sitting on the sofa. Small conversations that sometimes went deep and sometimes stayed light. Alex still wore his oversized clothes. He still kept to himself in most social situations. But slowly, in the safety of the flat, he started saying more about how lost he felt.

One evening, while they were washing up, he said, “I think part of it is that I don’t really know who I am yet. Like, I know I’m not like most of the lads on my course. But I don’t know what that makes me instead.”

Sophie rinsed a plate. “You don’t have to know straight away. You’re allowed to still be working it out.”

Alex dried his hands on a tea towel. “I just don’t want to keep feeling like I’m waiting for my life to start.”

Sophie looked at him properly. “It’s already started. You’re here. You’re figuring it out. That counts.”

He nodded slowly. “Yeah. Maybe.”

They finished clearing up and moved to the sofa. Alex put something easy on the TV, but neither of them really watched it. They just sat there, comfortable in the quiet.

Sophie glanced at him and felt a quiet warmth in her chest. He was still uncertain. Still unsure about romance, about who he was, about where he fitted. But he was talking about it. He was letting her in. And for now, that felt like enough.


Chapter Four

Sophie arrived at the lecture theatre a few minutes early and found her usual seat near the middle. She opened her notebook, clicked her pen, and looked around. The room was filling up with the usual mix of tired faces and people still half-asleep from late nights. She liked this module. It felt like it actually explained things instead of just describing them.

Dr Patel walked in and started setting up her slides. When the lights dimmed, she began without much small talk.

“Today we’re looking at gender identity and gender dysphoria,” she said. “Let’s be clear from the start, this is not about people breaking stereotypes or choosing to be different. Gender dysphoria refers to a marked and persistent incongruence between a person’s experienced or expressed gender and the sex they were assigned at birth. For many, this creates real distress.”

She moved through the main criteria. Discomfort or distress around primary and secondary sex characteristics. A strong desire to be rid of them. A strong desire for the primary or secondary sex characteristics of another gender. A conviction that one has the typical feelings, reactions, and responses of another gender. Sophie wrote it all down carefully.

Dr Patel gave some examples without naming anyone. She talked about people who had felt this way from early childhood, preferring certain clothes, activities, or social groups that didn’t match what was expected. She also spoke about others who only became clearly aware of it in their teens or even later. Puberty, she explained, often made things much harder because the body was changing in ways that felt wrong.

A student near the front put their hand up. “Is it always something people know from when they’re little?”

“Not always,” Dr Patel replied. “Some people describe knowing very early. Others say they didn’t have the language for it until later, or that the feelings became stronger during or after puberty. It varies a lot from person to person.”

The lecture covered some of the research around possible contributing factors, prenatal hormone exposure, differences in brain structure, and the role of social environment. Dr Patel was careful to say that it’s rarely just one thing. Biology and experience both play parts, and support from other people can make a big difference in how much distress someone experiences.

Sophie found herself thinking about how much of this came down to how people are treated. She jotted down a few extra notes about the importance of validation and safe relationships. It made sense to her. Feeling seen and accepted seemed like it would reduce a lot of the pressure.

After the lecture, the seminar group split into smaller circles. Sophie ended up with Mia and Jake again. Mia was already pulling her notes out while Jake stirred another coffee.

“This topic always hits different,” Mia said. “It’s not just theory. People actually live with this.” Jake nodded. “Yeah. The bit about avoiding mirrors and changing rooms… that must be exhausting. Constantly being aware of your body in a way that feels wrong.”

Sophie joined in. “I keep thinking about how much it must affect everyday stuff. Not just big things like relationships or jobs, but small things like going to the gym or even just walking down the street. The lecture said social support can really change how bad it gets.”

Mia leaned forward. “My cousin came out as non-binary a couple of years ago. At first our family didn’t really get it. They kept saying it was a phase or that they just needed to try harder to fit in. It got messy for a while. But once people actually sat down and listened instead of arguing, things got a lot better. My cousin said just being allowed to be themselves without constant pushback made the biggest difference.”

Jake looked thoughtful. “That lines up with what Dr Patel was saying about validation reducing distress. It’s not about fixing the person. It’s about not making their life harder.”

“Of course, I gave them my full support.” Mia noted, keen to show her openness to the group.

Sophie snorted. “I’m sure you did.” Mia threw screwed up paper at her and gave her a look.

They talked for a while about how identity develops. Mia mentioned that some people feel a strong sense of mismatch from a very young age, while others only start to understand it later. Jake brought up how social expectations can make it harder, the pressure to act a certain way or look a certain way. Sophie added that the research seems to show it’s rarely just about clothes or hobbies. It often goes deeper than that, into how someone feels in their own body and how they move through the world.

At one point Mia laughed a little. “I keep thinking about how many people must be walking around feeling this way but never saying anything because they’re scared of how people will react.”

“Yeah,” Sophie said, giving Mia a little look and a smirk. Mia winked at her. “That’s probably why the support part matters so much. If someone has even one person they can be honest with, it changes things.”

The seminar ran a bit over. When it finished, Sophie walked back towards the flat instead of getting the bus. She wanted the time to think. The ideas from the lecture and seminar were still turning over in her head. She kept coming back to how much variation there was. Some people seemed to know who they were from very early on. Others spent years feeling something was off without being able to name it. The common thread seemed to be the distress that came from the mismatch, between how they felt inside and how the world expected them to be.

When she got home she made tea and sat at the kitchen table with her notes. She read through what she had written and added a few more thoughts in the margins. The idea that supportive relationships could reduce distress kept coming back to her. It felt obvious once it was said out loud, but she could see how easy it would be to miss in real life. People often tried to “fix” things by pushing someone to conform instead of just listening.

Later that evening she was still thinking about it while she tidied the kitchen. She found herself wondering how many people she passed on campus every day might be carrying something similar. Not everyone would talk about it. Some might not even have the words yet. It made her more aware of how careful people needed to be with each other.

She sent Mia a quick message thanking her for the conversation in the seminar. Mia replied a few minutes later saying she’d found it helpful too. They agreed it was one of the more interesting sessions so far.

Sophie made another cup of tea and sat on the sofa with her notebook again. She wasn’t rushing to finish her notes. She just wanted to sit with what she had learned for a bit longer. The lecture and seminar had given her a lot to think about, not just the definitions, but the human side of it. The variation. The distress. The difference that simple acceptance could make.

It had been a good day for learning. She felt like she understood the topic better than when she’d walked into the lecture that morning, and she also felt like she understood a bit more about why these things mattered in real life.


Chapter Five

Sophie had been watching Alex for several days now without really meaning to. It started small. Little things she noticed while they shared the flat. The way he always chose the biggest, loosest hoodie from his wardrobe even when it was warm. The way he kept his arms crossed or his hands in his pockets when they were out. The way he glanced at his reflection in the hallway mirror and then quickly looked away, like he didn’t want to see too much.

At first she told herself she was just getting used to living with someone again. But the observations kept coming.

On the third morning after he moved in, they were having breakfast together. Alex was wearing a grey hoodie that was at least two sizes too big. It hung off his shoulders and almost covered his hands. He kept tugging the sleeves down while he ate his toast.

“You cold?” Sophie asked.

He shook his head. “Nah. Just comfortable like this.”

She didn’t push it, but she noticed. Later that day, when he went to the shop, he put on an even bigger jacket over the hoodie. It was the middle of September and not particularly cold. Sophie stayed in the flat and found herself thinking about it while she made tea. In her psychology seminars they had talked about how people sometimes use clothing to create distance from their bodies. Not always consciously. Sometimes it was just what felt safer.

She didn’t want to jump to conclusions. But the pattern was there.

That evening they cooked together. Alex chopped vegetables while Sophie stirred the sauce. He was quiet, focused on the task, but she could see the way he held himself. Shoulders slightly forward. Head a little down. It wasn’t dramatic. It was just… contained. Like he was trying not to take up too much space.

“You’ve been quiet today,” she said gently.

He shrugged. “Just thinking. Uni stuff. Feels like everyone else knows what they’re doing.”

Sophie nodded. “Yeah. I get that. First year was the same for me. Everyone seemed to have their groups and their plans already.”

Alex gave a small laugh. “I don’t even know if I want to be in any groups. Most of the lads on my course are into football and going out every night. I tried going to one of the freshers events. Felt like I was in the wrong place the whole time.”

“What felt wrong about it?”

He paused, knife hovering over the chopping board. “I don’t know. The energy. The way everyone was trying so hard to be loud and confident. I kept thinking I should be joining in more, but I just wanted to leave.”

Sophie stirred the sauce slowly. “You don’t have to be loud to belong somewhere.”

“I know. It just feels like I’m supposed to be. Like there’s a version of being eighteen that I’m not doing right.”

They finished cooking in comfortable silence. While they ate, Alex talked a bit more about how he felt out of place in most social situations. He didn’t use big words. He just said it plainly. He felt like he was watching other people live their lives while he stood on the sidelines, unsure how to step in.

Sophie listened. She didn’t offer solutions. She just let him talk. Later, when she was washing up, she found herself mentally listing the things she had noticed;

	Loose, oversized clothes that hid his frame. 

	Avoidance of his own reflection. 

	Preference for quiet, low-key activities over loud social ones. 

	Discomfort when expected to perform a certain kind of masculinity. 

	A general sense of not quite fitting. 



She told herself she was just being observant. That was part of studying psychology, after all. But there was something else underneath. A quiet pull. She wanted to help him feel more comfortable. Not in a dramatic way. Just… better. She liked the idea of being the person who made space for him to figure things out.

Over the next week the observations continued.

One afternoon they went for a walk around the neighbourhood. Alex wore the same oversized hoodie and a pair of baggy jeans. When they passed a group of lads playing football in the park, he kept his head down and walked a little faster. Sophie noticed but didn’t comment. Later, when they stopped for a drink, he sat with his arms folded on the table, making himself smaller.

“You okay?” she asked.

“Yeah. Just not really into big groups of people I don’t know.”

She nodded. “That’s fair.”

Another evening they were watching something on the sofa. Alex had his legs tucked up and his hoodie sleeves pulled over his hands. Halfway through the episode he got up to make tea. When he came back he sat a little further away than usual.

“You can sit closer if you want,” Sophie said lightly. “I don’t bite.”

He gave a small smile and shifted a bit nearer, but he still kept his arms close to his body.

Sophie found herself thinking about these moments a lot. In her lectures they had covered how people sometimes develop ways of moving through the world that protect them from feeling exposed. Loose clothes. Quiet voices. Avoiding situations where they might be looked at too closely. It wasn’t always about gender. Sometimes it was just anxiety or past experiences. But the combination of things she was seeing in Alex made her wonder.

She didn’t say anything to him yet. She wanted to be sure she wasn’t projecting. She also didn’t want to make him feel like she was studying him. He was her best friend. She cared about him. That was the main thing.

One night, after they had eaten and cleared up, Alex sat on the sofa with his laptop open but not really using it. He kept staring at the screen without typing.

“You look like you’re thinking hard,” Sophie said, sitting beside him.

He closed the laptop. “Just… everything. I don’t know what I’m doing here. With the course. With life. With any of it.”

“Any of it?”

He was quiet for a moment. “Romance. Friends. Just existing as a guy my age. It all feels like there’s a script I’m supposed to follow and I don’t have the lines.”

Sophie didn’t rush to answer. She let the silence sit for a few seconds.

“What do you think the script says?” she asked eventually.

Alex gave a tired laugh. “Be confident. Be into sport or going out or whatever. Know how to talk to girls. Have a plan. I don’t have any of that. I feel like I’m faking it when I try.”

“Have you always felt like that?”

He thought about it. “Kind of. Even at school I was never one of the lads. I had friends, but I was always the quiet one. The one who got left out of the group chats sometimes. I thought uni would be different. But it’s the same, just bigger.”

Sophie felt something settle in her chest. She had been collecting these little pieces for days. Now they were starting to form a clearer picture. Not just shyness. Not just general anxiety. Something more specific about how he experienced being in his body and in the world.

She decided, quietly, that she wanted to help.

Not in a big, obvious way. She wasn’t going to sit him down and have some dramatic conversation. That wasn’t how they worked. But she could create space. She could offer small things that might help him feel more at ease. She could be the person who didn’t expect him to perform.

Over the next few days she started testing small ideas in her head.

She noticed he always seemed more relaxed when they were just at home doing nothing. She started suggesting more low-key evenings. Films. Board games. Cooking together. He seemed to like those.

She also noticed that when she complimented him, even small things like “that colour looks nice on you”, he would go a bit shy but then smile afterwards. She started doing it more naturally. Not forced. Just honest observations.

One afternoon she was folding laundry and held up one of his t-shirts. It was plain and a bit faded.

“This one’s getting old,” she said. “You should let me take you to the charity shop one day. Get a few new things that actually fit you properly.”

Alex looked up from his phone. “They fit fine.”

“They’re massive on you. You’d look better in stuff that wasn’t trying to hide you.”

He went quiet for a second. Then he shrugged. “Maybe.”

It wasn’t a yes. But it wasn’t a no either.

Sophie didn’t push. She just left it there. Inside, she felt a small flicker of satisfaction. Not because she was trying to change him into something he wasn’t. But because she wanted him to feel more comfortable in his own skin. Whatever that looked like for him.

A few nights later they were sitting on the sofa again. Alex had his hood up even though they were indoors. Sophie reached over and gently pulled it down.

“You don’t need that in here,” she said softly.

He looked at her, surprised. Then he gave a small, almost shy smile. “Habit, I guess.”

“I know. But you’re safe here. You can just be.”

He didn’t say anything, but he left the hood down. They watched the rest of the film like that. Sophie felt the decision settle more firmly inside her. She was going to help him. Gently. Patiently. Without making a big thing of it. She would watch and listen and offer small openings when they appeared.

She didn’t know exactly where it would lead. She just knew she wanted him to feel less like he was fighting against himself all the time.

Over the following week she kept observing, but now with a clearer purpose. She noticed how he relaxed when she suggested they do face masks together one Sunday “for fun.” She noticed how he seemed lighter on days when he wore something that wasn’t completely shapeless. She noticed how he opened up more when the conversation stayed gentle and curious instead of pushing him to be more outgoing.

She didn’t rush anything. She just kept being there. Being steady. Being the person who didn’t expect him to be anyone other than who he was in that moment.

One evening, after they had eaten and were tidying up, Alex paused while drying a plate.

“Thanks for not making me feel weird,” he said suddenly.

Sophie looked at him. “Weird about what?”

“About… any of it. About not being into the same stuff as other people. About not knowing what I want. About all of it.”

She dried her hands and leaned against the counter. “You don’t have to know everything yet. And you definitely don’t have to be like everyone else.”

He nodded, looking down at the plate. “Sometimes it feels like I’m the only one who doesn’t have it figured out.”

“You’re not,” she said. “And even if you were, it wouldn’t matter. You’re allowed to take your time.”

Alex gave her a small, grateful look. “Thanks, Soph.”

She smiled. “Anytime.”

Later that night, lying in bed, Sophie thought about the decision she had made. It wasn’t a grand plan. It was just a quiet commitment. She was going to help her best friend feel more at home in himself. She would do it gently. She would watch for the moments when he seemed ready. And she would enjoy being the person who got to walk alongside him while he figured it out.

She didn’t know exactly what that would look like yet. But she knew she wanted to try.


Chapter Six

It was a quiet Thursday afternoon when the parcel arrived. Sophie had ordered a couple of tops online the week before. She had told herself at the time that she was just getting a few comfortable things to wear around the flat, but if she was being honest with herself, part of her had already been thinking about Alex when she clicked on that pale blue one. It had looked soft and slightly fitted in the photos, the kind of top that might actually suit him better than the oversized hoodies he always wore. She hadn’t admitted it to herself properly at the time, but the thought had been there.

When the parcel came, she took it into her room to try them on. The first top fitted fine. The second one, the pale blue one, didn’t. It pulled too tightly across her chest because of her breasts, and after only a few minutes it started to feel uncomfortable. She stood in front of the mirror for a moment, tugging at the fabric, before taking it off with a small sigh.

She folded it neatly and stood there holding it. It really was a shame to send it back. The material was soft and the colour was lovely. As she looked at it, the thought she’d had when ordering it came back more clearly. It might actually fit Alex. His frame was slimmer than hers, and the soft, slightly fitted style would probably sit much better on him than on her. She hadn’t ordered it specifically for him… but she hadn’t not had him in mind either.

After a moment, she carried the top into the living room.

“Parcel came,” Sophie said, holding up the top. “I ordered this but it doesn’t fit me. It’s too tight across the chest.”

Alex glanced at it. For a brief second, something flickered across his face, a quick, almost involuntary interest as his eyes lingered on the soft fabric and the pale blue colour. It was gone just as fast, replaced by a more guarded expression.

“It looks alright,” he said, trying to sound casual.

“It is nice,” Sophie replied. “The fabric feels really good. I was thinking it might actually suit you better. Your shoulders are narrower than mine. Do you want to try it?”

Alex stared at the top for a second longer than necessary. Sophie could see the conflict playing out on his face. There was a flicker of curiosity in his eyes, like part of him actually wanted to try it on, but it was quickly overtaken by hesitation. He shifted on the sofa, his body language tightening.

“Me?” he said, his voice a little higher than usual. “Why would I try it?”

“Because it’s going to waste otherwise,” Sophie said. “And it might actually feel nice on you.”

He looked visibly uncomfortable now. His fingers tapped against his laptop, and he glanced at the top again before quickly looking away. It was obvious he was torn. Part of him seemed drawn to the idea, but the fear of what it might mean, or how it might look, was stronger.

“It’s not really my style,” he muttered, though his eyes betrayed him by drifting back to the top once more.

“It’s just a top,” Sophie said gently. “It’s not a big statement.”

Alex frowned, but it wasn’t a full rejection. He looked caught between wanting to dismiss the idea and something else, something quieter and more curious that he was clearly trying to push down.

“It looks a bit… metrosexual,” he said, though the protest sounded weaker than before.

Sophie smiled softly. “So what if it is? Loads of guys wear stuff like this now. Harry Styles has been wearing flowy, fitted tops for years. No one makes a fuss about it anymore. It’s just clothes.”

Alex didn’t answer straight away. He kept glancing at the top, his reluctance clear in the way he sat stiffly and avoided meeting her eyes for too long. But Sophie could see it, the small, reluctant spark of interest that kept pulling his gaze back to the soft blue fabric. He wanted to try it. She could tell. He just didn’t know how to admit it, even to himself.

He still looked unsure. His eyes kept flicking back to the top even as he tried to talk himself out of the idea.

“I don’t know, Soph,” he said, his voice quieter now. “It’s not the kind of thing I usually wear.”

“You don’t have to wear it outside,” Sophie replied gently. “It’s only for around the flat. No one else is going to see it. I’m literally only offering because it doesn’t fit me and it might fit you better. That’s all.”

Alex looked at the top again, then back at her. He seemed to be searching for another reason to say no, his fingers tapping lightly against his leg. There was a clear conflict on his face, part of him wanted to shut the idea down completely, but another part kept hesitating, like he couldn’t quite bring himself to refuse outright.

“I’d feel weird wearing it,” he said eventually, almost like he was admitting a weakness.

“Why?” Sophie asked, keeping her tone light and curious rather than pushy.

He shrugged, but it wasn’t a casual shrug. It was tense, like he was trying to find the right words without saying too much.

“Because it’s not what guys wear. Not really,” he muttered. “I mean… it’s not what I wear.”

