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The Feminization Trial



The bar hummed with lazy Thursday night energy—half full, half interested, half-hearted flirting bouncing between tables like stray darts missing their mark. I leaned back in our booth, arms stretched out behind me, that slow, confident grin curling across my face. The girls at the next table were already watching. I didn’t blame them. At six-two with the kind of shoulders that filled out a T-shirt just right and hair that always looked like I rolled out of bed sexy, I didn’t need to try. I just had it.

Jake, my best friend since high school, raised an eyebrow at me over his beer. He was the polished one—clean-cut, button-downs, probably read Wired for fun. Smart guy, but he always acted like I was just a walking hormone with decent genetics.

"You’re such a damn peacock, man," he said, smirking.

I shrugged. “What can I say? Some of us peak early.”

"Yeah? You ever think maybe you’re too cocky? Like, you lean on the looks and charm ‘cause you’re afraid that’s all you’ve got?"

That made me laugh. “Afraid? I’m thriving.”

He leaned forward, eyes glinting like he had something up his sleeve. “Okay, then. Prove it. Do something that actually puts your... assets to the test.”

I narrowed my eyes, curious. “What are you talking about?”

He slid his phone across the table. An ad was open on the screen:

“SEEKING MALE PARTICIPANTS — Libido & Vitality Study. Compensation Provided.”

A generic photo of a shirtless guy flexing like he was auditioning for a cologne ad hovered above the text.

I snorted. “No way. A sex drive study? That’s your big challenge?”

Jake shrugged, grinning. “What, you scared? I thought you were overflowing with testosterone. Should be right up your alley. Unless you think the screening questions are gonna expose something you’ve been hiding.”

“Oh, screw you,” I said, but I was already reaching for the phone. “You think I’m all talk? I live the talk. This’ll be the easiest couple hundred bucks I’ve ever made.”

“Then go for it. Show the science nerds what peak male performance looks like.”

I tapped the Apply Now button without hesitation. The form asked for my name, age, and a few questions about my general health and lifestyle. I breezed through it. I was twenty-two, worked out five days a week, barely got hangovers. What was the worst that could happen?

Jake leaned back, amused. “They’re probably gonna put you on pills that make you hornier than a frat boy at spring break.”

“Then I’ll send you the bill for my condoms.”

The confirmation email hit my inbox a second later.

“Congratulations! Your preliminary application has been accepted. Please report to Vitalis Clinic for intake.”

I showed Jake the screen. “Boom. Done.”

He raised his beer. “To your medical-grade ego, bro.”

We clinked bottles, and the girls at the next table giggled. I gave them a wink, feeling bulletproof.

Not even a flicker of hesitation crossed my mind. I had no idea that signing up would be more than a joke. I had no clue that libido wasn't the only thing they were about to change.
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The next morning, the novelty of what I’d done at the bar hadn't worn off.

If anything, it clung to me like the buzz of cheap beer, lingering just under my skin. Signing up for a drug trial? A libido enhancer, no less? Yeah, real smooth, Evan. Real alpha.

I pulled up outside the Vitalis Clinic and killed the engine, staring up at the pristine glass building . The place didn’t scream seedy pharmaceutical experiment. It was clean. Modern. Sterile in a way that made the hairs on the back of my neck lift.

Inside, the lobby smelled like fresh lemon polish and overpriced hand sanitizer. The walls gleamed white under soft fluorescent lights. Everything about it was sleek—just like the woman walking toward me with a clipboard tucked under one arm and a knowing little smile playing on her lips.

She had that kind of effortless beauty that didn’t need fixing. Long, dark hair swept into a loose ponytail. Full, glossy lips curled in a smirk that said she already knew too much about me.

And her body—curvy, confident—was wrapped in a pale blue nurse’s uniform that clung to her hips and dipped just low enough at the neckline to make me shift awkwardly in my sneakers. See? I didn’t need a libido pill. I was ready for the next hot woman willing to bend over.

"Mr. Carter?" she asked, stopping in front of me.

I straightened a little, forcing a grin. "That's me."

"Nurse Cassidy." She offered her hand, firm and warm. "You’re here for the Vitalis Libido and Vitality Enhancement Trial?"

I almost laughed, but caught myself just in time. "Yeah. Guess so."

Cassidy’s eyes danced, like she was already in on some joke I wasn’t smart enough to catch. "Perfect. Let’s get you started."

She led me down a long hallway, the soft pad of her white sneakers barely making a sound. I tried not to stare at the way her hips swayed, tried not to imagine what that little curve at the small of her back would feel like under my hands.

The exam room she ushered me into was as stark and bright as the lobby, with a single high-backed chair in the center and a small table beside it. A tray sat on top, lined with a neat row of tiny vials and a single glass of water.

Cassidy picked up a tablet and started scrolling. "You're aware of the trial parameters?"

"Uh, daily pill. Weekly check-ins." I nodded, glancing at the vials. "Boosts libido, makes me a sex god—not that I need help in that department, I assure you. Still, it sounds pretty straightforward."

That smirk deepened, and for a second, her gaze dipped deliberately down my body before snapping back to my face. “It’s not quite that simple. We do have to warn you about possible side effects."

"Like what?" I asked, cocky, playing it cool.

Cassidy shrugged, a teasing tilt to her mouth. "Changes in mood. Heightened sensitivity. Mild shifts in... physical characteristics."

I raised an eyebrow. "Sounds kinky."

Her laugh was low and throaty. "Some patients report… surprising results." She paused, as if daring me to ask.

When I didn’t, she leaned in just a little closer—close enough that I caught a whiff of her perfume, something sweet and warm and dizzying.

"Do you think you can handle it, Evan?"

It was stupid how fast my pulse kicked up. I flashed her my most reckless grin, the one that usually got me into trouble. "I can handle anything you throw at me."

"Good." Cassidy picked up one of the vials, popped a tiny pill into her palm, and handed it to me along with the glass of water.

"First dose is supervised."

I tossed it back without thinking, letting the pill slide down my throat as easily as another bad decision.

Cassidy watched me the whole time, her lashes low, her lips curving slow and sure into a smile that felt like a challenge.

"Perfect," she said, taking the glass from my hand, her fingers brushing mine for a half-second too long.

"Now," she added, tapping her tablet with a sharp click, "we'll see just how good you are at handling surprises."

And for the first time since last night’s dare, I felt a twinge of something unexpected twisting in my gut.

