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Introduction

“Still high from last night’s prank, I stood in front of the mirror and was shocked when the reflection showed a pretty girl wearing my shirt!”

This is an illustrated romance novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

My frat bros and I decided to pull a prank on the witch who lived near our campus. We egged her windows and fled her spooky premises—laughing our butts out like it was the coolest thing ever. It turned out that the prank was more for me than her when I woke up the next day with female body parts and perky sorority sisters.

The witch told me that the only way to lift the curse was to embrace my new version and make a guy fall in love with me at the Halloween ball. Yes, none of those made sense but who was I to question her when I was already in a dress with a dorm mate who kept dragging my butt to try girly clothes on and pushing me to kiss the hottest guy on campus.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

❖   I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

❖   I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

❖   I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Girly Curse.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

IT WAS SUPPOSED TO BE just another harmless prank. A few eggs, some toilet paper, and a lot of laughs. That was the plan, and I didn’t expect it to be anything more than that. After all, we were college seniors, and it had become something of a tradition. My frat brothers and I had been pulling dumb pranks like this every Halloween season for years. But this time, something felt different.

“Please, Ethan, I need you back in my life,” Georgia, the girl I ghosted texted for the nth time. I blocked her message and slid my phone into my pocket.
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“Come on, Ethan, don’t tell me you’re getting cold feet now,” Jake said, slapping me on the back as we stood outside the house at the edge of town. The house looked like something out of a horror movie—a creepy old place with overgrown weeds, broken shutters, and a porch that creaked in the wind. It was the perfect target for our prank.

“I’m not getting cold feet,” I snapped back. I wasn’t about to let Jake or any of the guys think I was chickening out. I had a reputation to uphold in the frat, and there was no way I was backing down from this.

“Well, then grab the eggs and let’s get this over with,” Tyler said, tossing a carton of eggs into my hands. He had that usual cocky grin plastered on his face, the one that always pissed me off. He was the guy who never seemed to worry about anything and always made me feel like I had something to prove.

I glanced back at the house. It definitely looked abandoned. At least, that’s what we thought. Rumors around campus said that some crazy old lady lived there, but we hadn’t seen anyone going in or out for months. The perfect setup.

“All right, let’s do this,” I muttered under my breath, stepping forward with the eggs.

We started throwing them at the house, one by one. The eggs splattered against the windows, leaving streaks of yellow goo running down the glass. Jake and Tyler were laughing like idiots, and I couldn’t help but join in. It felt good to let loose, to forget about midterms and everything else that was stressing me out.

“Dude, this is epic,” Jake yelled, grabbing a roll of toilet paper and tossing it up into the trees. The white streamers fluttered down like ghosts, and for a moment, I felt like we were unstoppable.

But then, something weird happened. I was about to launch another egg when I saw movement in one of the upstairs windows. At first, I thought I was imagining it, just the wind playing tricks on me. But then I saw her. A woman, standing in the window, staring down at us. Her face was pale, and her eyes were locked onto mine. I froze, the egg slipping from my hand and smashing against the ground.

“Guys…” I started, but Jake and Tyler were too busy laughing to notice. I felt a chill run down my spine as I stared up at her. She didn’t move, didn’t say anything. Just stood there, watching me. It was like she was looking straight into my soul.

“Ethan, what the hell are you doing?” Tyler’s voice broke my concentration, and I tore my eyes away from the window.

“There’s someone up there,” I said, pointing at the house.

Jake glanced up and shrugged. “Who cares, dude? It’s probably just some old lady. Let’s finish up and get out of here.”

But I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong. The way she was staring at me—it wasn’t normal. It felt like she was waiting for something. Or maybe she already knew something that I didn’t.

“Let’s go,” I muttered, not feeling the rush of excitement anymore. I just wanted to leave.

“Seriously?” Tyler scoffed. “We haven’t even finished.”

“I’m done,” I said, tossing the last egg onto the ground. “Let’s go.”