Sophie leaned forward slightly, resting her arms on her knees. “Some guys do,” she said. “And even if they didn’t, who cares? It’s our flat. You can wear whatever you want in here. There’s no one to judge you. No one to make comments. It’s just us.”

Alex was quiet for a moment. He looked down at the top again, and Sophie could see the way his reluctance was starting to waver. He still looked nervous, his shoulders were tight and he kept shifting slightly, but there was something else there too. A quiet curiosity that he was trying (and failing) to hide.

He opened his mouth like he was going to protest again, then closed it. After a few seconds, he let out a small, reluctant sigh.

“I just… I don’t know if it’s a good idea,” he said, though his voice lacked the same conviction as before.

Sophie didn’t push. She simply waited, giving him space to sit with the idea. She could see he was still fighting it, but the fight was getting weaker. He kept glancing at the top like it was pulling at something in him, even as his mind tried to come up with reasons to say no.

Sophie sat down on the arm of the sofa. “Look, I’m not trying to make you do anything. If you really don’t want to, that’s fine. I’ll just send it back. But it’s soft, it’s comfortable, and it might actually look good on you. That’s all.”

Alex sighed. He stared at the top for a long moment, clearly still reluctant. Sophie didn’t push any further. She just waited.

Eventually, he muttered, “Fine. I’ll try it. But only because you’re not going to shut up about it.”

Sophie smiled and handed it over. “Thank you.”

Alex stood up and went into his room. He stayed in there for longer than necessary, and when he finally came back out wearing the top, he looked awkward. He had put it on over his t-shirt, and it fitted him much better than it had fitted Sophie. The soft fabric sat neatly across his frame without pulling anywhere. The colour suited him.

At first, he stood there stiffly, arms slightly away from his body like he didn’t know what to do with himself.

Sophie watched him quietly. For a few seconds he looked like he regretted agreeing. Then something shifted.

Alex turned towards the hallway mirror. He looked at himself properly for the first time. His shoulders slowly relaxed. The tension in his face eased. He turned slightly to the side, checking how the top sat, and a small, surprised smile appeared at the corner of his mouth.

Sophie felt something warm settle in her chest as she watched him. The change was clear. The moment the top was on, his whole demeanour had softened. He looked lighter. Almost happy.

“It actually looks really good on you,” she said.

Alex touched the fabric near his waist. “It feels… different.”

“Different good?”

He nodded slowly. “Yeah. It feels nice. Really soft.” He looked at himself in the mirror again, turning a little more. The reluctance from earlier had completely disappeared. He looked comfortable, genuinely comfortable, for the first time since he’d moved in.

Sophie smiled. “Told you the material was good.”

Alex kept looking at his reflection. He didn’t seem in any rush to take it off. After a moment, he spoke again, quieter this time.

“I didn’t think it would feel like this.”

“Like what?”

He shrugged, still looking in the mirror. “I don’t know. Just… nice. I thought it would feel weird or embarrassing. But it doesn’t.”

Sophie stayed where she was on the arm of the sofa, giving him space. “You don’t have to wear it if you don’t want to. But if it feels good, there’s no reason not to keep it on for a bit. It’s only us here.”

Alex nodded. He looked down at the top once more, then came back and sat on the sofa. He kept the top on. Every so often he would touch the sleeve or smooth the fabric over his stomach, like he was still getting used to how it felt.

Sophie didn’t comment on it. She just let him sit with the new feeling. But she could see the difference clearly. He looked happier. Less guarded. The simple act of wearing something that actually fitted him seemed to have lifted something off his shoulders.

After a while, Alex spoke again.

“It’s weird,” he said. “I feel kind of… lighter.”

Sophie smiled softly. “That’s not a bad thing.”

He glanced at her, a small, almost shy smile on his face. “No. It’s not.”

They sat together for the rest of the afternoon. Alex kept the top on without saying anything else about it. Every now and then Sophie caught him looking down at it with that same quiet, surprised expression, like he hadn’t expected to feel this comfortable in something so simple.

She didn’t push the moment. She just let it be. But inside, she felt quietly pleased. He had been reluctant at first, properly reluctant, but the second the top was on, something had changed. He looked happy. And for now, that was more than enough.


Chapter Seven

It started on a Sunday evening, a few weeks after Alex had moved in. They had both had long weeks, Sophie with back-to-back lectures and deadlines, Alex with group projects that seemed to drag on forever. After dinner, they were sitting on the sofa in comfortable silence when Sophie spoke.

“I was thinking we could do something relaxing tonight,” she said. “Face masks. Skincare. That kind of thing.”

Alex looked up from his phone, eyebrows raised. “Face masks?”

“Yeah,” Sophie replied casually. “I bought a pack the other day. They’re really nice, cooling ones with aloe and cucumber. Good for stress. I thought it might be nice to do them together.”

Alex gave her a look that was somewhere between disbelief and amusement. “You want me to do a face mask?”

Sophie shrugged. “Why not? It’s not a big deal. It’s just skincare. And it actually feels really good.”

He shifted on the sofa, clearly reluctant. “I don’t know, Soph. That’s not really my thing.”

“It doesn’t have to be your thing,” she said. “It’s just something to do for half an hour. It helps with skin irritation too, especially if you shave a lot. And honestly, it’s quite relaxing. Like a mini reset.”

Alex still looked doubtful. He scratched the back of his neck. “Isn’t that… a bit girly?”

Sophie smiled. “Self-care isn’t girly. It’s just looking after yourself. Loads of guys do it now. It’s not a big statement, it’s literally just putting something on your face for twenty minutes.”

He was quiet for a moment, clearly still hesitant. Sophie could see him trying to come up with another reason to say no. She didn’t push too hard. She just waited.

Eventually, Alex sighed. “Fine. I’ll try it. But if it feels stupid, I’m taking it off.”

“Deal,” Sophie said with a small smile.

She went into the bathroom and came back with the packet of sheet masks and a small tub of moisturiser. Alex watched her with a mixture of curiosity and wariness as she opened the packet and pulled out two masks.

“They’re cold at first,” she warned him lightly. “But they feel nice after a minute.”

Alex took one from her and unfolded it, staring at it like it was some kind of alien object. “This is ridiculous.”

“Just put it on,” Sophie said, already applying hers. “You’ll see.”

He hesitated for a few more seconds before carefully placing the mask on his face, adjusting the edges with his fingers. Once it was on, he sat back against the sofa with a resigned expression.

“This feels so weird,” he muttered.

Sophie laughed softly. “Give it a minute. It’ll start feeling nice.”

They sat in silence for a while. After about five minutes, Alex spoke again, his voice slightly muffled by the mask.

“Okay… it’s not as bad as I thought.”

Sophie glanced at him. “See? Told you.”

He shifted slightly, getting more comfortable. “It’s cold. But in a good way. My face feels… tingly.”

“That’s normal,” she said. “It’s just doing its job.”

Another few minutes passed. Alex had stopped fidgeting. His shoulders had relaxed, and he was resting his head back against the sofa. Sophie could tell the initial awkwardness was fading. He was actually starting to enjoy it.

When the timer on her phone went off, they both went to the bathroom to rinse the masks off. Alex splashed water on his face and patted it dry with a towel. When he looked in the mirror, he touched his cheek.

“My skin feels really smooth,” he said, sounding surprised.

Sophie smiled as she applied moisturiser to her own face. “That’s the point. It helps a lot if your skin gets dry or irritated from shaving.”

Alex hesitated for a second, then held out his hand. “Can I have some of that?”

She passed him the moisturiser without comment. He copied what she was doing, rubbing it gently into his skin. When he was done, he looked at his reflection again.

“It actually feels good,” he admitted quietly.

They went back to the living room. Alex didn’t say much at first, but Sophie noticed he kept touching his face every so often, like he was surprised by how soft it felt. The reluctance from earlier had completely disappeared.

A few days later, Sophie brought it up again.

“Want to do face masks again tonight?” she asked.

Alex looked up from his laptop. For a moment he looked like he was going to protest out of habit, but then he shrugged.

“Yeah… okay,” he said. “It was actually alright last time.”

Sophie smiled to herself as she went to get the masks. She could see the shift already. What had started as light, awkward protests had slowly turned into quiet acceptance, and even a small amount of enjoyment.

That evening, Alex put the mask on without much hesitation. Halfway through, he even made a comment about how nice the cooling sensation felt. When they rinsed them off and applied moisturiser afterwards, he didn’t rush through it like he had the first time. He took his time, actually paying attention to what he was doing.

As they sat back on the sofa, Alex touched his cheek again and gave a small, genuine smile.

“My skin feels way better when we do this,” he said.

Sophie glanced at him. “Told you it was worth it.”

He nodded, looking more relaxed than he had in days. “Yeah. It is.”

Sophie didn’t say anything else, but she felt quietly satisfied. What had begun as gentle encouragement was slowly becoming something he looked forward to. The protests were getting lighter each time, and the enjoyment was starting to show through more clearly.

It was a small thing, but it mattered. And she was happy to keep doing it with him, for as long as he wanted to.


Chapter Eight

It began with a casual comment one evening while they were watching TV. Alex had been running his hand through his hair a lot, pushing the growing waves out of his eyes every few minutes.

“Your hair’s getting quite long,” Sophie said. “It suits you.”

Alex shrugged. “Yeah, I’ve been meaning to get it cut.”

Sophie glanced at him. “You don’t have to. It actually looks nice longer. We could style it a bit if you want, nothing dramatic. Just something simple at home.”

Alex turned to look at her, immediately wary. “Style it how?”

“Nothing major,” she said. “Just using some product to bring out the waves. It would stop it falling in your eyes so much.”

He frowned, already looking uncomfortable with the idea. “I don’t know… I’m not really into that kind of stuff.”

“It’s just hair,” Sophie replied lightly. “And it’s only for around the flat. No one else would see it.”

Alex shifted on the sofa. “Still feels weird. What if someone from uni saw me with it like that?”

Sophie smiled. “They won’t. It’s not like we’re going anywhere. It’s just us here.”

He was quiet for a moment, clearly still reluctant. His hand went back to his hair, pushing it out of his face again. Sophie could see the conflict, part of him seemed curious, but the idea of doing something that felt even slightly outside of what he usually did made him nervous.

“I don’t want it to look… different,” he said eventually. “Like, noticeable.”

“It wouldn’t be that noticeable,” Sophie reassured him. “Just a bit neater. More intentional.”

Alex still didn’t look convinced. He kept glancing at her like he was waiting for her to drop the subject. When she didn’t, he sighed.

“I don’t know, Soph. It feels like a lot for just hair.”

Sophie didn’t push any further that night. She let it go, but over the next few days she brought it up again in small ways, commenting on how nice his hair looked when it was a bit messy, or how the waves suited him. Slowly, his resistance started to soften.

One evening, after dinner, she tried again.

“Let me just try something quickly,” she said. “Ten minutes, that’s all. If you hate it, we can wash it out straight away.”

Alex looked at her for a long moment. He was clearly still hesitant, but this time he didn’t immediately say no.

“…Just for home?” he asked.

“Just for home,” Sophie confirmed. “No one’s going to see it except me.”

He sighed again, but this time it sounded more like resignation than refusal. “Fine. But if it looks stupid, I’m washing it out.”

“Deal.”

They moved into the bathroom. Sophie stood behind him as he sat on the closed toilet lid. She ran her fingers through his hair first, gently separating the waves.

“It’s actually really nice,” she said. “Thick, with good texture.”

Alex watched her in the mirror, still looking unsure. “I feel like this is going to look weird.”

“It won’t,” Sophie said calmly. “Trust me.”

She applied a small amount of leave-in conditioner, working it through his hair with her fingers. Alex stayed very still, his shoulders slightly tense. Every so often he would glance at his reflection like he was preparing himself for the worst.

When she finished, she stepped back so he could see properly.

Alex stared at himself in the mirror. The change was subtle, but noticeable. His hair looked softer, the waves more defined, and it no longer fell messily into his eyes. It framed his face better.

For a few seconds he didn’t say anything. Then, slowly, the tension in his face eased.

“…It doesn’t look bad,” he admitted quietly.

Sophie smiled. “It looks good. Really good.”

Alex turned his head slightly, still studying his reflection. The reluctance was still there, but it was fading. He reached up and touched his hair carefully, like he was testing how it felt.

“It feels different,” he said. “Lighter.”

“In a good way?”

He nodded slowly. “Yeah… in a good way.”

He kept looking at himself for a while longer. Sophie could see the shift happening in real time, the way his shoulders dropped and the small, almost surprised look in his eyes. He liked it. Even if he wasn’t ready to admit it fully yet.

Over the next couple of weeks, the hair styling became a semi-regular thing. At first, Alex still needed convincing every time. He would protest lightly, “Do we have to?” or “What if someone sees me on the way to the shop?”, but he always ended up sitting down and letting Sophie do it.

Eventually, the protests grew weaker. One evening, after they’d eaten, Alex actually brought it up himself.

“My hair’s annoying again,” he said. “Can you do that thing with it?”

Sophie looked up, surprised but pleased. “Yeah, of course.”

As she styled it, Alex sat more relaxed than before. He still glanced at the mirror a few times with that same flicker of nervousness, but it didn’t last as long.

“I still feel a bit weird about it sometimes,” he admitted quietly while she worked. “Like, what if someone from my course saw me with it like this?”

Sophie’s hands paused for a second. “Would that actually be the end of the world?”

Alex was quiet for a moment. “No… probably not. I just don’t want people thinking I’m trying too hard or something.”

“You’re not trying too hard,” Sophie said. “You’re just taking care of yourself. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

He didn’t reply, but she could tell he was thinking about it. When she finished, he looked in the mirror again. This time, the small smile came quicker.

“It does look better like this,” he said.

Sophie smiled back. “I know.”

From then on, Alex stopped needing as much convincing. He still had moments of hesitation, especially on days when he had classes, but the enjoyment was becoming more obvious. He would sit still while she styled it, sometimes even closing his eyes. And more often than not, he would keep it that way for the rest of the evening instead of immediately tying it back or messing it up.

It was a small change, but Sophie noticed it. The more comfortable he became with these little experiments at home, the more relaxed he seemed in general. The hesitation about visibility never fully disappeared, but it was slowly being outweighed by how good it felt to look in the mirror and actually like what he saw.


Chapter Nine

Sophie brought out the small bottle of nail polish one evening during a film. The living room was dimly lit. They had finished dinner and settled on the sofa with plates cleared. She shook the bottle. The colour was a soft lavender. Subtle enough for everyday. "Want me to do yours?" she asked. "Clear first. Then colour if you like how it feels. It is surprisingly calming. Mindful, repetitive motion. Some studies even link it to reduced anxiety."

Alex paused the film. He looked at the bottle. "Nails? That is a step too far." Sophie shrugged. "It is just polish. Strengthens them. Protects. Try clear if you are worried." He shifted on the sofa. "Guys do not paint their nails, Soph." She smiled. "Some do. And it is our flat. No one else sees." The undercurrent was there. She enjoyed this. Pushing him gently. Seeing the embarrassment. Knowing he would try. Transforming him bit by bit felt satisfying. Quietly thrilling.

He hesitated. Fingers drumming on his knee. "It will look obvious." Sophie held up her own nails. "Mine are done. No one comments. Come on. It is ten minutes." Alex sighed. "Fine. Clear only. And if I hate it, it comes off straight away." She nodded. "Deal."

They sat at the table. Sophie took his hand. His fingers were tense at first. She applied the clear coat carefully. Stroke by stroke. "Relax your hand," she said. He did. "It feels weird," he muttered. "Cold. Sticky." Sophie continued. "It dries fast. See? Shiny but natural." The embarrassment was clear on his face. He watched every brush. But he did not pull away. She liked that. The quiet shift. He was letting her. The transformation was starting.

"Done," she said. He held his hands up. "It shines. Looks different." Sophie leaned back. "Different good? Your nails look tidier." He examined them. "I guess. Not as bad as I thought." The conversation flowed. They restarted the film. Alex kept glancing at his hands. "It is distracting," he said. "But they do feel smoother." Sophie smiled inwardly. The transformation was working. Embarrassment was there. But comfort followed in small ways.

A few days later she suggested colour. "Soft lavender this time. Barely noticeable in daylight." Alex protested. "No way. Clear was enough." She persisted. "It is just us. Try it. You said the clear was okay." He groaned. "You are pushy." But he sat down. She took his hand again. The undercurrent strengthened. She enjoyed seeing him give in. The way embarrassment coloured his cheeks. Then faded as he got used to it. "This colour is too much," he said as she painted. "It is feminine." Sophie kept her tone even. "It is just colour. Looks good on you. Matches your eyes a bit." He watched. "I look ridiculous." But he left it on. The session ended. They talked about classes. His uncertainty with group work. "I do not fit the loud types," he said. Sophie replied. "You do not have to. Small things like this can help you feel more comfortable in your skin." He nodded. Depth in the talk. Identity doubts surfaced. He felt out of place. She listened. Enjoyed the process of guiding him.

The polish stayed. Alex touched his nails often. "It is not chipping yet," he noted. Sophie felt the satisfaction. He was getting comfortable. Embarrassment gave way. Quiet comfort took over. She liked transforming him. Seeing the changes. The way he adapted.

Another evening during revision. Sophie brought the bottle out. "Quick session?" Alex sighed. "Again?" She grinned. "It is becoming our thing." He held out his hand. "Clear this time. No colour." She applied it.

"You said that last time." He laughed a little.

"Fine. Light colour then." The undercurrent was strong. She enjoyed his protests. The way he gave in. The transformation felt personal. Powerful. They talked while she painted.

"This is embarrassing," he said. "If anyone knew."

Sophie replied. "No one will. And it is harmless. Feels nice, right?"

He admitted it was. "Yeah. Calming." Depth came. He spoke about feeling different. "I don’t know why I go along with this stuff."

Sophie said, "Because it helps. Small luxuries build confidence." He seemed thoughtful. The conversation flowed. Realistic. Honest. He mentioned how it made him pause. "It is like I am doing something for me. Not what is expected."

The sessions repeated. Embarrassment faded. Quiet comfort grew. Alex asked for it one night. "The polish. It is chipped." Sophie smiled. The transformation was progressing. She enjoyed every step. Guiding him. Seeing him accept. "Same colour?" she asked. He nodded. "Yeah. It is growing on me."

Weeks of this built. Nail polish became routine. Light protests at the start. Growing ease. Sophie savoured the undercurrent. Transforming her best friend. Gentle. Effective. He was changing. Comfortable now. She liked it. The way he held his hands differently. More aware. More at ease.

One longer session they talked more. Alex opened up. "I feel odd doing this. But it is relaxing." Sophie replied. "That is the point. Self care is for everyone." He examined his finished nails. "They look okay. Better than I thought." The embarrassment was gone. Comfort remained. Sophie enjoyed the shift. The transformation was real.

The routine continued. Nails. Little luxuries. At home. Safe. Alex's hesitation turned to habit. Sophie guided. Enjoyed. The undercurrent made it fulfilling. She watched him during the day. The way he glanced at his nails. The quiet comfort. It was working.

Another evening Alex initiated. "Do you have the bottle?" Sophie fetched it. "Sure." She painted. He talked. "This helps with stress. Better than I expected." She replied. "Good. It is small but meaningful." Depth in their talks. He shared more about feeling unsure in his skin. "Sometimes I do not feel like I fit the mould." Sophie listened. "That is okay. These things help explore." He relaxed. The polish dried. Comfort settled.

Sophie enjoyed the process immensely. The undercurrent never left. Transforming him. Seeing the embarrassment turn to acceptance. It felt like progress. Personal. Rewarding.