Excitement. And maybe... just a little fear.
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The drive home felt ordinary at first. The sky was that dull, clouded gray that made the afternoon look like evening, and the radio hummed soft pop songs under the crackle of static. I drummed my fingers on the steering wheel, feeling a little smug.

First appointment? Crushed it.

Nurse Cassidy? Hot as hell.

The pill? Barely a blip on the radar.

But halfway home, a strange warmth started to bloom low in my belly.

At first, I thought it was just the cheap coffee I’d grabbed on the way out. But as the heat spread across my chest and down into my groin, I realized this was something else. Something... deeper.

I shifted in my seat, tugging at my T-shirt where it clung tighter across my chest than it had when I left the house that morning. My jeans felt uncomfortable too, snug in a way that wasn’t entirely unpleasant. More like the denim was rubbing in all the right places—and maybe a few new places, too.

By the time I stumbled through my front door, I was sweating lightly, the kind of slow, sticky heat that clung to the inside of my clothes and made my skin feel hypersensitive. I peeled my shirt off, tossing it over the back of the couch, and padded toward the bathroom, needing a mirror.

Needing proof that nothing weird was happening.

In the mirror, I looked mostly the same—same messy brown hair, same stubborn stubble on my jaw.

But... my chest looked a little different.

Not dramatic. Not obvious.

Just a tiny bit puffier around the nipples, the skin flushed a warm pink like I’d spent too long in the sun.

I rubbed a hand over my chest, feeling a jolt of unexpected pleasure spark through me.

Sensitive. Tender.

Weirdly... nice.

I laughed it off, shaking my head. Probably just a placebo effect. I was letting Cassidy’s little teasing warning about "side effects" get under my skin.

I grabbed a bottle of water, flopped onto the couch, and put on some mindless show. Tried to pretend I didn’t notice the way the fabric of my couch cushions felt almost erotic against my bare skin.

Tried to pretend I wasn’t squirming a little.

By the time night fell, the warmth had dulled to a low, pulsing hum in my body. Not painful. Not even uncomfortable.

Just there.

Thick and heavy and waiting.

I dragged myself to bed, the sheets cool and silky against my skin. The moment I closed my eyes, I dropped into sleep like a stone.

And the dreams—God, the dreams.

I was standing in front of a mirror, but it wasn’t me looking back.

It was someone softer. Smaller.

Delicate curves under creamy skin.

A mouth made for gasping, begging.

A pair of hands—my hands—trailing down my sides, over hips that flared gently outward, over thighs that pressed together tight and needy.

In the dream, I wore something delicate and sheer—a tiny scrap of lace that clung to my new, dangerous curves like a second skin.

And I felt so... good.

So complete.

So right.

When I woke up, gasping and tangled in my sheets, the dream still clung to me, vivid and wild and burning under my skin.

My cock throbbed half-hard against the mattress, but it wasn’t the frantic, aching need I usually woke up with after a dirty dream.

It was slower. Deeper.

A lazy, liquid kind of pleasure that made me want to roll onto my back and stretch like a cat.

I rubbed my eyes and sat up—and winced.

My nipples.

Holy shit, my nipples.

They were tender to the touch, the slightest brush of fabric sending shivers through my body.

And they looked... puffy. Plump.

Swollen just enough to notice.

I stared at my chest in the dim morning light, heart thudding hard against my ribs.

This wasn’t in my head.

This wasn’t placebo.

Something was happening.

And somewhere, in the back of my mind, I could still feel the ghost of that dream whispering promises of more. Of softness. Of surrender.

I should’ve been scared.

I should’ve called someone.

Instead, I found myself touching the soft swell under my fingertips again—and smiling.
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It took everything I had not to fidget in the waiting room.

The sterile air of the Vitalis Clinic clung to my skin, and every time I shifted, my shirt brushed against my chest, making me flinch. It wasn’t pain exactly.

It was worse.

It was a kind of raw sensitivity that had me squirming in my seat, half hard and half horrified.

I crossed my arms over my chest, subtly trying to hide the soft puffiness around my nipples. It wasn’t much, not yet, but it was enough that I noticed—and enough that anyone looking too closely might notice too.

Like Nurse Cassidy.

The door to the exam rooms clicked open, and there she was—standing in her pale blue scrubs, hair pulled back in a loose ponytail, her mouth curving into that knowing smile that made my stomach twist.

God, she was beautiful.

Confident. Effortless.

And the way her sharp brown eyes raked over me made me feel smaller somehow. Softer.

"Mr. Carter," she said, her voice all warm amusement. "Right on time. Come on back."

I swallowed hard and followed her down the hall, every step making me more aware of the strange, tender weight on my chest and the way my hips seemed to brush against the seams of my jeans more than they used to.

No way Cassidy would notice.

I just had to play it cool. Act normal.

Inside the exam room, the lights were too bright, the walls too white.

The exam table sat in the middle of the room like a stage.

Cassidy patted it. "Shirt off, please."

I hesitated, just for a second.

Her eyebrow arched.

Slowly, I tugged my T-shirt over my head, dropping it onto the chair beside me.

The cool air kissed my bare skin, and I shivered.

Cassidy stepped closer, tablet in hand, stylus tapping idly against the screen.

Her gaze dipped over me—down my chest, across my waist—and I swore her mouth twitched like she was trying not to smile.

"Feeling any changes yet?" she asked, her tone casual.

I shrugged, trying not to let my voice crack. "Not really."

"Liar," she said, grinning.

Then she reached out—and her fingers brushed the side of my breast.

Breast.

Jesus.

I jerked instinctively, the touch sending a jolt of sensation straight through me.

"Extra sensitive," Cassidy murmured, scribbling something onto her tablet like she hadn't just turned me inside out with a single touch.

"Totally normal. Means the treatment’s working."

She moved around me with unhurried ease, fingers trailing lightly down my sides as if she was just making notes—but every brush of her skin against mine left me hotter, needier, and somehow even more aware of how my body was no longer just mine.

It was changing.

And she could see every bit of it.

Cassidy picked up a soft tape measure from the tray beside the exam table.

"Let's check those numbers," she said, voice low.

She wrapped the tape around my chest, tugging just firm enough to make me breathe a little faster.

"Hmm," she said thoughtfully. "Definitely fuller."

Her fingers lingered as she adjusted the tape lower, measuring the swell of my hips.

Her thumb stroked against the bone there, slow and deliberate.

"And these..." she murmured. "These are going to be very, very pretty hips soon, Evan."

I bit the inside of my cheek, trying to keep the heat from rushing all the way up my face—but I could feel the blush burning anyway.

Cassidy chuckled under her breath, stepping back to jot down the numbers.

