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Chapter 1
An Honest Mistake


Istill couldn’t believe I was in her room. Grace—the girl I’d watched all semester from behind textbooks and beneath lowered eyes. From the far corner of lecture halls. From quiet glances across the dining hall when she laughed with someone else. She wasn’t just beautiful—she was magnetic. Effortless. The kind of girl who seemed to glide through the world untouched.

And now she’d invited me to study. Like we were friends. Like she knew me.

We’d barely spoken before this. A few nods. Maybe one smile. But somehow, she’d seen past all that. Past the silence and the shyness. Past whatever I was pretending to be. She’d invited me like it was nothing. But to me, it was everything.

Her dorm wasn’t anything special—cinderblock walls, a buzzing overhead light she’d covered with a silky scarf, a patchwork of fairy lights strung across the bulletin board. But everything in it seemed touched by her. There was a tiny cactus in a pink ceramic pot, a tapestry that might have been a mandala or a moon phase diagram—I wasn’t sure. A faint trace of perfume hovered in the air, warm and feminine, like coconut and something floral. Her world smelled like skin kissed by sun, even though it was October.

And I was sitting in the middle of it, trying not to stare at her legs as she crossed them on the bed beside me.

“Sorry it’s kind of a mess, Liam,” she said, even though it wasn’t. “I had a midterm this morning, and I’ve been too wiped to pretend I have my life together.”

I gave a nervous laugh. “If this is you not having it together, then I don’t even want to show you my dorm.”

She tilted her head, giving me that half-smile that made me feel warm in places I didn’t understand. “Maybe you should. I could come over sometime and judge you.”

“Judge me?” I said. “That’s a bold move for someone who hasn’t even seen my laundry corner.”

She arched a brow, teasing. “Do you have a laundry corner, or is it more like a laundry floor?”

“Technically,” I said, “it’s an ecosystem.”

Grace laughed—a soft, lilting sound—and nudged me with her knee. “You're lucky you're cute.”

I froze for a beat, unsure if I’d heard her right—or if she meant it. But she’d already turned away, sliding off the bed and rummaging through the drawer of her desk.

“I need to grab my notebook,” she said casually, as if she hadn’t just short-circuited my brain with three syllables.

She was wearing one of those oversized sweatshirts that looked like it belonged to a boyfriend—except she didn’t have one, not that I’d heard. It hung off her shoulder, exposing a black bra strap and a curve of skin that made my throat dry. Her legs were bare, long, smooth, and distracting.

God, what was I doing here?

We were supposed to be studying. That’s all she’d asked me to do—help her. It didn’t mean anything—and I had to remind myself of that. I just needed to take my meds so I could focus.

I reached into my backpack and fished out the orange prescription bottle. My fingers hesitated around the cap.

Grace turned, notebook in hand, and caught sight of it.

“Oh, that reminds me that I need to take mine.”

“You take something, too?” I asked.

She nodded slowly. “Yeah, keeps the system running. Want some water?” she offered, already moving to her desk again. “I like playing hostess. Makes me feel like a domestic goddess.”

“Hard to say no to that,” I murmured.

She handed me a cup, our fingers brushing as I accepted it. Something zinged up my arm, sharp and immediate. Maybe just nerves. Maybe the way her eyes lingered for a moment too long.

And then, lost in my thoughts, I dropped the bottle. It tumbled from my hand with a soft clatter, pills scattering like candy across the hardwood floor.

“Shit,” I breathed, dropping to my knees.

Grace was already down beside me. “Oh shoot, let me help.”

“It’s okay,” I muttered, reaching for the pills.

She disregarded me and started to help anyways, setting down her cup to start gathering. Crouched on the floor, I could see just inside her loose sweater and couldn’t resist tracing the strap of her bra down to her breasts.

“Is there a pill on me?” she teased, catching me staring.

I blinked, heart stuttering. “I… uhh… no. I was just wondering where you got that sweater.”

She looked down at it and laughed. “This old thing? I feel like I’ve had it forever. It’s like an heirloom from a past life.”

I laughed and picked up one of the capsules off the ground, quickly popping it into my mouth to move on from the awkward situation. It tasted strangely bitter and felt different on my tongue.

When I looked up, she was watching me—still and quiet, her eyes slightly bulged.

“Is something wrong?” I asked.

Her lips parted, like she was about to say something. Her brow twitched. But then she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, smiled, and said, “Oh… no. I just thought I misplaced my own pill, but it’s right here.” She picked one up off the floor and quickly swallowed it with a sip of water. “That and I was just impressed by how good of a guest you are.”

I laughed. “Because I spill things on your floor?”

“Because you clean it up,” she said, standing. “Low bar, but you’d be surprised.”

I collected the last few pills then stood next to her, brushing off my knees. “Happy to exceed expectations.”

She grinned. “But now let’s see if you can help me understand our assignment.”

We sat down side by side again, her knee brushing mine for the briefest moment. The air between us felt warmer now, more charged. I told myself it was just nerves. Just college. Just a beautiful girl and a study session that was already off-script.

“Thanks for agreeing to tutor me,” she said, pulling her notebook onto her lap. “I just hope that you’re patient.”

“What do you want to start with?” I asked, trying to focus on anything besides the way her sweatshirt was sliding off her shoulder again.

She flipped through a few pages and gave me a mischievous smile. “Dante.”

“The Inferno?” I groaned. “I thought you would want to ease into this.”

Grace grinned. “I like contradictions and easing into hell fits perfectly.”

She read a line from the page with mock gravity. “‘Abandon all hope, ye who enter here.’”

“Comforting,” I muttered.

“That’s me,” she said, nudging me. “Consider being around me your descent into madness.”

“Oh? Am I Dante in this scenario?”

“Not even close,” she said with a glint in her eye. “You’re just some curious soul who wandered in by mistake.”She paused. “And now you’re stuck.”

My heart skipped. She said it like a joke, but something about it clung to me—like the idea of being stuck with her wasn’t a warning, but a promise.

“Could be worse,” I said, trying to sound casual, but my voice came out softer than I meant it to.

She tilted her head, studying me. “Maybe… but transformations sometimes happen in the underworld. Maybe you’ll come out… different after spending time with me.” The way she said it made something flutter in my chest. I laughed it off, but the air between us had thickened again—warm and buzzing, like something unspoken was playing just beneath the surface.

“I’ll settle for getting you through the reading,” I said.

She smirked. “One circle at a time.”


Chapter 2
Changes


At first, I thought I was just sore. I woke tangled in my sheets, mouth dry, skin sticky with heat, like I’d been sweating through a fever. My shirt had ridden halfway up my torso in the night, and for a moment I just lay there in the soft gray dawn, blinking at the ceiling and trying to figure out why I felt... off.

