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SOFT BODIES

Jamie and Riley arrive on the island expecting a harmless makeover.

What they find is a retreat stitched from silk and secrets, sweetness that lingers on the tongue, warm-lit rooms that hum with promise, and treatments that feel less like self-improvement and more like surrender.

The resort does not sculpt muscle or sharpen edges. It unravels. It softens. It teaches their bodies to open, to ache, to want.

In perfumed baths and rose-tinted chambers, something inside them begins to slip. Hips easing wider. Skin turning luminous. Lips parting with new, breathless hunger. A strange, dangerous softness blooming beneath the ribs… euphoric, irresistible.

And as their bodies shift, so does the heat between them.

A thigh brushing too long in the dark. A trembling breath caught between almost and yes.
A kiss that tastes like revelation… and ruin.

Whatever the island is doing to them, it’s working. And whatever they’re becoming, they’re becoming it together.

SOFT BODIES is an erotic metamorphosis, a tale of queer longing, dark sweetness, and the exquisite pleasure of yielding to the shape whispered by your deepest desire.

Softness isn’t a weakness.

Softness is the invitation.

The only question is… an invitation to what?

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


One

Neither of them could remember entering the contest, or at least not clearly. It had been a big night out, the pair of them celebrating graduating college.

They’d needed the blowout. They’d earned it. Jamie and Riley had both found finals to be a mentally, physically, and emotionally gruelling process but they’d made it through and they both hoped they’d done well.

The pair had met in high school and quickly had become best friends. They complimented each other well, fitting the saying that opposites attract. Jamie was anxious, bookish, fiercely smart. He had a need to control everything around him and worried a lot, his mind always imagining the worst possible scenarios. He was tightly wound, tense a lot of the time, and he was quiet, introverted.

Riley on the other hand was almost the complete opposite, he was easygoing, bold, with a wicked sense of humour and a generous nature. He was kind to everyone he met, unless he was crossed, when he could turn cold, even mean, but he was generally forgiving, unless his friends were hurt. He was loyal to a fault, and he’d had Jamie’s back many times. Yet, underneath the laughter and the easy-going affectionate nature there always seemed to be something more, something hidden.

Yet, despite their differences, the two were immediately drawn to each other. Despite not having much in common they grew close, bonding over their differences, and it was like they complemented each other perfectly.

Riley helped bring Jamie out of his shell a little and Jamie helped slow Riley down, helped him study and motivated him to work harder. They graduated high school together and headed off to college as a pair, pairing up as roommates together during their time there. It was thanks to their friendship that they’d both stayed sane during the gruelling four years of study.

College had been hard for both of them. Their courses were tough and demanding and they’d both had to get part-time jobs to make ends meet. Plus there was the additional stress of learning to be young adults.

In high school they’d had the support of family, had the support of home and the friends they’d grown up around. It had been easy. Going off to college at the other end of the country, with just each other, had been tough, but they’d done it.

They made new friends, had grown as people, and they’d even had dates, had made close connections, both of them having their hearts broken more than once. They’d each been there for the other during that too, the long nights drinking and talking and healing. It had been a journey, but they’d made it. It had been tough, but they’d survived, just, and now they were free.

But that freedom was scary. It was, in many ways, terrifying. Maybe that was why they’d applied to the contest when they were both drunk, really drunk, after a night out.

Neither of them could remember applying, but they must have, because they’d won first prize.
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The reward was incredible. Neither of them could quite believe it when they checked their emails. They’d both received a copy of the same letter congratulating them on their win.

It was a two-week long fully paid vacation to a luxury island resort. Everything was paid for, flights, transport, food, accommodation, transfers, even fees and taxes. It was beyond belief, yet when they checked the terms, checked the small print, checked out the company, it all looked legitimate.

The only question that hung in the back of their minds adding uncertainty to it all was when had they applied to the contest?

Still, on discussion, they both decided that the offer was just too good to pass up. Even if they couldn’t remember applying they both admitted that it was possible. With all the celebrating they’d been doing after exams it was definitely possible.

Plus, something about the contest rang true.

The contest was for soft bodies. A contest for young men who were unhappy with their physiques who wanted to improve, wanted to get better. The company specialised in self-improvement and self-discovery, taking people who weren’t happy, who felt unsatisfied with themselves, and they offered to transform them.

That’s what the contest was for. They wanted two people to become poster models for their revolutionary new techniques. They were looking for the perfect candidates to show off their latest methods with an advertising campaign, and in exchange, the winners would get a complete make-over fully paid for.

Though neither of the two best friends remembered applying to the contest, they both understood it was exactly the kind of thing that appealed to them, because the truth was they were the target market for the company. Young men and women who wanted to become better versions of themselves. People who were unhappy with their bodies and themselves.

Though Riley and Jamie were different in many ways, they were alike in one very important way. They were both, for want of a better word, lacking in masculinity.

It was that fact that had helped them bond, that had drawn them together. Starting high school was a daunting enough prospect, but when you were the kind of boy who was small, short, and slim, then it was even harder. That neither of them was alone made all the difference.

While the other boys all sprouted into young men, becoming broad and handsome and muscular, hairy, bulky, Jamie and Riley were both left behind. They remained slim, short, mostly hairless. While the girls all became young women, started dating the boys around them, the best friends were left, mostly, out in the cold.

True they both managed dates here and there, and even the odd relationship in college, neither of them was ever that comfortable in their body. They both knew the truth. They could both look in the mirror. They both felt it even if neither of them ever said anything about it.

It was the unspoken foundation of their friendship. They were both just a little different. Just a little softer than the boys around them, just a little shorter, less masculine. It was that difference that bound them together tighter than brothers.

Though they had other friends, and sometimes even girlfriends, no one else really understood them like each other. They just got each other. But… they never talked about it. Not out loud. So to have applied for a competition like that, to have openly admitted they wanted to change, wanted self-improvement, was something new. Maybe that’s why they’d needed to be drunk to do it?
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The day of the flight arrived and the pair set off together. They were excited though a little nervous. They had little idea what to expect from the trip.

They’d been given instructions on where to go, what flight to get, but apart from that they’d been given very little information. Just their final destination, a small island in a tropical destination, one that hosted a large luxury resort.

The pair had tried to do their research on the company, to make sure it was all legitimate and everything they’d found reassured them that it was safe. The company had been established for a few years and though its processes were all pretty secretive, it had a lot of very positive reviews from all kinds of customers. Plus they’d sponsored or worked with numerous influencers so the pair found lots of before and after material to go over.

If what they saw was even a fraction of what they’d get as competition winners then they’d be happy. If they then had to help advertise the new resort and the new methods then it would be a small cost to pay.

As they set off on their flight they settled in. Both of them were nervous but Jamie was by far the more nervous of the two of them. Riley on the other hand was almost buzzing.

They’d both talked a lot after winning the contest, each confessing a little of what they hoped to get out of it. It all seemed like such perfect timing. They’d just finished college and were about to start their adult lives. This vacation promised to transform them, make them better, change them into their best selves. It would help them unleash their potential.

Though they were nervous, perhaps even anxious, they were definitely excited. And that excitement only grew as they saw the sleek black car waiting for them at the small airfield when they arrived.

The pair were chauffeured away from the plane along empty roads. The island was a paradise, warm and tropical, but not well inhabited. Around them, through tinted glass, they saw trees, beaches, the sea.

After just over an hour the car glided to a stop on glass-smooth gravel, the kind that gleamed like pearls in the sun. For a moment, neither of them moved. Jamie’s fingers curled slightly into the leather armrest, tension held in the space between breath and silence. Riley let out a long whistle beside him, his legs already stretching lazily, a boyish grin painted across his face.

“Fancy.” Riley said

He swung open the door and stepped out into heat that didn’t cling. The air here was warm but dry, just sweet enough to make your skin hum.

Jamie stepped out more slowly. His shoes sank slightly into the gravel. Everything was… pristine. The hedges were cut too cleanly. The roses along the path were open to exactly the same degree, like something printed or painted. The front of the resort, pristine glass and ivory stone, glistened like a photograph retouched to perfection.

“This place is wild.” Riley murmured as a pair of staff approached.

The two staff moved silently across the path like shadows in pressed linen. Their uniforms were pale cream, soft-looking. Their expressions were pleasant, but blank in a way that didn’t sit quite right.

Jamie tried to recall when they’d signed up for this trip. He remembered him and Riley half-joking about it, late at night with the taste of beer and spicy pizza on his lips, but that memory felt far away now, folded in gauze.

“Welcome, Mr. Delaney. Mr. Holt.”

The taller staff member spoke softly, eyes never quite meeting theirs.

“We’re honoured to begin your stay with us.”

Jamie nodded, the polite gesture automatic. Riley, as always, charmed effortlessly.

“I still can’t believe we won. What was the prize again? Luxury and... transformation, right?”

“Two weeks of curated self-improvement.” The staff member replied, still not blinking.

“Relaxation. Renewal. Redefinition. We begin the first phase tomorrow. For tonight, your suite awaits.”

Jamie caught the word redefinition and tried to ignore how his stomach twisted.

“And what does that mean, exactly?” Jamie asked.

The staff smiled just slightly.

“In your case, Mr. Delaney… beauty.”

No further explanation was offered, and none demanded. Riley laughed as they were led through the cool foyer, glass beneath their shoes, the scent of sweet sandalwood floating in the air like perfume that had been waiting just for them.

They were led directly to their rooms and when they stepped in they both froze in awe. Their suite was too much. Cream and gold, cushions everywhere. The bed, one single bed, was as enormous oval, soft as clouds, framed in sheer fabric that shimmered when the light hit.

“This is unreal.” Riley said.

He immediately jumped up onto the centre of the bed and wriggled with satisfaction.

Jamie didn’t reply. His fingers brushed the velvet couch. No dust. No seam out of place. The resort didn’t feel empty, exactly. It felt… curated, almost watched. As though the walls themselves had eyes.

In the adjoining room, a meal waited for them on a table set for two. Dessert first, glossy fruit tarts and delicate cakes, lavender and rose petals pressed into soft pink mousse. Even the wine had a blush hue, thick and perfumed. Riley tasted one of the cakes, groaned with pleasure, and leaned back in his chair, bare feet sliding across the warm tile floor.

“Jamie, whatever weird culty nonsense this is, I am so in.” He said, eyes half-lidded.

Jamie tried to laugh but the sound felt brittle. He tasted a spoonful of mousse and paused.

It was sweet, so utterly sweet, like sugar melted through silk. His body responded before he could think, a slow warmth blooming across his shoulders, then down. His lips tingled faintly. His fingertips buzzed. It was delicious, and addictive.

He looked at Riley again. The line of his throat, how it moved as he swallowed. His chest stretched under the white linen shirt they’d been given, slightly translucent now with heat. Jamie looked away too quickly.

They had shared beds before. They had touched, sometimes, casually. Jamie had watched him swim and felt the twist of something nameless. But this place made everything softer. Closer. The air itself carried desire like pollen.

After dinner, they cleaned up and then, feeling tired after travelling, headed to bed. As they settled into the great oval bed they both relaxed, there were no arguments, both of them taking up the space they needed on opposite sides. The bed was large enough that they didn’t need to touch.

Jamie moved to turn off the lights, and the room glowed softly from the walls, as though aware of their comfort. Riley yawned, hair tousled, bare arms folded beneath his head.

“You’re wound tight.” He murmured in the dark. “I can feel it. You should relax. This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. We won this so we should make the most of it.

“I just think it’s strange. Too… much.”

Riley chuckled.

“You saw the before and after images. This place… it could be just what we need. It’s a fresh start for both of us. Plus, we deserve something special after working so hard on finals.”

Riley turned to look at Jamie, seeing his best friend’s face barely lit in the dim light. Riley could just make out Jamie’s silhouette watching him.

“Maybe you’re afraid of enjoying it.” Riley said, voice almost too soft, as though heavy with something unspoken.

Jamie swallowed. There was a moment of quiet.

“And you’re not?” He asked.

Again silence. A silence that lasted just a little too long.

“I think… you want it to be strange. You like that it feels like a story. It makes it easier for you to avoid really embracing the moment. You worry too much. You should relax and enjoy it. Enjoy our time together. It’s only two weeks. We should make the most of it. Make the most of our time together.” Riley said.

Jamie opened his mouth, but nothing came out. The soft sheets shifted beside him.

“We’ve been friends a long time. Best friends. I know you.” Riley said, voice low now. “You worry. You have a need to always be in control. But… have you ever wondered what it might be like to relax that control a little, maybe do something a little wild, have a little fun? Maybe there’s adventure out there waiting for you. Maybe you just need to let it in…”

Again a long silence.

“I… maybe. I just… I just care about stuff and don’t want to mess it all up.” Jamie said.

Riley smiled.

“Maybe messing it up is a risk you have to take. Maybe trying to stay absolutely safe all the time just means never really living.”