"You're doing great," she said. "Better than most, actually."

I cleared my throat, desperate to feel normal again. "So, uh... when do the real side effects start?"

She tilted her head, a slow smirk curving her lips. "Oh, honey. They already have."

My heart thudded against my ribs.

She wasn’t wrong.

I could feel it, humming under my skin, reshaping me a little more every minute I sat there under her gaze.

Cassidy set the tablet aside and crossed her arms over her chest, studying me with a look that was almost... possessive.

Almost proud.

"By next week," she said, "I wouldn't be surprised if you’re even prettier."

The word hit me like a punch to the gut.

Prettier.

Not stronger.

Not tougher.

Prettier.

And the worst part?

The part that twisted low in my stomach and made my toes curl inside my sneakers?

I wanted it.

I wanted to see what she saw when she looked at me like that.

Cassidy’s smile softened, her voice dipping into something almost intimate.

"Don’t worry, Evan. We’ll take real good care of you."

I swallowed hard, nodding because I didn’t trust my voice.

She handed me a small bottle of pills with a sly wink.

"Daily dose. Same time every morning. And remember..."

Her fingers brushed my palm as she pressed the bottle into my hand.

"...No skipping. We’re just getting started."

I grabbed my shirt and stumbled out of the exam room, my heart racing, the bottle of pills clutched tight in my fist.

The air outside felt too sharp. Too real.

And somewhere deep inside me, beneath the confusion and fear, was something even more dangerous.

Excitement.

[image: ]


The next few days were a blur of subtle betrayals.

Little things at first. Tiny shifts I could almost ignore if I squinted hard enough.

The swelling in my chest didn’t go away.

It got worse.

By day three, I had little mounds pressing against my shirts, tender and soft, with nipples that seemed permanently hard. Every time fabric so much as brushed across them, a shiver raced through me so sharp and sweet that I had to grit my teeth to keep from moaning.

And it wasn’t just my chest.

My skin, once rough and weathered from years of sun and sweat, turned soft. Silky. I couldn’t stop touching myself—my arms, my stomach, my thighs—just to feel that alien smoothness under my fingertips.

Even my muscles, once tight and corded, seemed to shrink by the hour, leaving my body looking leaner. Narrower.

Prettier.

I hated how much I noticed it.

How much I... liked it.

The worst part came at night, when the quiet settled around me and there was nothing left to do but deal with the heat simmering low in my gut.

A new kind of need.

Not the hard, driving hunger I was used to.

Something softer. Slower. More desperate.

It took me two nights of squirming in bed, wide-eyed and aching, before I finally gave in.

I threw off the covers, stripped naked, and wrapped my hand around my cock.

Or at least... what was left of it.

Even that felt different. Smaller. Softer.

And when I started stroking, the sensation wasn’t right—or maybe it was too right.

It didn’t burn the way it used to, that frantic, sharp climb toward release.

This was something else.

A slow unfurling. A molten build that spread from my groin all the way up my spine, setting every inch of my body on fire.

My nipples throbbed in time with my heartbeat. My hips bucked helplessly into my own hand. I whimpered—an honest-to-God whimper—and the sound of it only made the heat inside me spike harder.

I tried to speed up, desperate for the familiar finish line.

But my body didn’t want fast.

It wanted more.

I twisted my wrist on the upstroke, brushed the tip of my thumb across the slick head of my cock—and gasped.

Pleasure hit me so hard my knees curled up toward my chest without me meaning to. My back arched off the mattress. My free hand clawed at the sheets. I was moaning now, high and breathy and wrong, but it felt too good to stop.

When the orgasm hit, it wasn’t a quick explosion.

It was a rolling, crashing wave that shattered through me, leaving me trembling, clenching, and gasping into the empty room.

I lay there afterward, stunned.

My chest heaving.

My thighs slick with sweat.

I didn’t know how long I stayed like that—naked, flushed, still twitching with aftershocks—but when I finally managed to lift my head and look down at myself, I barely recognized what I saw.

Soft, flushed skin. Puffy nipples. Narrow hips.

A cock that looked small and spent and somehow almost shy tucked between my thighs.

Panic clawed up the back of my throat.

This wasn’t supposed to happen.

This wasn’t normal.

I swung my legs off the bed and stumbled to the mirror, staring at my reflection like maybe it would explain what the hell was happening to me.

It didn’t.

It just confirmed the truth.

I wasn’t imagining it.

I wasn’t exaggerating.

My body was changing.

Faster and faster.

And no amount of bravado or denial could stop it.

The worst part—the part I couldn’t admit even to myself—was that deep down, under all the fear and confusion, a tiny part of me was thrilled.

Thrilled to see myself soften.

Thrilled to feel... pretty.

I pressed a hand to my chest, feeling the small but undeniable swell there.

My nipples stiffened under my palm, and a shudder wracked my whole body.

Fuck, I wanted more.
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A few days later, Jake texted me out of nowhere, saying he was in the neighborhood and had a new game he wanted me to try.

Before I could make up an excuse, he was already banging on my door, shouting my name like he owned the place.

I panicked.

I tugged a hoodie over my body, yanking the sleeves down to hide how slender my arms had gotten.

My heart hammered as I shuffled toward the door, feeling the lace of my panties rub against my skin with every step, a sharp, thrilling reminder of what I was hiding.

When I opened the door, Jake barreled inside without waiting for an invite, tossing a greasy bag of takeout onto the kitchen counter.

"Bro," he said, grinning wide. "Missed you, man."

I forced a smile, tugging the hem of my hoodie lower, praying he wouldn’t look too closely.

Praying he wouldn’t notice the delicate swell of my chest beneath the thick fabric.

The softer curve of my hips.

The way I moved differently now—lighter. Smaller.

Jake grabbed two beers from the fridge and tossed one at me.

I fumbled it, my reflexes slower, and he laughed.

"You getting soft on me, Evan?" he teased.

I swallowed hard, my cheeks burning.

He had no idea how close to the truth he was.

We sank into the couch, the TV flickering to life.

Jake chatted about work, girls, bullshit—his voice loud and easy, like nothing had changed.

But I could feel his eyes flicking toward me.

Lingering.

Frowning.

"You alright, man?" he asked finally. "You look... different."

I stiffened, my beer sweating in my palm.

"Yeah," I said too fast. "Just... new diet."

Jake arched an eyebrow, his gaze dragging over me again.

"Dude," he said slowly, "are you... wearing makeup?"

I froze.