Then I moved. The shift of fabric against my chest sent a jolt through me—sharp, unexpected, wrong. I winced, reached up instinctively, and froze.

My fingers brushed something that wasn’t supposed to be there. A softness, a curve. Skin that felt… fuller, tender. My chest ached like it had been bruised from the inside out, but beneath the ache was unmistakable weight. I sat up fast, heart hammering, pulling my shirt off completely—and stared.

Breasts. Small, but undeniably breasts.

I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t move. My chest rose and fell as I stared at the roundness, the slight shadow of cleavage that formed when I slumped forward. I cupped them without thinking, and my breath hitched—sensitive didn’t even begin to cover it. My nipples were swollen, pink, and stiff.

I scrambled out of bed and nearly tripped over my own feet getting to the mirror. What I saw wasn’t me. Or—it was, but changed. My face was the same but… softer. My lips looked fuller, my skin smoother. My waist looked narrower, my arms leaner. And my chest⁠—

I stepped back, panic rising in my throat like bile. This couldn’t be happening. This wasn’t happening.

I stumbled back to my bed, grabbed my phone with shaking hands, and unlocked it.

I wasn’t sure why but my mind went to Grace. I hadn’t spoken to her since last night, since the study session, but she was the last person I had been with. Maybe she had some idea why this was happening to me.

My heart dropped into my stomach as her name suddenly popped up in a new message.

“Hey. How are you feeling this morning?”

I stared at the screen for a full ten seconds. Then typed back with fingers that didn’t feel like mine.

“Something’s wrong. I need to see you. Now.”

Her reply came instantly:

”Come over.”

No questions. No delay. Just that.

I didn’t waste another second. I pulled on the baggiest clothes I had—an oversized hoodie, loose sweatpants, a cap. My reflection in the mirror still looked suspiciously curved under all that fabric, but I couldn’t stop to care. My sneakers thudded against the floor as I jogged down the hall, trying to keep my arms crossed casually, even though my chest ached with every bounce.

The short walk to Grace’s dorm felt like the longest of my life. Every time I passed someone, I swore they were staring. That they knew. That something about me—my shape, my gait, my presence—had already shifted into something alien. Something feminine.

My pulse was racing by the time I knocked on her door.

It opened almost immediately. Grace stood there in a cropped tee and shorts, barefoot, hair pulled back in a messy knot. She looked me over once. Her eyes landed on my chest. She tilted her head.

“You didn’t wear a bra, did you?”

I felt the color drain from my face. “I—what the hell’s happening to me?”

Her smile faded. “Come inside.”

Her room looked the same as last night, but I felt like a different person stepping into it. The door clicked shut behind me and I stood in the middle of the space like I was on trial, fists clenched in the kangaroo pocket of my hoodie, heart thudding against the ache in my chest.

Grace didn’t say anything at first. She just moved past me, sat cross-legged on the bed, and looked up at me with an expression that was almost… gentle, but pained.

“I need you to tell me the truth,” I said. My voice came out hoarse. “Did you do something to me?”

She didn’t flinch. She just nodded slowly, like she’d been preparing for this moment all night.

“Kind of…” she said. “It was the pill—you accidentally took mine.”

Something cold settled in my stomach. “And you let me?”

“I didn’t mean for you to,” she said quickly. “I didn’t plan it, Liam. I was going to stop you. But then you just… took it. And I panicked. I didn’t know how to explain without making it worse.”

“You could’ve said something then or texted me later. Anything.”

“I know.” Her voice was soft. “I’m sorry.”

I sank into her desk chair, elbows on my knees, fingers digging into my temples. My skin still tingled. My body felt foreign.

“What was it?” I asked. “What did I take?”

Grace was quiet for a moment then sighed as she answered, “Estrogen. And a testosterone blocker.”

I looked up, my eyes widening. “Are you serious?”

“Yes,” she nodded. “I’m trans. That’s… how I transition.”

The silence between us stretched, heavy and electric. I’d suspected something, maybe, in the way she carried herself—so confident, so curated—but I never knew. And now her body made more sense. Her presence. The strength in her softness.

“Fuck,” I whispered, staring at the floor. “So what happens now? Am I stuck like this?”

“No,” she said gently, fighting back a laugh. “Not stuck. But… it’s not going to stop right away, either. Especially if your body responded so quickly.”

I looked down at my chest. Even through the hoodie, I could feel the roundness. The weight. I pressed my arms tight across it.

“It’s visible, isn’t it?” I asked.

Grace hesitated. Then nodded. “Yeah. Even in that hoodie, I could tell. You’ve got a little bounce going on.”

I groaned and sank lower in the chair.

“I’m sorry,” she said again, quieter this time. “But—look, if you really want to hide it, you’re going to need more than a hoodie.”

I glanced at her warily. “Like what?”

She studied me for a moment, then stood. Her voice was careful, deliberate.

“I can help you. I mean… if you let me. I know how to make these changes look natural. How to help you pass. If you’re willing to let me dress you. Shave you. Do your makeup.”

My breath caught.

She moved closer. Her tone dropped, slower now, more intimate. “Right now, you look like a guy with boobs. But if you let me… you could look like a girl. I think you would make a pretty one.”

I swallowed hard. My heart was pounding, but not just from fear anymore.

She tilted her head. “Why not try it just for today. Just to make it easier.”

There was a long pause.

And then I whispered the word I hadn’t even known I was holding in my throat, “…Okay.”

Her eyes lit up—not triumphant, not smug. Just warm and kind. She stepped toward her closet and pulled the door open.

“Good,” she said. “Let’s make you beautiful.”


Chapter 3
Transformation


Grace didn’t ask me to undress. She just opened a drawer and pulled out a soft white towel, then turned back toward me and said, “Bathroom.”

I followed without thinking, the heat of her command still buzzing in my chest. I was trembling—not just from nerves, but from the sensation that I was stepping over some invisible line I could never uncross.

Her bathroom was small, clean, and smelled like lavender soap. A candle burned on the counter, already lit. She’d prepared this.

Grace pointed to the edge of the tub. “Sit. Hoodie off.”

My hands shook as I peeled the hoodie over my head. Then the t-shirt beneath it. When I looked down and saw my bare chest—round, perky, softly feminine—I nearly gasped.

Grace knelt in front of me, her gaze sweeping slowly over my body. Her eyes were calm, focused. Like an artist studying a canvas.

“You really thought no one would notice these?” she asked, gently cupping one of my breasts. The touch made me flinch. It wasn’t rough—it was reverent. But I felt it everywhere.