Jamie could feel something between them now. Riley’s words felt heavy, almost ripe. He worried so much, about so many things. The problem was he cared, maybe too much, and he just didn’t want to get hurt, and he definitely didn’t want his best friend to get hurt. What if he got it wrong? What if he relaxed, embraced adventure, and it all got fucked up?

His hand had curled into the edge of the mattress. Riley was so close, his scent was on the sheets now, something vaguely citrus and warm skin. Jamie turned his face toward him but said nothing.

And then a soft chime echoed through the suite.

Tomorrow’s itinerary has been set. Said a gentle, sexless voice from the wall. First treatment begins at 10 a.m. Please sleep well. You are being renewed.

Jamie lay still.

Beside him, Riley chuckled.

“You heard the wall. Get some rest.”

But Jamie didn’t sleep for a long time. He listened to Riley’s breathing slow. He watched the shimmer of the curtains, how they danced like they had minds of their own, like they were swaying to a song only they could hear. He thought about the way the mousse had made his tongue hum, how Riley’s voice had grown softer, almost sweet.

He let his hand drift beneath the sheets, and then stopped himself.

But the air whispered around him, soft and full, like something was being prepared.

And though he couldn’t name it, he already felt changed. And he knew that the transformation they’d been promised hadn’t even really begun. Or had it?


Two

Jamie dreamed of water.

Not cold, not deep. Warm enough to hold him, like an embrace, a soft hug.

He floated, though he couldn't see what held him up. Light spilt across the surface, soft pink that never hurt his eyes. Somewhere above him, petals fell like rain, pale pink and white, silent as breath. A single petal landed on his cheek like a kiss.

His body was naked in the dream. Not exposed but bare, vulnerable. Like something chosen. There was no shame. His skin glowed as though polished, smooth and unmarred, the pale hairs on his arms and legs fading into nothing. His limbs were long but slender now, wrists thinner, fingers delicate, shaped for touch and elegance.

He tried to speak, but no sound came out. His lips moved slowly, sluggish from the warmth. He touched them. They felt... plush. Bee-stung. Painted with gloss. His mouth pulsed, strange and sensual. He opened it slightly and a faint gasp escaped, sweet, involuntary, feminine.

The water rippled with the sound. Something shimmered over his chest, melting into his skin. A tingling, as if silk were sinking into his flesh. He looked down, moved his hands to caress his ribs, feeling his soft skin, nipples.

His heart was racing, his chest rising.

Two soft, perfect mounds took shape beneath his hands, full and high, impossibly smooth. They ached faintly, the way muscles ached after pleasure. His nipples stood stiff and puffy, flushed rose, and when his fingers brushed over them, his spine arched, pulses of bright joy so hot it almost scalded.

He moaned, soft and surprised.

And then… his waist pinched inward like an hourglass being drawn by a careful hand. His thighs thickened, plumping. His hips unfurled into gentle, sweeping curves that felt both unfamiliar and exactly right. Everything below his waist felt heated, humming, strange, like his body was being rewritten in song.

Long, pale blonde strands floated around his face, framing it, catching the golden light. He reached up and a lock slid over his fingers like ribbon. His nails were long and glossy now, pink and perfect.

A voice, low and sweet, whispered through the dream. The voice was almost familiar, like he’d heard it before.

“Softer now. Prettier. You're almost ready.”

He knew he should be panicking, reacting with fear to what was happening, but he didn’t. There was only surrender. Peace. Pleasure. He was calm, almost blissed out.

Then hands touched his cheeks and tilted his chin. A mirror bloomed from the air before him. And in it…

Her.

His reflection, but not him. A doll. A beautiful, blonde bimbo fantasy. Big blue eyes framed in lashes too thick to be real. A pout that belonged on magazine covers. Breasts that defied logic, pink nipples, puffy and hard.

She blinked slowly.

She smiled. He smiled.

Then the dream began to fade, light seeping away, like silk sliding off skin. It was all just a dream. An impossible dream, but a dream like none he’d had before. Jamie felt himself falling, rising, drifting into the quiet again.

He whispered one word as it ended, lips glossed and sweet, voice like honey.

“More.”

It was like he was pleading.
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Jamie woke slowly, like silk being unspooled from a reel.

Light soaked the room, soft and golden, just like in the dream. His skin was warm beneath the weight of the blankets, his breath quiet, chest rising gently. For a moment, he didn’t remember where he was.

The dream lingered. Not in clarity, only sensation. Lips still tingled. His chest ached faintly, impossibly. Between his legs, a heaviness. Or maybe an absence. It was impossible to name.

He turned and found Riley already awake, sitting at the low breakfast table, barefoot and wrapped in one of the silk robes the resort had left out for them. It clung loosely to his frame, cream and blush pink. The fabric shimmered every time he moved, soft against the morning light.

Jamie sat up and moved to dress, slipping on the robe beside the bed. The silk caressed skin, the sensation too good, cool and smooth, as though it knew his skin and loved it. Every brush of silk against his bare chest made him want to close his eyes. His nipples rubbed against the fabric with every breath.… why were they so sensitive?

“Sleep well?” Riley asked.

His voice was half-muffled by a bite of some pastel pastry. His hair was mussed and golden in the light, his smile loose and sleepy.

“I…” Jamie hesitated. “Weird dreams.”

Riley looked up. There was a slight flush to his cheeks and his smile was coy.

“Huh, odd. Me too.” He grinned. “Hot though. Really hot. Weird, but hot.”

Jamie didn’t laugh.

His stomach was a bubbling pool of shifting syrup. He rose and walked over, sitting opposite Riley on the pillowy cushions. The table between them was set like a painting with tiny pastries arranged like flowers, fruit cut into stars and hearts, eggs that glistened under a sheen of butter.

And two tall glasses.

Milkshakes. Pink. Thick and glistening and impossible not to look at. They looked like they’d taste like birthday cake and marshmallows, like kisses. Jamie reached for a glass instinctively.

The glass was cold, the straw wide. He took a sip and immediately moaned under his breath.

Sweetness bloomed on his tongue, thick and perfect. It tasted like pink, like innocence and indulgence wrapped together. Beneath the sugar, something faintly floral...rose, maybe, or cherry blossom.

He took another sip. Then another.

Riley was watching him with an amused expression.

“You look like you’re about to propose to it.”

Jamie flushed. His lips felt sticky.

“It’s… really good.”

“I know.” Riley said.

He leaned back, stretching in his robe. The line of his thigh showed through the slit. Jamie’s eyes lingered too long. There was something in the air again, syrupy, slow, dream-soft.

Riley cocked his head.

“You okay?”

Jamie hesitated.

“I dreamed I was different.” He said.

“Different how?”

He paused, not quite sure how he was supposed to explain it.

“I was floating… and my body changed. I was softer. Curvier. Pretty. I think I was a girl.” He met Riley’s eyes as he talked. “But not a real girl. A doll. Plastic, maybe. But… perfect.”

Riley didn’t laugh. Instead, he smiled, though it was a strange smile.

“Yeah. Me too.” Riley said, voice soft, almost confused or fearful.

Jamie blinked.

“Really?”

“Not exactly that.” Riley said. “But close. Something was… shifting. Like my body wasn’t mine. But it felt good. Like I’d been waiting for it.”

Jamie shivered but the room was warm and there was no breeze.

They sat in silence for a moment, sipping from the thick pink shakes, letting the sweetness coat their mouths, their thoughts. The silk of Jamie’s robe clung tighter now. His body felt swollen, expectant.

A soft knock at the door broke the stillness.

Jamie turned. The door opened soundlessly, and two staff members stood just inside. Their eyes were downcast, their smiles serene. They didn’t speak.

Instead, they bowed slightly. Jamie’s stomach fluttered.

“They’re here.” Riley said.

He stood and smoothed down his robe, eyes alight with curiosity.

“I guess it’s time.”

“Time for what?” Jamie asked.

But part of him knew.

The dream hadn’t ended. It had only paused. And now… now it was ready to begin again.

[image: ]

Jamie and Riley were led through a long corridor bathed in gentle light, the walls smooth and cream-coloured, almost glowing with warmth. The air was heavy with an intoxicating perfume, something floral, sweet, with a faint undertone of musk that settled deep into the lungs and made their throats catch.

It wasn’t the sharp, clean scent of a gym or the harsh tang of disinfectant, like they’d half expected from the brochures. No, this was something different. Something lush, indulgent, almost hypnotic.

At the end of the hall, through a large door, a large bath awaited them, like a small swimming pool, carved from stone and filled with shimmering water that caught the light like liquid crystal. The water’s surface was faintly opalescent, swirling with soft pastel hues that shifted like a dream, steam rising from the surface.

A gentle voice spoke behind them.

“These are the mineral soaks. Our first step in your transformation journey. The water will ease your muscles and begin to awaken the softness within you.”

Jamie glanced at Riley, who was already moving toward the bath with an eager smile, slipping out of his robe with a grace that surprised Jamie.

He hesitated, heart thudding, caught between the urge to follow and a flicker of resistance.

Hadn’t they come here to build strength? To be more, not less? He had been expecting a fitness programme, workouts, something more… masculine.

Soft mineral soaks seemed indulgent, almost feminine. But then maybe they just needed to relax their muscles and their bodies before they could begin?

The staff, tall, serene figures, offered no pressure, only encouragement.

“Try it. It is most relaxing.” One said softly, her voice like a balm. “Let the water do its work. You will find new parts of yourselves you never imagined.”

Jamie paused for a moment, watched as Riley slipped off his rope then slipped into the bath. The scent of perfumed water hung in the air, thick steam, the room warm and humid.

Finally, he relented. He moved towards the bath, slipped off his robe, then lowered himself into the bath slowly, the warm water enveloping him. It was thick, heavier than ordinary water, and it slid over his skin with a soothing weight. The scent filled his senses, jasmine and vanilla, with something almost animal beneath it, and he let out a shaky breath, closing his eyes.

Riley’s voice broke the quiet.

“It’s amazing, isn’t it?”

Jamie opened his eyes to find Riley’s face floating just above the water. His cheeks were flushed, his lips fuller somehow, and his eyes sparkled with something unreadable. Jamie blinked.

Was it the light? The water? Or something else?

“I don’t know,” Jamie said. “I thought this would be different. More... active. We’re here to get fit, right? Bulk up and get more… masculine. How does a mineral soak help with that?”

Riley smiled wider.

“Me too. But maybe this is just the first step. Preparing us for the intensity to come. I don’t know. I just know this feels way better than exercise. I feel... lighter.”

Jamie smiled, sighed. Riley was right. It did feel better.

They sank deeper into the bath, the heat loosening muscles and washing away the tension that had knotted Jamie’s shoulders since arrival. His fingers traced the surface, watching tiny ripples spread and disappear, like worries melting away.

The staff retreated to the edges of the room, their quiet presence a constant reassurance. They didn’t watch like guards, but like caretakers, knowing, patient, almost reverent.

The two lay in the bath for what felt like hours but it might have been minutes. The air was rich with perfume, heady. The water was warm and dense, holding them, almost cradling them. They felt tension slip away, easing out of them, and it was almost like… like a dream...

Jamie glanced again at Riley, and this time he saw something more, a subtle curve to his jawline, the gentle rise of his collarbones, a softness blooming in his eyes. It made Jamie’s pulse quicken, a strange cocktail of desire and confusion swirling inside him.

He reached out almost without thinking, his fingers brushing the water toward Riley’s arm. The contact was electric, warm and trembling with unspoken promises.

“Do you see it too?” Jamie whispered.

Riley nodded, lips parted.

“I… I think we’re changing. But not just outside. Inside.”

Jamie’s breath caught. He had felt it too, the strange tickle behind his ribs, the way his thoughts fluttered lighter, more delicate. The edges of his mind softened, the sharp angles rounding into curves he couldn’t name.

“Is it real?” Jamie asked, voice trembling. “Or are we just... imagining?”

Riley shook his head slowly.

“I don’t think it matters. But… it feels real.”

The bathwater shimmered, catching the light and casting ripples of gold onto the walls. The air thickened, perfumed and heavy, wrapping around them like a lover’s embrace.

Jamie closed his eyes again, surrendering to the warmth and the sensation. His body felt strange, softer, yes, but not weak. More like… pliant. Ready. The tension he had carried like armour fell away, replaced by a quiet excitement that hummed beneath his skin. Maybe the baths were just to prepare them for the transformations to come?

He thought of Riley beside him, the curve of his neck, the gleam in his eyes, the subtle swell of his chest, the softness he had seen, the smoothness. Was it real or imagined, perhaps a lingering artefact of his dream? Whatever it was, theirs was a shared journey now, an unspoken bond forged in whispered dreams and fleeting touches.

After a while, neither of the best friends aware just how long it had been, the staff returned quietly, bringing towels spun from the softest cotton. They stood to the side, waiting. The friends, taking the hint, climbed out of the bath. They felt heavy, almost tired, despite the sense of rejuvenation.