The sessions became longer. More conversation. Alex asked questions. "Why does this feel good?" Sophie explained. "Self care shifts focus. Helps with mental clarity." He nodded. "Makes sense." The transformation continued. Gentle. Consistent. Sophie savoured it.

By the end of several weeks Alex was fully on board. "The colour is fine," he said one night. "Do not tell anyone though." Sophie promised. "Our thing." The undercurrent of her enjoyment remained. She was transforming him. Step by step. He was hers to guide. Comfortable now. The nails were a small luxury. But meaningful.

The evenings blended into routine. Nail polish. Conversation. Depth. Embarrassment long gone. Quiet comfort ruled. Sophie enjoyed every application. Every moment. The transformation was hers to watch.


Chapter Ten

It started small.

One evening, Alex came out of the bathroom after a shower wearing one of Sophie’s oversized cardigans. It was a soft, cream-coloured one she often wore around the flat. He must have grabbed it by mistake from the drying rack in the hallway.

Sophie looked up from her laptop when he walked into the living room.

“That’s mine,” she said lightly.

Alex glanced down at himself, then froze. “Oh. Shit. Sorry.” He immediately started pulling it off. “I wasn’t thinking. I just grabbed the first thing I saw.”

“You don’t have to take it off,” Sophie said. “It’s fine.”

He hesitated, the cardigan half-off one shoulder. For a moment he looked genuinely conflicted, like he didn’t know whether to keep it on or take it off as quickly as possible. Eventually, he slowly pulled it back on, but he looked awkward doing it.

“It’s just… really soft,” he mumbled, almost like an excuse.

Sophie smiled. “I know. That’s why I wear it all the time.”

Alex sat down on the sofa, still looking slightly uncomfortable. He kept adjusting the sleeves and tugging at the hem like he wasn’t sure if he should be wearing it. Sophie didn’t comment further. She just went back to her work and let him sit with it.

Over the next few days, it happened again.

Sophie noticed one of her softer jumpers missing from the drying rack. Later that evening, she saw Alex wearing it while he made dinner. It was a pale grey one, much softer and thinner than anything he usually wore. It fitted him loosely, but in a way that actually suited him.

He didn’t say anything about it, and neither did she at first. But she could tell he was thinking about it. Every so often he would glance down at the jumper, and a small frown would appear on his face, not quite discomfort, but something close to it. Like he was enjoying how it felt, but wasn’t sure if he was allowed to.

One night, after they’d eaten, Alex finally brought it up.

“I keep wearing your stuff,” he said suddenly. He was sitting on the sofa with his arms crossed, still wearing the grey jumper. “I don’t know why. It’s not on purpose.”

Sophie looked at him. “Does it bother you?”

He was quiet for a moment. “A bit. I feel like I shouldn’t be doing it. But at the same time…” He trailed off, looking down at the jumper. “It feels better than my own clothes. Softer. Less heavy.”

Sophie nodded slowly. “Then maybe that’s all it is. You like how it feels.”

Alex let out a small, frustrated breath. “It still feels weird though. Like I’m doing something I’m not supposed to.”

“Why do you think you’re not supposed to?” she asked gently.

He shrugged. “Because it’s your stuff. And because it’s… not what I usually wear. It feels like I’m crossing some kind of line.”

Sophie thought for a moment before answering. “You’re not crossing a line. Clothes are just clothes. If something feels better on you, there’s nothing wrong with wearing it. Especially not in your own home.”

Alex didn’t look entirely convinced, but he didn’t argue either. He stayed quiet for a while, his fingers absently playing with the sleeve of the jumper.

A few days later, Sophie found him wearing one of her scarves. It was a soft, light blue one she sometimes wore in the evenings. He had it loosely wrapped around his neck while he sat on the sofa reading.

When he noticed her looking, he immediately reached up to take it off.

“You don’t have to take it off,” Sophie said quickly.

Alex paused, his hand still on the scarf. He looked genuinely torn.

“I don’t know why I keep doing this,” he said quietly. “I’ll be cold or just looking for something comfortable and I end up reaching for your stuff instead of mine. And then I feel weird about it, but I also don’t want to take it off because it feels better.”

Sophie sat down next to him. “Do you want my honest opinion?”

He nodded.

“I think you’re overthinking it,” she said. “You’re not doing anything wrong. You’re just wearing clothes that feel nice. That’s it. There doesn’t have to be a deeper meaning if you don’t want there to be one.”

Alex was quiet for a long time. He kept his hand on the scarf, but he didn’t take it off.

“I just don’t want to feel like I’m pretending to be something I’m not,” he said eventually.

Sophie looked at him. “Wearing a soft jumper doesn’t mean you’re pretending to be anything. It just means you’re wearing a soft jumper.”

He gave a small, tired laugh. “When you say it like that it sounds stupid.”

“Because it is a bit stupid,” Sophie said with a smile. “You’re allowed to wear whatever feels good. You don’t need anyone’s permission, not even your own.”

Alex looked down at the jumper he was wearing, then at the scarf around his neck. He was still clearly wrestling with something internally, but the conflict seemed a little less heavy than before.

“I think I’m going to keep wearing this for now,” he said quietly. “If that’s okay.”

“It’s more than okay,” Sophie replied.

He nodded, and for the first time that evening, he looked a little more at ease. The internal conflict was still there, Sophie could see it in the way he occasionally glanced at his reflection in the dark television screen, but it was slowly being outweighed by how much better he felt when he stopped fighting against what was comfortable.

Over the next week, Alex continued to borrow things from Sophie’s side of the wardrobe. Sometimes he asked. Sometimes he didn’t. But each time, the hesitation lasted a little less long, and the quiet relief he felt afterwards lasted a little longer.

He still wasn’t completely comfortable with it. But he was starting to accept that feeling better might be more important than following whatever unspoken rules he had in his head.

And Sophie, watching him gradually relax into these small changes, felt quietly glad that he was finally letting himself have this.


Chapter Eleven

It was past midnight when the conversation finally turned serious.

The flat was quiet except for the low murmur of the television. Neither of them had really been watching it for the last hour. The only light came from a small lamp in the corner and the glow of the screen, casting soft shadows across the room. They’d been sitting like this for a while, close, but not quite touching, with the kind of silence that only exists between people who know each other well.

Alex had been unusually quiet all evening. He’d barely spoken during dinner and had spent most of the night scrolling on his phone without really engaging with anything. Sophie could feel it. There was a heaviness to him tonight, like he was carrying something he didn’t know how to put down. She hadn’t pushed him. She’d simply stayed close, giving him space while quietly letting him know she was there.

Eventually, he spoke.

“I’ve been thinking about some of the stuff you’ve said,” he admitted, his voice low. He kept his eyes on his hands, which were clasped together in his lap. “About gender not being as simple as everyone makes it out to be.”

Sophie turned slightly towards him on the sofa. She studied his face for a moment before answering.

“Yeah?” she said gently, encouraging him to keep going.

Alex let out a slow breath, still not quite meeting her eyes. “I don’t know. I’ve just been thinking about it more lately. The way people talk about it like it’s this fixed thing. Like you’re either one thing or the other and that’s it. But it doesn’t always feel that straightforward to me.”

He paused, clearly struggling to find the right words. Sophie stayed quiet, letting him take his time. She could sense that this wasn’t easy for him to say out loud.

“I’ve been feeling… off,” he continued after a moment. “Not all the time. Just sometimes. Like I don’t really fit the way I’m supposed to. And wearing some of your stuff… it makes that feeling quieter. I don’t know what that means. I’ve been trying not to think about it too much, but it’s been on my mind a lot lately.”

Sophie watched him carefully. There was a vulnerability in his voice that she hadn’t heard before. She could tell he’d been sitting with this for a while, turning it over in his head until he couldn’t keep it in anymore.

She shifted a little closer on the sofa, her voice soft but steady when she finally spoke.

“Tell me more,” she said. “I’m listening.”

Alex kept his eyes on his hands, his fingers tightly laced together. His voice was low and uncertain when he finally spoke again.

“I don’t know how I feel about it,” he said. “Sometimes I feel like I don’t really fit into being a guy the way other people expect. Like I’m supposed to act a certain way or want certain things, and I just… don’t. But I don’t know if that means I’m something else either. It’s all just… confusing. I don’t even have the words for it most of the time.”

Sophie nodded slowly, her expression gentle. She could hear how much effort it was taking him to say this out loud.

“That’s more common than people think,” she said. “Gender isn’t always this clear, solid thing that stays the same your whole life. It can be fluid. It can shift depending on how you feel, or even depending on the day. Some people feel like they’re somewhere in between, or that none of the usual labels quite fit. There’s no single right way to experience it.”

Alex was quiet for a long time. He kept staring down at his hands, his shoulders slightly hunched. When he spoke again, his voice was even quieter.

“I don’t even know what I am,” he admitted. “I just know that sometimes wearing your stuff… feels better than wearing mine. It feels more comfortable. Like I can actually relax in it. And I don’t know what that says about me. It makes me feel weird. Like I should be ashamed of it or something. But I’m not. Not really. I just don’t understand it.”

Sophie studied him carefully. She could see how much this was weighing on him, the confusion, the quiet shame, and the small flicker of relief that came whenever he allowed himself to be honest about it. He looked tired. Like he’d been carrying this alone for too long.

After a few seconds, she stood up without saying anything and walked into her bedroom. Alex stayed where he was, still staring at his hands.

When Sophie returned, she was holding something small and delicate. She sat back down beside him and placed it on the coffee table between them without a word.

It was a delicate, silky pair of pink panties and a matching soft bra. The fabric looked smooth and expensive, clearly something she had chosen with care. The soft pink colour stood out against the dark wood of the table.

Alex stared at the underwear for a long moment, his face slowly flushing. He didn’t speak. He just looked at the items, then at Sophie, then back at the table again. His hands tightened in his lap.

Expanded Section;

Alex stared at the delicate pink panties and matching bra on the coffee table, his eyes widening slightly. A flush crept up his neck almost immediately.

Sophie watched his reaction closely. She had suspected this moment might come eventually. Over the past few weeks, she had noticed how much internal resistance Alex carried whenever something feminine felt good to him. He wanted it, but he couldn’t bring himself to choose it. The shame and confusion always got in the way.

She knew that sometimes, for people like him, light domination could actually help. Taking away the responsibility of the decision, making it something he had to do rather than something he chose, could quiet the guilt and overthinking. It gave him permission to experience it without having to carry the weight of “I wanted this.”

“Put them on,” Sophie said calmly.

Alex looked up at her, clearly startled. “What?”

“Put them on,” she repeated, her voice steady.

He let out a short, nervous laugh, though there was no real humour in it. “Soph… I can’t. That’s… I’d feel stupid.”

Sophie’s expression shifted. The warmth in her face faded into something firmer. She sat up straighter and looked at him directly, her voice taking on a quiet but unmistakable authority.

“I’m not asking.”

Alex’s mouth opened slightly, but no words came out. He looked back down at the underwear, then at Sophie again. His face was now visibly red. He seemed caught between embarrassment and something deeper, a strange sense of relief that the decision had been taken out of his hands.

Sophie didn’t soften her expression. She simply waited, holding his gaze. She knew this was the moment he needed. If she gave him an easy way out, he would take it and then spend the rest of the night hating himself for wanting it. But if she took control, even just a little, it might allow him to move past the shame and actually feel what he was so afraid of admitting.

Alex swallowed hard. His hands were clenched tightly in his lap. After several long seconds, he slowly reached out and picked up the panties and bra from the table. His fingers trembled slightly as he held them.

He stood up without another word and walked toward his room, head slightly down. Sophie watched him go, her expression softening just a fraction once his back was turned.

She knew this wasn’t about forcing him. It was about giving him the push he secretly needed, the one he couldn’t give himself.

Sophie waited in silence on the sofa, her posture relaxed but alert. She didn’t call out or rush him. She simply sat there, giving him the time and space to process what she had asked of him.

A few minutes later, the bedroom door opened.

Alex stepped out slowly, now wearing only the delicate pink panties and matching bra. His face was flushed a deep, burning red that spread down his neck and across his chest. He stood awkwardly in the middle of the living room, his body language small and uncertain. Both of his hands were cupped tightly over his crotch, trying to hide the obvious bulge in the silky panties.

Sophie looked at him steadily, her expression calm and composed. She let the silence stretch for a moment, giving him nowhere to hide.

“Move your hands,” she said.

Alex’s eyes widened slightly. He looked at her like he was hoping she might change her mind. When she didn’t, he hesitated for several long seconds, clearly mortified. His breathing was shallow. Slowly, reluctantly, he lowered his hands to his sides.

Sophie’s gaze dropped for a brief moment. The silky pink panties were stretched taut over his erection, the delicate fabric doing little to conceal how turned on he was. She looked back up at his face and gave a small, satisfied nod.

“Good,” she said simply, her voice steady and approving. “Now go and put something pretty on.”

Alex stared at her, clearly overwhelmed. His mouth opened, but it took him a second to find his voice.

“Sophie…” he said, the word coming out strained and uncertain. His hands twitched at his sides like he wanted to cover himself again but didn’t dare. “I… I don’t know if I can do this.”

Sophie didn’t soften. She held his gaze, her tone firm but not unkind.

“You can,” she said. “And you will. Go on.”

Alex stood there for another moment, visibly struggling with the mix of embarrassment, arousal, and confusion written across his face. Then, without another word, he turned and walked back into his room, his steps small and hesitant.

A short while later, the bedroom door opened again.

Alex stepped out slowly, now wearing one of Sophie’s softer, more feminine tops over the pink panties and bra. It was a loose, off-white blouse with delicate lace detailing along the neckline. On him, it looked undeniably pretty, soft and delicate in a way that contrasted sharply with his usual clothes. He kept his arms slightly away from his body, as if he still wasn’t sure how to hold himself in it.

He looked uncertain, almost shy, but this time he didn’t try to cover himself. His hands stayed at his sides, even though Sophie could see how exposed he felt. His face was still flushed, and he avoided meeting her eyes directly as he stood there.

Sophie studied him for a moment, then patted the space on the sofa beside her.

“Come here,” she said, her voice calm but leaving no room for hesitation.

Alex hesitated for a second, then walked over and sat down next to her. He moved carefully, like he was still getting used to the feeling of the lingerie beneath the top. Sophie opened her laptop and navigated to the Shein website without saying anything at first. The soft glow of the screen lit up both of their faces.

“We’re going to pick out some things for you,” she said matter-of-factly, scrolling through the site.

Alex looked at the screen, then at her. His voice was quiet and uncertain.

“I… I don’t know if I’m ready for this.”

Sophie glanced at him. Her expression softened slightly, though her tone remained steady and firm.

“I know you’re scared,” she said. “But this is for the best. You’ve been fighting against how you feel for a long time. It’s time to stop pretending it doesn’t matter.”

Alex swallowed hard. His hands rested on his thighs, fingers twitching slightly with nerves. He stared at the screen without really seeing it.

“What if someone finds out?” he asked quietly.

Sophie turned her head to look at him properly. Her voice was gentle, but there was a quiet strength behind it.

“No one’s going to find out,” she said. “This is between us. No one else needs to know. And you deserve to feel comfortable in your own skin. Even if that means wearing things like this.”

Alex was quiet for a long moment. He kept his eyes on the laptop screen, watching as Sophie slowly scrolled through different sections, tops, dresses, and lingerie. His breathing was still a little uneven, but he didn’t pull away. He just sat there beside her, dressed in her clothes, clearly overwhelmed but no longer trying to fight what was happening.

Sophie didn’t rush him. She simply kept scrolling, giving him time to sit with the decision she had made for him.

Sophie scrolled slowly through the website, showing him different items, soft tops, delicate dresses, and pretty lingerie sets. Alex didn’t say much at first. He sat stiffly beside her, still wearing the pink panties, bra, and feminine top. His face remained flushed, but he didn’t look away from the screen. Every so often, his eyes would linger on certain items a little longer than others before quickly moving on.

Sophie noticed.

After a while, she stopped scrolling and turned her head slightly toward him.

“Tell me what you like,” she said, her voice calm but encouraging. “When you look at these… what actually catches your eye?”

Alex shifted uncomfortably. He kept his eyes on the screen, clearly reluctant to answer.

“I don’t know,” he mumbled.

Sophie didn’t let him off that easily. She leaned in a little closer, her tone gentle but firm.

“Yes, you do. Look again. What do you like?”

Alex was quiet for a long moment. His fingers fidgeted on his thigh. Eventually, he spoke, his voice low and hesitant.

“…The shiny ones,” he admitted quietly. “And the lacy stuff. I like how they look.”

Sophie nodded, waiting for him to continue.

Alex swallowed and kept going, his voice even quieter now.

“And the cottagecore dresses… and tops. The ones that look soft and kind of floaty. I don’t know why, but I like them. And silky things too. They just… look nice.”

He sounded embarrassed admitting it out loud, like saying the words made it more real. His face grew redder, and he kept his gaze fixed on the laptop screen, avoiding her eyes.

Sophie studied him for a moment, then gave a small, approving nod.

“Thank you for telling me,” she said softly. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Alex didn’t answer, but the tension in his shoulders eased just a fraction.

Sophie turned back to the screen and continued scrolling, this time paying closer attention to the things he had mentioned. She clicked on a few delicate, lacy pieces and some soft, flowy dresses before speaking again.

“You don’t have to understand everything right now,” she said, her voice gentle but steady. “You just have to stop fighting it so hard. I’m here with you. I’m not going anywhere.”

Alex stared at the screen for a long time. His face was still flushed, but some of the fear in his eyes had been replaced by something quieter, something closer to reluctant acceptance. He looked overwhelmed, but he wasn’t pulling away.

Eventually, he spoke, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Okay.”

Sophie smiled softly and clicked on a delicate lace lingerie set.

“Good,” she said. “Let’s start with this one.”


Chapter Twelve

The packages arrived on a Friday afternoon. Three plain boxes from Shein sat stacked neatly by the front door when Sophie got home from her last lecture. She spotted them immediately as she stepped inside.

Alex was already there, sitting on the sofa with his laptop open in front of him. He wasn’t really working though. Every few seconds his eyes would drift over to the boxes, lingering for a moment before quickly returning to his screen. He looked tense, like he was trying very hard to appear casual, but failing.

Sophie closed the door behind her and dropped her bag by the coat rack.

“They came,” Alex said quietly, not quite meeting her eyes.

She smiled as she walked further into the room. “Want to open them?”

Alex hesitated. His fingers paused over the keyboard. For a few seconds he didn’t answer, his gaze flicking back to the boxes like they were something dangerous. There was a clear conflict on his face, part of him clearly wanted to open them, but another part looked nervous, almost afraid of what might happen once he did.

Eventually, he gave a small nod.

“Yeah,” he said, his voice low. “Okay.”

Sophie could see how much effort it took him to agree. She didn’t push or rush him. Instead, she walked over and sat down on the floor in front of the boxes, giving him the space to join her when he was ready.

After a moment, Alex closed his laptop and slowly moved to sit opposite her. His shoulders were tight, and he kept glancing at the boxes like he was still trying to decide whether this was a good idea. Sophie waited patiently, letting the silence settle between them.

When he finally reached for the first box, his hands were slightly unsteady.

They sat on the floor together and opened the boxes one by one. Inside were the items they had chosen together a few nights earlier, soft tops, delicate dresses, and a few sets of pretty lingerie. As Alex pulled each piece out, his face grew steadily more flushed. He didn’t speak much, but Sophie could see the way his fingers lingered on the fabric, especially on the softer, more feminine pieces. He was clearly interested, but he also looked like he was fighting against that interest at the same time.