I hadn't even realized the faint mascara I'd forgotten to wipe off earlier—just a soft darkening of my lashes, subtle, but not subtle enough under the living room lights.

Jake leaned in, squinting.

"Is that... eyeliner?"

Panic flared.

I stood up too quickly, the hem of my hoodie riding up—and Jake’s eyes snapped to the glimpse of my thighs.

The smooth skin.

The unmistakable outline of lacy panties.

His mouth dropped open.

"Evan," he breathed. "What the hell?"

I stumbled backward, tugging the hoodie down, shame and fear crashing over me.

"It’s not—" I started, but my voice cracked—higher, softer than it used to be.

Jake stood too, towering over me now, looking stunned.

"Bro," he said, voice low, "what’s going on? You... you look like..."

He trailed off, shaking his head, his hands fisting at his sides.

I wrapped my arms around myself, wishing I could disappear.

"It’s the libido study," I said, voice shaking. "From our dare? Remember? It’s... changing me."

Jake stared at me like he didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

And honestly, neither did I.

The silence stretched long and painful.

Finally, Jake scrubbed a hand through his hair, muttering something under his breath.

"You’re serious," he said. "This is... real."

I nodded miserably.

Jake let out a long, slow breath.

Then, to my utter shock, he laughed—short, sharp, and not unkind.

"Only you, man," he said, shaking his head. "Only you would actually go through with this crazy libido trial and end up... whatever this is. Your pride just won’t let you give up."

I flushed hot, tears stinging my eyes. I didn’t know how to tell him it was more than that. That I was starting to enjoy this.

But Jake clapped a hand on my shoulder—gentler than I expected—and squeezed.

"You’re still you," he said, voice rough. "Even if you’re a little prettier now."

I laughed wetly, the tension breaking all at once.

Jake ruffled my hair like he used to back when we were stupid teenagers, and I swatted him away half-heartedly.

"Come on," he said. " You can tell me everything. And maybe—we can have a little fun.”

We sat on the couch, after I’d told him everything, the silence between us thicker than ever.

Jake kept sneaking glances at me—at my bare thighs, my flushed cheeks, my small, budding breasts pushing against the thin fabric of my hoodie.

"You're really changing, huh?" he said finally, voice rough.

I nodded, my throat too tight to speak.

Jake shifted in his seat, spreading his legs wider, his jeans stretching tight over his thighs. His gaze flicked down my body again, lingering a little longer this time.

"You know," he said slowly, smirking, "you probably oughta... test a few things out."

I blinked at him, confused. "Test?"

He shrugged, grinning, but there was a tension underneath it—a heat that hadn’t been there before.

"I mean, you got this new body," he said. "Might as well... find out what it can do."

I stared at him, my heart pounding.

Jake leaned in, his voice dropping to a teasing murmur.

"You ever wonder what it would be like?"

He paused. Let it hang there between us.

"With a guy?"

The words landed heavy, shocking, electric.

I swallowed hard. My thighs pressed together instinctively.

"I—I don’t know," I whispered, my voice small and breathy.

Jake’s grin widened, but there was something softer in his eyes.

Something almost... protective.

"No pressure, bro," he said, his hand resting casually on his thigh—close enough that I couldn't miss the outline of his cock straining against his jeans.

"But if you wanna practice..."

He shrugged again, casual and cocky.

"You can start with me."

The room spun.

I should’ve said no.

I should’ve laughed it off.

But instead, I stared at the bulge in his jeans—bigger than I remembered, somehow intimidating and exciting all at once—and felt a rush of heat pulse between my legs.

I wanted to.

God help me, I wanted to.

I nodded, barely breathing.

Jake leaned back against the couch, spreading his legs wider, his cock tenting the denim obscenely.

I crawled onto the floor in front of him, my fingers trembling as I reached for the button of his jeans.

He helped me, lifting his hips, working the zipper down until his cock sprang free—thick and heavy, already slick at the tip.

I stared at it, my heart pounding.

This was Jake.

My best friend.

And I was about to put him in my mouth.

My fingers wrapped around the base, tentative and shaking, and Jake let out a low groan that made my own body throb.

I hesitated, my mouth hovering just above him, my breath ghosting over his skin.

"You don't have to," Jake said, voice rough but gentle.

But I wanted to.

I needed to.

I leaned in and let my lips brush the head of his cock—soft, wet, tentative.

Jake hissed through his teeth, his hand fisting in my hair—but not pushing. Just holding.

I opened my mouth and took him in slowly, inch by inch, feeling the heavy weight of him against my tongue.

It was surreal—having my best friend's cock in my mouth—but also... exhilarating.

I felt small. Feminine.

Desired.

Jake groaned low, his hips twitching up toward my mouth.

"Fuck, Ev," he muttered, his hand tightening slightly. "You’re... really good at this."

I blushed, my cheeks burning, but the praise only made me bolder.

I hollowed my cheeks, dragging my mouth down his shaft, loving the way he shuddered above me, the way he whispered my name like a prayer.

This wasn’t just about experimenting anymore.

It was about belonging.

I bobbed my head slowly, letting the wet, slick sounds fill the room, feeling Jake’s cock throb against my tongue with every desperate moan he let slip.

He was close.

I could feel it—the way his thighs tensed, the way his breathing turned ragged.

"You gonna let me cum in that pretty mouth?" he rasped.

The words made me shiver, my cock stirring uselessly between my legs, aching for something I couldn't even name.

I sucked harder in response, my answer clear.

With a broken groan, Jake’s hips bucked, and he came—thick, hot spurts filling my mouth.

I swallowed automatically, cheeks flaming, heart racing with a wild, desperate joy.

Jake slumped back against the couch, panting, his hand stroking my hair lazily.

"You’re a natural," he said, grinning down at me.

I wiped my mouth shyly, feeling dazed and stupidly proud.

I had done it.

And deep down, beneath all the shame and confusion, was a dangerous, dizzying truth:

I wanted to do it again.
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By the time my second clinic appointment rolled around, it wasn’t just the swelling on my chest I had to worry about.

It was the way my hips curved a little more when I walked.

The way my skin caught the light—soft, luminous.

The way every brush of fabric against my body felt like a tiny, secret thrill.

I kept my hoodie zipped up high, tugging at the sleeves as I sat stiffly in the waiting room, praying nobody would notice how different I looked.

How different I felt.

The door opened with a soft click.

And there she was.

Cassidy.

Dressed in those pale blue scrubs that hugged every soft curve of her hips, her hair pulled back in a sleek ponytail, she looked like a walking, breathing temptation.