“I don’t know what to think,” I whispered.

She didn’t reply. Just turned on the faucet, waited for it to warm, and soaked a cloth under the stream. Then she knelt again, this time with a razor in hand.

“I’ll start with your legs,” she said, lifting one of them onto her thigh. “You’ll feel better once they’re smooth.”

She lathered my calf in warm foam and began to shave me with long, steady strokes.

I couldn’t stop watching her—how gentle she was, how thorough. She worked in silence, her free hand resting lightly against my shin. When she finished one leg, she started the other. Then my arms. My stomach. My chest.

Each stroke of the razor felt like it was peeling away something I didn’t need anymore. And yet, the more hair came off, the more exposed I felt. Like I was shedding armor I hadn’t realized I’d been wearing.

When she reached my groin, she looked up. “Do you trust me?”

My breath caught. “…Yes.”

She helped me stand, then lowered my boxers in one fluid motion. I flinched out of instinct, hands twitching toward my crotch, but she just touched my wrist and said, “It’s okay. I’ve seen everything.”

And maybe she had. She certainly saw me more clearly than I ever had.

She shaved me clean, slow and careful, and when it was done, she rinsed my skin with warm water and dried me with the towel. I felt bare, vulnerable, and aching.

She smiled. “Now for the fun part.”

The clothes were already laid out on her bed when we returned from the bathroom. A short, gray plaid mini skirt—pleated, crisp, barely thigh-length. Next to it, a long-sleeved bodysuit in soft black fabric, cut with a deep, plunging V-neck that practically screamed look at me. The fabric shimmered slightly in the lamplight, sensual and smooth, hugging every curve I hadn’t known I had.

I froze in the doorway when I saw them. “That’s…” I swallowed. “That’s really short.”

Grace turned, holding a lacy pair of black panties in one hand and a matching bra in the other. “You’ll get used to it. Trust me, the skirt’s nothing compared to the bodysuit.”

My voice cracked. “The bodysuit?”

She grinned. “It’s got compression built in. It’ll help tuck you. Keep everything… smooth.”

I glanced down instinctively.

“I mean,” she said lightly, walking up and pressing the panties into my hands, “there’s not much to smooth right now, is there?”

That stopped me cold.

I hesitated. “Do I… look smaller?”

Grace’s eyes flicked down, not hiding her curiosity. She stepped closer and ran her fingers along my freshly shaven hip, then across the front of my groin. Her touch was feather-light, tracing the outline of something that now felt less like a bulge and more like a… suggestion.

“I wouldn’t be surprised if you were,” she said softly, voice edged with fascination. “That’s the hormones. Shrinking things. Making you more sensitive.” She gave a gentle pat, then whispered, “You’ll definitely need the bodysuit.”

I could barely speak. My face was on fire, but I took the panties and stepped into them slowly. They clung tight, soft and delicate, like they didn’t quite belong on my skin—but once they were on, I didn’t want to take them off. The bra was harder. Grace helped, adjusting the straps, slipping the cups over my tender breasts.

Then she picked up the bodysuit. “You ready?” she asked.

I nodded. She guided it over my head and helped me slide my arms in. The fabric hugged me tight, drawing everything in—not just physically, but emotionally. I felt contained, shaped, defined. It clung to my breasts in a way that made me feel obscene and stunning all at once.

When she zipped me into it, her fingers grazed the nape of my neck. “There,” she said. “Tucked, lifted, and already halfway to heartbreak.”

I laughed—nervously, breathlessly—and she handed me the skirt next. It felt impossibly short as I stepped into it. When she fastened the waist, she turned me gently toward the mirror and I saw her.

Not fully. Not yet. But I saw her—the girl hiding inside the reflection. The girl with glossy skin and dark lashes, collarbone on display, cleavage kissed by the low swoop of fabric, pleats dancing across her hips.

Grace came up behind me, resting her chin on my shoulder. “You make that skirt look filthy, Lindsay.”

The name hit me like a warm shiver, but I didn’t correct her. I just stared at the girl in the mirror, wondering how the hell she looked so right.

I was still staring at the mirror when Grace returned with her makeup bag. She knelt on the bed and patted the space in front of her.

“Sit,” she said softly.

I did. The skirt rode up as I folded my legs beneath me, and I tugged it down instinctively. Grace caught my eye and smiled.

“Get used to that,” she said. “Skirts are flirty by nature. That’s half the point.”

She opened the bag with a zip, revealing a small arsenal of brushes, compacts, and tubes. Everything smelled faintly floral and powdery, a scent I already associated with her. Her hands were warm as she tilted my face toward the light.

“No mirror until I’m done,” she said. “Promise?”

I nodded.

She started with a light foundation—cool against my skin, like lotion but thicker, smoother. She blended it with practiced hands, brushing over my forehead, cheeks, chin. I felt her breath on my skin as she worked, close enough that I could smell the sweetness of her shampoo.

“Your skin’s taking this beautifully,” she murmured. “So soft. That estrogen’s already working magic.”

Her fingers moved lower, sweeping blush across my cheeks, contouring the edges of my jaw, dusting highlighter along my cheekbones.

“Close your eyes,” she said.

I obeyed.

I felt the tickle of bristles as she applied eyeshadow—something warm and smoky. Then a tug at my lashes as she curled them, and the careful sweep of mascara that made my heart flutter with every stroke. Then her thumb at my lip.

“Open.”

I parted my lips slightly. She applied a soft gloss—subtle, shiny, and just barely pink.

“There,” she whispered.

But she didn’t give me the mirror—not yet. Instead, she reached behind me, unclipped my hair, and brushed her fingers through it until it fell loosely around my face. She adjusted a few strands, framing me just so. Then she leaned back, studying me like I was a puzzle finally solved.

“You’re ready,” she purred as she turned the mirror toward me.

I didn’t recognize the girl staring back—not at first. Her skin glowed. Her lashes framed eyes that looked bigger, softer. Her lips shimmered like something out of a dream. And her body—curvy, sleek, tucked in tight with a hint of cleavage peeking out—looked like it had always belonged to her.

To me.

My throat tightened. I felt dizzy. Beautiful. Terrified.

Grace set the mirror down and reached for my hand. “I knew you’d be pretty,” she said. “But I didn’t expect you to be this pretty.”

I looked up at her. “Do you think… do I really look like a girl?”

She smiled. Not teasing, not mocking, just proud. “Lindsay,” she said gently, “if you walked down the hall right now, no one would ever know.”

Again I didn’t correct the name.

I didn’t want to.