As they stepped out of the water each glanced fleetingly at the other. What they saw stirred strange feelings. They each turned away quickly, not wanting to stare. Jamie shivered—partly from the cool air, partly from something deeper, more urgent.

“Tomorrow, you will begin to awaken fully. Today, simply rest in what you are becoming.” Said one of the staff.

Jamie nodded, not trusting his voice.

Riley reached out and offered his hand. Jamie took it and he felt Riley squeeze his hand, reassuring, full of promise, warmth, and something tenderly electric. Jamie’s heart ached with the weight of it, a mixture of fear and thrill, desire and surrender.

As the staff wrapped them in towels the bath’s surface shimmered behind them. They could both feel it. They both knew.

It was only the beginning. Something had begun. But what… they were not sure of.
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The day’s warmth drained from the air as Jamie and Riley walked back toward their room, the sun dipping low and casting long, golden shadows along the pristine paths of the resort.

The gentle perfumed breeze teased the loose strands of their hair, and though the evening was calm, an electric undercurrent seemed to hum between them, something neither of them wanted to name aloud, but that they both felt stirring deep inside.

They moved side by side, their steps slower now, as if reluctant to end the day. Riley glanced at Jamie, catching the faintest curve of his jaw, a new softness, the smoothness of his skin more radiant than it had been that morning. Jamie’s eyes flickered with a shy awareness, and Riley’s lips twitched into a smile.

“Do you feel it too?” Jamie asked quietly.

Riley nodded, voice low.

“Like something... shifted. But maybe we’re just imagining it. This place feels… strange. It’s like it's hard to think clearly.”

Jamie laughed softly, a sound tinged with nervous excitement.

“I thought it was just me.”

They stopped at the door to their suite, a perfect blend of modern luxury and intimate warmth. The soft click of the lock echoed oddly loud in the sudden silence, and Jamie pushed it open. They stepped inside, only to freeze.

The room was spotless, tidy, but… their clothes, the ones they’d worn just hours before, the ones they’d brought with them, everything, were gone. Every shirt, every pair of jeans, every piece of footwear, just vanished.

A neatly folded pile sat on the polished table, delicate silk robes, and beneath them, a small bundle of lingerie. Jamie’s heart skipped a beat when he unfolded the pale pink panties, soft lace edging, more feminine than anything he’d ever worn, let alone imagined wearing.

Riley’s breath caught as he found his own set, matching silk robe, and a pair of pastel panties, with tiny bows and sheer panels that shimmered faintly under the warm light.

“Looks like they’ve taken everything to be cleaned.” Riley said, a teasing edge in his voice. “Guess we get to try on the uniforms for now.”

Jamie’s cheeks flushed, a mix of embarrassment and something darker, more thrilling. He hesitated for a moment before slipping into the silky fabric that slid over his skin like a lover’s touch. The panties clung to him, strange and exciting all at once, and he adjusted the robe to fall just so, exposing the soft curve of his hip.

The panties were soft, sensual, caressing and holding. They fit tight around his ass but contained his cock easily. They were tiny, high-cut, exposing his ass cheeks and his thighs, making his body seem shapely and soft, feminine.

Riley mirrored him, slipping the panties on, his eyes glinting with mischief and something tender. Jamie couldn’t help but stare. His friend looked hot. His body was smooth and shapely, and… hairless.

Jamie felt his heart skip, belly fluttering. Riley had never been hairy, but he had body hair. They both did. Only now… Jamie looked from Riley to himself, saw that he too was smooth, soft, hairless. Had the bath done that? Some kind of reaction to the minerals?

“You look incredible” Riley said softly.

The words, the tone, caught Jamie’s attention. His breath hitched.

The room suddenly felt smaller, warmer. He looked up met Riley’s gaze, his eyes sparkling with a mix of curiosity and desire, and Jamie felt a rush of something like heat flood through him.

Neither of the best friends said a word as they moved closer, the air thick with tension and unsaid promises. Jamie’s fingers brushed against Riley’s arm, a tentative touch that sent shivers dancing down his spine. Riley’s hand followed, tracing the line of Jamie’s jaw, lingering at the curve of his neck.

“This feels... different.” Jamie said

His voice was a murmur, barely more than a whisper, soft and almost flirtatious, a slightly awed tone. Riley nodded, eyes darkening.

“I think we’re not just imagining the changes anymore.”

They stood still, wrapped in their silk robes, the soft fabric a sensual reminder of how far they’d already come, and how much further they might go. The sight of each other, the delicate hips, the softened features, the subtle curves, ignited a flutter deep inside, mixing apprehension with excitement. Clad in just the pretty pink panties they could both feel their bodies growing warmer, the sight of the other and the way they felt internally, the unique physical sensations, combining into a heady, addictive cocktail.

Jamie swallowed hard, the flutter becoming a steady drum in his chest.

“I never thought I could feel this way. Or look like this.”

Riley smiled, a slow, knowing curve of lips.

“Neither did I. But maybe it’s exactly what we need. And… it’s why we came here, right? To change. To become better.”

The moment stretched, fragile and electric. The silk robes whispered against their skin as they moved closer still, the world outside fading until it was just the two of them, suspended in a bubble of warmth and possibility.

Their robes shifted, parting, exposing more of their subtly changed bodies, a glimpse of the pretty pink panties. They stood close enough to embrace but neither dared.

Finally, something shifted and, without saying a word, they parted, each unsure what had happened between them, what had shifted. They were hungry, hungrier than they would have expected after a day of just relaxing. They ate a rich, sumptuous meal, a soft pink dessert that was sweet and decadent and addictive.

As night finally wrapped around them like a velvet cloak they headed to bed. Jamie and Riley lay side by side, the soft rustle of silk the only sound. Their hands found each other in the dark, fingers entwining, hearts pounding in silent synchrony.

In the quiet intimacy of their shared room, they began to surrender to the strange new softness growing within, to the allure of what they were becoming and to the undeniable pull between them. They didn’t know what tomorrow would bring, but for now, they had the moment, the thrill of change, the comfort of each other, and the delicious uncertainty of what it meant to be beautiful, fragile, and free.


Three

Morning light spilt soft and hazy through the gauzy curtains, painting their room with a warm, inviting, watercolour glow. Jamie stirred awake first, the soft caress of his pretty pink panties against his skin making him smile, his thoughts still thick with the lingering dreams of the night, dreams where everything felt sweeter, softer, somehow more vivid.

He rolled over and glanced at Riley, still curled beneath the sheets, and his smile grew wider, the corners of his pretty lips lifting. There was something fragile, something tender between them now, like a secret they both shared but hadn’t quite spoken aloud.

The scent of fresh fruit and delicate blossoms drifted from beyond the window, mixing with the faint sweetness that still clung to the air, a scent that had become their quiet companion since arriving at the resort. Jamie rose and slipped on his robe and headed in search of food, strangely famished, as though his body were burning through calories and was in desperate need of fuel.

In the other room, breakfast awaited like a scene from a dream. As Jamie settled into a seat he heard movement, then Riley moved in to join him, dressed in just a silk robe. Jamie couldn’t help but stare.

He saw his best friend blush. The way he moved was different, a subtle sway to his hips and ass, and the robe parted, flashing smooth thigh, a hint of panties, the soft skin of Riley’s collarbones and chest.

Their eyes caught and Jamie felt himself blush. The gaze lingered and then they looked away, looked to the meal, the familiar sight of thick pink milkshakes.

Riley sat. The milkshakes glistened, creamy and cold, topped with wisps of whipped cream and tiny edible pearls that caught the light like scattered diamonds.

Riley reached across the table just as Jamie reached across the table and their hands brushed against each other. Neither of them pulled away. There was a moment before they each grabbed a glass.

“One more day of this?” Riley murmured, eyes twinkling.

Jamie chuckled softly, raising his glass.

“I’m not complaining.”

The rich sweetness of the milkshake coated Jamie’s tongue, a comforting pleasure that contrasted with the undercurrent of nerves twisting in his belly. This morning felt different. There was an unspoken weight beneath the surface, something promised, something unknown.

After breakfast, a quiet attendant appeared, a slight smile playing on her lips as she extended a slender hand.

“Your first full treatment awaits.” She said softly. “Please, follow me.”

Jamie and Riley exchanged a glance, Jamie’s eyes searching for reassurance, Riley’s bright with a mix of curiosity and excitement. They rose together and trailed behind the attendant through winding hallways scented with jasmine and something more elusive, something electric.

They reached a large room whose walls gleamed with sleek panels of reflective metal and glass. Two strange machines, each unlike anything Jamie had seen before. Tubes, pads, and soft glowing orbs hummed quietly, casting a gentle pink light that bathed the space in a warm, otherworldly glow.

The attendant gestured toward two platforms, slender pedestals with narrow slots and adjustable bars.

“Please step up and follow the instructions on the screens.”

Jamie’s pulse quickened. His hands trembled faintly and he did not move.

Riley however had no hesitation. He stepped forward, stepped up onto the cool surface of the platform sending a shiver up his legs. Finally, Jamie followed, the air thick with anticipation.

A soft, mechanical voice began to issue instructions. “Stand still. Relax. Let the process begin.”

From the machines, thin beams of rose-tinted light arced gently toward them, bathing their bodies in warmth. A low, buzzing vibration filled the room, a steady pulse that seemed to sync with their racing hearts.

Jamie closed his eyes, willing himself to breathe evenly, to let the fear slip away. But the sensation was strange. Like the hum of electricity dancing just beneath his skin, like a thousand gentle fingers tracing every curve and line of his body.

He had no idea what to expect. The mineral bath the day before had been one thing, made sense. It was to help them relax, soothe their bodies before the real work could begin. But this… what even was the first step of the transformation process?

Neither of the best friends knew anything about the process they were undergoing. Since applying to the contest while drunk, winning, and being whisked away on the make-over holiday of a lifetime, neither of them had been told anything. They’d assumed but… they didn’t know. Jamie felt a trace of fear but, more than that, he felt excitement. It was like the whole process was meant to be, like he couldn’t resist it.

Riley’s breath was audible beside him, a quiet gasp mixed with wonder and something like delight.

Jamie’s skin prickled as the pink light seemed to deepen, wrapping around him like a second skin. The buzz intensified, yet it wasn’t unpleasant. It felt like something stirring inside him, something waking up, softening, reshaping.

The screen before him flickered with images, shimmering outlines of a body, smooth and curved, delicate yet undeniably feminine. Jamie swallowed hard, closing his eyes, a flush creeping up his neck as he imagined himself reflected in that soft shape. It was just like his dreams, a body of feminine perfection.

A tingling warmth blossomed across his cheeks, down his arms, around his waist. His muscles relaxed despite the tension gripping his mind, and he opened his eyes to find Riley staring at him, eyes wide and luminous.

“Are you… are you feeling that too?” Riley whispered.

Jamie nodded, the words caught in his throat. It was like the machine was not just working on their bodies, but reaching deeper, into their nerves, their skin, even their very bones.

“Softening initialized.” The mechanical voice intoned.

Jamie felt it, a gentle melting, like ice dissolving into warm water. His edges seemed to blur, sharpen at once. The few muscles he’d once worked so hard to build felt looser, less defined. His hips tingled, the faintest sensation of a curve there now, subtle but undeniable.

The buzzing shifted tone, becoming lighter, more playful. Jamie’s breath caught as he felt his skin smoothing, almost unreal in its perfection, like porcelain kissed by sunlight. His hair tingled, the strands lengthening and thickening, a soft golden sheen shimmering in the pink light.

Riley gasped softly, fingers trembling on the platform’s edge. Jamie reached out instinctively, their hands brushing in the space between them. That contact sent a fresh surge of warmth through Jamie’s chest. It was beginning.
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Pink light wrapped around them like a warm caress, bathing Jamie and Riley in its gentle glow. The soft hum of the machines pulsed through the air, vibrating through their skin, threading into their very nerves. Jamie’s breath hitched as the sensation seeped deeper, a slow flood of warmth spreading from the tips of his fingers, curling up his arms, and pooling in his chest.

It was unsettling—this strange, hypnotic shift—as if the world around them had softened, blurred at the edges, melting into something sweeter, gentler. But beneath the unease, a delicious undercurrent thrummed. Pleasure wove itself through the transformation like silk sliding across skin, an intoxicating blend of excitement and surrender.

Jamie glanced at Riley, whose eyes shone wide and luminous, cheeks flushed with a roseate bloom. Their hands twitched, yearning to reach out, and when finally brushed, a whisper of contact that sent a shiver rippling down Jamie’s spine, it was both grounding and electric, reminding him that they were in this strange dream together.