Sophie watched him carefully, giving him space but staying attentive. She could sense how conflicted he was, part of him wanted to keep going, while another part seemed ready to shut down at any moment.

“Want to try some on?” she asked gently.

Alex looked up at her, his cheeks still pink. He hesitated, clearly torn. After a few seconds, he gave a small, nervous laugh.

“Like… now?”

“Yeah,” Sophie said, keeping her voice light and encouraging. “Just for us. You don’t have to go anywhere or show anyone else. You can do a little fashion show if you want. No pressure.”

Alex looked back down at the clothes spread out between them. He was quiet for a long moment, his fingers absently tracing the edge of a soft blouse. Sophie could see the internal battle playing out on his face, the desire to try them on fighting against his fear and embarrassment.

Eventually, he let out a shaky breath and nodded.

“Okay,” he said quietly. “Just for a bit.”

He stood up slowly, gathered a few pieces, and carried them into his room without looking at her. Sophie stayed where she was on the floor, giving him time.

A few minutes later, the door opened again.

Alex stepped out wearing a soft, cream-coloured blouse with delicate buttons down the front and a pair of light blue shorts. It was simple, but undeniably feminine. The blouse was slightly loose on him, giving it a soft, floaty shape. He stood in the middle of the living room, shifting his weight from foot to foot, clearly unsure of himself.

Sophie smiled warmly as she looked at him.

“You look really nice,” she said sincerely.

Alex glanced at her, then quickly looked away again, his face still red. He didn’t say anything, but he didn’t rush back into his room either. He just stood there, letting her see him.

Alex glanced at the mirror and then back at Sophie. A small, shy smile tugged at the corner of his mouth.

“Yeah?” he asked quietly, like he wasn’t quite sure he believed her.

“Yeah,” Sophie said, smiling back. “You look good.”

That seemed to be all he needed. After a moment’s hesitation, Alex turned and went back into his room. When he came out again a few minutes later, he was wearing something different, a soft, flowy white top with delicate lace along the sleeves paired with a pair of light, high-waisted shorts. He still looked a little unsure of himself as he stood there, but he didn’t immediately retreat this time.

Sophie kept her comments gentle and low-pressure. “That one really suits you,” she said. “The colour looks nice against your skin.”

Alex glanced at his reflection again. This time, the smile that appeared was a little more genuine. He turned slightly, checking how the top moved when he did.

Over the next hour, he kept going back and forth between his room and the living room. Each time he returned, he seemed a little more at ease. Some of the outfits were soft and casual, pretty blouses and flowy tops that still felt relatively safe. Others were more delicate, like the lacy lingerie sets paired with one of Sophie’s satin robes. With each new outfit, his posture changed. His shoulders relaxed. He stopped trying to hide behind his hands or stand so stiffly.

Sophie stayed on the sofa the whole time, offering quiet encouragement without making a big deal out of it. She didn’t gush or overwhelm him with compliments. She simply let him enjoy the experience at his own pace.

By the time the sun had started to set, Alex had tried on nearly everything. At one point, while wearing a soft, pale pink dress that reached just above his knees, he even did a small, slightly awkward twirl in the middle of the living room. His cheeks were pink with embarrassment, but he was smiling, properly smiling, in a way Sophie hadn’t seen in a long time.

They eventually ordered takeaway and ate on the sofa while watching something light on TV. Alex stayed dressed up the entire evening. He didn’t change back into his usual clothes, and he didn’t seem to want to. Every so often, Sophie would catch him running his hands over the fabric of whatever he was wearing, like he was still getting used to how it felt, and how much he liked it.

By the end of the night, he looked genuinely relaxed. The tension that usually sat in his shoulders had eased, and there was a quiet contentment in the way he sat beside her. It felt like a really good night, one of the best they’d had since he moved in.

Sophie didn’t say anything about it out loud. She just let the moment exist, quietly glad that he was allowing himself to enjoy this, even if only for tonight.

But later, after Sophie had gone to bed, the doubt crept in.

Alex had stayed in his room for a long time after the fashion show. He hadn’t changed out of the soft, pretty clothes right away. Instead, he’d sat on the edge of his bed, running his hands over the fabric, still riding the high of the evening. The longer he sat there, the more aware he became of how the clothes felt against his skin, how the silky panties still clung to him underneath the dress, how the soft top brushed against his chest every time he moved.

Eventually, the arousal that had been building all night became too much to ignore.

He locked his door, lay back on the bed, and touched himself while still fully dressed. It didn’t take long. The combination of the feminine clothes, the memory of Sophie watching him, and the forbidden thrill of it all pushed him over the edge quickly. He came hard, still wearing the outfit they had picked out together.

But the moment it was over, the post-nut clarity hit like a truck.

The warm, floaty feeling from earlier vanished instantly, replaced by a crushing wave of shame and disgust. He stared at the ceiling, breathing hard, as the reality of what he’d just done sank in. He was still wearing women’s clothes. He’d just masturbated in them. The pleasure that had felt so good only seconds ago now made him feel sick.

He sat up quickly, heart pounding. Without thinking, he tore the clothes off as fast as he could, like they were burning him. He changed back into his old, baggy hoodie and loose joggers, the safest, most masculine clothes he owned. But instead of feeling better, he felt worse. The familiar clothes now felt wrong, like they didn’t belong on him anymore. The contrast only made the shame louder.

He paced his room for nearly an hour, trying to calm down, but the thoughts kept spiralling.

What the fuck is wrong with me? Why did I enjoy that so much? Am I disgusting?

Eventually, the panic became too much. Around 2 a.m., he emerged from his room and paced the living room for a minute, breathing fast and shallow. His face was pale, his eyes wide with fear. He couldn’t stay in his room any longer. He needed to talk to someone before he completely lost it.

He walked over to Sophie’s door and knocked softly.

She opened it a moment later, bleary-eyed and concerned. “Alex? What’s wrong?”

He looked like he was about to cry. His voice cracked as he spoke.

“I feel stupid. I feel so fucking stupid.”

Sophie stepped out into the hallway, closing her door behind her. “Hey… talk to me. What happened?”

Alex ran a shaky hand through his hair, clearly agitated. “I was fine earlier. I was actually happy. But then I went to my room and I just… I couldn’t stop thinking about how ridiculous I looked. How wrong it was. I changed back into my normal clothes and I felt even worse. Like I was lying to myself or something. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

Sophie leaned against the wall, keeping her voice calm and steady. “Nothing’s wrong with you. You had a good night. That doesn’t mean you have to feel ashamed of it now.”

“But I do feel ashamed,” he said, his voice breaking. “I keep going back and forth. One minute I feel good in those clothes, and the next I feel like I’m disgusting for even wanting to wear them. I don’t know who I am anymore.”

He looked completely lost. The confident, smiling version of him from earlier that evening was gone, replaced by someone who looked like he was drowning in self-loathing.

Sophie was quiet for a moment. She could see how much he was hurting, the way his shoulders were hunched, the way he kept avoiding her eyes, and how raw his voice sounded. She didn’t rush to fill the silence. Instead, she took a slow breath before speaking.

“That’s normal,” she said gently. “This kind of stuff brings up a lot of complicated feelings. It’s not always going to feel good straight away, and it definitely doesn’t stay good all the time. Sometimes there’s a lot of shame attached to it, even when it feels right in the moment. Especially when you’ve spent years being told, directly or indirectly, that wanting to wear certain things or feel a certain way is wrong.”

She looked at him steadily, her voice staying soft but steady.

“What happened tonight isn’t unusual. You had a really good evening, you let yourself enjoy it, and then your brain caught up afterwards and hit you with all the guilt and confusion it’s been holding onto. That post-clarity crash can be brutal. It doesn’t mean you were wrong for feeling good earlier. It just means your mind is still trying to protect you from something it’s been taught to see as dangerous or shameful.”

Alex didn’t say anything, but she could tell he was listening. His breathing was still shaky, but he wasn’t spiralling quite as hard as before.

Sophie continued, a little quieter now.

“You’re not disgusting for wanting this. And you’re not broken for feeling ashamed about it either. Both of those things can exist at the same time while you’re still figuring it out. It doesn’t have to make sense right away.”

The next day in the evening, Sophie came home from campus to find Alex sitting on the sofa in his old jeans and t-shirt. He looked small. His eyes were glassy and red from crying, and he was staring blankly at the floor with his hands clasped tightly between his knees.

She closed the door quietly behind her. “Alex?”

He didn’t look up at first. When he finally did, his voice was hoarse and shaky.

“I tried putting my old clothes back on today,” he said. “I thought it would help. I wore them all day. But it just felt wrong. Like I was wearing a costume. Like none of it belonged on me anymore.” His voice cracked. “What have you done to me?”

Sophie’s chest tightened. She dropped her bag and walked over to him slowly. She could see how lost he was, how much he was fighting against himself.

She knelt down in front of him and spoke softly. “I haven’t done anything. This is just who you are.”

Alex shook his head, fresh tears welling up in his eyes. “But I don’t want to be this way,” he whispered. “I don’t want to feel like this. I was fine before. I was normal. And now I can’t even put on my own clothes without feeling like I’m lying to myself.”

Sophie reached out and gently took one of his hands. “You deserve to be happy,” she said quietly. “Even if that happiness doesn’t look the way you thought it would. Even if it scares you.”

He swallowed hard, his voice barely above a whisper.

“I think I want to dress up,” he admitted. “Like… properly. Not just sometimes when I’m feeling brave. I keep thinking about it. All the time. But I’m scared it means something I’m not ready for. I’m scared of what it says about me.”

Sophie didn’t answer with words at first. Instead, she stood up and stepped forward, pulling him into a hug without hesitation. Alex stiffened for a second, like he wasn’t sure he deserved the comfort, but then he collapsed into her. He buried his face in her shoulder as his body began to shake with quiet, heavy sobs, the kind that had clearly been building for a long time.

Sophie held him tightly, one hand gently rubbing slow circles on his back. She didn’t try to shush him or tell him to stop crying. She just held him, letting him fall apart in the safety of her arms.

“It’s okay,” she murmured against his hair. “You don’t have to have all the answers tonight. You’re allowed to be confused. You’re allowed to want this and still be scared of it. Both of those things can be true at the same time.”

Alex clung to her like he was afraid she might let go. His tears soaked into her shirt, but she didn’t move. She just kept holding him, steady and patient, while he cried out the fear and shame he’d been carrying alone.

After a while, his sobs began to slow, though he didn’t pull away. His voice was small and broken when he finally spoke again.

“I’m so tired of fighting it.”

Sophie closed her eyes and held him a little tighter.

“Then stop fighting,” she whispered. “At least for tonight. You’re safe here.”

Alex cried harder, his hands gripping the back of Sophie’s hoodie like he was afraid she might pull away. His whole body shook with the force of it.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” he choked out between sobs. “I feel like I’m losing my mind. One minute I’m happy, and the next I hate myself for it. I don’t understand why this keeps happening to me.”

Sophie held him tighter, resting her cheek against the side of his head. Her voice was soft but steady.

“Nothing’s wrong with you,” she said gently. “You’re just figuring it out. And I’m right here with you while you do. You don’t have to have it all sorted. It’s okay to feel confused. It’s okay to go back and forth. This stuff is complicated, and it brings up a lot of feelings that don’t always make sense straight away.”

They stood like that in the hallway for a long time. Alex cried quietly into her shoulder, his grip on her hoodie never loosening. Sophie didn’t try to fix anything or offer empty reassurances. She simply held him, rubbing slow, soothing circles on his back and letting him feel whatever he needed to feel. The only sounds in the flat were his quiet sobs and the occasional sniffle.

Eventually, his crying began to slow. His breathing became less ragged, and his grip on her loosened. He pulled back slightly, eyes red and puffy, and wiped at his face with the sleeve of his hoodie.

“I’m sorry,” he mumbled, voice hoarse. “I didn’t mean to break down like that.”

“Don’t be,” Sophie said softly. She reached up and gently brushed a tear from his cheek with her thumb. “You needed that. Holding it in was only going to make it worse.”

Alex looked down at the floor for a moment, clearly embarrassed, before glancing back up at her. His voice was small and uncertain when he spoke again.

“Can I… can I sleep in one of the new outfits tonight?”

Sophie smiled gently, her expression warm and without any judgment.

“Of course you can,” she said. “Whatever makes you feel more like yourself right now. You don’t have to explain it.”

Alex nodded, looking relieved but still fragile. He wiped his face again and took a shaky breath.

“Thanks, Soph,” he whispered.

She gave his arm a gentle squeeze. “Anytime.”

He nodded too, looking completely drained. His eyes were still red and swollen from crying, and there was a deep tiredness in his posture, like the emotional weight of the night had physically exhausted him. But beneath it, there was something else, a faint sense of relief. Like some of the pressure he’d been carrying had finally been released.

Without another word, he turned and walked slowly back into his room, closing the door gently behind him.

Sophie stayed in the hallway for a moment, giving him space. A few minutes later, the door opened again. Alex stepped out wearing one of the soft, pretty tops they had picked out together, paired with a pair of delicate, silky shorts. The outfit was simple, but undeniably feminine. He didn’t say anything as he walked past her. He just gave her a small, tired look, quiet and vulnerable, before heading into his bedroom for the night.

Sophie watched him go, her heart aching with a mixture of sadness and quiet pride. She knew this wouldn’t be the last time he had a moment of doubt. She could already see how deeply ingrained the shame and fear were, and she understood that these kinds of internal battles didn’t disappear overnight. There would likely be more nights like this, more moments where he felt overwhelmed, confused, or ashamed.

But tonight, he had come back to her.

After breaking down, after spiralling into self-loathing and trying to reject this part of himself, he had still chosen to put on the clothes again. He had still chosen to be honest with her. And that mattered more than he probably realised.

Sophie stood there for a few more seconds, letting the quiet of the flat settle around her. Then she turned and walked back to her own room. As she got into bed, she couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of gratitude, not just for how far Alex had come, but for the fact that he trusted her enough to fall apart in front of her.

She knew the road ahead wouldn’t be easy. But at least now, he didn’t have to walk it alone.


Chapter Thirteen

It was a quiet Friday evening when Sophie brought it up. They were in the living room after dinner, the soft glow of the lamp making the flat feel smaller and safer than usual. Alex was wearing one of her softer tops again, a loose, cream-coloured blouse he’d grown fond of, paired with a pair of her joggers that fit him better than his own.

Sophie studied him for a moment before speaking.

“Want me to do your face tonight?” she asked casually.

Alex looked up from his phone. “My face?”

“Yeah. Just a bit of grooming. Shape your eyebrows a little, moisturise properly, maybe some light makeup. Nothing heavy. Just enough to soften things.”

He hesitated, clearly unsure. “I don’t know… makeup?”

“It’s just for here,” Sophie said gently. “You don’t have to go anywhere. I just thought it might be nice. You’ve been enjoying the clothes. This is just the next step.”

Alex was quiet for a few seconds, then gave a small nod. “Okay. Just… nothing too obvious.”

Sophie smiled. “Promise.”

They moved into the bathroom. Sophie had him sit on the closed toilet lid while she gathered a few things, tweezers, moisturiser, a small makeup bag, and a mirror. She started with his eyebrows, carefully trimming and shaping them just enough to clean them up and give them a softer arch. Alex winced a couple of times but didn’t complain.

“See?” she said as she worked. “Just a little tidy. Makes a surprising difference.”

Next, she showed him how to moisturise his face properly, rubbing the cream into his skin with gentle circular motions. “You want to do this every day,” she told him. “Especially after shaving. It helps keep your skin soft.”

Alex followed her instructions quietly, watching himself in the mirror. When she was done, she picked up a small tube of foundation and a bit of concealer.

“Ready for the next bit?” she asked.

He nodded, though he still looked nervous.

Sophie kept it light and natural. She applied a thin layer of foundation to even out his skin, then added a touch of concealer under his eyes and around his nose. She finished with a soft, neutral eyeshadow and a little mascara, just enough to make his eyes stand out without looking dramatic. The whole look was subtle, but undeniably feminine.

When she was finished, she stepped back so he could see himself properly in the mirror.

Alex stared at his reflection for a long moment. His face looked softer, cleaner, and more delicate than usual. The slight shaping of his eyebrows and the light makeup made a noticeable difference, but it wasn’t over the top. He could almost believe he might pass if someone glanced at him quickly.

Sophie smiled. “You look really pretty.”

Alex blushed, but he didn’t look away from the mirror. “I… don’t even recognise myself.”

“In a good way?”

He nodded slowly. “Yeah. In a good way.”

Sophie tilted her head, studying him. “You know… if you wanted, we could go out for a bit. Just around the block. It’s dark out. I don’t think anyone would be able to tell.”

Alex’s eyes widened slightly. “Go out? Like… like this?”

“Just a short walk,” Sophie said. “Nothing big. We don’t even have to talk to anyone. I’ll be right there with you.”

He looked back at his reflection, clearly torn. The idea clearly excited him a little, but fear quickly followed.

“I don’t think I can,” he said quietly. “What if someone notices?”

Sophie’s voice was calm and reassuring. “It’s dark, and we’ll stay on quiet streets. You don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for. But I think you’d be surprised how well you pass right now.”

Alex was quiet for a long time, still staring at himself in the mirror. Eventually, he let out a shaky breath.

“…Okay,” he said. “Just around the block. And if I want to come back, we come straight back.”

“Deal,” Sophie said with a small smile.

They got ready quickly. Alex added one of Sophie’s light cardigans over his top for extra comfort, and she grabbed her keys and a jacket. Before they left, she gave him one last piece of advice.

“Walk like you belong there,” she told him gently as they stepped out of the flat. “Shoulders back, head up. You don’t have to rush. Just walk like you’re supposed to be there. I’ll be right beside you the whole time.”

Alex nodded, though his hands were fidgeting at his sides. As they stepped out into the cool night air, Sophie could feel how nervous he was. His steps were small and hesitant at first.

She walked close beside him and spoke softly as they made their way down the quiet street.

“Try to relax your shoulders a bit,” she murmured. “You’re doing fine. No one’s looking at us.”

Alex took a slow breath and tried to follow her advice. His posture improved slightly, though his eyes still darted around nervously every time they passed under a streetlight.

Sophie stayed close, her presence steady and grounding. She didn’t push him to talk much. She just walked with him, occasionally offering quiet encouragement when she noticed his nerves rising again.

They hadn’t gone far when Alex spoke, his voice low.

“This feels… weird,” he admitted. “But not in a bad way. Just… strange.”

“That’s okay,” Sophie replied. “You’re allowed to feel strange. Just keep breathing. You’re doing really well.”

They continued walking slowly down the quiet residential street, the night air cool against their skin. Alex was still tense, but with every step, he seemed to be adjusting, just a little, to the feeling of being outside while dressed this way.

Sophie stayed right beside him, ready to turn back the moment he asked.

Over the next few nights, their walks became a quiet routine. What had started as one nervous lap around the block slowly turned into longer strolls through the quieter residential streets near their flat. Alex still got nervous every time they stepped outside, but with Sophie beside him, the fear became more manageable.

Sophie was careful not to push too fast. At first, the outings stayed simple, just the soft tops and blouses he was already comfortable with, paired with jeans or simple shorts. But as the days passed and Alex’s nerves settled, she began gently introducing new things.

One evening, she handed him a pair of low block heels before they left.

“Just try them,” she said. “They’re not too high. I think they’ll change the way you walk.”