Her smile deepened when she saw me—something wicked glinting in her brown eyes.

"Right on time, Mr. Carter," she said, her voice low and teasing.

My heart stuttered. I stood, shoving my hands in my pockets to hide the way they were trembling.

Cassidy led me back to the same sterile, too-bright exam room.

The second the door clicked shut behind us, she turned, crossing her arms and giving me a once-over that made my skin prickle with heat.

"Go ahead and strip down," she said, voice casual, almost bored. But her gaze was anything but.

It pinned me in place. Unraveled me.

Slowly, I peeled off my hoodie, dropping it onto the chair. My T-shirt followed, the cotton brushing painfully across my now swollen, sensitive nipples.

Cassidy made a small, appreciative sound low in her throat.

I flushed, staring anywhere but at her.

When I dared glance back, she was standing closer, tablet forgotten in one hand, the other reaching out—lightly, deliberately—until her fingers brushed the curve of my breast.

I flinched. The touch sent a jolt straight to my core.

Cassidy hummed, her thumb skimming over the tight little peak of my nipple, watching me shudder under her hand.

"So sensitive," she murmured. "You're coming along beautifully."

I opened my mouth to argue, to deny it—but all that came out was a soft, breathy whimper.

God, I hated how needy I sounded.

How good it felt.

Cassidy’s smirk deepened.

She stepped around me, slow and deliberate, her fingertips trailing down my sides, mapping the new contours of my body.

When she reached my hips, she gave a soft, pleased hum.

"Look at these curves," she said. "You're filling out so nicely."

Her hands dipped lower, brushing over the gentle outward flare where my hips had widened, fingertips lingering just long enough to make my knees wobble.

"You must be taking your pills like a good boy," she added, her voice dropping even lower.

I nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

Cassidy picked up the soft tape measure from the counter.

"Let's see," she said.

She wrapped it around my chest first, pulling it snug—not tight enough to hurt, but just enough that I felt the weight of her touch.

Her fingers brushed the sides of my budding breasts, teasing the sensitive flesh with every adjustment.

"Almost a full A-cup already," she mused aloud, tapping something into her tablet. "Impressive."

I bit my lip, burning under her gaze.

The arousal pooling low in my belly wasn’t hard and urgent like it used to be.

It was soft. Needy.

A slow ache that made my thighs clench together helplessly.

Cassidy moved to measure my hips next, her hands sliding low and slow, grazing the waistband of my jeans.

"You’re shaping up perfectly," she said. "By next time, you might just out-pretty the girls in the waiting room."

I made a strangled sound, part laugh, part groan—and she caught it.

Caught the way I squirmed under her touch.

Caught the way my chest heaved, nipples tight and aching for attention.

She leaned in, lips brushing the shell of my ear.

"Do you like the changes, Evan?" she whispered.

I squeezed my eyes shut, humiliated by the way my cock stirred weakly between my thighs, already leaking, already desperate—and not in the way it used to be.

I wanted to be touched.

Wanted to be praised.

Wanted her to keep looking at me like I was something sweet and precious and hers.

Cassidy chuckled under her breath, pulling away just enough to flash me a wicked smile.

"You’re doing so well," she said, plucking a small bag off the counter.

She pressed it into my hands.

I blinked down at it—and my heart nearly stopped.

Inside was a pair of delicate, lacy pink panties.

"Just a little something for next time," Cassidy said lightly. "You know, for... fun."

My cheeks flamed so hot I thought they might combust.

"I—I can’t wear—" I stammered.

Her eyes twinkled.

"You don't have to," she said sweetly. "But you'd look so pretty in them."

I clutched the bag against my chest like a lifeline, unable to meet her gaze.

Cassidy stepped close again, brushing her fingers down the bare skin of my arm, slow and possessive.

"Promise me you’ll keep taking your pills, Evan," she said, voice like silk.

I nodded, helpless.

She leaned in, her lips barely brushing my ear.

"And next time," she whispered, "I want to see just how pretty you can get."

I stumbled out of the clinic ten minutes later, my heart pounding, my body aching in ways I didn’t even have words for.

The tiny bag crinkled in my hand with every step I took.
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I don’t know what possessed me when I got home.

Maybe it was the way Cassidy’s fingers had brushed my skin, the way her voice had dripped sweet and wicked promises into my ear.

Maybe it was the tiny pink bag still crinkling in my hand.

I dropped my keys onto the counter, the sound too loud in the quiet apartment. My heart hammered as I pulled out the panties she’d given me—a delicate wisp of lace, softer and prettier than anything I'd ever touched before.

I told myself I was just going to look at them. Just satisfy my curiosity.

Instead, I found myself stepping out of my jeans and boxers, standing bare and vulnerable in the middle of my living room.

The cool air kissed my skin, raising goosebumps along my thighs and arms.

Slowly, almost reverently, I stepped into the panties.

The lace slid up my legs, hugging my hips, cradling my cock with an intimate, almost possessive softness.

I stood there for a long moment, breathing hard, staring down at myself.

The panties didn’t look ridiculous on me.

They didn’t look like a joke.

They looked right.

The soft band of lace sat perfectly against the new curve of my hips. The tiny triangle of fabric barely covered me, framing my cock and balls like they were something precious.

I let my fingers trace along the edges, feeling the way the fabric molded to my skin, the way my body responded instantly—nipples tightening, cock thickening inside the soft trap of lace, thighs clenching involuntarily.

And then, without warning, the emotion hit me.

A wave crashed over me, fierce and overwhelming, leaving me gasping.

Tears welled up before I could stop them, blurring my vision, spilling hot and fast down my cheeks.

I crumpled onto the edge of the couch, clutching the hem of the panties like a lifeline.

It wasn’t sadness.

It wasn’t fear.

It was relief.

It was joy so raw and deep it broke something loose inside me.

For the first time in what felt like forever, I didn’t feel like I was fighting my own skin.

For the first time, I didn’t feel like I was pretending.

I felt... right.

I felt beautiful.

I sobbed quietly, pressing my face into my hands, overwhelmed but grateful, every part of me trembling with the force of it.

When the tears finally slowed, I sat back, wiping my face with the heel of my palm. My body was still humming—still thrumming with an energy that was part arousal, part peace, part desperate, aching need.

I needed to be touched.

Needed to be held.

Needed someone to look at me the way Cassidy did—like I was something delicate and precious and worth treasuring.

A deep, insistent craving bloomed in my chest, so strong it made my hands shake.

I wanted to be seen.

I wanted to be wanted.

Not as Evan, the cocky guy in a hoodie and jeans.