The first change whispered along Jamie’s frame, subtle and tender. His muscles, once taut and defined, loosened, softening like warm honey. The sharp lines of his shoulders eased into gentle slopes, curves beginning to trace delicate paths beneath the skin. His rib cage became narrower, arms long, slender, hands delicate. His waist pulled in, narrowing, as if an invisible hand was sculpting him anew, shaping him toward something lighter, more fluid, more feminine.

A shiver rolled down his spine as his posture altered and his hips shifted, widening, becoming breedable, full enough to gift him a new silhouette. His thighs brushed softly, becoming plumper, thicker, the faintest swell emerging beneath the fabric of his robe. His skin tingled where the light kissed it, no longer rough or calloused but smooth and almost velvet-soft, like the petals of a blooming flower kissed by morning dew.

Jamie’s hair caught the pink glow, strands lengthening and thickening, tumbling down in silken waves that shimmered with hints of gold. He could feel the weight of it, warm and heavy, a luscious curtain framing his changing face.

His features softened too. His jawline rounded, lips plumped with a new fullness that beckoned and teased. His eyes fluttered open, lashes thick and dark, framing irises that seemed larger, shimmering with a new light. The subtle arch of his brows gave his expression a teasing innocence, a delicate allure he’d never known he could possess.

Riley’s transformation mirrored Jamie’s, and Jamie found himself captivated by the fluid grace of his best friend’s shifting form. The tension in Riley’s body melted away, replaced by a delicate poise that was both fragile and radiant. His once-angular face bloomed into soft curves, cheeks flushed with the same rosy glow. The softening was undeniable, a quiet surrender to the gentle power of the change.

Neither of them spoke, words felt too heavy, too solid for this dreamlike moment. Instead, they shared the charged silence, their breaths mingling, hearts racing in quiet sync. Pleasure and wonder blossomed in Jamie’s chest, a delicate warmth that made his skin tingle and his limbs hum.

The process was unnerving—yes—but it was also exquisite. Like stepping into a world where every edge was softened, every sensation heightened. The fear melted beneath waves of unexpected delight, leaving a thrilling mix of vulnerability and awakening.

Jamie’s chest swelled, like in his dream, two soft, perfect mounds taking shape, full and high. Breasts. Tits. Round and swollen and sensual. His nipples grew too, swelled, becoming puffy and thick, standing stiff and hard, flushed rose pink. Finally, there was his ass, the cheeks almost inflating, becoming perky and round, juicy, a luscious bubble butt, stretching the fabric of his panties to almost breaking, the round fullness of his butt leaving more ass-cheek exposed than ever before.

As the pink light pulsed one last time, Jamie reached out and caught Riley’s hand fully, their fingers entwining with a gentle squeeze. In this new, shimmering space, they were not just changing, they were becoming.

Becoming something beautiful. Something soft.

The pleasure rose to a crescendo and the best friends whimpered as they were transformed, bodies becoming sensual and pretty, womanly. The machines hummed on, slow pulses syncing with their breaths. They could smell the faintest hint of cherry blossoms, and the air felt thick and heavy, like something precious was forming, something delicate and fragile.

Jamie’s reflection flickered in the glass panels nearby. The face looking back was softer, rounder, with high cheekbones that caught the light like jewels. The jaw was less angular, lips fuller, bee-stung, curved in a way that seemed both foreign and thrilling. His eyes sparkled wider, eyelashes fluttering like butterfly wings.

“Softening almost complete.” The voice said, clinical yet strangely gentle.

The buzzing slowed, the pink light dimmed to a soft glow. Jamie’s knees trembled, and he had to steady himself with a hand on the platform.

When the light finally faded, the machines released their hold, and Jamie stepped down, his legs feeling light but unfamiliar. His gait hand changed and he could feel the sway of his hips, the wiggle of his ass, the bounce of his tits. His body throbbed with newfound pleasure, as though his nerves were suddenly more aware.

Riley was beside him. They both stopped to catch their breaths, sharing the strange exhilaration of the moment. Slowly they turned to face each other. Neither of them could quite believe what they saw.

“Look at you.” Riley said softly, eyes full of awe and something deeper.

“You’re... beautiful.”

Jamie reached out to touch Riley’s cheek, marvelling at the smoothness, the softness.

“I don’t know what’s happening.” He admitted, voice trembling.

Riley smiled, a warm, tender curve.

“Maybe it’s not about knowing. Maybe it’s about feeling.”

Jamie smiled, sensing the truth of the words. The pair lingered for a moment and then…

“Your treatment is finished for the day. If you would like, I can return you to your rooms and have you served an evening meal. You must be hungry.” The attendant said.

The best friends turned and saw the attendant by the door, watching them, a small satisfied smile curving her lips.

The pair both nodded, heads fuzzy, and, hand in hand, they allowed the attendant to lead them back towards their room.

Outside, the resort hummed quietly in the waning sun, the perfect facade holding its secrets close. As they walked Jamie and Riley exchanged a look, a mixture of nervousness, wonder, and something like hope.

The transformation had begun, and there was no turning back.


Four

The door clicked softly shut behind them, but it sounded louder than it should have, final, like the closing of something more than wood and hinges. Riley lingered near it, hand still on the doorknob, while Jamie stepped forward into the soft, low-lit warmth of their shared suite. The silence swelled, alive with tension neither of them wanted to name.

So much had changed.

The air smelled faintly of rosewater and something deeper, like skin and sugar. Their bare feet sank into the thick, ivory carpet, and the silk robes that clung to their bodies caught the light like water. It was the first time they’d truly been alone since their treatments, their transformations. No polite staff with faint smiles. No rich, perfumed steam. Just the two of them, and whatever they had become.

Jamie stopped in front of the full-length mirror that hung on a wall, and for a long moment, he didn’t say anything. Riley came up behind him, close enough that Jamie could feel the heat of him between his shoulder blades.

"Is that really me?"

Jamie's voice came out softer than he expected. Softer than it used to be. It caught in his throat and stayed there.

The mirror showed them two soft figures draped in silk. Their faces had changed, just enough to be shocking, but not enough that they weren’t familiar. Eyelashes impossibly long. Cheekbones higher. Mouths full and glossy, though neither had touched lipstick. And their eyes, still recognisable, were larger, brighter, but framed in a face that didn’t quite belong.

"You’re beautiful."

Riley said. The words came quietly, but clearly. There was no teasing in his voice. Just awe.

Jamie turned to him, slowly. Riley was blushing, hands twisting the hem of his robe. His own curves were unmistakable now, hips too wide, ass too round, thighs too thick, chest rising just enough to be noticed beneath the silk. The swell of his best friend’s tits, his cleavage, made Jamie’s stomach flutter strangely.

"You look like a doll." Jamie said before he could stop himself. “You’re… perfect.”

Riley laughed, but it was thin and uncertain.

"So do you. I… I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone quite so beautiful, so… alluring.”

The pair of them shivered, trembled. They watched each other, their bodies almost shimmering. So much had changed but they remained the same people, the same best friends. The transformation was just skin deep, wasn’t it?

So why did it feel so different? Jamie could practically feel Riley’s gaze roaming his body like a caress, his nipples hardening beneath his robe. His cock throbbed, a subtle ache.

They stood there, eyes flickering over each other like they were seeing something secret and forbidden. They were still themselves… weren’t they? Jamie reached up and touched the edge of his own jaw, expecting to feel stubble, but there was none. Just smooth, supple skin, like porcelain warmed by candlelight. He swallowed hard.

“Do you feel…” Jamie began, then trailed off.

Riley took the question anyway.

“Different? Yeah.” His eyes dropped. “I feel like I’m glowing, but hollow. Like I’ve been sculpted. Like everything rough in me is being… smoothed away. Like I’m… softening.”

Jamie turned back toward the mirror, staring at the soft slope of his neck, the new fullness of his lips. A part of him wanted to run, to scrape the unfamiliar beauty from his skin, but another part was mesmerized. This body was alluring. Feminine. Not just changed, but shaped.

He felt his robe cling to new curves he hadn’t had yesterday, the pink silk teasing over skin that felt too soft to be real. Riley stood just behind him, watched, head tilted slightly.

“You’re… you’re really stunning.”

Jamie turned, meeting his eyes.

“Why does that sound like a confession?”

Riley laughed, but his cheeks deepened in colour.

“Maybe it is.”

The air between them seemed to hum with something strange and heavy. Jamie turned to fully face his best friend, paused to really take in the exotic, sensual, erotic sight of Riley’s new body. There were so many feelings it was confusing. The air between them buzzed with something like static, a vibrating urgency that was hard to ignore.

“I don’t know what’s happening to us.” Jamie murmured.

“Me neither.”

“But it doesn’t feel… wrong.” Jamie’s voice dropped to a whisper. “Not completely.”

They both stared at each other, then turned to stare at the mirror again, taking in the sight of themselves together, close. The beautiful young women, hot and almost… wanton. They stood and watched how the curves of their shoulders sloped together, almost touching, how their heads leaned just slightly inward. How soft they both looked. Like something out of a dream, or someone else’s fantasy.

“I keep thinking about how you looked in the bath.” Riley said suddenly. “Your collarbone. The shape of your waist. You were glowing.”

Jamie felt heat spread across his chest.

“I was thinking the same thing. About you.”

They looked at each other, startled by their honesty.

“Maybe we’re changing,” Jamie said, “not just outside. But…”

Riley nodded, slowly. “Inside too.”

“It feels like an opening up.”

There was a pause, a long silence full of unspoken things. And then Riley’s hand moved, slowly, resting on Jamie’s shoulder over the silk. It was the first time they’d touched in their new bodies. It was such a simple gesture, but it landed with the force of a storm. Jamie let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding.

“I don’t know what I’m allowed to want anymore.” Jamie said. “I used to think I knew myself.”

“And now?”

Jamie turned to face his best friend.

“Now I want to touch you and find out if you feel real.” He said. “And… I want you to touch me.”

Riley’s breath caught. Then, slowly, he reached out and touched Jamie’s face, his fingers brushing the edge of his cheek, tracing down to the soft new curve of his chin.

“You feel like warmth and something dangerous.” Riley said, smiling.

Jamie closed his eyes.

“I’m not dangerous.” Jamie said.

Riley chuckled.

“You are to me.”

His hand traced over Jamie’s cheek, along his jaw, fingertips brushing

“You can touch me too,” Riley added.

So, Jamie did, tentatively at first.

His fingertips ran across Riley’s forearm, feeling the impossibly smooth skin there. Then up, toward his shoulder, tracing over the robe. The fabric was nothing compared to the softness beneath it. Every inch of Riley’s body felt like it had been designed to be touched.

“I think we’re becoming…” Jamie began, but couldn’t finish.

Riley did. “Beautiful.”

They stood in silence, their hands still on each other’s skin, soft breaths mingling in the quiet. For the first time, the fear dulled. Not gone, but softened, like everything else. Jamie didn’t know who he would be in the morning. But for now, with Riley beside him, he didn’t need to know. There was only the warmth of their bodies, the slow discovery of each other, and the unfamiliar beauty that was becoming theirs to share.
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It was subtle at first. Neither of them could say who acted first. Maybe it was both of them.

The space between them dwindled, becoming smaller, faces inching towards each other. They could smell the scent of each other’s body, the warmth of breath. Hands caressed over soft skin, silk robes, teasing under hems, caressing flesh.

Their breaths became quicker, ragged, and their hearts beat hard and quick.

“I… I feel something.” Riley said.

Jamie stared at his best friend. He didn’t dare to speak. He didn’t want to break the spell.

Riley was always the bold one, the brave one, the adventurous one. He wanted him to be bold again.

But Riley was still. They were so close. Jamie felt his belly flutter. There was so much want and desire in him, a need for something new but at the same time it felt familiar, just… it was like something buried had been brought to the surface, like a lens had brought something vague into focus.

Riley didn’t move. Jamie wanted him to but he was still. Jamie felt his pulse quicken.

He’d always been the sensible one, the anxious one. It was always Riley.

But Riley wasn’t moving. He looked so pretty, so soft. The way he stared at Jamie was like an invitation, like a plea.

Jamie moved almost without thinking, caving into his desire. His lips met Riley’s and he kissed him.

The kiss was soft at first, delicate, but then Riley kissed him back and the kiss expanded. It became deep, passionate, eager. The two moved together, bodies touched. There were sparks, fireworks, like their nervous systems were ignited.

Lips pressed together, soft, wet, plumps. They both felt it, the raw intensity of it.

They’d both kissed girls before but it had never been like that. It was magic, pure joy, bliss, wild and liberating. They kissed harder, deeper. Jamie moaned and Riley pressed his body hard against Jamie’s, their softness teasing against each other, nipples and cocks both hard.

Tongues slipped between lips, into mouths. Hands roamed, teasing, gripping.

The pair entwined, inhibitions suddenly discarded. Nothing had ever felt so good. Was it their new bodies? The transformed flesh, the reprogrammed nerves, the skin and lips that were new and fresh?

Or was it the effect that they had on each other? Was it just them? The two of them together?