Alex looked at them warily but didn’t refuse. He practised walking around the flat first, holding onto the back of the sofa for balance. When they finally stepped outside, he moved slowly and carefully, but Sophie noticed the difference almost immediately. The heels gave him a more natural sway, and after a while, he stopped focusing so hard on how he was walking.

A few nights later, she gave him a small handbag.

“You don’t have to carry much,” she said. “Just your phone and keys. It helps with the posture.”

Alex rolled his eyes at first, but he took it. By the third night of carrying it, he was no longer clutching it awkwardly against his side. He let it rest naturally in the crook of his arm, the same way Sophie did.

The biggest change came when she brought out a wig.

It was a soft, shoulder-length style in a warm brown that matched his natural hair colour. At first, Alex was extremely hesitant.

“I don’t know about this,” he said, staring at it. “This feels like a big step.”

“You don’t have to wear it if you don’t want to,” Sophie reassured him. “But I think it would help you feel more complete when we’re out.”

After some back and forth, he agreed to try it. The first time he put it on and looked in the mirror, he went very quiet. Sophie could see the shift in his expression. With the wig framing his face and softening his features even further, he looked noticeably more feminine. When they went out that night, he kept reaching up to touch it at first, but by the time they were halfway around their usual route, his hand had dropped.

As the nights went on, Sophie began to notice a clear change in him.

At the start, whenever they passed someone on the street, even from a distance, Alex would tense up. His shoulders would rise, his steps would quicken, and he’d keep his head slightly down. But with each new element Sophie introduced (the heels, the handbag, and eventually the wig), something shifted.

By the time he was wearing the full combination, a pretty top, delicate shorts or a light skirt, low heels, a handbag, and the wig, his posture had changed completely. He no longer walked like he was trying to disappear. His steps became more natural. His shoulders stayed relaxed. When they passed people, he no longer flinched or looked away. Instead, he kept his head up, eyes forward, moving with a quiet confidence that hadn’t been there before.

Sophie watched it happen gradually over those nights. She didn’t point it out every time, but she noticed. The way he no longer held his breath when someone walked past. The way he sometimes even smiled softly to himself when he caught his reflection in a shop window. The fear was still there, she could see it in the occasional flicker of nervousness in his eyes, but it was no longer the dominant feeling.

One night, as they walked past a couple walking their dog, Alex didn’t tense up at all. He simply kept walking at a steady pace, his handbag resting lightly against his side. When the couple had passed, Sophie glanced at him.

“You’re getting better at this,” she said quietly.

Alex didn’t answer right away. But after a few seconds, he gave a small nod.

“I still get scared sometimes,” he admitted. “But… it’s not as bad as it was. I don’t feel like I’m about to get caught anymore.”

Sophie smiled. “That’s because you’re starting to believe you belong out here.”

Alex was quiet again, but this time there was a faint smile on his lips as they continued walking.

The nights were still short, and they never went far. But with every outing, Alex seemed to be stepping further into himself, and further away from the fear that had once held him back.

Over the next couple of weeks, their walks continued to grow in length and confidence. Alex had become noticeably more comfortable in the softer, more feminine clothes Sophie helped him pick out. The heels, handbag, and wig no longer felt like a performance, they had started to feel like an extension of himself. Sophie could see the difference in the way he carried himself. His steps were lighter, his posture more relaxed, and he no longer kept his head down when they passed people on the street.

One mild evening, they found themselves walking past a popular student bar near campus. Music and laughter spilled out onto the pavement, and groups of students stood outside smoking and chatting. Alex slowed down as they approached, glancing through the windows.

Sophie noticed his hesitation and gently touched his arm.

“Want to go in for a drink?” she asked.

Alex stopped walking. His eyes widened slightly as he looked at the busy bar.

“I… I don’t know,” he said quietly. “What if someone recognises me?”

Sophie gave him a reassuring smile. “If they do, then they do. But you look really good tonight. And if anyone says anything nasty, we’ll just leave. No pressure.”

Alex looked back at the bar, clearly torn. His fingers tightened around the strap of his handbag. For a long moment, he didn’t speak. Then, after taking a deep breath, he gave a small, nervous nod.

“Okay,” he said. “Just one drink.”

Sophie smiled and linked her arm through his. “One drink. And if you want to leave after five minutes, we will.”

They stepped inside together.

The bar was busy but not packed. Warm lighting and the low hum of conversation filled the space. Alex stayed close to Sophie as they made their way to the bar, his eyes darting around nervously. A few people glanced their way, but no one stared. To most, he simply looked like another girl out for a drink with a friend.

They ordered their drinks and found a small table near the back. Alex kept his handbag on his lap, his fingers drumming lightly against it as he scanned the room.

“You’re doing really well,” Sophie said quietly. “Just breathe.”

Alex gave her a small, tense smile. “I feel like everyone’s looking at me.”

“They’re not,” she replied. “And even if they were, you look amazing.”

They had only been there for about ten minutes when a group of lads from Alex’s course walked in. Alex immediately tensed up when he spotted them. Three of them, guys he had classes with, made their way to the bar. At first, none of them paid him any attention. They ordered their drinks, laughing and chatting amongst themselves.

But then one of them, a guy called Tom, glanced over in their direction. He did a double take. His eyes narrowed for a second as he looked at Alex, clearly trying to place him. Then recognition slowly dawned on his face.

He nudged the guy next to him and said something. The other two turned to look as well. For a moment, Alex looked like he was about to bolt. But before he could, Tom started walking over, a surprised but friendly expression on his face.

“Alex?” he said, stopping in front of their table. “Mate… is that you?”

Alex froze. His face flushed deep red. He opened his mouth, but no words came out at first.

Tom grinned, clearly impressed rather than mocking. “Fuck, you look incredible. I almost didn’t recognise you.”

The other two guys joined him, both looking equally surprised but not unkind.

“Seriously,” one of them said. “You look really good. Like… proper good.”

Alex finally found his voice, though it came out quiet and uncertain. “Thanks… I wasn’t sure if I should come out like this.”

Tom shrugged. “Why not? You look happy. That’s what matters, right?”

The other lads nodded in agreement. One of them even pulled up a chair and sat down without being invited, clearly wanting to chat. Within minutes, the group had joined their table. They didn’t make a big deal out of Alex’s appearance, they just treated him like normal, asking about his course and cracking jokes like they always did.

Slowly, Alex began to relax. The tension in his shoulders eased, and he started smiling more freely. He even laughed at one of their stories, the sound genuine and light. Sophie watched quietly from beside him, a warm feeling settling in her chest as she saw him visibly unwind.

At one point, Tom leaned over and said, “Seriously though, you look really good. If you ever want to come out with us properly, you should. We’re going to that new club next weekend if you’re up for it.”

Alex looked genuinely taken aback by the offer, but he smiled. “Maybe. I’ll think about it.”

As the night went on, Alex became more and more at ease. He stopped constantly checking to see if people were staring. He stopped fiddling with his handbag. By the time they were on their second round of drinks, he was chatting animatedly with the group, looking happier and more confident than Sophie had ever seen him in public.

When they eventually left the bar a couple of hours later, Alex was still smiling. As they walked home together, he glanced over at Sophie.

“That was… really good,” he said quietly. “I didn’t expect them to be so nice about it.”

Sophie smiled back. “Most people are kinder than we think they’ll be. You were really brave tonight.”

Alex looked down at his outfit, then back up at her. There was a quiet pride in his expression now.

“Yeah,” he said. “I think I was.”


Chapter Fourteen

Over the following weeks, things continued to shift in quiet but meaningful ways. The version of Alex that had once felt like the only way he could exist began to fade into the background, almost without him noticing at first. What started as small, tentative steps slowly became part of his everyday life.

He was going out more often now. At the beginning, it was just short walks around the block in the evenings, always with Sophie by his side. But as his confidence grew, those walks turned into longer outings. They began visiting quieter bars, and eventually, on a few brave nights, they even went clubbing together. On those nights out, he dressed fully as a girl, soft dresses or pretty, delicate tops, heels that clicked against the pavement, a wig that framed his face gently, and subtle makeup that softened his features. What had once felt terrifying and impossible now felt almost normal. The fear was still there sometimes, but it no longer paralysed him.

At home, the change was even more noticeable. He rarely wore his old clothes anymore. Most evenings, he would emerge from his room already dressed in something soft and feminine, a flowy blouse, a pretty top, or one of the dresses they had picked out together. He moved around the flat with a quiet ease that hadn’t been there before. There was less hesitation in the way he carried himself, less tension in his shoulders. He no longer seemed to be bracing himself against his own reflection.

Sophie noticed the shift in small, everyday moments. The way he would casually adjust the strap of a handbag over his shoulder without thinking. The way he would sit with his legs crossed in a dress, completely relaxed. The way he would sometimes catch sight of himself in the mirror and smile, rather than look away. These weren’t dramatic changes, but they were steady, and they were real.

Bit by bit, the old version of himself was being gently set aside, replaced by someone who was slowly learning how to exist without fighting against who she was.

Sophie had been noticing the changes in him for a while now. It wasn’t just one big moment, it was a collection of small, quiet shifts that had been happening over the past few weeks. He smiled more easily these days. Not the tight, polite smiles he used to offer when he was trying to seem okay, but real ones that reached his eyes. He stood taller too, no longer hunching his shoulders or trying to take up as little space as possible. Even on the days when he still wore more masculine clothes, there was a subtle difference in the way he carried himself.

And although he still had moments of doubt, nights where he would go quiet or seem lost in thought, those moments were becoming less frequent and less intense. The heavy, crushing weight that used to follow him around seemed to be lifting, little by little.

But one evening, as they sat together on the sofa after dinner, Sophie could tell something was different. The usual comfortable silence between them felt heavier. Alex had barely spoken during their meal, and now he was staring down at his hands, which were clasped tightly in his lap. He was wearing one of the soft, pretty blouses they had bought together, a delicate cream-coloured one with subtle lace detailing along the neckline. His hair, which he now regularly styled with a bit of help from Sophie, fell gently around his face, softening his features.

He had been quiet for a long time, clearly working up the courage to say something. Sophie didn’t rush him. She simply waited, giving him the space he needed.

Eventually, he spoke, his voice low and uncertain.

“I don’t think I can keep calling myself Alex,” he said quietly.

Sophie turned to look at him properly, her expression gentle and open. She could hear the weight behind his words and the vulnerability in his voice.

“What do you mean?” she asked softly.

He let out a slow, shaky breath, still staring down at his hands.

“It just… doesn’t feel like me anymore,” he said quietly. “Every time I hear someone say ‘Alex’, it feels wrong. Like it belongs to someone else. Someone I used to be. I don’t want to keep using a male name. I want something that actually feels like me, not just a slightly different version of who I was before.”

Sophie nodded slowly, giving him the space to keep going without interrupting.

He continued, his voice growing a little more certain even as it remained soft.

“I’ve been thinking about it a lot,” he admitted. “Especially after that night at the bar. When those guys from my course were so nice about everything… it made me realise how much I’ve been holding back. How much I’ve been trying to live in this weird middle ground. I don’t want to keep half-living like this anymore. I want to actually be her. I want to stop pretending that this is just something I do sometimes. It’s starting to feel like who I really am.”

Sophie reached over and gently took one of his hands in hers, giving it a soft squeeze. She could feel how much courage it had taken for him to say all of that out loud.

“Okay,” she said gently. “Then let’s find you a name. Something that feels right.”

They sat in silence for a little while. Alex kept his eyes on their joined hands, his thumb absently brushing over her knuckles. Sophie could see how emotional he was, even if he was trying to stay composed. After a moment, she spoke again, her voice thoughtful.

“What about Alexis?” she suggested. “It’s close to Alex, so it might feel a bit familiar at first, but it’s clearly feminine. It could be a nice middle step.”

He was quiet for a few seconds, clearly considering it. But then he slowly shook his head.

“No,” he said. “I don’t want anything that’s still tied to Alex. I want to leave that behind completely. I want a name that feels new. Something that’s just mine.”

Sophie nodded, understanding. “Alright,” she said gently. “That makes sense.”

She fell quiet for a moment, her mind already turning over possible names. She wanted to suggest something thoughtful, something that could feel like a fresh start rather than just a variation of what he was trying to leave behind. But before she could speak, he did.

“I’ve been thinking about Elena,” he said quietly. His voice was soft, almost hesitant, like he was still testing how the name sounded out loud. “It was my grandmother’s name. I’ve always liked it. It feels… gentle. Soft. I don’t know why, but every time I think about it, it just feels right. Like it fits in a way nothing else has.”

Sophie smiled warmly, her expression full of quiet affection. She repeated the name slowly, letting it settle between them.

“Elena,” she said, testing it out loud. “I really like it. It suits you.”

He looked up at her then, and Sophie could see the vulnerability in his eyes, a mixture of nervousness and fragile hope. It was clear this name meant something to him, and he was afraid she might not feel the same.

“Do you think so?” he asked, almost shyly.

“I do,” she said, her voice steady and sincere. “Elena. It feels like you. It feels right.”

He was quiet for a moment, his gaze dropping back down to their joined hands. Then he took a shaky breath, as if he was gathering the last of his courage.

“Can we… can we try it?” he asked. “Just here. Just between us. I want to see how it feels. I want to hear you say it.”

Sophie nodded without hesitation. “Of course.”

She shifted slightly on the sofa so she was facing him properly, then took both of his hands in hers. When she spoke again, her voice was soft but clear, filled with intention.

“Elena,” she said gently. “How does that feel?”

He closed his eyes for a second, as if he needed a moment to let the name truly land. When he opened them again, they were glassy with unshed tears. His voice was barely above a whisper when he finally answered.

“It feels… right,” he said. “Really right. Like something inside me just clicked into place.”

Sophie smiled, her own eyes soft with emotion. She gave his hands a gentle squeeze.

“Then that’s who you are,” she said quietly. “Elena.”

A single tear slipped down his cheek, but he was smiling through it. For the first time in a long while, he looked like he was finally allowing himself to believe it.

Elena looked down at her hands, a small but deeply emotional smile on her face. Her fingers were lightly tracing the edge of her blouse as she spoke, her voice soft and a little shaky.

“I’ve been so scared to say it out loud,” she admitted. “Like if I did, it would make everything too real. I kept telling myself it was just a phase, or that I was overthinking things. But now that I have… it doesn’t feel scary. It feels like relief. Like I’ve finally stopped holding my breath.”

Sophie reached over and gently took Elena’s hand, giving it a warm, reassuring squeeze. She could see how much weight her friend had been carrying, and how much lighter she seemed now that she had finally spoken the name aloud.

“You don’t have to be scared anymore,” Sophie said softly. “Not with me. You can be Elena here. As much as you want. Whenever you want. This is your home too, and you don’t have to hide any part of yourself in it.”

Elena nodded, her eyes glassy. A single tear slipped down her cheek, and she quickly wiped it away with the back of her hand, though the smile never left her face.

“Thank you,” she said quietly. “For helping me get here. For not letting me run away from it when things got hard. I don’t think I would’ve had the courage to say any of this out loud if it wasn’t for you.”

Sophie leaned over without hesitation and pulled Elena into a hug. She held her tightly, one hand gently rubbing her back in slow, soothing circles.

“You don’t have to thank me,” she murmured against Elena’s hair. “I’m just glad you’re finally letting yourself be who you are. You’ve been fighting this for so long. You deserve to feel at peace with it.”

They stayed like that for a while, wrapped in the quiet warmth of the flat. Elena rested her head against Sophie’s shoulder, her breathing slowly steadying. For the first time in a long time, she felt like she could truly breathe, like the tight knot of fear and confusion she had been carrying had finally begun to loosen.

The name Elena settled over her like something she had been missing without even realising it. It didn’t feel borrowed or temporary. It felt like her.

A few days after Elena chose her name, Sophie brought up the idea of going out again. This time, it wasn’t just the two of them.

“There’s a group of us meeting at the bar tonight,” Sophie said casually over breakfast. “Some of the people from that night you came out with me. They’ve been asking when they’d see you again.”

Elena looked up from her tea, her expression a mixture of nerves and curiosity. “As… Elena?”

Sophie nodded. “If you’re ready. I won’t push you if you’re not.”

Elena was quiet for a moment, then gave a small nod. “Okay. I think I’m ready.”

That evening, they got ready together. Elena took her time choosing what to wear, eventually settling on a soft, flowy blouse and a pair of high-waisted jeans that Sophie had helped her pick out. She did her own makeup this time, with only a little help from Sophie, and styled the wig herself. When she was finished, she stood in front of the mirror for a long moment, studying her reflection.

“You look really good,” Sophie said from behind her.

Elena gave a small, nervous smile. “I feel… exposed. But in a good way, I think.”

When they arrived at the bar, a few of their friends were already there, sitting at a table near the back. Sophie walked in first, with Elena close behind her. As they approached the table, Sophie smiled and placed a gentle hand on Elena’s back.

“Hey everyone,” she said brightly. “This is Elena.”

There was a brief pause as the group looked up. Then recognition and understanding spread across their faces. One of the lads, the same one who had been so kind the last time, grinned widely.

“Elena,” he repeated, testing the name. “Nice to meet you properly.”

The others followed quickly, offering warm smiles and easy greetings. No one made a big deal out of it. They simply shifted to make space at the table and carried on as if this was completely normal. Elena felt some of the tension leave her shoulders.

They ordered drinks and fell into easy conversation. After a little while, Sophie leaned in closer to Elena and spoke quietly, just for her to hear.

“You know,” she said gently, “you’ve been living as Elena more and more these days. At home, when we go out… maybe it’s time to start doing it properly. At college too.”

Elena looked at her, her expression serious. She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she took a slow, deep breath, as if she was steadying herself. Then she nodded.

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “I think you’re right.”

Sophie smiled, clearly proud but trying not to overwhelm her. “You don’t have to rush anything. But if you’re ready, I’ll support you however I can.”

Elena was quiet again for a few seconds, staring down at her drink. Then she looked up, a small but determined smile on her face.

“I’m going to need new clothes then,” she said. “Proper ones. If I’m going to be Elena at college… I can’t keep borrowing yours forever.”

Sophie laughed softly. “We can go shopping this weekend if you want.”

Elena nodded, looking both nervous and excited at the same time.

“Yeah,” she said. “I think I’d like that.”

For the rest of the night, Elena stayed relaxed. She laughed with the group, joined in conversations, and didn’t once feel the need to hide or shrink herself. Every so often, Sophie would catch her smiling to herself, like she was still getting used to how good it felt to be seen as who she really was.

It wasn’t a perfect, dramatic transformation. But it was steady progress. And for the first time, Elena felt like she was finally moving forward, not just in private, but out in the world too.


Chapter Fifteen

That weekend, Sophie suggested they take a full day to focus on Elena. It had been a while since they’d done anything big together, and with Elena now seriously considering living as herself full-time, including at college, Sophie thought a proper day out might help her feel more prepared and confident.

They had already talked about it the night before. The plan was simple but significant; they would spend the day shopping for clothes Elena could comfortably wear to college every day. From Monday onwards, Alex would no longer exist at university. She would attend as Elena, fully and openly.

As they sat on the sofa that morning, Sophie looked over at her.

“Ready to do this?” she asked gently, slipping on her shoes.

Elena was quiet for a moment. She was already dressed in one of her new, softer outfits, a light blouse and a pair of high-waisted jeans, but she still looked uncertain. This would be the first time she was going out in full daylight as herself, without the safety of darkness or quiet residential streets. She took a slow breath and nodded.

“Okay,” she said, her voice a little tight. “I think I’m ready.”