Chapter 4
Girl Lessons


Grace didn’t let go of my hand right away. Even after the mirror was set aside, after the blush had settled on my cheeks and the skirt had stopped fluttering from my nervous fidgeting—her fingers stayed tangled with mine. She gave a small squeeze. Reassuring. Grounding.

“Okay,” she said. “Now that you look the part…”

I blinked. “There’s more?”

She laughed—a warm, velvety sound that filled the room. “Girl, you just put on the girl. Now you have to wear her.”

She stood and gave my hand a tug. I rose shakily to my feet. The skirt brushed the tops of my thighs with a whisper of motion that made me shiver.

“Lesson one,” she said, circling behind me. “Posture. Chin up. Shoulders relaxed, not hunched. Imagine there’s a string lifting your spine tall—but keep it soft, not stiff.”

I adjusted awkwardly, trying to mimic her. My back straightened, my hands instinctively went to smooth the skirt. Grace hummed approvingly behind me.

“Good. You’re already halfway there.”

Then she stepped to the side. “Walk to the door and back.”

“In these?” I looked down at the heeled ankle boots she had slipped on me—just a modest rise, but still foreign.

“You’ll be fine,” she said. “Small steps. Hips loose. Let them swing, just a little.”

I walked. Poorly. The first few steps were stiff, robotic, but as I moved, the skirt swished around my thighs, and the bodysuit held me snug, and there was something electric in the motion—something that pulled me out of my head and into my body. My arms started to relax. My steps narrowed.

I reached the door, turned, and looked back at her. “Well?” I asked.

She tilted her head. “You’re adorable. But your ass is doing too much work.”

I groaned, but also felt my face blush and my penis swell, embarrassed that she had been staring at my butt.

She laughed again. “Don’t worry. We’ll fix it.”

I walked back, trying to make the sway more natural.

“Better,” she said. “Now try sitting without flashing your panties.”

“I what⁠—?”

She tapped the bed. “Sit.”

I did. And immediately clamped my legs shut.

She smirked. “See? That’s girl instinct.”

I flushed. “I’m not sure how much of this I can learn.”

She stepped closer. Her voice dropped a note.

“There nothing to learn, Lindsay. It’s all inside, just let it out.”

After the walking and sitting and modesty lessons—after I’d adjusted my skirt for the hundredth time and gotten used to the faint tap of the heels on the floor—Grace pulled me back to the bed, this time to sit beside her.

She had a look in her eyes. That “teacher with a favorite student” look. Mischievous and proud.

“You’re doing better than I thought you would,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from my cheek. “But now comes the real test.”

I tensed. “Oh god. What now? Do I have to bat my eyelashes at strangers on command?”

“Not strangers,” she said, curling her legs up beneath her. “Just me.”

I stared.

She grinned. “Relax. We’re going to play a game.”

She reached into the nightstand and pulled out a small, round mirror—just big enough to frame my face. She placed it in my lap.

“Lesson two,” she said. “Voice, expressions, and control. The whole package.”

I looked down at my reflection—so different now. The makeup, the hair, the way the bodysuit curved beneath the plunge of the neckline. I didn’t look like a guy.

I looked… right.

“What do I do?”

“Say something,” she said. “Anything. Introduce yourself.”

My throat tightened. I looked at myself and swallowed. “…Hi. I’m Lindsay.”

It came out hesitant, unsure. Not quite high enough. Still me, with a cracked filter.

Grace tilted her head. “Softer. And slower. Girls don’t rush to be heard. We let people lean in.”

I tried again. “Hi,” I said, breathier this time. “I’m… Lindsay.”

She smiled. “Better. Now—eyes.”

“Eyes?”

“You’re not a statue. Watch me.” She leaned in slightly, chin down, lashes up. Her smile was subtle, coaxing. “Flirt like your mouth isn’t involved yet.”

I tried. Lifted my eyes just so. Let the gloss on my lips catch the light.

“That’s it,” she said, her voice suddenly lower. “God, you don’t even need practice. That’s natural.”

Heat flared across my chest.

“I don’t know if I’m really flirting,” I said.

“You don’t have to try,” she murmured. “You’re already doing it.”

I looked at her, and for the first time, I saw how close we were sitting. Our thighs touched. Her hand rested just beside mine. Her gaze was steady, warm, open.

Something shifted.

She reached up and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. Her fingers lingered a little too long.

“You’re really becoming her,” she said. “I hope you can feel it.”

I could.

In the way my breath caught when she looked at me like that. In the way my thighs pressed together instinctively. In the soft hum that lived under my skin whenever she said Lindsay like she meant it.

I didn’t speak. I just smiled—slowly, subtly—and let my lip catch between my teeth.

Grace exhaled like she’d just lost a bet. “That,” she whispered. “Right there. That’s going to ruin someone someday.”

The words hit something deep inside me—something unguarded, fragile, new. My whole body reacted to it, to her voice, to her nearness. I felt the heat pool low in my belly, a kind of fluttering ache that wasn’t just arousal—it was longing.

I swallowed, my heart pounding and then, before I could stop myself, I blurted, “Someone like you?”

The question landed in the quiet like a dropped match.

Grace blinked slowly. Then her mouth curled into a grin that was equal parts amused and predatory.

“You think you can handle someone like me?” she said, her voice lower now, husky and edged with wickedness.

My breath caught. I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. I leaned forward, hesitated for only half a second, and then kissed her.

Her lips were soft, warm, and still slick from the gloss she’d applied to me minutes before. I expected her to pull away, to laugh, or pause the moment with a knowing smirk and let it dissolve.

But she didn’t.

She kissed me back—harder than I expected, hungrier. She shifted, one hand sliding behind my neck, the other pulling me closer by the waist. I gasped into her mouth as she deepened the kiss, her tongue flicking against mine, teasing, coaxing.

The world tilted.

My hands were on her thighs. Hers slid under the hem of my skirt. The kiss became messier, more urgent. I moaned—soft, involuntary—and she drank it in like it belonged to her. Maybe it did.

She pulled me onto her lap, straddling her now in the center of the bed, skirts bunched, legs trembling. Our bodies pressed together, skin to skin through tight fabric. Her fingers grazed my lower back, and I felt my penis pulse beneath my panties, trapped and aching.

When she finally pulled back, just barely, her lips were kiss-swollen, her cheeks flushed. Her voice was a breath against my mouth.

“Fuck, Lindsay,” she said. “You taste like a girl who’s been waiting to be kissed right.”

I didn’t say anything. I just smiled and kissed her again. This one was slower—deeper. Less about hunger and more about… something else. Something that curled low in my belly and made my thighs press together. My cock throbbed harder beneath my panties, stiff and silken against the bodysuit, straining for friction it wasn’t allowed to have. I whimpered into her mouth without meaning to, and Grace swallowed the sound with a low, satisfied moan.