But as... whatever I was becoming.

I stood and caught my reflection in the darkened TV screen—bare chest, flushed skin, delicate pink lace wrapped around my hips—and something in my chest cracked open wider.

I touched my chest lightly, feeling the tender swell beneath my fingertips, the promise of more.

My nipples stiffened under my touch, sending a fresh wave of pleasure rolling through me.

I shivered, smiling through the lingering tears, and whispered to the empty room:

"I want this."

Maybe I had always wanted this.

And now, standing there trembling in stolen lace, I was finally brave enough to admit it.

Weeks slipped by, and by the time I caught my reflection one morning, the man I used to be was long gone.

I stood in front of the mirror in my bedroom, still blinking sleep from my eyes, and I barely recognized the body staring back at me.

My chest was full and perky now—soft mounds tipped with dusky pink nipples that stayed sensitive to even the lightest brush of air. My waist cinched in gently, curving outward into hips that were lush and womanly.

My legs looked longer, smoother.

Even my face had softened, my jawline blurring into something sweeter, my cheeks rounder, my lips plumper without me doing a thing.

The roughness in my voice was gone too, replaced with something breathy and high, the kind of soft lilt that made me sound almost... dainty.

I trailed my fingers down my sides, feeling the way my body had reshaped itself, and a shiver raced through me.

Every inch of me felt alive—buzzing with a quiet, humming energy that hadn't been there before.

I felt vibrant. Sexy. Emotional.

Real.

The soft lace of my panties hugged the new curves of my hips perfectly.

I tugged a matching bralette down over my tender breasts and caught sight of myself again in the mirror—delicate, flushed, almost glowing.

A slow, involuntary smile spread across my lips.

This was me now.

Not Evan, the cocky, rough-edged guy who strutted through life like he had nothing to prove.

This new version of me wanted to be seen. Admired. Desired.

I slipped a short black skirt over my panties, letting the fabric swish lightly against my bare thighs. The sensation alone made me squirm, made my cheeks heat with a helpless, giddy pleasure.

I twirled once, watching the skirt flare out, laughing breathlessly at the simple, stupid joy of it.

Most days now, I dressed like this.

Soft cotton bralettes. Delicate lace panties. Flirty little skirts.

Sometimes just around the apartment. Sometimes, when I was feeling brave, under my normal clothes outside.

It was addictive—the rush of feeling pretty. Feeling wanted, even if no one else knew.

And every time I brushed on a little mascara or smoothed a skirt over my thighs, it wasn’t just dressing up anymore.

It was claiming something.

Something that had been hidden deep inside me for far too long.

A part of me that craved attention.

Craved being looked at.

Craved being cherished.

I pressed a hand against my chest, feeling the soft weight of my breasts against my palm.

My nipples pebbled instantly under my touch, sending a hot, aching pulse between my thighs.

I wasn’t ashamed anymore.

I wanted more.

I wanted to be adored, touched, loved the way I’d always secretly yearned for without even knowing it.

A knock at my door startled me, and I scrambled for a hoodie—one of the few remaining relics of the old Evan—but even as I tugged it on, I smiled.

The lace underneath clung to my new curves, teasing me with every tiny movement.

Whoever was on the other side of that door didn’t know it yet.

But I was already halfway gone.

And there was no part of me that ever wanted to go back.
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A few days later, I received a text from Cassidy: Special appointment tonight. Wear something that makes you feel pretty. ;)

My heart skipped a beat when I read it, standing there in my bedroom, still wearing a skimpy bralette and a barely-there pair of lace panties. My skin tingled at the idea that she knew—that somehow, without me ever saying it out loud, she understood exactly what I needed.

By the time I arrived at the clinic, my nerves were on fire.

I wore my baggiest hoodie and jeans over delicate lingerie, but it didn’t help. I still felt bare. Exposed.

Cassidy met me at the door, her smile soft but wicked, her scrubs traded for a sleek, tight-fitting white dress that hugged every curve of her body.

One look at her, and I knew this wasn’t going to be a normal appointment.

"Come in," she said, her voice low and intimate. "We’ve got some... special checks to do tonight."

I swallowed hard and followed her down the hall, my sneakers squeaking softly against the polished floor.

The exam room looked the same—too bright, too clean—but the air between us buzzed with something heavy, electric.

Cassidy closed the door and locked it behind her.

Then she turned, eyes raking over me.

"Strip," she said simply.

My fingers trembled as I obeyed, tugging off my hoodie, peeling down my jeans, until I stood in just my lacy underthings. My cheeks burned, but the way Cassidy’s gaze darkened made something warm and dangerous curl low in my belly.

She prowled closer, fingertips skimming lightly down my arms.

"So beautiful," she murmured. "So soft. So ready."

I shivered as she circled me, slow and deliberate, her touch light as a whisper over the tender swells of my breasts, the curve of my ass under the lace.

When her fingers finally cupped my breasts—gently, possessively—I gasped, leaning into her without meaning to.

"You’ve blossomed so perfectly," she whispered against my ear.

"Do you know how sexy you are?"

I whimpered, my body betraying me, nipples pebbling, thighs clenching together uselessly.

Cassidy smiled like she already knew every filthy thought racing through my mind.

She tilted my chin up, forcing me to meet her eyes.

"Tell me what you want, Evan," she said, her voice a silken command.

I bit my lip, ashamed. Desperate.

"I... I want—" I choked out, the words catching on my tongue.

God, I wanted to be touched. To be claimed. To be taken.

Cassidy’s fingers slid between my thighs, brushing the damp spot already forming on my panties.

"You want to be used," she said softly. "Don’t you?"

My knees wobbled. A whimper escaped me.

"Say it," she coaxed. Her fingers pressed firmer, teasing me through the lace.

"I want it," I whispered, tears prickling at the corners of my eyes. "Please... Cassidy..."

She smiled like I’d given her a gift.

"Good girl," she murmured.

I barely noticed her reaching into the cabinet until she pulled out a long, sleek strap-on—black and thick, the kind of thing that made my mouth dry and my thighs clench tighter in a way I couldn’t pretend to be afraid of.

She took her time fitting it onto her hips, adjusting the straps, her eyes never leaving mine.

The sight of her—commanding, powerful, so achingly beautiful—made me ache in ways I didn’t even have names for.

Cassidy patted the exam table.

I heard the soft, obscene squelch of lube being applied behind me, the slick sounds making my skin break out in a fresh wave of goosebumps.

I squeezed my eyes shut, every nerve ending focused on the anticipation, the terrible, delicious waiting.