Sophie gave her a reassuring smile. “We’ll take it at your pace. If it gets too much at any point, we can come home. No pressure.”

Elena nodded again, though her hands were fidgeting slightly in her lap. She was nervous, more nervous than she had been on their evening walks, but there was also a quiet determination in her eyes. This wasn’t just another outing. This was preparation for a much bigger step.

As they stood up and headed for the door, Sophie paused and looked back at her.

“You don’t have to be perfect today,” she said softly. “You just have to be you.”

Elena managed a small smile. “I’ll try.”

With that, they stepped out into the daylight together.

They started with shopping at a large department store in the city centre. As soon as they stepped inside, Elena’s anxiety became obvious. She kept her head slightly lowered and stayed close to Sophie’s side, her shoulders tense and her steps small. Her eyes flicked around nervously, as if she was waiting for someone to stare, whisper, or make a comment. This was the first time she was shopping for women’s clothes in broad daylight, and the reality of it felt much more exposing than their quiet evening walks.

Sophie noticed immediately and gently linked her arm through Elena’s.

“Just breathe,” she said quietly. “We’ll take it slow.”

They made their way over to the women’s clothing section. Elena kept glancing around, half-expecting someone to approach them with questions or judgement. But when a sales assistant came over, a friendly woman in her thirties, she simply smiled and asked if they needed any help.

Sophie took the lead. “We’re looking for some everyday clothes, feminine styles, in her size.”

The assistant nodded without hesitation or any awkward follow-up questions. “Of course. Any particular style you’re after? Casual, smart, or a bit of both?”

Elena stayed quiet, still feeling too self-conscious to speak up, but Sophie answered for her. “A bit of both. She’s starting to wear more feminine clothes full-time, so we’re looking for things she can wear to college every day.”

The assistant smiled warmly. “No problem at all. Let me pull out a few options for you.”

She began selecting pieces from the rails, soft blouses, flowy tops, high-waisted trousers, and a couple of pretty but practical dresses. She didn’t make a fuss or treat Elena any differently than she would any other customer. Her professionalism helped ease some of Elena’s nerves.

After a little while, the assistant asked, “Would you like to try anything on? I can set up a fitting room for you.”

Elena hesitated, clearly still anxious about the idea of changing in a public space. Sophie gave her arm a gentle squeeze.

“You don’t have to if you’re not ready,” she said quietly.

Elena took a breath, then nodded. “I… I think I’ll try a couple.”

The assistant led them to the fitting rooms and set aside a few items. Elena disappeared inside with the clothes while Sophie waited nearby. When she came out in the first outfit, a soft cream blouse tucked into a pair of light-wash jeans, she looked uncertain but also quietly pleased.

Sophie smiled. “That looks really nice on you.”

Elena glanced at herself in the mirror outside the fitting room, turning slightly. For the first time since they’d entered the store, a small, genuine smile appeared on her face.

They spent the next hour moving between a few different stores. With each one, Elena grew a little more comfortable. The assistants continued to be helpful and respectful, offering suggestions without pressure and treating her with quiet kindness. By the time they reached the third shop, Elena was even starting to point out pieces she liked herself, rather than just following Sophie’s lead.

It wasn’t perfect, she still felt a flutter of nerves every time someone glanced their way, but the experience was far more positive than she had feared. For the first time, shopping as herself didn’t feel like something she had to survive. It was starting to feel like something she could actually enjoy.

Elena tried on several outfits across the different stores, and with each one she came out in, the change in her was noticeable. At first, she would step out of the fitting room hesitantly, arms wrapped around herself and eyes flicking nervously toward the mirrors. She moved carefully, as if she was still expecting someone to stare or make a comment. But Sophie’s quiet encouragement helped. Each time Elena emerged and saw that no one was reacting negatively, and that Sophie genuinely liked what she was wearing, some of the tension seemed to leave her shoulders.

By the second store, she was lingering a little longer in front of the mirror, turning side to side and actually looking at herself properly instead of avoiding her reflection. Her movements became less stiff. She even asked Sophie’s opinion on a couple of pieces without being prompted.

By the time they reached the third store, something had clearly shifted. Elena came out of the fitting room wearing a soft, flowy blush-pink blouse with delicate buttons and slightly puffed sleeves. It was simple but undeniably feminine. Instead of standing awkwardly like before, she walked straight over to Sophie with a small but genuine smile on her face.

“What do you think of this one?” she asked, turning slightly so Sophie could see how it moved.

Sophie smiled warmly. “It looks really lovely on you. The colour suits you.”

Elena glanced at her reflection again, and this time her smile lingered. She ran her hands lightly over the fabric, clearly enjoying how it felt. The nerves were still present, Sophie could see it in the way Elena occasionally glanced around the shop, but they were no longer the dominant feeling. Something closer to excitement had begun to take their place. For the first time that day, Elena looked like she was actually enjoying herself rather than just enduring the experience.

She stayed in the blouse a little longer than the others, even walking around the store with it on while they browsed for matching pieces. It was a small thing, but it spoke volumes about how much more comfortable she was becoming in her own skin.

After a couple of hours of shopping, they headed to a hair salon Sophie had booked in advance. Elena’s hair had grown out quite a bit since she’d started letting it get longer, but it was still uneven and scruffy in places from months of inconsistent care and the occasional rushed trim. She looked visibly nervous as they approached the salon, her steps slowing slightly.

Sophie gave her arm a gentle squeeze. “It’ll be fine. The stylist knows what she’s doing.”

When they arrived, they were greeted by a warm, friendly woman in her late thirties named Rachel. She had an easy, chatty manner without being overwhelming, and she immediately put Elena at ease with her calm, professional energy. After a quick consultation, Elena explained, with a little help from Sophie, that she wanted something softer and more feminine. She mentioned wanting more length and volume, and that she was open to a change in colour.

Rachel listened carefully, asking thoughtful questions and showing Elena a few reference photos to make sure they were on the same page. Once everything was agreed, she got to work.

First, she added hair extensions to give Elena more length and body. The process took some time, but Rachel kept the atmosphere light, chatting gently about everyday things while she worked. Elena stayed quiet for most of it, occasionally glancing at Sophie for reassurance. Once the extensions were in, Rachel moved on to colouring. She dyed Elena’s hair a soft strawberry blonde, a warm, natural-looking shade that brought out the warmth in her skin and made her eyes stand out more.

After the colour had processed and been rinsed out, Rachel began cutting and shaping the hair into a soft, feminine style that framed Elena’s face gently. She added soft layers and subtle face-framing pieces, giving it movement and softness without being too dramatic.

When she was finally finished, Rachel turned Elena toward the mirror.

Elena stared at her reflection for a long moment, almost as if she didn’t recognise the person looking back at her. The strawberry blonde colour suited her beautifully, and the extensions gave her hair a healthy, voluminous look she’d never had before. It framed her face softly, making her features appear more delicate. She reached up slowly and touched a strand, almost as if she needed to confirm it was real.

Rachel smiled warmly. “What do you think?”

Elena’s voice was quiet, but there was a clear note of wonder in it. “It… looks really nice.”

Sophie, who had been watching quietly from the side, smiled softly. “You look beautiful.”

Elena didn’t say much after that, but as they left the salon, Sophie noticed the way she kept subtly touching her hair, a small, private smile playing on her lips. It was clear the change had affected her more deeply than she was ready to put into words.

Next, they went for manicures and pedicures at a small, quiet salon nearby. Elena was noticeably more relaxed by this point, though she still seemed a little shy when the nail technician asked what colour she would like. After some hesitation, she chose a soft, neutral pink, nothing too bold or bright, but undeniably feminine. It was a subtle shade that suited her new hair colour well.

As the technician worked, Elena stayed quiet, occasionally glancing down at her hands with a small, almost surprised look on her face. When both the manicure and pedicure were finished, she kept subtly flexing her fingers and toes, clearly pleased with how neat and pretty they looked. She didn’t say much, but Sophie could see the quiet satisfaction in her expression every time she caught Elena looking down at her nails.

The final stop of the day was a beauty salon a short walk away. There, Elena had her eyebrows professionally sculpted. The stylist carefully shaped them into a softer, more arched form that better suited her face. The change was subtle, but powerful, it immediately made her features look more delicate and feminine. Elena studied herself in the mirror afterwards, gently tracing one eyebrow with her fingertip, clearly surprised by how much of a difference such a small change could make.

Lastly, she got her ears pierced. She chose small, delicate gold studs to start with, simple and understated. The process was quick, and when it was done, Elena kept reaching up to gently touch her ears, a quiet, almost disbelieving smile on her face. It was as if each new change was slowly helping her see herself in a new light.

By the time they finally got home that evening, Elena was visibly exhausted, but there was no mistaking the happiness in her expression. She kept catching glimpses of herself in mirrors, shop windows, and even the reflection in the car as they drove back. Each time, she would pause for a second longer than necessary, still adjusting to how different she looked, and more importantly, how right it felt.

She didn’t say much on the way home, but every so often, a small, contented smile would appear on her face. It had been a long, emotional day, but for the first time in a long while, Elena looked like she was finally starting to feel at home in her own skin.

As they unpacked the shopping bags in the living room, Sophie watched Elena quietly from across the room. There was a softness in her expression, a quiet pride mixed with something deeper, almost tender. Elena moved slowly, carefully folding each new item of clothing and placing it on the sofa. Every so often, she would pause to run her fingers through her newly styled strawberry blonde hair, as if she still couldn’t quite believe it was real.

“You did really well today,” Sophie said gently. “I know it was a lot. Going out in daylight, trying on clothes, getting your hair done, your nails, everything… it was a big step.”

Elena nodded, her gaze still on the soft blouse she was holding. She didn’t speak right away, clearly thinking about everything that had happened. When she finally looked up, there was a quiet vulnerability in her eyes.

“It was scary at times,” she admitted. “Especially in the beginning. I kept waiting for someone to stare or say something. But… I feel good. Like I’m actually becoming me. Not just pretending or trying things out. It feels like I’m finally stepping into who I’ve been trying to ignore for so long.”

Sophie smiled warmly, her voice soft. “You are. You’re becoming her. And you’re doing it at your own pace, which is exactly how it should be.”

Elena looked down at her hands, at the soft neutral pink polish on her nails, and then back up at Sophie. A quiet but genuine smile slowly spread across her face.

“Thank you,” she said. “For today. For all of it. For pushing me when I needed it, and for knowing when to let me go at my own speed. I don’t think I would’ve been able to do any of this without you.”

Sophie didn’t reply with words. Instead, she stepped forward and pulled Elena into a warm, steady hug, holding her tightly for a long moment. Elena rested her head against Sophie’s shoulder, letting out a slow, tired breath as she relaxed into the embrace. Neither of them felt the need to say anything else. The hug said enough, that Sophie was proud of her, that she was there, and that Elena was no longer alone in this.


Chapter Sixteen

Sunday morning arrived with a quiet tension hanging over the flat. Elena had barely slept. She sat at the kitchen table in one of her new soft blouses, staring into her untouched tea while Sophie moved around the kitchen making breakfast. The usual comfortable silence between them felt heavier today. Elena kept tracing the rim of her mug with her finger, her mind clearly elsewhere.

What Elena didn’t know was that Sophie had made an appointment for that morning with a gender-specialist counsellor. She hadn’t told her the night before, worried that Elena would spend the entire night spiralling with anxiety. Instead, she had waited until now to bring it up.

Sophie placed a plate of toast in front of her and sat down opposite. She spoke gently.

“I made an appointment for us this morning,” she said. “With a counsellor who specialises in gender. I thought it might help to talk to someone who knows what they’re doing.”

Elena looked up, clearly surprised. For a moment she didn’t speak, her expression shifting between nervousness and something close to relief.

“You… made an appointment?” she asked quietly.

Sophie nodded. “I didn’t want to spring it on you last night and have you lie awake worrying. But I think it could be good for you. We don’t have to stay long if it feels like too much.”

Elena was quiet for a few seconds, then gave a small nod. “Okay,” she said. “I’ll go.”

They didn’t talk much on the drive there. Elena sat in the passenger seat, fidgeting with the sleeve of her cardigan the entire way. Her leg bounced slightly, and she kept glancing out of the window as if trying to distract herself. Sophie reached over at one point and gently placed her hand over Elena’s, giving it a soft squeeze.

“You don’t have to decide anything today,” she said quietly. “This is just about talking. There’s no pressure to start hormones or make any big choices. It’s just a conversation.”

Elena nodded, but her grip on her sleeve tightened. She was clearly nervous, but she didn’t ask to turn back.

Elena nodded, but she looked pale. Her hands were clasped tightly in her lap as they pulled up outside the small, discreet building where the counsellor’s office was located. She didn’t say anything as they walked inside, but Sophie could feel how tense she was.

The session lasted an hour. At first, Elena was quiet, answering the therapist’s gentle opening questions with short, careful replies. But as the conversation went on, something in her seemed to loosen. She spoke more than she had expected to, far more than she usually allowed herself.

She talked about the confusion she had carried for years. How, even as a teenager, she had felt like she was performing a role that never quite fit. She described the quiet, persistent discomfort she had felt in her own body, and how wearing feminine clothes had slowly started to feel right in a way that nothing else ever had. Her voice grew quieter when she admitted how much she had been holding back, how she had tried to ignore the growing sense that “Alex” no longer felt like who she was.

The therapist listened without judgement, asking thoughtful, open questions that gently guided Elena deeper. She asked how Elena felt about her body, about the way she moved through the world, and about what she imagined for her future. Elena found herself speaking honestly about her fears, the fear of regret, of losing people, of never feeling like she truly belonged anywhere. She also spoke, with a small, almost surprised smile, about the moments of relief she had felt lately when she was able to be herself.

Sophie sat quietly beside her the entire time, offering silent support. She didn’t speak unless Elena looked to her, but her steady presence seemed to give Elena the courage to keep going.

By the end of the hour, Elena looked emotionally drained. Her shoulders were slumped and her eyes were slightly red, but there was also a noticeable sense of lightness about her. It was as if saying everything out loud, the confusion, the quiet longing, the fear, had lifted some invisible weight she had been carrying for years. She had spoken about things she had barely allowed herself to fully think before, let alone say to another person. And for the first time, she didn’t feel quite so alone with them.

When they left the building, Elena was quiet. They walked slowly back toward the flat, the afternoon sun warm on their faces. Sophie didn’t push her to speak. She simply stayed close, letting Elena process everything in her own time.

They had been walking for nearly ten minutes when Sophie finally spoke, her voice low and careful.

“I want you to go further,” she said. “Not just clothes and hair. I’ve been thinking about hormones.”

Elena’s hands twisted together in front of her. She didn’t look at Sophie right away. Her steps slowed slightly as she stared down at the pavement.

“But I’m scared,” she admitted after a moment. “What if I regret it? What if my body changes and I hate it? What if people treat me differently once it’s obvious? Once I have breasts… once my skin changes… once it’s not something I can just take off at the end of the day?”

Her voice was quiet but thick with emotion. She had clearly been thinking about this for a while, even if she hadn’t said it out loud until now.

Sophie glanced at her, her expression gentle but serious.

“I know it’s scary,” she said. “And I’m not saying you have to rush into anything. But Elena… you’ve been fighting this for so long. Every time you let yourself be her, even a little, you seem happier. More like yourself. I don’t want you to keep living in this in-between space if it’s making you unhappy. You deserve to feel at home in your body.”

Elena was quiet again, her hands still fidgeting. She looked torn, part of her clearly wanted to keep moving forward, while another part was still terrified of what that might mean.

Sophie reached over and gently took one of her hands.

“You don’t have to decide everything today,” she said softly. “But I think it’s time we at least talk about it properly. You don’t have to do this alone.”

They reached the flat and went inside. The quiet click of the door closing behind them felt heavier than usual. Elena sat down on the sofa without saying a word, her posture slightly hunched as she stared at her hands. Sophie didn’t push her to talk. Instead, she moved into the kitchen and made them both tea, giving Elena a few minutes to sit with everything that had been said in the session.

When Sophie returned, she handed Elena a mug and sat down beside her. For a little while, neither of them spoke. The only sound in the flat was the faint hum of the fridge in the kitchen.

Eventually, Sophie broke the silence, her voice calm but serious.

“You don’t have to rush anything,” she said. “But I think you’ve been holding back for a long time. You’ve been living as Elena more and more these past few weeks, at home, when we go out, even that night at the bar. And every time you do, you seem happier. More like yourself. I can see it.”

Elena kept her eyes on her hands, her fingers lightly tracing the edge of her mug. She looked tired, but there was something else in her expression too, a quiet conflict that had been building for weeks.

“I know,” she said softly. “I know I’ve been happier. But hormones… that’s permanent. Breasts. Softer skin. Fat moving to my hips and thighs. My voice might change a bit if I train it. It’s everything. I don’t know if I’m ready for all of that. What if I start and then realise I’ve made a mistake?”

Sophie turned slightly to face her. Her voice remained gentle, but there was a firm steadiness beneath it.

“Elena,” she said, “you are Elena. You’ve been fighting against it for years, trying to make yourself fit into something that was never really you. At some point, you have to stop fighting and start becoming. You deserve to feel at home in your body. If that means breasts, softer skin, curves, all of it, then that’s what you deserve. You don’t have to keep living in between anymore, caught between who you are and who you’re pretending to be.”

Elena was quiet for a long time. She stared down at the floor, her brow furrowed as she turned everything over in her mind. The hesitation was still there, Sophie could see it in the way her shoulders remained tense, but there was also something else now. A quiet, growing resolve.

“I’m scared,” Elena admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “But I’m more scared of staying like this. Of never really becoming who I’m supposed to be. Of spending the rest of my life feeling like I’m wearing someone else’s skin.”

Sophie reached over and took her hand again, giving it a gentle squeeze.

“Then it’s time,” she said softly. “You don’t have to do everything at once. You don’t have to decide on surgery or anything like that right now. But taking that first step, talking to a doctor, exploring your options, seeing what’s possible, that’s something you can do. And I’ll be with you every step of the way.”

Elena took a slow, deep breath. She stared down at their joined hands for a long moment before finally nodding.

“Okay,” she said, her voice quiet but steady. “I’ll make an appointment.”

Sophie didn’t say anything else. She simply squeezed Elena’s hand a little tighter, offering silent support as Elena picked up her phone with slightly trembling fingers and began to look up the number for the gender clinic.

After a few moments of searching on her phone, Elena found the number for the local gender clinic. She stared at it for several long seconds, her thumb hovering over the call button. Her breathing was slightly uneven, and Sophie could see the way her hand trembled just a little. This was a big step, one she had been circling around for weeks.

Finally, she pressed the button.

Elena’s voice was quiet but steady as she spoke to the receptionist. She introduced herself, explained that she was looking to start the process of exploring hormone therapy, and asked about booking an initial consultation. There was a short pause while the receptionist checked availability. Elena listened carefully, nodding even though the other person couldn’t see her.

After a brief exchange, she managed to secure an appointment for the following month.

When she hung up, she sat back against the sofa and let out a long, shaky breath. Her shoulders dropped as if some of the tension she had been holding onto had finally been released. She stared at her phone for a moment, almost as if she couldn’t quite believe she had actually done it.

Sophie smiled at her, warm and unmistakably proud.

“You did it,” she said softly.

Elena looked over at her. There was a mixture of fear and quiet determination in her eyes, along with something that looked a lot like relief. She gave a small nod.

“Yeah,” she said. “I did.”