Neither of them knew, and neither of them cared. They just wanted each other. It was lust, desire, delight, and they fell into each other.

Hands and fingers groped, exploring new curves, new pleasure. Slim waists, wide hips, round asses. The pair felt each other, pleasure and want. They molested each other.

As hands roamed they began to tug at the ropes, pulled them open, parting them, slipping the silk off slim shoulders, letting them fall to the ground. The best friends stood in just their pretty pink panties, kissing, exploring each other.

Hands roamed up over taut bellies to tits, exploring the full, pert mounds of soft flesh, the puffy nipples. They moaned into the kisses, pressing their bodies together, their cocks throbbing against each other.

Jamie pulled back, breaking the kiss, and looked at Riley. He was pink-faced. They were both pink-faced.

“I… fuck you are hot.” He said.

Riley smiled.

“You are too.” He said. “That felt amazing.”

Jamie smirked. He felt giddy, almost drunk. His body was alive in a way he’d never felt before.

He looked at his best friend, Riley’s new body, the thick thighs, wide hips, luscious ass. His trim waist, slim arms, his full tits. Even his face, his pouty lips and big eyes, dazzling, beautiful. His cock in his panties was hard.

“I know what would feel even better though.” Jamie said.

And then, Jamie fell to his knees.

[image: ]

It was like something had taken over his body, like a whole new set of instincts had kicked in. Lust like he’d never known, hunger and want, cravings…

Cravings for his best friend, for Riley’s beautiful body. For his cock.

Jamie’s body ached, full of yearning. As Riley stood above him Jamie moved forward, reached out, grasped his panties, and pulled them down. Jamie felt his mouth grow wet and hot at the sight of Riley’s cock, hard, throbbing, cute.

It was an undeniably pretty cock.

Jamie reached out to wrap his fingers around Riley’s girth and stroked. Riley moaned, thrusting, and Jamie felt his cock swell and throb, getting harder and fatter.

Jamie watched it, mesmerized by his friend’s beauty. He could hear Riley’s pleasure and he could feel his own crashing over him like a wave, driving him on.

Jamie’s mouth grew wet, eager, wanton. He wanted… he leaned forward, parting his lips, and in one quick, smooth, eager motion he enveloped Riley's cock.

Riley’s gasp was pure delight and the sound of it encouraged Jamie. He wrapped his lips around Riley’s cock, wet tongue, and began to suck.

He’d never done anything like it before. He’d never even thought about it before. Now he had his best friend’s cock in his mouth, sucking, lapping, teasing, and it felt amazing. His pouty, full lips throbbed with bliss. He’d never felt pleasure like it.

Only… it wasn’t his best friend, not in the old sense. Riley was someone new, someone better, someone prettier and sexier and more exciting. Just like he was someone prettier, better, more exciting. Someone sexier.

That thought only thrilled Jamie. Who were they becoming?

But it was liberation too, permission to give in to what he’d wanted for so long. He sucked his best friend’s cock deep and wrapped his lips tight, working his tongue.

Riley reached out to grip the back of Jamie’s head and he thrust gently, forcing his cock deeper. Jamie let him, let his best friend fuck his face, the tip of his cock just barely brushing the back of his throat.

Riley’s whole cock fit into Jamie’s mouth, cute and pretty. He felt his cock throbbing in his panties, his whole body lighting up from the joy of pleasuring his friend.

“Fuck… that feels so good…” Riley said.

His voice was soft, feminine, hoarse with pleasure. Hearing it, the gasps, moans, made Jamie work harder.

He’d never been the bold one, the brave one, but in that moment he was. Something in him had snapped, a hunger and a need and a want. Lust. Desire for his friend, their new bodies just built different. Made for pleasure. The transformation, the vacation, had just begun and already Jamie had changed so much.

He felt pretty, sexy, slutty, he felt attractive in a way he’d never felt before. He felt desired and wanted, lusted after. And he lusted after Riley, wanted him. It was deeper than just lust too, a bright well of emotions that felt fragile and brittle and almost dangerous.

But Jamie wasn’t thinking about emotions in that moment. He was thinking about pleasure, about cock, about Riley.

Riley fucked his best friend’s mouth, working his girth in and out of the tight seal of Jamie’s lips, spit wetting his chin. Their reflection in the mirror was lurid and hot.

“I’m going to cum.” Riley said. “I’m close.”

That was enough to make Jamie work harder. He wanted Riley to cum, wanted to feel it, taste it, wanted to offer his best friend pleasure. He sucked, bobbing his head up and down, and Riley fucked, working his hips.

Riley’s cock swelled, throbbing, getting fatter. He gripped the back of Jamie’s head gently and fucked, his whole cock inside the hot, wet, tight confines of his best friend’s mouth. Jamie worked, wanton, body throbbing, his tits wet with spit, nipples stiff.

And then…

“Fuck…”

Riley thrust, deep, his entire cock inside Jamie’s mouth. It throbbed, getting thicker, and then… he was cumming, cumming hard, cumming over and over and over.

He filled Jamie’s mouth, his seed almost sweet, so much of it, thick and hot. Jamie swallowed without even needing to think about it, swallowing over and over and over. Warm cum filled his belly as Riley kept cumming.

Jamie swallowed all of it, not wanting to waste a drop, and it wasn’t until Riley’s cock eventually began to soften that Jamie eased his lips off, sucking as he did, Riley’s cock, wet with spit and cum, leaving the seal of Jamie’s bee-stung lips with an audible pop.

“That was amazing.” Riley said, voice slightly wavery.

Jamie just smiled.

“I liked it too.” He said.

The pair stared at each other, eyeing up each other's bodies, their new forms, hearts racing. Riley looked down, over Jamie’s tits, between his thick thighs, to his panties, the bulge of Jamie’s hard, throbbing cock.

“I… I’d like to try it too.” Riley said. “With you I mean. If you’d let me?”

Jamie blushed.

“I’d like that. Please.” He said. “The thought of your mouth on me… fuck… you’re so hot.”

Riley offered Jamie his hand. Jamie took it and Riley helped him to his feet.

“Bedroom?” Riley asked.

Jamie blushed. Nodded.

“Bedroom.” He said.

Together the friends moved towards the door, Riley naked, Jamie in just his pretty pink panties. As they went their asses jiggled, hips swaying, and their tits bounced.

Tomorrow was a new day, with more to come. Neither of them had any idea what to expect, but they had tonight, and each other, and in the moment that was enough.


Five

Jamie woke to the scent of musk and vanilla and something sweeter, strawberry maybe, or spun sugar. The world around him felt blurred at the edges, like waking from a dream that still clung to the skin. Sheets rustled like silk against his thighs, cool air licked against his collarbones. It took a moment for his eyes to focus, and when they did, they caught movement across the room.

Riley. Sitting on the edge of the other bed, hands in his lap, robe cinched tight around a newly delicate waist. His hair, longer now, spilt in soft waves over one shoulder. He wasn’t looking at Jamie, just staring at the floor. Frozen in thought, or fear.

Jamie’s own heart stumbled in his chest.

The night before hung heavy in the air. The kiss, lips, tongue, the way Riley had felt, his body, soft, feminine, sensual, the way Riley had touched him. What followed after, Riley’s cock in his mouth, throbbing, the pleasure in his lips as he’d sucked his best friend’s cock, swallowed his cum. And then, after that… Riley had taken him to bed and returned the favour.

Jamie could still remember how Riley’s mouth had felt. His lips wrapped around his cock, tongue lapping. He could remember Riley taking his cock deep, the tip of it brushing against the back of Riley’s throat, the way Riley’s hands had felt stroking, spit-wetted.

He could remember cumming, hard, harder than he’d ever cum before, filling Riley’s mouth, Riley swallowing, milking his cock of cum and pleasure, swallowing every last drop. He could remember his best friend letting his cock slip out of his mouth, slipping up the bed to hug him, both of them naked, soft, feminine, curvy bodies pressing against each other.

Jamie remembered kissing Riley, tasting the cum on his lips. He remembered holding him as he was held, silence, soft, warm, content, as they fell asleep next to each other. A moment that had unfolded like a secret blooming, and then folding back into itself.

Jamie remembered the taste of Riley’s mouth, cock. The heat of his breath, the warmth of his cum. The electric, dangerous realization that he wanted it, longed for it.

Yet now, under the pink-tinted light filtering through the gauzy curtains, that moment felt a thousand miles away, and still far too close. What had it meant? What if it had ruined everything?

He had been confused after the treatments, seeing himself, seeing Riley. Things seemed to change. They were still best friends though. He didn’t want to lose that.

Jamie sat up slowly. He slipped on his silk robe, the material caressing over skin, body soft, curvy, feminine. He was still getting used to his new form. Seeing Riley, pretty, hot, stirred even more memories.

“Morning.” He said, softly.

Riley looked over, eyes wide for a second, surprised maybe that Jamie was speaking. Then he smiled. A shy, uncertain smile.

“Hey.”

They stared at each other, awkward.

It was like seeing someone through a mirror made of water, distorted, beautiful, surreal. Riley looked impossibly soft in the morning light, skin flawless, lips fuller than Jamie remembered. There was a brightness in his eyes Jamie didn’t recognize. Or maybe something newly awake in him, in the way he was looking back at him.

The silence came again, thick and delicate as spun glass.

On the side table between their beds sat two tall glasses. Pink milkshakes. Frosted on the outside, each with a straw striped in pastel. The scent rising from them was sweet and cloying.

“Breakfast?” Riley offered, voice small.

He gestured to the shakes. Jamie nodded, but his throat felt too tight to speak.

They each took one and sat in silence, sipping slowly. The milkshakes were thick and delicious. Ridiculously so. It coated Jamie’s mouth with sugar and something else he couldn’t name, something warm, relaxing. He could feel himself slipping into it, slipping deep.

Their eyes met again.

“About… last night...” Jamie said finally.

His fingers tightened around the glass. He could hear his heartbeat drumming in his skull.

Riley blushed and looked down.

“Yeah. Sorry. I… I don’t know what that was.”

Jamie almost smiled. Almost.

“Yeah.”

Something like a confession sat between them, soft and trembling. Something sacred. Something unfinished.

Jamie’s stomach flipped. The pink shake did nothing to calm the swarm of feelings fluttering inside him. Guilt, maybe. Or fear.

He reached up to brush a lock of hair behind his ear and was startled at the sensation, soft fingers, delicate nails, and the slide of silky hair over his shoulder. It was all still so new.

They were changing. They had changed. The robes barely concealed their curves now. Jamie could see the swell of Riley’s chest rising beneath the satin, the bare hint of lace peeking from under the hem.

When had that happened? He remembered the bath, the chamber, the light and the buzzing. He remembered the warmth. The feeling of something settling under his skin. Not pain. Not even discomfort. Just… surrender.

Jamie set the glass down.

“I feel like we’re in a dream.” He murmured. “Like any minute I’m going to wake up and be me again. None of this really seems real.”

Riley finally looked at him, really looked, and Jamie’s breath caught.

“You’re still you. And I’m still me.” Riley said. “Just… different.”

Jamie wanted to believe that. He wanted to reach out and take Riley’s hand, to anchor himself in something real. But his fingers stayed in his lap.

There was a knock at the door.

Both of them startled. The moment broke like thin glass.

A quiet, familiar voice called from the other side.

“Good morning, Jamie, Riley. We’re ready for you now.”

Jamie looked at Riley. Riley looked back.

Neither moved for a long moment.

“Do you think we should tell them no?” Jamie asked.

Riley hesitated. “Do you want to?”

“I don’t know.”

“Me either.”

They stood together, adjusting their robes. As they moved, their reflections caught in the tall mirror across the room. Jamie turned his head to look.

Two girls stood there. Soft. Perfect. Beautiful in a way that felt constructed. Their faces were delicate, lashes long, eyes wide with unspoken longing.

Jamie took a step toward the mirror. Riley followed.

They stood side by side, and for a moment Jamie couldn’t breathe. They looked like dolls. Carefully crafted. A little too symmetrical, a little too still.

But alive. Alive and trembling.

Jamie’s hand brushed Riley’s.

“You’re beautiful.” Jamie whispered.

Riley didn’t answer, but his fingers curled around Jamie’s, hands trembling. For a moment, it was enough.

There would be more treatments. There would be more changes. But this, this quiet moment in the mirror, hand in hand, felt like truth. Frightening, sweet, and utterly impossible.

And yet… here they were.

The knock came again. Louder this time.

“Ladies? Shall we begin?”

That word… ladies. Was that them? They turned toward the door together.

“Ready?” Riley asked.

“No.” Jamie said, chuckling.

Riley smiled. “Me neither.”

But they opened the door anyway.
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Outside the door were two attendants. They led the best friends off, silent. The two of them were both nervous, the night before hung between them unspoken. Neither of them knew what it meant.

The tension was almost palpable.