But then she pulled back again—just a little—and rested her forehead against mine.

“Easy,” she murmured. “We don’t have to rush.”

My breathing was ragged. “But I want⁠—”

She pressed a finger to my lips. “I know. But you’ve already gone through so much today. Let’s just be here, together, for a while and enjoy this.”

I nodded, trembling, fighting the urge to taste her again.

She laid back and guided me with her, pulling me down until I was curled against her chest, one leg draped over hers, her hand stroking my back in lazy, steady circles. Her heartbeat was slow and sure beneath my cheek.

“Sleep here tonight,” she whispered. “If you want.”

I did. More than anything, I did. So I stayed. In her arms. In her scent. In my new skin, still aching, still confused, but wrapped in a warmth that made the world feel… quiet.

I eventually closed my eyes and for the first time in what felt like forever—I felt at peace.


Chapter 5
Daylight


Iwoke to warmth. Not the smothering kind, not the sweaty, tangled sort that clings after nightmares. This was… different. This was the kind that wrapped around you like a soft whisper. Like breath on the back of your neck.

Grace’s sheets smelled like her. A mix of lavender, clean cotton, and something warm and distinctly feminine. I was wrapped in a silky pajama top I didn’t remember putting on—something loose and smooth that brushed against my bare skin with every shift. I could feel the soft weight of my breasts swaying slightly as I stirred, the bodysuit long since removed, replaced by something gentler, but still undeniably hers.

The light through her curtain was pale gold, slanting across the bed in wide ribbons. Her arm was draped over my waist, her breath slow and even behind me, lips grazing the space between my shoulder blades like she’d kissed me in her sleep.

For a long time, I didn’t move. I just felt.

The pillow under my cheek, the fabric against my skin, the delicious tightness between my thighs, even without touching. The pulse that throbbed beneath my panties. The fullness of my chest rising and falling with every breath. The truth of my body—and the terrifying, tender peace of not wanting to fight it anymore.

Grace stirred behind me. Her fingers brushed my side gently. She murmured, “Hey…”

I turned to face her.

She blinked the sleep from her eyes and gave me a slow, lazy smile. “You’re still here.”

“I am,” I whispered.

Her hand slid up to tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “How do you feel?”

I swallowed. “Different. But… good. I think.”

She let her thumb brush the corner of my lip. “You look soft.”

I flushed. “That’s… new.”

“Not really,” she said. “It was always there. You just needed the right light.”

I couldn’t hold her gaze. Not without feeling the burn in my chest, the ache of too much emotion swelling up inside me. She must’ve seen it—she pulled me gently against her, wrapping both arms around me like I was something to protect.

We lay there for a while, her fingers tracing lazy circles along my back, the silence between us filled with small breaths and something unspoken.

Eventually, she said, “Unfortunately we need to get up. We have class today, remember?”

I blinked. “I can’t go like this.”

She pulled back to look at me. “Why not?”

“I’m not ready. What if someone sees me and⁠—”

“And what? Thinks you’re pretty? Thinks you belong?”

I didn’t answer.

Grace leaned in and kissed my forehead. “You don’t have to be brave all at once,” she said softly. “Just let me be brave with you.”

Grace left the room to get us coffee, giving me space—though I wasn’t sure I wanted it. The silence felt louder without her.

I stood slowly, stretching in the loose satin pajamas, every inch of me humming with awareness. My thighs brushed together in a way that hadn’t felt familiar just days ago. My nipples pushed softly against the thin fabric. Even the way I walked—lighter, more deliberate—was different.

I stepped toward the full-length mirror near her closet and paused. The girl in the reflection paused too.

Messy hair, smudged makeup from the night before, full lips, slightly parted. There was a softness in her face that hadn’t been there last week.

I should have felt like I was in costume. Like I was trespassing in someone else’s skin.

But I didn’t.

I stepped closer, tucking a lock of hair behind my ear the way Grace had done, just to see what it looked like. And when I did, something inside me eased—like slipping into warm water.

“Hey,” Grace said from the doorway, “why don’t you pick out your outfit.”

I hesitated. That part still terrified me, but I turned from the mirror, and joined her in front of her closet. “I’m not sure where to begin,” I said meekly.

She considered me for a moment, then selected a few carefully chosen pieces: a soft bralette and matching panties, a high-waisted denim skirt, a fitted blush-pink turtleneck, and a little gold pendant necklace.

She smiled gently. “These felt like you.”

I reached for the bralette first. My hands still trembled slightly as I slipped into it, but the fabric was forgiving. It hugged my chest, supporting the weight that still felt so unreal—but also like mine.

Grace turned away politely, letting me dress at my own pace. She only turned back when I was slipping the turtleneck over my head, my fingers fumbling a bit at the hem.

“Need help?” she asked, already stepping forward.

I nodded.

She tugged the fabric into place, smoothed it over my hips, then helped clasp the necklace at the back of my neck. Her fingers brushed the base of my spine as she stepped away, and the touch sent a delicious little ripple through me.

When she looked at me again, her eyes darkened slightly. “Lindsay…”

I swallowed. “Too much?”

She shook her head. “Not even close. You look amazing.”

I stood there in her clothes, her scent clinging to the collar of the sweater, her kiss still somewhere on my skin from the night before—and for the first time, I thought:

Maybe this is who I was always meant to be.

Grace slipped into a pair of jeans and a cropped hoodie while I finished smoothing my skirt and checking my hair in the mirror. The makeup she’d done yesterday still clung faintly to my face—smudged eyeliner, a hint of gloss—but I didn’t dare fix it. It felt like a fingerprint of who I was becoming.

Grace grabbed her keys and looked over her shoulder at me. “Ready?”

I hesitated at the threshold then nodded.

The hallway beyond that door was the same as always—chipped tile, whitewashed walls, the sound of a distant microwave dinging down the corridor—but it felt like another planet.

“I’m scared,” I whispered.

She didn’t tease. Didn’t smile. Just reached out her hand. “Then hold my hand,” she said. “And be scared with me.”

I slid my fingers into hers and together we stepped into the hallway. The air felt sharper, cooler, alive with something electric. My skirt shifted with every step as my heart beat so loud I swore someone would hear it.

But no one stopped us. No one looked twice.

Grace walked slowly, letting me set the pace. When we passed a group of girls by the vending machine, one of them glanced up and gave me a polite smile.

I smiled back. Tentatively.

When we turned the corner, I felt my breath return. My door was just ahead—familiar and unfamiliar all at once. Grace waited outside while I stepped inside to grab my backpack. I paused, hand on the strap, taking one last look at the room that still held Liam’s things and then I turned.