For a little while, neither of them spoke. Elena kept her phone in her lap, her fingers lightly tracing the edge of the case. The weight of what she had just done was clearly settling over her, but it didn’t seem to be crushing her. Instead, there was a new sense of clarity in her expression.

For the first time in a long while, she felt like she was finally moving forward, not just experimenting or dipping her toes in, but actually choosing the life she wanted to live. It was still terrifying, but it was also the first time in years that the future felt like something she was actively stepping into, rather than something that was simply happening to her.

Sophie reached over and gently squeezed her hand again.

“I’m really proud of you,” she said quietly.

Elena didn’t reply with words. She simply leaned her head against Sophie’s shoulder and closed her eyes, letting herself rest in the quiet certainty that, for once, she was moving in the right direction.


Chapter Seventeen

Elena woke up early on Monday morning with her stomach in knots. She had barely slept. Every time she closed her eyes, her mind raced with the same looping thoughts; What if someone stares? What if someone says something? What if I can’t do this?

Today was the day she would attend university as herself for the first time. No more hiding. No more rushing home between lectures to change back into “Alex.” From this morning onward, she would be Elena, openly and fully.

She lay in bed for a few minutes, staring at the ceiling, her heart beating faster than usual. Eventually, she forced herself to get up. The nerves didn’t fade, but she moved through her morning routine anyway.

After a long, hot shower, she stood in front of her wardrobe for a long while, wrapped in a towel. Her old clothes, the baggy hoodies and loose t-shirts, were still there, pushed to one side. She didn’t even consider them. Instead, she reached for a soft cream blouse with delicate lace along the sleeves. It was one of the pieces she and Sophie had picked out together. She paired it with a pair of high-waisted dark jeans that actually fit her properly. Over the blouse, she added a light cardigan for comfort.

She stood in front of the mirror for several minutes, adjusting the cardigan and smoothing down the blouse. Her strawberry blonde hair had grown out nicely thanks to the extensions, and she spent extra time carefully styling it the way the hairdresser had shown her, soft waves that framed her face gently.

Makeup came next. She kept it natural, just as she had practised; a light layer of foundation, a touch of concealer, mascara, and a soft, natural lip colour. She didn’t want to look dramatically different, she just wanted to look like herself.

When she was finally finished, Elena stood in front of the full-length mirror for a long time. She studied her reflection carefully. The girl looking back at her still felt new, but she no longer felt like a stranger. There was still nervousness in her eyes, but there was also something else, a quiet determination.

She took a slow breath, placed a hand over her chest, and whispered to herself;

“You can do this.”

Then she picked up her bag, slipped on her shoes, and stepped out of her room.

Sophie smiled warmly when Elena stepped out of her room. She took a moment to look her over properly before speaking.

“You look really good,” she said, her voice soft but sincere. “Really.”

Elena gave a small, nervous smile in return, but her hands were fidgeting with the strap of her bag. She took a deep breath, trying to steady herself.

“Ready?” Sophie asked gently.

Elena nodded, though her voice came out quieter than she intended. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

The walk to campus felt significantly longer than usual. Elena kept her head slightly down at first, her eyes flicking around nervously as they moved through the streets. She was hyper-aware of everyone around her, every person who walked past, every glance in her direction. Her heart was beating fast, and she found herself gripping the strap of her handbag a little too tightly. Every so often she would catch herself hunching her shoulders and would consciously try to relax them, just like Sophie had encouraged her to do during their practice walks.

By the time they reached the university grounds, Elena’s stomach was in knots. She kept expecting someone to stare, or whisper, or make a comment. The fear sat heavy in her chest as she approached the lecture hall.

She chose a seat near the back, slipping into it quickly and keeping her head down as she pulled out her notebook. Her heart was still racing. She braced herself for stares or whispers, half-expecting the room to go quiet or for people to turn and look. But nothing dramatic happened. A few students glanced her way as they walked in, but most were too busy chatting with friends or checking their phones to pay her much attention. No one pointed. No one laughed. No one stared for longer than a second or two.

Elena let out a slow, shaky breath and tried to focus on setting up her notes. The tension in her shoulders eased just a fraction. It wasn’t gone, not completely, but for the first time that morning, she allowed herself to believe that maybe, just maybe, she could get through the day.

Her friends from the bar were already in the lecture hall when Elena arrived. As soon as Tom spotted her walking in, his face lit up and he grinned, raising a hand to wave her over.

“Elena! Over here, I saved you a seat.”

Elena felt a small wave of relief at the easy way he said her name, like it was the most normal thing in the world. Still, her hands were slightly shaky as she made her way over and sat down beside him. She kept her bag on her lap, fingers gripping the strap a little too tightly.

At first, she was quiet. She couldn’t help but worry that things might feel different now that she was presenting as herself full-time. Part of her braced for awkwardness, for them to suddenly treat her differently, or for the conversation to turn uncomfortable. But within minutes, it became clear that wasn’t going to happen.

Tom immediately launched into a complaint about the lecturer’s terrible slides, and the others quickly joined in, laughing and adding their own comments. They chatted normally, the same way they always did, complaining about upcoming deadlines, joking about how none of them had started the reading yet, and asking Elena what she thought about an upcoming group project.

One of the guys, Ryan, glanced over at her at one point and nodded toward her blouse.

“That’s a nice colour on you,” he said casually, before turning back to the conversation like it was nothing.

Elena blinked, caught off guard by how naturally he’d said it. She managed a small “Thanks,” and felt some of the tension in her chest loosen.

As the lecture went on, she found herself relaxing more and more. She even joined in the conversation a couple of times without overthinking it. No one stared. No one made a big deal out of anything. They just treated her like Elena, like she belonged there.

By the time the lecture ended, some of the tightness in her chest had eased. She still felt a little on edge, but it was nothing like the heavy anxiety she’d carried in with her that morning. For the first time since arriving on campus, she felt like she could actually breathe properly.

The rest of the morning passed in a blur of seminars and short breaks between classes. Elena tried to stay focused, but every so often the nerves would creep back in, especially during the smaller seminar groups where she was expected to speak. Her heart would start racing the moment her name was called or when it was her turn to contribute. She would feel that familiar tightness in her chest, the old instinct to shrink and stay quiet.

But each time, her friends were there. They included her naturally, without making a big deal of it. If she stumbled over her words or looked unsure, one of them would gently jump in or nod encouragingly. They never made her feel like she had to prove herself or explain who she was. They simply treated her like Elena, like she belonged in the group. That quiet, steady acceptance helped more than she could put into words.

By midday, something had shifted.

As she sat with them in the campus café, Elena suddenly realised she was smiling, not the tight, polite smile she used to wear when she was trying to seem okay, but a real, genuine one. She laughed at one of Tom’s terrible jokes without overthinking it, the sound coming out light and easy. When she caught her reflection in the café window, she didn’t look away like she used to. Instead, she looked at herself properly. She took in the soft blouse, the styled hair, the small but confident posture she was holding without even realising it. And for the first time while out in public, she felt something close to pride.

It wasn’t loud or dramatic. It was quiet, but it was there.

Each day after that felt a little easier than the last.

By the middle of the week, Elena found herself walking across campus with less tension in her shoulders. She still had moments of nervousness, especially when she had to speak in front of new people or in larger groups, but they no longer consumed her. Her friends continued to be supportive in small but meaningful ways; saving her a seat, including her in conversations, and casually steering things away from anything that might make her uncomfortable. Slowly, she began to feel like she was no longer just surviving the days as Elena.

The following week, Elena had her follow-up appointment at the gender clinic. Sophie went with her again, sitting quietly beside her in the waiting room and gently holding her hand when she noticed Elena’s leg bouncing with nerves. Elena had barely slept the night before. Even though she knew this appointment was an important step forward, the idea of sitting down and talking openly about her body, her future, and her desire for hormones made her stomach twist with anxiety.

When they were called in, the doctor was warm and professional. She took her time, going through Elena’s medical history in detail and asking thoughtful questions about her mental health and overall wellbeing. She wanted to understand not just what Elena hoped to achieve with treatment, but also how she had been feeling emotionally over the past few months. Elena spoke honestly, about the confusion she had carried for years, the growing sense of relief she felt when living as herself, and the quiet but persistent fear that had followed her for so long.

Blood tests were taken, and the doctor explained that there would be a short assessment period before any hormones could be prescribed. She wanted to make sure Elena was fully informed and supported before beginning treatment. While the doctor’s tone was kind and reassuring, the news still landed heavily.

When they left the clinic, Elena was quiet. The wait, even though it was only two weeks, felt agonisingly long. Every day seemed to stretch out. She found herself constantly checking her emails or her phone, hoping for an update, while also feeling a low, constant hum of anxiety in the background. Some days she felt impatient and restless, desperate to start moving forward. Other days, the fear crept back in, and she wondered if she was making the right decision.

Sophie stayed close during those two weeks, offering quiet support without pushing. She could see how much the waiting was weighing on Elena, and she made a point of checking in gently each evening. Slowly, the days passed, until finally, the call came through.

Elena had been approved to start hormone replacement therapy.

The day Elena collected her first prescription felt surreal. She had expected to feel excited, or perhaps scared, but what she actually felt was something quieter and heavier, a strange mix of disbelief and quiet awe. As she sat at the kitchen table with Sophie, she held the small box of medication in both hands, turning it over slowly as if she needed to confirm it was real.

She stared at it for a long time without speaking. The box felt both ordinary and impossibly significant at the same time. This was the moment everything became real.

Sophie watched her quietly from across the table, giving her space.

“You okay?” she asked gently after a while.

Elena nodded slowly, though her eyes stayed fixed on the box. “Yeah. I think I am.” She paused, then added in a quieter voice, “I’m scared… but I’m also ready. I’ve been waiting for this for so long, and now that it’s actually happening, it feels… huge.”

Sophie didn’t rush her. She simply nodded, letting Elena sit with the weight of the moment.

Eventually, Elena opened the box and took out the small blister pack. She placed one pill on the table in front of her and stared at it for several seconds. Then, with slightly trembling fingers, she picked it up and swallowed it with a glass of water.

It was such a small, ordinary action, just one pill, but it felt monumental. The moment it was done, something shifted inside her. When she looked up at Sophie, her eyes were glassy with tears. They weren’t tears of fear or sadness. They were tears of relief, the kind that come when something you’ve carried alone for years finally begins to move forward.

“I’m really doing this,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion.

Sophie smiled softly, her own eyes warm and full of quiet pride. She reached across the table and took Elena’s hand, giving it a gentle squeeze.

“You are,” she said. “And I’m really proud of you. You’ve come such a long way.”

Elena let out a shaky breath and squeezed Sophie’s hand back, holding on for a moment longer. For the first time in a long while, the fear felt smaller than the hope.

Over the following weeks, small but noticeable changes began to appear. At first, they were subtle enough that Elena almost wondered if she was imagining them. Her skin started to feel softer, especially on her face and arms. She found herself absentmindedly running her fingers over her cheeks or arms, surprised by the new texture. Her emotions also felt closer to the surface than they had in years. She cried more easily, sometimes during emotional scenes in films or even while listening to music, but she also found herself laughing more freely and openly than before. It was as if a filter she hadn’t realised she’d been living behind had slowly begun to lift.

Her body was changing in quiet, gradual ways. Her hips and thighs began to fill out slightly, giving her a softer, rounder shape that made her clothes sit differently. Her face looked a little fuller and gentler too, especially around the cheeks and jawline. These shifts didn’t happen overnight. She noticed them in small moments, when pulling on a pair of jeans, or catching her reflection in a shop window, or when Sophie casually mentioned that she looked “softer” lately.

At first, these changes felt strange. There were still moments when Elena would pause and feel a flicker of uncertainty, unsure how to feel about the way her body was evolving. But unlike before, the fear didn’t take over. It no longer sent her spiralling into shame or regret. Instead, she found herself slowly growing used to, and even quietly pleased by, the person she was becoming.

Each morning, when she got dressed and looked in the mirror, Elena felt a little more like the person she had always been meant to be. She would stand there for a few extra seconds, taking in the softer lines of her face, the way her hair framed it, and the quiet sense of rightness that was beginning to settle in her chest. The fear was still there sometimes, a quiet background hum rather than the loud, overwhelming voice it used to be. But it no longer held the same power over her.

Bit by bit, she was learning to trust the changes. And with each passing day, she felt a little more at home in her own skin.

By the time her breasts were coming in, Sophie called Elena into her bedroom one evening with a mischievous smile.

“I have a present for you,” she said, trying (and failing) to hide her excitement.

Elena raised an eyebrow but followed her in, curious. When she stepped into the room, she saw the outfit laid out neatly on the bed; a short, hot pink satin dress with thick black lace trim along the hem and neckline, and beside it, a black satin and lace pinafore apron that looked almost like something out of a French maid fantasy.

Elena stared at it for a moment, then looked at Sophie.

“What’s this?” she asked, though a part of her already had a pretty good idea.

Sophie shrugged, trying to play it casual, though her eyes were sparkling. “I thought we could have a bit of fun? Roleplay a little?”

Elena blinked, then let out a small, surprised laugh. In the time she’d spent learning about herself and exploring her identity, she had come across the concept of sissification more than once. She hadn’t really considered it for herself though, not seriously, anyway. She wasn’t a very sexual person, and without a partner, it had always felt like something that belonged to other people’s fantasies, not hers.

She looked back at the dress, then at Sophie.

“Is that what you want?” she asked carefully. “You want me to be your sissy?”

Sophie shrugged again, but there was a playful warmth in her expression. “I mean, it’s just a game. Something fun between us. But if you don’t want to do it, that’s completely fine. No pressure.”

Elena was quiet for a moment, her fingers lightly brushing the edge of the satin dress. She could feel the smooth, cool fabric under her fingertips. Part of her felt a flicker of embarrassment at the idea, but another part, a quieter, curious part, wasn’t entirely opposed to it.

She glanced at Sophie. “It’s not really what friends do, is it?”

Sophie’s smile softened. She stepped a little closer and said, “Honey, I think we’re more than friends, right? I mean… we aren’t lovers, obviously. But I think we’re more than friends. We’ve been through a lot together. I care about you. A lot.”

Elena looked back at the dress, then at the delicate lingerie and petticoat that had been laid out with it. She licked her lips, feeling a strange mix of nerves and reluctant curiosity.

After a few seconds, she gave a small shrug.

“Why not?”

Sophie’s face lit up immediately. She clapped her hands together, grinning.

“Excellent!” she giggled. “I’ll let you get changed. Take your time. I’ll be waiting out here.”

Elena stood there for a moment after Sophie left the room, staring at the outfit on the bed. She felt a flutter of nervousness in her stomach, but underneath it was something else, a strange, tentative sense of excitement. She reached out and picked up the pink satin dress, feeling the smooth fabric between her fingers.

Taking a breath, she began to undress.


Chapter Eighteen

The first evening Elena wore the sissy maid dress was nothing like she expected.

She had spent nearly twenty minutes in her room getting ready, moving slowly and carefully as she dressed. The short, hot pink satin dress felt strange against her skin, smooth and cool, but far more revealing than anything she usually wore. The thick black lace trim along the hem and neckline added an almost theatrical touch, and when she stepped into the black satin and lace pinafore apron, tying it neatly behind her back, she couldn’t help but feel self-conscious. The apron sat high on her waist, emphasising the short length of the dress underneath.

Beneath it all, she wore the matching pink panties and bra Sophie had given her. The panties felt delicate and snug, and every time she moved, she was acutely aware of them. The petticoat added volume, making the dress flare out and ride slightly higher than she was comfortable with. She kept tugging at the hem, trying to make it sit lower, but it was no use. Her thighs were more exposed than she was used to, and the whole outfit made her feel strangely vulnerable.

She stood in front of the mirror for a long time, turning slightly from side to side. Part of her felt ridiculous. Another part of her, a quieter, more uncertain part, couldn’t deny that there was something oddly compelling about the way she looked. Still, the dominant feeling was nervousness. This was so far outside of anything she had done before. She had agreed to it because Sophie had asked, and because, deep down, Elena felt she owed her friend a great deal. Sophie had supported her through so much. If this was something Sophie wanted to try, even as a game, then Elena felt she should at least give it a chance.

She took a slow breath, adjusted the apron one last time, and finally stepped out of her room.

When she entered the living room, Sophie was already waiting.

She was sitting on the sofa with her legs crossed, looking completely at ease. But the moment her eyes landed on Elena, something in her expression changed. The warm, gentle smile Elena had grown so used to was gone. In its place was something cooler, more assessing. Sophie looked her up and down slowly, taking her time, and Elena felt her cheeks grow warm under the scrutiny.

For a moment, neither of them spoke. Elena stood awkwardly in the middle of the room, unsure what to do with her hands, while Sophie continued to study her in silence. The air in the room felt different, heavier somehow. Elena shifted her weight from one foot to the other, suddenly very aware of how short the dress was and how much of her legs were on display.

Sophie finally spoke, her voice calm but carrying an edge Elena had never heard before.

“Stand up straight,” she said. “Hands behind your back.”

Elena blinked, caught completely off guard by the sudden change in Sophie’s tone. For a moment, she just stood there, unsure if she had heard correctly. Then, slowly, she obeyed. She brought her hands behind her back and clasped them together, the movement making the short dress ride up slightly and exposing even more of her thighs. The position left her feeling strangely vulnerable, as if she were presenting herself for inspection.

Sophie rose from the sofa without a word and began to walk a slow, deliberate circle around her. Elena could feel her friend’s eyes on her the entire time, studying, assessing. The silence stretched on, and with every passing second, Elena became more aware of how exposed she felt in the short satin dress and petticoat. She kept her gaze fixed on the floor, her cheeks burning.

When Sophie finally spoke again, her voice was calm but unmistakably firm.

“From now on, when you’re dressed like this, you will address me as Miss Sophie. Is that clear?”

Elena’s mouth felt dry. She swallowed, her fingers tightening behind her back. Part of her wanted to question it, to ask what was happening and why Sophie’s entire demeanour had changed so suddenly. But the words caught in her throat. Instead, she gave a small nod.

“Yes… Miss Sophie,” she said quietly.

A faint smile touched Sophie’s lips.

“Good girl.”

The words sent an unexpected shiver through Elena. She didn’t know how to feel about them. There was something in the way Sophie said it, warm, yet undeniably commanding, that made her stomach flutter in a way she hadn’t anticipated. It felt strange. Intimate. And more than a little unsettling.

Sophie stopped directly in front of her and folded her arms across her chest. She looked Elena up and down once more, her expression unreadable.

“Tonight, you’re going to be useful,” she continued, her tone leaving no room for argument. “You’re going to cook dinner, and then you’re going to clean the kitchen and living room until everything is spotless. I expect you to do it properly. If you slack off, give me any attitude, or don’t do as you’re told…” She paused, letting the silence hang in the air for a moment. “Then I will put you over my knee and spank you. Do you understand?”

Elena’s eyes widened slightly. She stared at Sophie, trying to process the sudden shift in their dynamic. This wasn’t the gentle, supportive friend she had grown so used to. This was something else entirely, something that made her feel small and uncertain in a way she wasn’t prepared for.

Still, she didn’t argue. She simply nodded again, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Yes, Miss Sophie.”

For a moment, Elena considered speaking up. She almost asked if this was really what Sophie wanted, or if they could talk about it first. The sudden shift in her friend’s behaviour had caught her completely off guard, and part of her wanted to pause and understand what was happening. But in the end, she stayed silent.