“Jamie, you are with me. Riley, you will go with Zara.” Said one of the attendants.

The best friends paused and looked at each other. They were still for just a moment.

“Please. This is an important step. You will both be returned to your room afterwards and will be reunited.” The attendant said.

Finally, Jamie nodded.

“I’ll be okay.” He said.

Riley smiled. Jamie was used to being the worried one, but in that moment something in him felt sure, adamant. This was okay. It was… it was what he wanted.

Riley nodded. The two friends parted and headed in different directions. It was the first time they’d been apart since they’d arrived on the island.

Jamie followed the attendant down a long hallway of soft lighting and thick, sound-muffling carpet. Everything in the resort felt like a dream, half a breath away from dissolving into mist. And yet, it was all real. His bare feet padded quietly against the floor. The silk robe wrapped around him clung in a way he hadn’t expected to enjoy. It whispered with every movement, warm and strangely intimate.

When was the last time he’d had clothes? He smiled as he realised his old clothes wouldn’t even fit him anymore.

The room he was led into was white and gold. Luxurious. Opulent in a hushed sort of way. It smelled like jasmine and something sweeter, almost like candy.

He was alone. The attendant had simply gestured and left without a word.

A full-length mirror stood at the far end. A vanity table with glowing lights on either side waited, surrounded by soft brushes, lip glosses, compacts, and delicate chains of gold and pearls. A mannequin stood in the corner, draped in layers of pink and cream, lace, satin, ribbons.

Jamie approached the mirror, the silk of the robe fluttering lightly at his thighs. He caught his reflection and didn’t quite recognize himself. His features were already softer, cheeks fuller, lips glossier than he remembered. His hair just slightly longer. He touched it absently.

He sat.

A voice over the intercom was gentle and smooth.

“If you're ready, we’ll begin. You may disrobe.”

Jamie hesitated for just a moment. Then he slipped the robe from his shoulders.

There was no shame in the room. Only warmth. He didn’t feel watched. He felt… invited. Held.

A new attendant entered and approached him without a word, a stunningly beautiful woman dressed in a simple black dress. Her makeup was immaculate.

“You have so much potential.” She said, smiling. “Now, try to pay attention, but don’t worry too much. We’ll be teaching you all you need to know during your stay.”

Jamie wasn’t quite sure what was happening. But then the process began. The woman washed his face, smoothing his skin. His body responded with quiet shivers, not of fear but anticipation. He felt like clay being shaped. Like someone was finally coaxing out what had always been hiding beneath the surface.

Jewellery came next. Pearl studs nestled into freshly pierced ears with barely a pinch of pain. A choker of rose gold wrapped around his throat. Thin golden bracelets slid over his wrists. There was a thrill in the way it all gleamed against his pale skin, like he was being ornamented, celebrated.

When the makeup began, he closed his eyes. The woman worked quietly, efficiently, clearly skilled.

Each brush stroke was intimate. A whisper across his cheekbones. A flick of colour at the corners of his eyes. He imagined someone he didn’t know, and yet somehow had always known, leaning close, murmuring.

“There you are.”

There was pressure in his chest, something old, something tender. Like the ache of something unlived. He didn’t think he’d ever been this still before. Or this seen.

The lashes tickled. The gloss was sticky and sweet. When he opened his eyes again, he gasped.

She was beautiful.

No… he was. He was still here.

But the reflection now shimmered with something more, the possibility of another self. A self that smiled coyly. A self that wanted to be looked at.

He turned as the mannequin in the corner lit up softly.

“Your garments have been selected.” The attendant said. “Now, let’s get you dressed.”

Jamie rose to his feet and moved towards the mannequin. He reached out and felt the lingerie first, pink, lacy, absurdly soft. It was delicate, feminine, not like anything he'd worn before.

The attendant helped him dress. The panties first, a tiny slip of lace and silk, hugging him snugly, exposing his lush, full ass.

The bra did something unexpected, it made his chest feel light, shapely, almost buoyant. It made his tits even bigger.

Then came the stockings and suspenders, both pink again.

The dress was next, a candy-pink slip of silk with thin spaghetti straps. As he pulled it over his head, it clung to his new curves like water. He was smaller now, somehow, narrower in the waist, fuller in the hips and chest. It was not subtle.

Finally, he stepped into the heels, and for the first time, his posture shifted. He elongated. His legs looked longer, shoulders back, chest sticking out to make his ass and tits both look fuller. Everything about him was suddenly posed, without effort. It was like his body was made to wear heels.

The mirror showed her again. He stood and stared at himself, made-up, dressed in pink, clad in gold jewellery.

“You need a name.” The attendant said.

Jamie was still.

“A pretty girl needs a pretty girl’s name. Choose.”

It was his choice. That was the truth. He was being offered a choice.

Either accept his new body, his new self, the new future that was being offered to him, or turn away, return to the past, cling to the safety of the familiar.

Part of him, the scared part, wanted to say his old name. Wanted to refuse the offer. But another part… another part felt a surge of joy at the thought of the unknown.

“Jena.” She said, voice sweet and feminine.

The choice was made.

“A beautiful name for a beautiful girl.”

Jena.

The girl in the mirror was scared. But she was also radiant.

Jena lifted a hand and touched her face, her lips. The gloss caught the light like glass.

She should be resisting this. Shouldn’t she?

This wasn’t what she signed up for. She’d wanted to come here to become stronger, more confident, maybe even tougher. A better man. That had always been the unspoken goal.

But what if… what if this was better?

What if confidence didn’t mean hardness?

What if beauty meant not pretending?

What if freedom felt like a pink dress, a swish of silk, and the realization that she’d always loved softness but never thought it was allowed?

A lump rose in her throat as she remembered Riley.

The kiss last night and everything that came after, cocks, mouths, cum. The warmth of it. The way Riley had looked at her, at him, almost reverently.

Like he was something fragile and precious.

Had she broken that? Had she confused things too much?

Had she ruined the most important friendship of her life?

The girl in the mirror looked like she could cry. But she didn’t. Her eyes stayed bright. Her smile, if anything, deepened.

No. Riley hadn’t run. Hadn’t pushed him, her, away. Not yet.

Maybe there was still time. Maybe Riley would understand. Maybe Riley… no, not maybe. Jena remembered the way Riley’s lips had trembled after the kiss. The way he had smiled. How eager he had been. It wasn’t just her that had wanted it. Was it?

Jena took a breath. A deep, shuddering breath. She didn’t dare hope, yet she did. She couldn’t help hoping.

The door slid open. The attendant stood by it. She looked at her and smiled.

“You look lovely, Jena. Are you ready to see your friend?”

Jena nodded.

Her heels clicked softly as she walked, head high, heart fluttering.

Maybe everything was changing.

Maybe that was the point.

And maybe, for the first time, she was ready for something softer.
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Jena’s footsteps felt heavier than before as she crossed the threshold of the room, her heels sank into the plush carpet. The familiar yet strange space wrapped around her, a cocoon of plush cushions and gauzy curtains, soft sunlight filtering in like a gentle question.

She sank onto the edge of the velvet chair by the window, the fabric cool beneath her fingertips, and stared out at the lush garden beyond.

She could still feel the echoes of the makeover, the weight of her fake lashes, the smoothness of her skin, the subtle weight of the dress clinging to her curves, the strange but thrilling pressure of heels that made her sway differently. Everything about her was new, impossibly delicate and dazzling, and yet beneath it all, a strange calm had settled, a soft place she hadn’t known she needed.

But her mind was tangled, knotted around one person. Riley, her best friend, the friend she had shared laughter, secrets, and now something far more complicated with. What was happening to them? To their friendship? To herself?

A quiet knock on the door startled her from the spiralling thoughts. Her heart picked up pace, breath catching as the door creaked open, and there she stood.

Riley. Only…

Gone was the boy she’d known, replaced by someone breathtaking. Soft curls framed a face glowing with hesitant beauty, lips tinted the same glossy rose as Jena’s own, eyes wide and shimmering with an unspoken question. A shimmering dress hugged Riley’s figure just like Jena’s clung to hers, a perfect balance between vulnerability and strength.

They stood in silence, a delicate tension weaving between them, thick with everything neither dared say. Jena’s throat tightened. The air was heavy with the things left unspoken, the fragile edges of new selves brushing against each other.

Jena swallowed hard, searching Riley’s gaze for a thread to hold on to.

“Hi.” Riley said.

Only it wasn’t Riley. In that moment Jena knew it wasn’t Riley. Just as she was no longer Jamie.

“Hi.”

“I… you had a makeover too?” Jena asked.

The girl facing her, her best friend, nodded.

“New name?” Jena asked.

There was silence. Another nod. They were both still, as though aware that speaking their new names would make it all too real.

“Jena.” Jena said.

The girl facing her smiled.

“Rhea.”

Jena smiled.

“I love it. It suits you.” Jena said.

“Yours too. You… you’re beautiful.”

Jena blushed.

“You are too. I…” She spoke, voice trembling like a leaf, “I… I’m sorry.”

Rhea’s lips parted slightly, a fragile smile curling at the edges.

“For the kiss. For all of it.” Jena continued, eyes falling away, “I didn’t mean to… I don’t want to lose what we have. I don’t want to break us. You mean so much to me. I was just… it had all been so much and you looked so pretty. I couldn’t help myself.”

The confession hung between them, soft and fragile as a butterfly’s wing. Rhea took a small step forward, closing the distance.

“Jena.” She whispered, voice barely audible but full of warmth.

Rhea reached out to brush fingertips over Jena’s cheek.

“I was scared too. But… maybe this isn’t breaking us. Maybe it’s something new. Something… different, but still us.”

Jena’s heart fluttered wildly, an ache blooming inside her. She lifted her gaze to meet Rhea’s again. There was fear there, yes, but also something like hope, tentative, fragile, but real.

They moved closer, shy and slow, as if afraid their own skin might betray them. Jena’s hands trembled as she reached out, fingers brushing the delicate lace at Rhea’s wrist. The touch sent a jolt up her arm, electric and grounding all at once.

Rhea’s breath hitched, eyes fluttering closed for a moment before she opened them again.

“You really are beautiful.” She said softly, the words a tender balm.

“So are you.” Jena replied, voice thick with emotion. “I don’t know who I am anymore… but being here, with you, it feels… right.”

Rhea nodded, tears glistening in the corners of her eyes.

“I feel it too. Like we’re… finally free to be something we didn’t even know we needed.”

Jena’s fingers traced the outline of Rhea’s jaw, the smoothness of her skin, the gentle curve of her cheek. Every detail was foreign and yet achingly familiar, like seeing an old song played in a new key.

“I was so scared this morning. Last night was so… so hot. But… this morning I was terrified.” Jena admitted, voice barely more than a breath. “Not just because of what’s happening to us… but because I didn’t want to lose you. I didn’t want this to be the end.”

Rhea’s hand covered Jena’s, warm and steady.

“It’s not the end. It’s just… a new beginning. For both of us.”

They sat down side by side, their hands entwined, the room quiet except for the soft rhythm of their breathing. The fear still lingered, a shadow at the edges, but it was tempered by something deeper, a bond that had stretched and bent but not broken.

Jena let herself lean into the moment, the weight of guilt lifting just enough to let hope slip in. She looked at Rhea, at the beautiful person who had once been Riley, and felt something fierce and tender bloom in her chest.

“We’ll figure this out.” Jena said softly, determination weaving through her words. “Together.”

Rhea smiled, a real smile that reached her eyes and made Jena’s heart ache with affection. “Together.”

Rhea’s smile widened, becoming a smirk.

“Did you really think last night was hot?” She asked.

Jena blushed, nodded.

“Really fucking hot. I’m not sure I’ve ever had that much fun with anyone.”

Rhea giggled.

“Want to have more fun then?” She said. “Want to see what else these new soft bodies can do?”

Jena smirked, blush deepening.

“What were you thinking of?” She asked.

“I think it’s more fun if I show you.” Rhea said.


Six

Rhea took Jena’s hand and led her towards the bedroom. The soft light of the room folded around them like dusk settling on quiet water. Everything glowed faintly, rosy silk walls, the gauzy curtains whispering at the windows, the sheen of the floor.

The pair strutted in their heels.

The sway of their hips, the wiggled of their butts, and the bounce of their tits was sensual, exciting, their bodies ripe with pleasure. Both of them felt changed, but the change was electric, bright, wanton. Both of them had embraced it, utterly, accepted the truth of who they were always meant to be.

Jena followed behind Rhea, her breath shallow in her throat, as if speaking aloud would shatter something precious. Rhea walked a few steps ahead, leading, her silhouette a suggestion in silver and pink, shimmering faintly. She didn’t look back until they reached the edge of the bed.

Then she turned.

And Jena stopped breathing.