Back in the hall, Grace reached for my hand again. I took it without hesitation.

“Still scared?” she asked gently.

“Yeah,” I said. “But also… ready.”

Her smile was quiet and proud.

We walked toward the stairwell together—hand in hand, hips brushing, her thumb stroking the back of mine and when the door to the outside world came into view, I squeezed her hand once and didn’t let go.

The air outside kissed different. It slid up my bare legs and dipped beneath the hem of my skirt, wrapped around my hips like a secret I hadn’t meant to share. Every whisper of wind seemed to carry a message: You’re not hidden anymore.

Grace continued to hold my hand. Her fingers were warm and firm, anchoring me with every step. She didn’t squeeze too hard. She didn’t tug. She just… held. And somehow that was everything. That one point of connection kept me from floating out of my body entirely.

I used to walk this path with my head down back when I was Liam, backpack slung low, earbuds in, hoodie up. I never noticed the ivy growing along the old brick. Never looked anyone in the eye. Never let the sun touch my face.

But now… the sun was on me. My head was up. My skirt swayed gently with each step. My panties hugged my hips, snug and smooth, tucking me in like I was a secret being kept safe. My cock throbbed with every brush of motion, every breath of wind. I was tucked, feminine, exposed. And I loved the way it felt—more than I wanted to admit.

Grace glanced over at me, her dark eyes full of warmth and mischief. “You’re walking differently,” she murmured.

I looked down at myself, at the way my thighs moved together, at the subtle rhythm of my hips. I hadn’t even realized it.

“Is that bad?”

“No,” she said, squeezing my hand. “It’s perfect. You’re not just walking. You’re becoming.”

A flutter stirred in my chest. She made it sound like magic. Maybe it was.

The quad stretched out before us—wide and open and dangerous in the way vulnerability always is. I saw groups of students lounging in the grass, a few people I recognized from class, someone skateboarding past with a coffee in one hand. Nobody stared. Nobody laughed. They just moved around us like we belonged.

And for the first time… I felt like I did. Like I belonged to this world. To this body. To her.

I pressed my thighs closer together as we walked, half to control the soft ache between my legs and half because I loved the way it felt—each step brushing me into a quiet frenzy, every breath another reminder that I was real.

“I’m proud of you,” Grace said gently. “You don’t even know how beautiful you are right now.”

My cheeks flushed hot. I couldn’t speak. Not with my chest tight and my hands trembling and my cock straining beneath the lace with a deep longing. But I smiled and I kept walking—head high, hips soft, hand in hers.

The classroom building loomed ahead, all glass and steel and too many reflections. I’d walked through these doors a hundred times before—but never like this. Never with my thighs brushing under a skirt, never with my body tucked into soft, feminine fabric that left my cock hidden and aching. Never with makeup kissed onto my lips and Grace’s hand laced through mine like it belonged there.

This wasn’t the same walk. This wasn’t the same me.

My steps slowed as we approached. My breath tightened. My body, which had just minutes ago felt glorious and alive, now felt too visible, too open, like a mask about to slip.

I stopped entirely.

Grace didn’t say anything at first. She simply turned to face me, holding my hand with both of hers now, her expression open and calm and unfazed by the wind threading through her hair.

I wanted to cry. Or run. Or vanish. “I don’t know if I can do this,” I whispered.

“You don’t have to,” she said gently.

I blinked. “But—class⁠—”

“You don’t have to walk through that door as anyone but yourself.” She stepped closer, her voice dropping. “Not as some fantasy. Not as some perfect idea of a girl. Just you. Lindsay. The girl who woke up in my bed. Who looked in the mirror and didn’t flinch. Who held my hand and walked across campus in a skirt and soft, clinging panties and smiled anyway.”

I felt tears threaten at the corners of my lashes, but I didn’t let them fall.

She reached up and brushed a finger along my cheek. “Let them see you. Or don’t. But I see you. And I’m not letting go.”

My chest tightened, but not with fear. It was something heavier—deeper. Like I was on the verge of finally admitting that what scared me wasn’t being seen—it was being loved in this form. This half-formed girl with a new name and a body not quite finished but aching to be known.

I took a shaky breath. My cock pulsed under the pressure of my panties, a whisper of sensation that grounded me in the strange pleasure of all of it—the tightness, the ache, the sheer vulnerability of wanting to walk into that room as someone I never thought I’d be.

Grace leaned in and kissed me. First on the forehead and then the lips. It was slow and soft—certain. She kissed me like I was someone worthy of being kissed.

When she pulled away, her lips glistened slightly in the morning light, and her thumb brushed the corner of my mouth like she was keeping the moment sealed in place.

She smiled. “You ready, baby girl?”

My breath hitched at the name. My thighs squeezed together instinctively.

But I nodded. “Yeah.”

She pushed the door open, and we stepped inside—together.


Chapter 6
Her Touch


By the time I made it back to Grace’s dorm, the sun was already slipping behind the buildings, leaving long shadows stretching across the campus paths. But I barely noticed.

I was buzzing. My heart thudded with leftover adrenaline, my cheeks flushed from hours of whispered glances, half-nervous smiles, and the quiet thrill of being seen. I had done it—walked through the halls, sat in class, asked a question, even borrowed a pen from someone who never looked at me like I didn’t belong.

Not as Liam. As Lindsay.

And now, with every step echoing down the corridor toward Grace’s door, all that energy—the pride, the fear, the softness in my step and the secret hardness beneath my panties—pulsed together into something I didn’t know how to name.

I didn’t knock. I opened her door and stepped inside like I belonged there. Because I did.

Grace looked up from her desk, one leg tucked beneath her, glasses perched on her nose, her laptop glowing in front of her. She smiled when she saw me, slow and easy and knowing.

“Hey, gorgeous,” she said. “How was it?”

I dropped my bag to the floor, barely able to speak. My throat was too full. My eyes were too full. I laughed, but it came out wobbly.

“I… I did it,” I whispered. “I went to class. I sat there. And no one stared. No one questioned. They just saw me.”

She stood, eyes softening. “Of course they did. They saw Lindsay.”

“I was me,” I said, and something cracked open. The tears came before I could stop them, hot and stupid and messy, and then I was in her arms, pressing my face against her shoulder, holding on like the ground might vanish if I let go.

She held me without saying a word. One hand at the back of my head. The other sliding up and down my spine.

I pulled back just enough to see her face, and something surged up in me—more than gratitude, more than relief. A need. Hot and tangled and desperate. For her. For this.

I kissed her. There was no shyness in it. No asking—just want.