Sophie had done so much for her over the past few months. She had been there through every difficult step of her transition, helping her find her name, encouraging her to come out at college, standing by her during moments of doubt and fear, and celebrating every small victory along the way. Elena owed her a great deal. More than she could easily put into words. If this was something Sophie needed, if this was how she wanted to explore things between them, then maybe Elena could give her that. Maybe she owed it to her to at least try.

Even if it felt strange.

Even if the idea of being ordered around and threatened with punishment made her stomach twist with nerves.

Elena glanced down at the short pink satin dress and the way the petticoat flared out around her thighs. She felt exposed and uncertain, but she pushed those feelings down. This was for Sophie. After everything her friend had done for her, the least she could do was play along for one evening.

Sophie gave a small, satisfied nod, clearly pleased with Elena’s quiet obedience.

“Good,” she said. “Now go and start dinner. I expect it to be ready in an hour. And I want the kitchen spotless when you’re done.”

Elena hesitated for only a second longer before turning and walking toward the kitchen, the petticoat swishing softly with every step. She could feel Sophie’s eyes following her the entire way.

As she began pulling ingredients out of the fridge, Elena’s mind was racing. This sudden change in Sophie’s behaviour was deeply confusing. The strict tone, the orders, the casual threat of being spanked, it was so far removed from the gentle, patient encouragement she had grown used to over the past few months. Sophie had always been soft with her, supportive and understanding, never demanding or controlling. And yet… Elena hadn’t refused. She hadn’t even really tried to push back or question what was happening.

She kept replaying the last few minutes in her head as she moved around the kitchen. Part of her wondered if this was something Sophie had been wanting for a while, something she had been quietly holding back on while focusing entirely on Elena’s needs. Sophie had given her so much; emotional support, guidance, patience, and unwavering acceptance through every step of her transition. Maybe this was her way of finally asking for something in return. Maybe she needed this kind of dynamic, even if only as a game.

And if that was true, then perhaps Elena owed it to her to try.

Even if it felt strange.

Even if being spoken to so firmly and given orders made her feel small and uncertain in a way she wasn’t used to. Even if the threat of being put over Sophie’s knee sent an uncomfortable flutter through her stomach. Elena told herself it was just one evening. Just a bit of roleplay. If it made Sophie happy, if it gave her something she needed after everything she had done for Elena, then maybe it was worth going along with.

She glanced toward the living room, where Sophie had sat back down on the sofa. From the kitchen, Elena could just about see her scrolling on her phone, looking completely relaxed, as if nothing unusual was happening. The contrast between Sophie’s calm demeanour and the strict instructions she had given only moments ago made Elena’s head spin.

Elena turned back to the counter and began preparing dinner, her movements careful and deliberate. The short dress and apron made her feel exposed every time she bent over or reached for something, but she didn’t complain.

Because deep down, Elena felt she owed Sophie that much.

After dinner, Sophie stood up without a word and began a slow inspection of the kitchen. Elena stood awkwardly to one side, still in the short pink satin maid dress, unsure what to do with herself. Sophie ran her fingers along the countertops and the edges of the cupboards, checking for any trace of dirt or mess. Elena followed a few steps behind her, feeling strangely self-conscious in the revealing outfit.

Sophie eventually turned around and gave a small, approving nod.

“You’ve done well,” she said, her tone still cool and distant. “The kitchen is acceptable.”

Elena felt an odd flicker of relief at the praise, even though part of her was still deeply confused by this new version of Sophie.

Without another word, Sophie walked into the living room and sat back down on the sofa. After a moment, she looked over at Elena and spoke again, her voice calm but firm.

“Go and change into something pretty for bed,” she said. “Then come and join me in my bedroom.”

Elena hesitated, caught off guard once again. “Your bedroom?”

Sophie raised an eyebrow. “Yes. Now.”

Elena nodded slowly. “Yes, Miss Sophie.”

She went to her own room first and changed out of the maid outfit. After a moment of hesitation, she picked out a soft, pale pink nightie that reached mid-thigh. It felt delicate and feminine against her skin. She took a breath, then walked down the hallway to Sophie’s bedroom.

She paused at the door, suddenly uncertain. Sophie was already sitting up in bed, leaning against the headboard. Elena lingered in the doorway for a second before speaking.

“Do you… want to go there?” she asked quietly. “I mean, for the sake of the friendship? If that’s what you need, I can…”

Sophie rolled her eyes, though a small smile tugged at her lips.

“We aren’t going to fuck, Elena,” she said bluntly. “Just get in.”

Elena relaxed slightly at that. She nodded and climbed into bed beside Sophie, pulling the covers over herself. For a moment, everything felt strangely normal again.

Then Sophie leaned over and kissed her.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was deep, possessive, and demanding. Elena froze for a second, caught completely off guard, before she melted into it. Her mind was spinning. This wasn’t what she had expected. Sophie’s hand came up to cup the back of her neck, holding her in place as the kiss deepened.

When Sophie finally pulled back, Elena was breathing hard, her cheeks flushed.

Before she could say anything, Sophie’s hand moved to the top of Elena’s head and gently but firmly pushed her downward. Elena’s eyes widened as she was guided under the covers and between Sophie’s legs.

“Lick,” Sophie said simply.

Elena hesitated for only a moment before obeying. She was confused, aroused, and overwhelmed all at once, but she did as she was told. Sophie’s hand stayed in her hair, guiding her with quiet control. It didn’t take long before Sophie’s breathing grew heavier, her thighs tightening around Elena’s head as she came with a soft, satisfied moan.

When it was over, Sophie pulled Elena back up and kissed her again, slower this time, almost tender. Then she looked her in the eyes and spoke.

“Thank me.”

Elena, still slightly dazed, whispered, “Thank you, Sophie.”

Sophie’s expression immediately shifted. Her eyes narrowed slightly.

“Thank you, Mistress Sophie,” she corrected.

Elena blinked, caught off guard by the title. After a second, she repeated it quietly.

“Thank you, Mistress Sophie.”

Sophie gave a small nod, clearly satisfied. She reached over and gently stroked Elena’s cheek.

“Good girl. Now go back to your own bed.”

Elena hesitated, but eventually nodded. She climbed out of Sophie’s bed and made her way back to her own room, her mind racing. She changed into a fresh nightie and lay down, staring up at the ceiling.

She was confused. Deeply confused. The sudden shift in Sophie, the dominance, the kiss, being made to pleasure her… it had all happened so fast. And yet, Elena hadn’t stopped it. She had gone along with it. Part of her had even enjoyed the strange, submissive feeling it gave her.

After a while, she slipped a hand between her legs and touched herself, replaying the evening in her mind. The confusion remained, but so did a strange, lingering arousal. She came quietly, biting her lip to stay silent, then lay there in the dark, still unsure what any of this meant for their friendship, or what Sophie wanted from her now.


Chapter Nineteen

Elena woke up the next morning feeling deeply confused. She lay in bed for a long time, staring at the ceiling as the events of the previous night played over and over in her mind like scenes from a film she hadn’t meant to watch. The sudden shift in Sophie’s behaviour had caught her completely off guard. One moment, her friend had been the same gentle, supportive person she had always known, and the next, she had become someone colder, stricter, and far more commanding.

Elena could still hear Sophie’s voice in her head. The firm tone when she gave orders. The casual threat of being spanked. The way she had kissed her so possessively before pushing her down between her legs. It had all happened so quickly, and Elena had gone along with it without much resistance. She hadn’t pushed back. She hadn’t asked questions. She had simply obeyed.

And afterwards, lying alone in her own bed, she had touched herself while replaying it all in her mind. That part confused her the most. She had been aroused by it, by the submission, by the way Sophie had taken control. Even now, the memory sent a confusing mix of heat and unease through her body.

She turned onto her side and pulled the duvet up around her shoulders, frowning slightly. What did it mean that she had enjoyed it, even a little? What did it say about her? And more importantly, what did it mean for her and Sophie? Were they still just friends? Or had something changed between them last night?

The confusion sat heavy in her chest, tangled with a strange sense of guilt and curiosity. She had always seen Sophie as her anchor, the one person who had supported her unconditionally through her transition. But last night had revealed a different side of her. A side that wanted control. A side that wanted her in a way that went beyond friendship.

Elena let out a slow breath and closed her eyes for a moment. She didn’t know how to feel. Part of her wanted to talk to Sophie about it, to ask what had really happened and what it meant. Another part of her was nervous about what the answer might be.

Eventually, she forced herself to get up. Whatever this was between them, she knew she couldn’t avoid it forever. She would have to face Sophie at breakfast and try to make sense of it all.

By the time she got dressed and made her way to the kitchen, Elena had made up her mind. She needed to talk to Sophie. Properly. She wanted to understand what had happened between them the night before and what it meant for their friendship. The sudden shift in Sophie’s behaviour had left her feeling unsettled, and she needed clarity before things went any further.

She walked slowly down the hallway, her stomach fluttering with nerves. Part of her hoped that Sophie would be back to her usual gentle self this morning, that last night had been some kind of strange, one-off experiment. Another part of her worried that things had already changed between them in a way she couldn’t take back.

When she stepped into the kitchen, Sophie was already there. She was leaning against the counter, cradling a mug of tea in both hands. She looked relaxed, almost casual, but there was something in her expression that made Elena pause in the doorway.

Before Elena could say anything, before she could even open her mouth to start the conversation she had rehearsed in her head, Sophie set her mug down and crossed the room in a few quick steps. Without a word, she reached out, took hold of Elena’s waist, and pulled her in close.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t the soft, affectionate kind of kiss Elena had been expecting. It was deep, hungry, and possessive, the same way Sophie had kissed her the night before. Sophie’s hand came up to cup the back of Elena’s neck, holding her firmly in place as she claimed her mouth with an intensity that made Elena’s knees feel weak.

Elena’s eyes widened in surprise at first, her hands coming up to rest against Sophie’s chest as if to steady herself. But after only a second, she felt herself melting into the kiss. Her fingers curled slightly into the fabric of Sophie’s top, and a quiet, involuntary sound escaped her as Sophie deepened the kiss further.

When they finally broke apart, Elena was breathing hard, her cheeks flushed and her mind spinning. She had come into the kitchen expecting a serious conversation about boundaries and what last night had meant. Instead, Sophie was looking at her with dark, intent eyes, as if the conversation Elena had been preparing for no longer mattered.

Sophie brushed her thumb gently across Elena’s lower lip, her voice low when she finally spoke.

“I’ve been waiting for this moment for so long.”

Elena blinked, still slightly dazed from the intensity of the kiss. She looked at Sophie with clear confusion in her eyes.

“What do you mean?” she asked quietly.

Sophie didn’t answer right away. Instead, she reached up and gently brushed a strand of hair behind Elena’s ear, her fingers lingering against her skin for a moment longer than necessary. When she finally spoke, her voice was soft but steady, carrying a weight that hadn’t been there before.

“You,” she said. “Like this. I’ve wanted you for a long time, Elena. Longer than you probably realise.”

Elena’s brow furrowed slightly, still not fully understanding.

Sophie continued, her thumb lightly stroking Elena’s cheek.

“I’ve been watching you change over these past few months. Watching you become more and more yourself. Every step you took, choosing your name, wearing what you wanted, coming out at college, I was there for all of it. And the more you became her… the more I wanted you. Not just as a friend. I wanted this version of you. The real you.”

She let out a small breath, her eyes never leaving Elena’s.

“I had to wait. I knew you weren’t ready before. You were still figuring yourself out, still dealing with so much. So I stayed close. I supported you. I helped you however I could. But I’ve been waiting for the moment when you’d finally be ready to see me the way I’ve been seeing you.”

Elena stared at her, her heart beating faster. She had come into the kitchen expecting a conversation about last night, about boundaries, about what the sudden dominance had meant. She hadn’t expected this, a quiet, heartfelt confession that Sophie had been wanting her, in this way, for a long time.

Sophie’s hand slid down to rest lightly on Elena’s waist as she added, softer now;

“I don’t want to rush you. But I’m not going to pretend anymore either. I want you, Elena. And I think, deep down, you might want this too.”

Something in Elena’s chest loosened at Sophie’s words. The confusion didn’t disappear completely, but the heavy knot of tension she had been carrying since waking up began to ease. For the first time since last night, she felt like she understood, at least a little. Sophie hadn’t just been playing a game or experimenting. She had wanted her. Wanted this version of her. And hearing that out loud made something inside Elena settle.

She leaned in and kissed Sophie again, slower this time, letting herself sink into it. There was still nervousness in the way her hands rested on Sophie’s waist, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she let the kiss deepen, her body relaxing into Sophie’s as their lips moved together.

After a few moments, Sophie’s hand slid up to the back of Elena’s neck. She didn’t push, not yet, but the gentle pressure was clear. Elena felt the shift in the air between them. When Sophie finally broke the kiss and looked at her with dark, steady eyes, Elena already knew what was coming.

Without a word, Sophie guided her downward.

Elena didn’t resist. She slowly dropped to her knees on the kitchen floor, her heart beating faster as she reached up and pushed Sophie’s robe open. The soft fabric parted easily, revealing smooth skin beneath. Elena hesitated for only a second before leaning in, pressing a soft kiss to Sophie’s inner thigh, then another, moving closer.

She began to lick her the same way she had the night before, slowly at first, almost tentative, before finding a rhythm. Sophie’s hand came to rest on the back of her head, fingers gently threading through her hair, guiding her with quiet but unmistakable control. Elena could feel the subtle shifts in Sophie’s breathing, the way her thighs tensed slightly around her, and it sent a confusing but undeniable thrill through her.

Sophie didn’t speak. She simply held Elena in place, letting her work, occasionally applying the lightest pressure to steer her exactly where she wanted. Elena lost herself in the act, her own thoughts quieting as she focused entirely on giving Sophie pleasure. When Sophie finally came, it was with a soft, low moan, her hand tightening briefly in Elena’s hair before relaxing again.

For a moment, neither of them moved. Elena stayed where she was, breathing softly against Sophie’s skin, while Sophie gently stroked her hair in slow, soothing motions.

Later that day, Sophie met Mia in a quiet corner of the campus café between lectures. They chose a small table near the back, tucked away from the main flow of students. The low hum of conversation and the occasional hiss of the coffee machine created enough background noise that they could speak freely without being overheard.

Mia stirred her coffee slowly, the spoon clinking softly against the ceramic. She looked across the table at Sophie with a raised eyebrow and a knowing smirk.

“So… how’s the project going?”

Sophie leaned back in her chair, looking far more relaxed than Mia. She wrapped her hands around her own cup and gave a small, satisfied smile.

“It’s going well,” she replied. “Better than I expected, actually. She’s coming along faster than I thought she would.”

Mia tilted her head, clearly intrigued. “Really? I thought she’d put up more of a fight. Especially with the whole innocent, wide-eyed thing she had going on at the start.”

Sophie gave a soft laugh. “She did at first. But once she started feeling comfortable being herself, it became much easier. The maid outfit last night was a good test. I thought she might push back or get weird about it, but she went along with it almost immediately.”

Mia raised an eyebrow again, looking mildly impressed. “You already had her in the outfit? You move fast.”

Sophie shrugged lightly, though there was a glint of satisfaction in her eyes. “I’ve been patient for months. I figured it was time to start pushing things forward a little. She trusts me. That makes it easier.”

Mia took a sip of her coffee, studying Sophie over the rim of her cup. “And how far are you planning to take it?”

Sophie’s smile widened slightly, though it didn’t lose its calm edge.

“As far as I want,” she said simply. “She’s already starting to get used to following instructions. Last night was a good first step. I think she’s beginning to realise that this is what I want from her now.”

Mia chuckled quietly and shook her head. “You’re enjoying this way too much.”

Sophie didn’t deny it. She simply took another sip of her drink, her expression thoughtful.

“She’s sweet,” she said after a moment. “Eager to please. And after everything I’ve done for her these past few months, she feels like she owes me. That makes her very… receptive.”

Mia smirked. “So what’s next?”

Sophie’s eyes flicked up to meet Mia’s, her voice low and confident.

“I’m going to keep pushing,” she said. “Slowly. I want her to get comfortable with the idea that this is who she is now. That she belongs to me in this way. And once she’s fully settled into it…” She paused, her smile turning slightly sharper. “Then we can really start having fun.”

Mia gave a short laugh and leaned back in her chair, clearly entertained.

“Don’t get ahead of yourself,” she said. “You haven’t won yet. Elena still isn’t a slut.”

Sophie’s smile widened slightly. She took a slow sip of her drink, letting the comment hang in the air for a moment before replying.

“All in good time,” she said calmly. “All in good time.”

Mia shook her head, still smirking. “You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?”

Sophie didn’t answer right away. Instead, she glanced out across the café, watching the students moving between tables. Her expression was thoughtful, almost distant for a few seconds.

“She’s coming along nicely,” she said eventually, turning her attention back to Mia. “Faster than I thought she would. The maid thing last night went better than expected. She didn’t even push back. Just got changed and did what she was told.”

Mia raised an eyebrow, looking mildly impressed.

“You always did like breaking them in gently first,” she said. Then her tone shifted slightly, becoming more pointed. “But Maria got away from you last year.”

Sophie’s smile didn’t falter, but something cooler flickered behind her eyes for a brief moment. She gave a small shrug, as if brushing the memory aside.

“It’s different this time,” she said. “Alex was a close friend. She trusts me completely. That makes it easier. Maria never really let herself go. She was always holding something back. Elena… she’s different. She wants to please. She feels like she owes me something. That’s powerful.”

Mia studied her for a second, then smirked again.

“Careful,” she said. “You’re starting to sound like you actually like her.”

Sophie’s expression softened just slightly, though the glint of satisfaction remained.

“I do like her,” she admitted. “That’s what makes this so enjoyable. She’s sweet. Genuine. And she has no idea what’s really happening.” She paused, then added with a quiet confidence, “She’ll be exactly where I want her by the end of term. You’ll see.”

Mia chuckled and shook her head.

“You’re so fucking sure of yourself.”

Sophie simply smiled and took another sip of her drink, looking perfectly at ease.

“I usually am.”

Mia leaned back in her chair, still smirking as she wrapped her hands around her coffee cup.

“Just don’t drag it out too long,” she said. “I want to see her properly broken in by the end of term. I’m getting bored of waiting.”

Sophie smiled again, but this time the expression didn’t quite reach her eyes. There was something cooler behind it, something sharper.

“Don’t worry,” she said, her voice calm and measured. “She’ll get there. I’m taking my time with her on purpose. I want her to enjoy it. I want her to want it. That’s the difference between this and what happened with Maria. I’m not forcing anything. I’m letting her come to it herself. That way, when she finally breaks, it’ll be because she chose to.”

Mia studied her for a moment, then chuckled and shook her head.

“You’re such a fucking control freak.”

Sophie didn’t deny it. She simply finished the last of her drink and set the cup down with deliberate care. She picked up her bag and slung it over her shoulder before replying.

“Maybe,” she said lightly. “But it works.”

She glanced across the café one last time, her expression unreadable.

“I’ll keep you updated,” she added. “But for now, everything is going exactly to plan.”

With that, Sophie turned and walked away, weaving calmly between the tables. Her posture was relaxed, her steps unhurried, but there was a quiet, unmistakable satisfaction in the way she carried herself. Everything was falling into place, just as she had intended from the very beginning.

She had spent months carefully positioning herself in Elena’s life, being the supportive friend, the safe space, the one person Elena could rely on. And now that Elena was finally starting to open up and trust her completely, Sophie could begin to shift the dynamic in the way she had always wanted.

She wasn’t in any rush. After all, the best part was still to come. The fun was about to begin.

TO BE CONTINUED…
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