Rhea’s eyes were wide and uncertain, but glowing with something that moved deeper than nervousness. Her hair curled softly around her face, now framed in delicate femininity, cheekbones higher, jaw softened, lips fuller and pink. Her shoulders seemed narrower, her waist more drawn in, and every motion was graceful, like water held in a glass bowl.

Jena knew she too had changed. They both had. But this, this was the moment they saw each other, truly, for the first time. Accepted each other, the truth of what they had always been, what they had always meant to each other.

“I don’t know what’s happening to us.” Jena whispered. “But you’re… so beautiful it hurts to look at you.”

Rhea gave a soft, trembling laugh.

“I was about to say the same about you.”

They stood in silence for a moment, hearts pounding, air thick with a hundred things unsaid. It wasn’t just what they looked like. It was who they were now, something uncoiled, something freed. The friendship that had always held flickers of something deeper now seemed suddenly naked in its truth, exposed and waiting. They might have been transformed, but they were still the same, and at the core of it all lay the thread that had always bound them together.

Rhea took a slow step forward, then another. Jena did not move away. When her hands brushed over Jena’s shoulders, it was tentative, like petals unfurling at dawn. Rhea reached up, her fingers grazing Jena’s cheek, and Jena closed her eyes at the touch. She hadn’t realized how much she needed softness, how much she had longed to be seen not in the way she had been, but like this.

“I was afraid.” Rhea said. “Afraid you’d hate me for changing. Afraid you’d want to forget everything.”

“I was afraid I’d hurt you.” Jena said. “Because I kissed you, because I… I just... I wanted it to mean something.”

“It did.” Rhea whispered. “It does.”

They moved together like two halves of something ancient and inevitable, arms folding around each other, foreheads pressed close. The heat between them wasn’t just desire, it was recognition. The long-hidden yearning to be held as they were now, without shame, without apology. Everything that had been compressed, buried, masked in performance, unravelled. For the first time they truly saw each other, and they were seen.

“I feel…” Jena swallowed hard. “Like I’ve stepped into myself. Like all the weight I didn’t know I was carrying just… melted.”

“I know.” Rhea said, voice trembling. “I feel like I’ve been sleepwalking for years. And now I’m awake. And I see you.”

And then… they kissed.

It was not hurried. It was not shy.

It was a long, aching kiss that curled like smoke between them, sweet and deep and filled with every emotion they hadn’t known how to name. Their hands found the curves of each other’s waists, the softness of silk over skin, the rising and falling of breath that felt like belonging. Jena could feel the fine tremble of Rhea’s lips against hers, the way her body leaned in, surrendered, trusted.

The kiss was deep, hot, wet, Tongue slipped between lips, teeth nipping. They pressed their bodies close, squirming against each other, breasts mashed together, hands exploring curves, roaming around to hips, ass, squeezing, groping.

They whimpered, kissing, their bodies growing hot, lust and desire and love. It was more than anything either of them had experienced before. It was lust, fire, desire, acceptance. It was a pleasure that made their hearts race.

When they parted, it was with tears in their eyes, not of sorrow, but of something like homecoming.

“You’re not Riley anymore.” Jena said softly. “But… I don’t think you ever were.”

Rhea nodded. “And you’re not Jamie. You never were.”

They didn’t need to say their new names aloud again. They had already accepted them in the quiet language of touch and breath and closeness. There was no ceremony. Just this moment. Just each other.

“So, are you ready for me to show you…” Rhea said.

Jena stared at her best friend, nervous, blushing. She was trembling, but she nodded. Rhea moved and the pair stepped towards the bed.

They lay down together, wrapped in each other, not as something scandalous or sinful, but sacred. Rhea’s hand traced idle patterns on Jena’s back. Jena let her face rest in the crook of Rhea’s neck. The silence was filled with trust.

“I’m not scared anymore.” Rhea said after a long time. “This is who I am… this is who we are, and I’m glad.”

“Me too.” Jena whispered. “I didn’t know it could feel like this. So right. So… honest.”

There would be more questions. There would be more transformations. But for now, in this still, luminous room, nothing else mattered. Not the resort. Not the treatments. Not the past. Just two people who had always belonged to each other, finally allowed to see it.

And to choose it. And they did choose it. They chose each other.
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Rhea and Jena embraced, hands exploring bodies, close, each of them allowing their gaze to roam the body of their best friend. They felt sexy, for the first time in their lives. They felt wanted, desired. They felt hot.

And they found each other hot.

Their hands roamed over each other’s body, taking in the curves, the smooth skin. They teased, groped, squeezing and fondling. Neither were inexperienced, but they had never experienced anything like it before.

Their new bodies, their new forms, were made for pleasure, rewired to experience more of it. Each caress made their hearts skip, made them shudder and moan and whimper. They felt hot, wanton, and the feeling inside made them ravenous for each other.

It was deeper than lust too. There was more to the attraction, the pleasure. Between them a threat hung, binding them close, and with each caress the thread became stronger, bolder, binding them closer.

Rhea moved first, hand slipping down to Jena’s thighs, slipping up under her dress, fingers and palms teasing over smooth skin. Jena moaned, squirmed, wiggled.

Rena peeled the dress up, undressing her best friend, exposing her body. She took a moment to pause and see her, to really see her, dressed in the most exquisite lingerie, panties, bra, stockings, suspenders, heels. In the makeup, with earrings, fake nails and lashes, she looked like a perfect doll, a toy, but she was so much more than that.

She was also her best friend. The person her heart yearned for.

“Fuck you are incredible.” Rhea said.

Jena smiled, blushed.

“I want to see you too.” She said.

“Then undress me.”

Jena didn’t need to be told a second time. Within seconds she was helping Rhea out of her dress, peeling it off, exposing her body, clad in sexy lingerie. The sight of her best friend made Jena bite her bottom lip. The pair of them were breathtaking.

There was still a hint of the boys they had once been, but the rest… the rest had entirely changed. They were smaller now, slim and petite, with luscious, wanton curves. Thick thighs, wide hips, peachy butts.

Their waists were trim, hourglass figures, and their breasts heaved with each breath, jiggling, even in their bras. The stiff puffiness of their nipples strained at the cloth of their underwear, their cute cocks hard.

Both of them had gotten smaller, cuter, in all ways, but they were both still incredibly hard. Each other stared at the other, squirming, wiggling. They were both stunning, perfect, but they knew their transformations were not done. They could feel it. There was more to come, small details to be added, but they knew that no matter what they would always be perfect for each other.

“Please… I want you.” Jena said.

“How?” Rhea asked. “I… I want you too, and you can have me. You can have me any way you want. I… I’m yours. I’ve always been yours. Take me. Claim me. Do what you want to me. I want you.”

Jena smiled.

“Show me how you want me then.” She said.

Rhea smiled too.

“Well in that case… there’s something I’ve been thinking of a lot since you came in my mouth. Something I might have thought about before but was always too afraid and maybe even too ashamed to admit.”

“What is it?” Jena asked, smiling.

Rhea giggled.

“Can I… can I just show you?” She said. “I think you’ll like it.”

Jena nodded.

“I trust you. With my life.”

Rhea beamed, and then… she began to peel Jena’s panties down and off.
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Jena’s cock was hard, throbbing. It was smaller than it had been but it had become cute, pretty, like her. It remained enough for Rhea though.

She looked at it and giggled, blushing, nervous and suddenly coy, almost nervous.

With a trembling hand, she reached out to stroke it. As her fingers wrapped around the girth.

Jena moaned, thrust into Rhea’s grip. Her cock pulsed, throbbing.

“Fuck your cock is beautiful.” Rhea said.

Jena blushed. She squirmed and her best friend stroked, teasing. Rhea shifted, eased forward, and licked once along the length of Jena’s cock. Jena moaned, whimpered.

“Fuck you feel good.” She said.

Her voice was hoarse with pleasure, lust. Rhea just smiled.

“I’ve wanted to do this for a long time.” She said, looking up at Jena.

Rhea moved, let go of her best friend’s cock for a moment, and then began to peel off her panties, exposing her ass, her pretty cock, just as hard as Jena’s.

“What?” Jena asked.

Rhea just smiled. Then… she reached back to grab her best friend’s cock and she moved to straddle her lap, her legs on either side of Jena. She held her best friend’s cock gently, aimed up, the tip pointing at her ass, her virgin hole. The tip was wet with her spit.

Jena smiled.

“Can I?” Rhea asked.

Jena nodded.

“Please…” She whispered.

So, Rhea lowered herself down. The tip of Jena’s hard cock pressed at her hole. Rhea wiggled her hips, teasing, and Jena thrust, gently, pressing just the tip of her cock barely into her best friend.

“Fuck…” Rhea’s moan was a breathy exhale.

She pressed her weight down and more of her best friend’s cock entered her, slipping inside her ass. The pleasure was bright and intense and overwhelming.

She had expected pain, resistance, but there was none. Her body, transformed, was made for this. She was made for pleasure. This was her true form, the way she was meant to be.

Nerves sang with bliss, vibrating with lust and love and delight. Jena worked her hips, fucking her cock into her best friend’s ass. Jena moaned. Rhea moaned. They were both alive with pleasure unlike anything they’d known before.

Rhea sat her weight down full, taking all of Jena’s cock inside her. Jena thrust, hilting herself completely inside her best friend, her ass tight and slick, gripping, milking.

“Fuck you feel good.” Jena said.

“You feel amazing. Better than I ever thought. God, I’ve wanted you…” Rhea said.

The best friends were still for a moment, paused, Jena’s cock throbbing softly inside Rhea, Rhea working her hips slowly, grinding.

The moans were drunk on the sensations, their bodies pulsing with strange new pleasures. Rhea looked down and Jena, her best friend, so different now, beautiful, soft, but still the same person, the person she loved. The way Jena looked at her, the way she felt, was electric.

They were both gorgeous, stunning, breathtaking. Sexy, hot, brazen women. The kind of women men would have killed for, but they didn’t want men. They had each other, and that was enough. That was all they needed.

Rhea shifted, rising up, letting Jena’s cock slip out, then sat down again. She began to ride her best friend and Jena responded in kind, working her hips to fuck her cock into her best friend’s tight ass.

Rhea moaned, loudly, clenching her ass to feel more. The sensations were unlike anything she’d felt before. Her body ached, throbbed, and inside her ass she could feel Jena’s cock working.

Each stroke, each thrust, each time she shifted she could feel it move, throbbing, hard, pressing on the bright spots of pleasure inside her. Something vast was growing, expanding, a pleasure that was new and deep, rich, complex, addictive.

She wanted it. Wanted more.

She worked her ass up and down. Jena reached out to grip her hips, her ass, thrusting up into her. Rhea worked up and down and Jena fucked her.

Their bodies were lush, soft, feminine, tits jiggling, their noises soft breathy moans. It was like some lurid dream, some hot fantasy, but it was real. It was all real.

The boys they’d once been, the men they’d pretended to be, were gone. In their place was truth. The women they’d always been meant to be, soft, curvy, sensual, sexual.

Jena fucked her cock hard into Rhea’s ass and Rhea rode, moaning. It was like something out of a porn movie but it was all real. It was all real and it was all perfect.

The best friends fucked, hard, fast, deep, delighting in the sensations, the pleasure, and then… Jena’s cock began to throb, getting harder, fatter, thicker. Jena fucked into Rhea deeper, harder, faster, and Rhea responded by sitting her weight down, clenching, grinding on her best friend’s cock.

“Cum for me.” She said. “Cum in me. Fill me up. Make me yours.”

The words were dirty, brazen, wanton. They excited Jena. She did as she was told.

She fucked hard into her best friend’s ass and then… her cock pulsed, and she was cumming. She was cumming, hard, harder than she’d ever cum before.

The feel of it, her best friend’s cock hard, pulsing, the warm wetness of her cum inside her, was enough to push Rhea over the edge. She ground down, working her hips, and then she was cumming too. She was cumming, hard, harder than she’d ever cum before and her best friend was cumming inside her, filling her ass.

The pair came together, their sexy bodies writhing, feminine moans and whimpers. It was perfect. They came over and over and over and then… they collapsed on top of each other, exhausted, catching their breaths.

As Jena’s cock softened it slipped out of Rhea’s well fucked ass, a trickle of cum escaping.

“Fuck that was amazing.” Rhea said. “Better than I ever imagined.”

Jena beamed.

“I… I never thought it could feel so good. I… I don’t know if it’s you or the changes to our bodies, or maybe both, but… that was the best sex I’ve ever had.”

Rhea smiled.

“I think I can do better though.” She said. “I mean… that was my first time after all. More practice and I know I can do better.”

Jena blushed, giggling.

“I’d like to practise that with you. A lot.” She said. “But… maybe next time you fuck me? You make it look so much fun I’m curious.”

Rhea smiled back.

“I’d like that.” She said. “I’d like that a lot.”

Epilogue

The morning light filtered softly through the tall windows, casting a gentle glow over the sleek studio where Jena and Rhea stood side by side, their fingers intertwined as though to anchor one another against the flutter of nerves that danced beneath their skin.