Grace made a soft sound in her throat and kissed me back, lips parting, fingers curling into the waistband of my skirt. When she tried to pull away, I didn’t let her.

“I need you to feel more of this,” I whispered, voice rough with want. “Please. I need to feel it again. I want more of you. I want more of this. I don’t want to stop.”

“Lindsay,” she murmured, pulling back just slightly. “Slow down. You’ve had a big day⁠—”

“I know,” I said, kissing her harder, biting her bottom lip. “That’s why. I want to feel it. I want to taste you. All of you.”

That changed everything.

Grace let out a slow exhale, her eyes dark with heat. She sat back on the edge of her bed and looked up at me through her lashes. Then she parted her legs.

The invitation was wordless—but it burned like a command.

I didn’t think. I dropped to my knees like it was instinct—like something in me had been waiting for this moment long before I ever took that pill.

The space between Grace’s open thighs felt sacred. Her legs were smooth and warm, parted just enough for her black lace panties to stretch taut over the bulge I couldn’t stop staring at. It was big. Beautiful. Hers.

She leaned back on her hands, watching me with dark, unreadable eyes.

“Lindsay…” she said softly, but didn’t stop me.

My hands were trembling as I reached up and touched her inner thighs. She opened further, slow and deliberate, and I slid my fingers under the waistband of her panties. She lifted her hips slightly—just enough—and I peeled them down with aching reverence, revealing her cock. It sprang free, long and hard and flushed with need.

I gasped, not from surprise, but from how right it felt to see it. How right this felt—kneeling before her, my own cock tucked tightly beneath layers of femininity, while hers stood proud and aching, pulsing with power and beauty and the promise of what came next.

I wrapped both hands around her thighs and leaned in. The first kiss wasn’t practiced. It wasn’t polished. It was raw. Lips parting around the head of her cock, tasting salt and skin, feeling her twitch against my tongue. She groaned low, her hips jolting just a little as I took her deeper.

Every inch of her filled me with more than just lust. It filled me with belonging. The stretch of my jaw, the slick warmth, the scent of her—God, I needed her. My mouth was no longer mine. It was hers.

And she knew it.

Her fingers found my hair, threading through it gently. Not guiding. Just claiming.

Each suck brought her deeper, and each bob of my head drew more whimpers from her chest. Her cock throbbed between my lips, heavy and perfect, slick with spit and heat. I moaned around her, needing her to know what she was doing to me—that my cock was throbbing under my panties, leaking helplessly into lace, untouched but overwhelmed.

My whole body buzzed. My breasts ached against my bra. My thighs were trembling. And still I sucked, growing bolder, hungrier, licking under the shaft, teasing the tip, drinking in every sound she gave me like it was sacred.

And then—she stopped me.

Her hand cupped my cheek, gently guiding me off her cock.

I looked up, dazed, lips wet, heart pounding.

She smiled down at me like I was her favorite thing in the world. “You don’t have to stop here,” she said, her thumb brushing the corner of my mouth. “If you want more… I could show you what it really feels like.”

I nodded, breathless. “Please. I want you to. I want to feel everything.”

She stood slowly, took my hands, and pulled me to my feet.

“Let me show you how it really feels to be a woman,” she whispered.

My body quivered at the thought as Grace led me to the bed like she’d been dreaming of it as long as I had. Her hands were firm but reverent, one at the small of my back, the other at my chin, tilting my face up as she kissed me again. Slower now. Deeper. Her cock pressed against my stomach, still slick from my mouth, still hot and aching. It throbbed between us, undeniable.

I moaned into her kiss.

She guided me down onto the mattress, hands roaming, stroking over my hips, lifting my skirt, teasing the edge of my soaked panties. My body was alive—every nerve lit, every inch of me trembling with the unbearable need to be touched.

She knelt between my legs, pulling my panties down with the same care I’d shown her. I was soaked—my cock soft but full, pulsing against my inner thigh, glistening. Grace kissed the inside of my knee, then higher. My legs opened without me thinking.

She kissed my hip. My waist. My ribs.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. “So, so beautiful.”

Her fingers brushed between my cheeks, slow and gentle, finding the place I’d never let anyone near. I gasped.

“Breathe,” she whispered. “Let me make you mine.”

She pressed her finger gently inside. I moaned, clinging to the sheets. It wasn’t pain. It was pressure. Fullness. Surrender.

She added another finger, easing me open, curling inside me, touching places I hadn’t known existed. My cock twitched helplessly against my thigh, leaking onto the sheets.

“I can’t… I need…” I whimpered.

“I know,” she said. “Trust me.”

She spread my legs wider. Her cock brushed against me, hot and throbbing. She guided herself to my opening and pressed in slowly, achingly slow, inch by inch until I gasped and arched off the bed, full for the first time in my life.

“Oh my God,” I cried. “Grace⁠—”

She moaned, holding herself there, buried halfway, letting me feel the stretch, the heat, the rightness of it.

“You feel like heaven,” she whispered.

She pushed deeper.

I clutched her arms, sobbing with the pleasure, the sheer intimacy of it. I could feel her everywhere—inside me, around me, pressing into my soul. She started to move. Slow thrusts, rocking gently, letting me feel every inch.

And then harder.

She kissed my neck, my lips, my collarbone as she fucked me deeper. Our bodies moved in sync, slick with sweat, breathing each other in. Her cock pulsed inside me, and I felt it in my spine, in my stomach, in the places that had always felt blank before.

I cried out as she hit something deep and electric. “Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, please, don’t stop⁠—”

She didn’t.

She fucked me harder, faster, the bed creaking, my voice breaking, my whole body tensed around her. My breasts bounced with every thrust, the friction of the sheets against my cock just enough to keep me spiraling toward the edge.

“Say it,” she breathed, pounding into me. “Tell me who you are.”

“I’m—” I sobbed. “I’m Lindsay. I’m your girl.”

She growled and slammed into me, harder, faster, every muscle in her body trembling.

“That’s right,” she whispered. “You’re mine.”

And then, with a deep groan, she came.

I felt it. Hot and thick, deep inside me. Her cock pulsed, flooding me with everything she had. And in that moment, with her buried in me, with her breath hot against my neck and her body wrapped around mine⁠—

I came too.

Hands gripping the sheets, thighs shaking, voice cracking. I came like I never had before. No stroking. No friction. Just being fucked, filled, loved. My cock jerked against my stomach, spilling over the curve of my hip in sticky, helpless release.

I collapsed beneath her, chest heaving, sweat-slick and soaked and sobbing softly. Grace kissed my forehead, still inside me, still pulsing.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered.

And as her warmth filled me, I realized—this wasn’t just pleasure. It was permission.