Then I felt her fingers—slick and warm—glide down my ass, pausing at my entrance. She circled it lazily, spreading the lube in slow, teasing motions that made my breath hitch.

Her touch was careful but firm, pressing just enough to make me squirm, teasing the tight ring of muscle until it fluttered helplessly under her fingertips.

A soft gasp escaped me as she dipped the very tip of her finger inside, a shallow breach that sent a hot, dizzy pulse straight to my cock.

I clutched the edge of the exam table, my knuckles whitening, hips rocking back instinctively, greedy for more even as embarrassment burned my cheeks.

"So eager," Cassidy purred, her voice dripping with wicked amusement.

I whimpered as she withdrew her finger, leaving me clenching around nothing.

Then I felt it—the blunt, slick tip of the strap-on nudging against me.

Wide. Unforgiving.

Perfect.

Cassidy placed one steady hand on my hip, anchoring me in place.

"Take a deep breath, sweetheart," she murmured.

I barely managed a shaky inhale before she began to press forward—slow, relentless, stretching me open inch by inch.

The initial burn made my eyes water, but beneath it was a deep, aching sweetness, a pressure that filled me in a way I hadn’t known I craved until now.

Cassidy moved carefully, giving me time to adjust, murmuring soft encouragements under her breath.

"Good girl," she whispered as the strap slid deeper, filling me so exquisitely full that I whimpered again, helpless against the flood of sensation.

When she bottomed out, her hips flush against my ass, I sagged against the table, trembling, panting, my body clenching greedily around the thick intrusion.

She didn’t pull back right away.

She stayed buried deep, one hand stroking soothing circles along my lower back, the other smoothing down the curve of my hip.

"You feel amazing," she whispered, the heat of her breath fanning across my sensitive skin.

"So tight. So perfect."

I moaned, the sound high and broken, shame and pleasure mixing until I couldn't tell them apart anymore.

And when Cassidy finally started to move—slow, shallow thrusts that made my toes curl and my cock leak against the cool vinyl of the table—I knew there was no going back.
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After we cleaned ourselves, Cassidy popped the question. “Would you want to grab some dinner tomorrow? Somewhere nice. Just us.”

I stared at her, my heart hammering.

This wasn’t another clinical appointment.

This was a date.

I agreed. Of course I did.
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The next evening, I took longer than I should have getting ready, trying on half the things in my closet before settling on a soft lavender blouse and a flowing black skirt that hugged my hips just right. Underneath, I wore the prettiest lingerie I owned—delicate lace, soft against my skin—because even if no one else would see it, I would know it was there.

And Cassidy might know too.

When I walked into the restaurant, Cassidy was already waiting.

She looked breathtaking—her dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her dress simple but clinging to every perfect curve.

Her eyes lit up when she saw me, and my stomach flipped in a way that had nothing to do with nerves and everything to do with the way she made me feel seen.

"Wow," she said, standing up to pull my chair out for me. Her fingers brushed the small of my back, lingering just a second too long. "You look absolutely beautiful tonight."

Heat rushed to my cheeks.

I ducked my head shyly, murmuring a soft "thank you" as I slipped into my seat.

Dinner was easy, surprisingly so.

We talked and laughed, and with every glance, every brush of her hand against mine, the tension between us thickened—sweeter, sharper.

Halfway through dessert, Cassidy set down her fork, her gaze turning serious.

"I need to tell you something," she said, her voice softer than I’d ever heard it.

My heart stuttered. "Okay."

She reached across the table, taking my hand in hers.

"I’ve fallen for you, Evan," she said, her thumb stroking slow circles against my knuckles. "Not just your body—though God knows you’re stunning—but you. The soul you're becoming. The way you glow now. The way you open up and let yourself be seen."

Tears welled up in my eyes before I could stop them.

I pressed my free hand to my mouth, trembling.

"I..." My voice cracked. I swallowed hard and tried again. "I’ve never been this happy. I've never felt... complete. Not until now."

The dam broke, and the tears spilled over, hot and fast.

Cassidy was out of her seat in a flash, kneeling beside me, cupping my face in her hands.

"You don’t have to hide anymore," she whispered. "You’re beautiful. You’re perfect. And I want you—exactly as you are."

I choked on a sob, nodding furiously.

"I want you too," I whispered.

Cassidy leaned in, brushing her lips against mine in the softest, sweetest kiss I’d ever known.

There was no urgency. No rush.

Just the slow, tender exploration of two people finding each other fully for the first time.

Her fingers tangled in my hair, her mouth moving over mine with aching reverence.

And when she finally pulled back, her forehead resting against mine, I realized I was smiling through my tears.

"Come home with me," she whispered. "Let me show you just how much I love every inch of you."

I nodded again, too overwhelmed to speak, but knowing without a doubt that I was exactly where I was meant to be.

And for the first time in my life, I wasn’t afraid of who I was becoming.

[image: ]


After dinner, we went back to Cassidy’s apartment. She turned to face me just past the threshold, her smile soft but devious, her eyes dark.

"Come here," she said, voice low and irresistible.

I dropped my jacket by the door without thinking and crossed the room to her. Cassidy caught me by the hand, her touch electric against my skin, and drew me toward the bedroom with a gentle tug.

Inside, the lights were low, the bed made up in soft white sheets that gleamed like satin.

Cassidy kissed me then—slow and sure—her hands slipping under my blouse, dragging the fabric up, up, until I lifted my arms and let her pull it over my head.

I stood there, trembling, in my lacy bralette and skirt, feeling more exposed than I ever had in my life.

But her gaze was worshipful, not judging.

She saw me.

All of me.

And she wanted me.

"You’re breathtaking," Cassidy murmured, her hands sliding reverently over my bare arms, my ribs, down to the gentle flare of my hips.

She pushed the skirt down next, leaving me standing there in just my bralette and panties. The cool air kissed my bare thighs, my skin prickling under her gaze.

"Lie down," she whispered, guiding me back onto the bed.

I obeyed, heart pounding, legs trembling as I stretched out across the cool sheets.

Cassidy took her time after that.

She climbed onto the bed beside me, straddling my hips, and slowly undressed me like I was the most precious thing she’d ever touched.

First the bralette, her fingers brushing feather-light over my tender, swollen breasts, making me shiver and whimper.

Then she kissed each nipple, slow and sweet, her tongue flicking teasingly until my back arched off the bed.

I gasped, overwhelmed by how good it felt, how much I needed her touch.

Next, she slipped her fingers under the waistband of my panties, dragging them down my thighs with agonizing slowness.