Today was different. Today was the day they would step fully into the world as themselves, their true selves, no longer just existing behind closed doors or whispered words, but in front of cameras and strangers, their faces and stories on display.

Neither had ever imagined this moment, standing here in a spacious room awash with light, the hum of quiet activity all around them. The buzz of stylists preparing their looks, the click of the camera being set up. It all felt surreal, like a dream half-remembered.

Yet it was real. They were real. And they were together.

Rhea squeezed Jena’s hand, her eyes shimmering with a mixture of excitement and anxiety.

“Can you believe it? A photoshoot. Us. I mean… we’re models now.” She whispered, a shy smile curling her lips.

Jena laughed softly, the sound warm and a little shaky.

“Models… remember when we first got here? We didn’t know what to expect. We thought we’d get stronger, more muscular. Instead, we lost that and found… this.”

She gestured to their reflections in the tall mirror across the room, two women, radiant and soft, curves blossomed, faces glowing with confidence and quiet joy.

Rhea’s gaze followed the gesture, taking in the women they had become.

“I miss the old us sometimes.” She admitted. “But not the scared, confused us. I like this version better. I like who we are now.”

Jena nodded slowly, her eyes misting.

“Yeah. The journey wasn’t easy. Remember those long nights? When we just stared at our reflections and didn’t know who was looking back? When every change felt like losing a piece of ourselves?”

Rhea’s voice softened.

“I was terrified. But you… you held my hand through it all. You never let me feel alone.”

“And you saved me, you found me.” Jena whispered, their eyes meeting in the glass, two souls who had weathered storms, shedding skins together.

The makeup artist called them forward, gently taking their hands and leading them to plush chairs. As the brushes and colours transformed their faces, highlighting cheekbones, brightening eyes, painting lips soft rose, the friends shared small, meaningful glances. Each stroke seemed to erase a bit of old fear and paint in new hope.

Jena caught her reflection and smiled, a woman radiant with a newfound softness, her eyes shining with something fierce and tender all at once.

Beside her, Rhea’s transformation was no less stunning. The delicate shimmer on her eyelids, the rosy flush on her cheeks, it was more than makeup. It was the celebration of who she was, finally allowed to bloom.

As the stylists worked, the two reminisced quietly.

“Do you remember the first day here?” Rhea asked.

“How could I forget? I was so nervous. I thought this was some kind of joke.” Jena replied. “We thought we’d fight it. I was so scared I’d lose who I was.”

“But we didn’t.” Rhea said firmly. “We just… became who we always were inside.”

Jena’s eyes softened.

“I’m glad we had each other. It would’ve been so much harder alone.”

The room filled with the gentle clatter of the photographer setting up. The stylist handed them their outfits, sleek dresses that shimmered with every movement, fabrics that felt like liquid against their skin. Jena’s fingers trembled as she smoothed down the silk, the softness a stark contrast to the tight knot of nerves in her stomach.

Rhea gave her a reassuring smile.

“We’ve got this. Together.”

They stepped onto the set, the bright lights making their hearts race. The photographer smiled warmly, his voice calm and encouraging.

“Just be yourselves.” He said. “Show me who you are.”

Jena glanced at Rhea, their eyes locking, a silent conversation passing between them. No words were needed. They were ready.

The camera clicked, capturing moments that felt like magic, laughter, tender glances, the brush of a hand along an arm. Each shot was a testament to how far they’d come, how much they’d grown.

Between poses, Jena turned to Rhea.

“I never thought I’d feel this free. This happy.” She whispered.

Rhea nodded, eyes bright.

“Me neither. But here we are.”

After a while, as the session slowed, the two stepped back, their hands still linked.

Jena’s voice was soft.

“I think we’re ready. Ready for whatever comes next.”

Rhea smiled, hope shining in her eyes.

“Together.”

As the last rays of the afternoon sun filtered through the studio, the two best friends, lovers, sisters in transformation, stood radiant, glowing, and alive. Their past selves were never far behind, but no longer shadows, only stepping stones.
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The studio buzzed with vibrant energy, the air shimmering with anticipation and the subtle scent of fresh flowers. Lights swirled around the expansive room, reflecting off polished surfaces and creating pockets of warm glow that bathed everything in a golden hue. The space was alive, pulsing with creative electricity, and right at its centre stood Jena and Rhea, two women who had journeyed far from the uncertainty that once clouded their days. Now, they moved through the studio like stars coming into their own orbit.

As the photographer gave gentle directions, Jena and Rhea stepped into their poses with ease, their bodies moving fluidly in tandem. Their eyes locked often, sharing unspoken words that only deepened the connection between them. They were radiant, soft and strong all at once, blooming into the fullness of their femininity, bathed in light, and embraced by their truth.

“Lean into each other.” the photographer called softly. “Feel the closeness. Let your love show.”

And they did. Jena’s hand curved around Rhea’s waist, fingers tracing the delicate curve of her hip. Rhea’s head tilted toward Jena’s shoulder, her breath warm against the skin of her neck. Their lips curved into shy but genuine smiles, eyes sparkling with an intimacy that was as much about self-acceptance as it was about the love they shared.

Between shots, the monitor flickered to life, displaying images of them framed in soft focus, two beautiful women, glowing with joy and authenticity. The images were surreal, yet undeniably theirs. Jena’s heart swelled as she studied the reflection of her own face, the softness of her cheekbones, the curve of her lips, and the bright, clear light in her eyes, the curves of her luscious body. Beside her, Rhea gazed at the screen with awe and tenderness.

“That’s us.” Rhea whispered, voice thick with emotion. “Two girls who found each other… and themselves.”

Jena nodded, her own throat tight.

“It’s more than that. It’s a whole new life. We’re proof. Proof that the stories we thought were written for us are ours to rewrite.”

The stylist adjusted a delicate strand of hair curling around Rhea’s temple, and Jena’s gaze lingered on the soft gold highlights that caught the light like spun silk. The pink hues in their cheeks were natural, a bloom of happiness that no makeup could fake.

The photographer smiled, sensing the unspoken narrative between them.

“You’re not just models today.” He said gently. “You’re symbols. Symbols of hope, of transformation, of what’s possible when you embrace who you truly are.”

The words hung in the air like a benediction, warming the room. Jena and Rhea exchanged glances, their hands tightening around each other’s. It wasn’t just a photoshoot. It was a beginning.

As the session moved forward, their poses became bolder, more playful. Rhea leaned back against Jena, her laughter spilling like a melody that filled the space between them. Jena brushed a loose tendril of hair from Rhea’s face, their fingers lingering in a tender caress. They were soft, soft in body, soft in spirit, soft in the way they moved through the world, and that softness was their strength.

“You know, I used to think being soft meant being weak.” Rhea said during a quiet moment, voice low and reverent.

Jena’s eyes met hers, bright with understanding.

“Me too. But now I know it means being brave enough to be vulnerable, to love fully, to live honestly.”

The photographer caught the look, pressing the shutter, capturing the intimate exchange. In these images, they weren’t just beautiful, they were alive, shimmering with the light of self-acceptance and mutual devotion.

Between poses, they noticed the crew’s glances, admiration, awe, something almost reverential. Their presence was magnetic, not just because of their appearance but because of the aura of peace that surrounded them. The two women had transcended the typical idea of beauty, they embodied a deeper radiance, a story of transformation that touched everyone who saw it.

A makeup artist approached with a delicate brush, touching up their glowing cheeks, and Jena whispered to Rhea.

“We’re going to help so many boys like us. Boys who feel lost or trapped, who think they have to fit a mould that’s not theirs.”

Rhea smiled, eyes shining.

“We’ll be their sign that life gets better. That softness is not just okay, it’s liberation, freedom, joy. There is strength in accepting softness.”

They posed again, arms entwined, faces close, smiles open and full. The cameras captured every flicker of emotion, every hint of laughter, every shy glance, every burst of joy.

Jena’s thoughts drifted to the past, the uncertainty, the fear, the nights spent questioning what was happening to their bodies and minds. But that was far behind now. This moment, standing here with Rhea, was proof of a rebirth. They were butterflies, fully unfurled, glowing in the sun.

As the session drew to a close, the photographer lowered his camera and stepped back, nodding with satisfaction.

“Thank you. This was more than just a shoot. It was a story told in light and colour.”

Jena and Rhea looked at each other, their smiles deep and genuine, the quiet joy between them an unspoken vow. This was their happily ever after, not because life was perfect, but because they had found themselves and each other, and in that there was endless possibility. There was hope.

As the last lights dimmed, the two stood hand in hand, hearts full and spirits soaring. Their journey wasn’t just about change, it was about love, acceptance, and the courage to shine.

And as they stepped forward, toward a future bright with hope and promise, they knew that this was only the beginning. When the world saw the posters with their faces on, the videos they had made, they knew that others like them would feel like maybe, just maybe, it was okay to accept their softness.

To Jena and Rhea that sounded like the perfect ending. And the perfect beginning.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx
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BECOMING HER MARE
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A wild, erotic transgender transformation romance

When Sam’s first love leaves him for someone “more of a man,” he runs—out of his city, out of his old life, out of the version of himself he can no longer bear. A summer ranch job promises reinvention, sweat, sunrise labour… maybe even a manhood worth reclaiming.

But what he finds is her.

Lee is sun-browned muscle and soft laughter, calloused palms and impossible kindness. Steady where he is unravelled, she loosens his shame, softens his armour, and coaxes something sweeter than masculinity to the surface.

What begins as penance becomes an invitation into service, surrender, and a femininity he never dared to touch. Lee doesn’t just see who he is, she sees who he could become.

He came to become a “better man.”

Instead he is remade, wanted, cherished, and beautifully undone.


THE WOKE AGENDA
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Daniel has always done what was expected of him. The job. The manners. The small, quiet life. But in the spaces between, he feeds another hunger. Online, under false names, he becomes a monster—spitting venom at strangers, tearing into anyone who dares to be free, feminine, or unashamed. The hate gives him something to feel.

Until someone finds him.

It begins with a message. A threat. The stranger behind the screen knows exactly who he is and what he’s done—and offers him a choice: exposure, or transformation.

What starts as blackmail soon becomes something else entirely. Daniel is drawn into a world of soft edges and hard truths, where each demand strips away another layer of who he thought he was. Makeup. Lingerie. Reflection. A slow unravelling that feels disturbingly like freedom.

The Woke Agenda is a darkly sensual tale of shame, desire, and rebirth—an intimate portrait of a man unmade and remade by the very forces he once despised, until he becomes the person he was always meant to be.


MAID SERVICE
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Kieran only wanted adventure, a few months of travel before settling into adult life. But when his bag is stolen along with all his money and passport, he’s left stranded and desperate in a foreign country. Then he sees the ad... Room, board, wages. Apply within.

The hotel is nothing like he imagined. The “interview” takes him not to an office but to a luxury spa, where his body is pampered, reshaped, and revealed as something wholly new. Kieran is transformed into a maid, a girl in silk stockings and short skirts, and is then trained to serve the guests with more than just fresh sheets.

What begins as humiliation becomes heady, intoxicating bliss. Each new task awakens cravings he never knew he had, until he can no longer deny the truth, he loves being a pretty, obedient maid, desired and adored. And under tender yet commanding guidance, Kieran’s shame melts into joy, his service into love.

Now, with his contract nearly over, Kieran faces the choice of a lifetime. Should he return to the boy he once was, or surrender fully to the girl he has become, a shameless, devoted maid, ready to give her heart and body forever.

A decadent tale of feminization, service, and unexpected romance, perfect for readers who crave transformation, surrender, and the intoxicating thrill of becoming.


THE BIMBO CURSE
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Your girlfriend dumped you for a younger guy, and now you’re stuck in the most boring version of your own life. Work, sleep, sulk, repeat. Yawn.

Then she struts in.

Honey. All boobs and blonde hair and bubblegum giggles. She’s a dream in too-high heels and too-tight clothes, and she takes you home like it’s the easiest thing in the world. One drink, one kiss, one night, and the most mind-blowing experience you’ll ever have. You’re wrecked. You’re ruined. You’re reborn. You’re… confused.

Because when you wake up, Honey is gone, but your body, and your mind, are changing.

Your skin? Suddenly as smooth as silk. Your lips? Plumper. Your curves? Growing by the day. Suddenly you’re buying pink lingerie without thinking, craving lip gloss like oxygen, and moaning at your own reflection. You’re not losing yourself, you’re getting hotter. Sexier. More feminine. Bimbofied.

When you call Honey, begging for answers, she reappears like a dream and spills the truth.

You’re cursed, babe. Cursed to sparkle, to strut, to live shameless and fabulous and carefree. Cursed to be a bimbo.

And honestly? You’re going to love it.

So slip into your stilettos, shake those hips, and get ready, because Honey’s waiting to show you just how delicious your new life can be.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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