Chapter 7
Afterglow


Ididn’t remember falling asleep. One minute, I was clinging to Grace—limbs trembling, skin slick, body still pulsing from the deepest orgasm I’d ever known—and the next, I was waking slowly beneath her sheets, cocooned in warmth, my thighs still sore, my insides still aching with fullness.

The room was quiet except for the rhythmic hum of the old heater and the soft, steady sound of Grace breathing beside me. Her arm was draped across my waist, palm warm over my stomach. I could feel her fingertips grazing the curve of my hip—absentminded, protective.

I lay there for a long time without moving. I could still feel her inside me. Not just physically—though the soreness there made me bite my lip with something like pride—but emotionally. Her weight. Her presence. Her love. My body didn’t feel like mine anymore.

It felt like hers. And the terrifying thing—the beautiful, terrifying thing—was how right that felt.

My cock was soft, tucked naturally between my thighs. I barely felt it now. My breasts were swollen against the sheets, sensitive and full. My skin smelled like her: sweat and sweetness, heat and want. I rubbed my cheek against the pillow and exhaled slowly.

“Morning,” Grace murmured behind me, her voice a soft rasp. “How do you feel?”

I smiled into the pillow. “Ruined.”

She laughed, low and thick. “That’s the goal.”

She kissed the back of my shoulder and pulled me closer. Her cock, no longer hard but still full, pressed against my lower back. Her hand slid across my stomach and up to my chest, cupping one breast through the sheet.

“You’re even softer this morning,” she said. “It’s working.”

I closed my eyes. “I know.”

We lay there in the stillness, her fingers stroking the curve of my breast, and I realized I wasn’t scared anymore. Not of what I looked like. Not of what I wanted. Not of what came next.

Because for the first time… I wanted this.

I didn’t want to move. Didn’t want to break what we had together. But eventually, Grace sat up, pulling the sheet around her waist. She moved with that casual confidence I’d always envied—bare skin, sleepy eyes, and no shame. She reached for the drawer beside her bed. I thought she was going for her lip balm or her phone, something simple, but when she turned back, she held a pill bottle.

The same kind I’d mistaken for my own. The same kind that started all of this.

She set it between us. It didn’t make a sound, but it felt louder than anything.

“Same thing you took by accident,” she said gently. “Only this time… it would be on purpose.”

My breath caught at her meaning. My body stiffened.

She didn’t push it toward me. She didn’t reach for my hand. She just let it sit there on the rumpled bedspread between our bodies—like a question. Like a door.

“You don’t have to decide now,” she said, voice soft but steady. “Or ever. You’re not on some deadline. But if you want more—if you want to keep being Lindsay—you can.”

I stared at it. It was just a pill, but it might as well have been glowing. It was the difference between wondering and knowing. Between passively transforming and choosing to become. Between reacting… and reaching.

I looked down at myself—at the small swell of my chest under the sheet, at the curve of my thighs, at the quiet pulse of my tucked cock between my legs. My skin was flushed, soft, still marked with her kisses. My body felt strange. And new. And mine.

Something inside me stirred. Not fear. Not even hesitation. Just… clarity.

“I didn’t ask for this,” I said quietly, still staring at the bottle. “But now that it’s happening… I don’t want to go back.”

Grace didn’t interrupt. She just listened.

I kept going, the words surfacing like they’d been waiting too long. “Being Lindsay—wearing her clothes, moving through the world in her body, having you see me this way—it’s the first time I’ve ever felt like I was inhabiting my life instead of performing it. And I know I still look half-boy, half-girl. I know I’m not finished.”

I looked up at her, my eyes stinging. “But I want to be.”

Grace’s expression changed—softened into something proud, something that cracked my heart wide open. She picked up the bottle, twisted it open, and gently shook a single pill into her palm. Then she offered it to me like it was a gift.

Because it was.

“If you’re ready,” she said.

I reached out with trembling fingers and took it. My whole body was quiet. I pressed it to my lips, then placed it on my tongue. Grace handed me a glass of water. I swallowed.

No hesitation.

No apology.

Just choice.

When I set the glass down, her hand curled gently around mine.

“You’re so brave,” she whispered.

I let out a shaky breath. “I don’t feel brave.”

“You will,” she said. “You will when your breasts grow rounder. When your voice softens. When people call you ma’am without hesitation. You’ll feel it every day you choose yourself. And I’ll be here for all of it.”

I pressed my forehead to hers. I didn’t cry, but something inside me exhaled—like it had been holding its breath since the moment I picked up the wrong pill.

Grace pulled me into her arms again, kissing me sweetly. Her girl. Her Lindsay.

And this time, I didn’t just feel transformed.

I felt reborn.


Newsletter


Want to stay up-to-date with Sasha Bloom?

Sign up to her newsletter!

Subscribers get access to updates on her latest books as well as notices about her ongoing specials and promotions.

Sign up here: https://sashabloom.com


About the Author


Sasha Bloom writes romantic and erotic transgender fiction filled with sensual fantasy-based transformations, tender awakenings, and the thrill of discovering what it means to be soft, sexy, and seen. Her stories explore gender transformation, body swap, feminization, and all the delicious, emotional chaos that comes with slipping into something silky and realizing you never want to take it off.

Sasha writes for anyone who’s ever looked in the mirror and wondered what it would feel like to become the woman inside—and be loved for her.


Also by Sasha Bloom


Becoming Her: A Transgender Feminization Fantasy

[image: Becoming Her: A Transgender Feminization Fantasy]


Evan needed a fresh start. A way to escape the emptiness he couldn’t explain. In the attic of his new home, he finds something unexpected—an antique mirror that doesn’t reflect him.

It reflects her.

Curvy. Gorgeous. Undeniably feminine.

When the mirror offers him seven days to live as Eve, he steps into a sensual, thrilling journey of self-discovery. Dressed in lace and flushed with desire, Eve explores her new body, her deepest wants… and the arms of the sexy neighbor who sees her for exactly who she is.

But as the seventh day approaches, only one question remains:

Will she ever want to go back?
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It started with a drunken joke… and a shooting star.

Luke never imagined that one night of teasing his girlfriend would end with him waking up in her clothes—and in a woman’s body. But when Claire’s playful wish turns real, Luke finds himself living as Lily: curvy, beautiful, and undeniably feminine.

At first, it’s awkward, but under Claire’s guiding touch, Lily begins to discover the thrill of heels, the softness of lace, and the secret pleasure of being seen as a woman. As the weekend unfolds, their connection deepens—until desire becomes devotion, and transformation becomes truth.

Now Lily isn’t sure she wants to go back. And Claire? She might not let her.
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