She pressed kisses to the inside of my legs as she went, making me squirm and whine softly, aching for more.

When I was finally bare for her, Cassidy sat back and looked me over like I was something to be devoured.

"So beautiful," she whispered. "So perfect."

I whimpered again, hips rolling up toward her involuntarily, desperate for more of her touch.

Cassidy smiled and leaned down, pressing a line of kisses from my bellybutton down to the tender place between my legs.

My breath hitched, my whole body tensing with anticipation.

But she didn’t rush.

She took her time.

She explored every inch of me with her mouth, her hands, her slow, maddening touches, until I was trembling, gasping, begging without even realizing I was doing it.

"Please," I whispered, my voice high and broken. "Cassidy... please..."

She shushed me gently, her fingers stroking soothing circles over my thighs.

"I’m going to take care of you, baby," she murmured. "Just let go. Let me love you."

I nodded frantically, tears burning behind my eyes, overwhelmed by how much I needed this—needed her.

Cassidy shifted, positioning my cock between her legs, guiding me with a sure, gentle hand.

I whimpered, feeling the slick heat of her against me—so close, so wet, so ready.

My cock, small and aching after all the changes, throbbed helplessly against her silky folds.

She moved slow, savoring it, rocking her hips just enough to tease me, to coat me in her warmth without giving me everything.

The head of my cock slipped against her entrance, and Cassidy moaned softly, her thighs tightening around my hips.

I gasped when she finally lowered herself onto me—slow, deliberate, inch by inch—until I was fully inside her.

The sensation nearly broke me.

It was nothing like before.

Nothing like when I was rougher, bigger, more forceful.

Now, buried inside her, I felt small.

Delicate.

She was in control—holding me, guiding me, taking me inside her like I was something precious to be cradled.

The tight, wet heat of her body hugged me perfectly, pulling me deeper in ways that made my toes curl and my breath catch.

Cassidy let out a low, satisfied groan as she settled her hips flush against mine.

She braced her hands against my chest—palming my soft, sensitive breasts—and began to move.

Slowly at first, rolling her hips in lazy, sinuous circles, grinding against me with a rhythm that made my whole body tremble.

I whimpered beneath her, clutching at the sheets, overwhelmed by the tenderness of it.

Every brush of her inner walls against my cock sent waves of pleasure flooding through me—not sharp, not desperate, but thick and sweet and all-consuming.

I felt so feminine underneath her—my body smaller, softer, more vulnerable—and that made every thrust, every grind, feel even more intoxicating.

Cassidy smiled down at me, her hair falling around her face like a dark halo, her hips moving with slow, deliberate confidence.

"You feel so good, baby," she whispered. "So perfect inside me."

I moaned, tears pricking the corners of my eyes again from how good it felt.

How right it felt.

She rode me harder then, still slow but with more pressure, grinding her hips in delicious circles that sent sparks shooting through my spine.

Her hands roamed my body, squeezing my breasts, trailing down my stomach, gripping my hips tightly as she moved faster.

I arched up into her touch, helpless, desperate, chasing the rising heat that was building low and deep between my thighs.

My cock throbbed inside her, leaking helplessly as she rode me, every slick, wet glide of her body squeezing me closer and closer to the edge.

Cassidy leaned down, capturing my mouth in a deep, tender kiss as her pace quickened.

I kissed her back with everything I had, pouring all my need, my love, my surrender into her.

The pleasure was too much—hot and liquid, pooling in my belly, coiling tighter and tighter.

Cassidy pulled back just enough to whisper against my lips:

"Come for me, baby."

And I did.

I cried out as the orgasm tore through me—deep, overwhelming, full-body—my whole world narrowing to the feeling of her wrapped around me, holding me, loving me.

Cassidy gasped too, her body tightening around me as she climaxed, grinding down against me in desperate, shuddering waves.

We clung to each other through it, shaking, gasping, riding the aftershocks together.

When it was over, Cassidy collapsed against me, her arms wrapping around my smaller frame, her breath warm against my neck.

I clung to her, my heart pounding, my body still trembling from the intensity of it.

She kissed my forehead softly, her fingers stroking slow, soothing circles against my back.

"You’re mine now," she whispered. "All mine."
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The world looked different now—softer, sweeter.

Or maybe I was the one who had changed.

Cassidy and I lived together in a bright, cozy apartment filled with plants and sunlight and little, happy memories.

Her laughter filled the rooms. Her kisses filled my heart.

And me?

I wasn’t the same cocky boy who had wandered into that bar months ago, bragging about how unstoppable he was.

I was something... more.

Something beautiful.

Every morning, I still took a little pill from the amber bottle on Cassidy’s nightstand.

Not because I had to anymore.

Because I wanted to.

Because every day, I wanted to feel my body grow softer, my curves fuller, my soul more radiant.

I wanted to keep blossoming—for her.

For me.

Tonight, the world outside the windows was quiet, bathed in the silver glow of a lazy moon.

Inside, the air was warm and soft, filled with the faint scent of vanilla and fresh sheets.

I wore a silky lavender nightie that hugged my body perfectly—the thin straps sliding off my bare shoulders, the hem brushing the tops of my thighs.

The lace trim tickled my skin every time I shifted, making me squirm in the sweetest way.

Cassidy lay behind me, her arms wrapped around my waist, her face nuzzled into the curve of my neck.

Her hand stroked lazy circles over my stomach, soothing and possessive all at once.

"You’re perfect," she whispered against my skin.

I smiled, feeling a deep, aching happiness swell inside me.

A feeling of wholeness. Of being loved not despite who I had become—but because of it.

I sighed, a soft, content sound, and snuggled closer into her embrace.

Her fingers toyed with the hem of my nightie, tracing the lace, teasing little shivers out of me.

"You’re everything I ever wanted," Cassidy murmured, her voice low and thick with emotion.

I blinked back sudden, stupid tears, overwhelmed by how safe, how seen I felt in her arms.

Cassidy pressed a kiss to my shoulder, her hand settling low on my belly, protective, claiming.

I was hers.

Completely.

And for the first time in my life, I wasn’t pretending to be happy.

I was happy.

Blissfully, utterly, beautifully happy.

The last thing I felt before sleep pulled me under was Cassidy’s hand sliding protectively over my waist—and the silky whisper of my nightie against my skin, a reminder that I was finally, completely myself..
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About the Author



Jane is a gender-fluid author of transgender, feminization and crossdressing short stories, who identifies as female.

When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.

To read more of Jane’s stories, click below.
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