Jake looked at me like I’d lost my mind, but he didn’t argue. “Fine, whatever. Let’s bail.”

We turned to leave, but as we started walking down the street, I couldn’t help but glance back at the house one last time. The woman was still there, watching us. But this time, she smiled. It wasn’t a friendly smile, though. It was cold. Almost like she knew something bad was about to happen.

We made it back to the frat house without saying much. The guys were still laughing and joking around, but I couldn’t shake that creepy feeling. The way she had stared at me—it was like she could see right through me.

“You’re acting weird, man,” Jake said, giving me a sideways look as we walked inside.
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“I’m fine,” I lied. “Just tired, I guess.”

“Yeah, whatever. That was epic, though. Did you see the way the eggs splattered? Classic.”

I forced a laugh, trying to shake off the unease that was creeping up my spine. “Yeah, classic.”

The night went on, and I tried to forget about it. We played some beer pong, watched a horror movie, and by the time midnight rolled around, I was feeling pretty buzzed. The guys eventually crashed, and I stumbled into my room, exhausted.

But as soon as I lay down, I started to feel weird. My whole body tingled, like I was getting the flu. I thought maybe I’d just had too much to drink, so I closed my eyes and tried to sleep it off. But the tingling didn’t stop. It got worse.

I kicked off the blankets, suddenly feeling too hot. My skin felt tight, like it was stretching in all the wrong places. I tried to sit up, but my arms and legs felt weak, like they didn’t belong to me anymore.

“What the hell…” I mumbled, trying to focus, but everything was spinning.

And then, just as I was about to pass out, I heard a voice. A woman’s voice, soft and cold, like a whisper in my ear.

“You should have known better, Ethan.”

I tried to respond, but everything went black.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP FEELING LIKE I’d been hit by a truck. My head was pounding, and my whole body ached like I had the worst hangover of my life. At first, I thought that’s what it was—too much beer and too little sleep. But then I realized something was off.

I felt different.

I tried to roll over, but something was wrong with my body. My arms didn’t feel right. My legs felt weird too, like they were too smooth, too soft. Groaning, I rubbed my eyes and sat up, the room spinning as I did. I blinked a few times, trying to clear the fog from my brain, and then I saw it.

I wasn’t in my room.
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The bed was too soft, the sheets too fancy. My frat house room had dirty posters, piles of clothes, and a broken chair in the corner. But this room was clean and neat. The walls were a pale pink, and there was a vanity with a mirror across from the bed. It looked like some girly room you’d see in a magazine.

“What the hell…” I muttered, rubbing my temples.

I swung my legs over the side of the bed and froze. My legs didn’t look like mine. They were long, smooth, and slender. My feet were smaller, more delicate, and… I was wearing pink slippers?

I jumped up, or at least tried to. The room spun again, and I grabbed the edge of the bed to steady myself. My hands—no, my fingers—were different. Thin, soft, and polished with bright pink nail polish. Panic rose in my chest as I scrambled toward the mirror.

The moment I saw my reflection, I felt like I was going to throw up.

It wasn’t me.

Staring back at me was a girl—a really attractive girl, with long, wavy brown hair, big green eyes, and soft pink lips. She looked like she could be on the cover of a fashion magazine. And she was wearing my clothes. Or at least, what looked like my old t-shirt, but way too big on her.

I blinked and rubbed my eyes, hoping I was still drunk or dreaming or something. But when I opened my eyes again, she was still there.

I raised my hand to my face, and the girl in the mirror did the same. My heart started racing. This wasn’t happening. This couldn’t be happening.

“No, no, no…” I whispered, stepping back from the mirror. “This is some kind of joke. This is… this is impossible.”

But it wasn’t a joke. It was real. I could feel it in the way my body moved, in the softness of my skin, in the weight of my hair as it brushed against my shoulders. I stumbled back to the bed and sat down hard, my hands shaking as I tried to make sense of what was happening.

Then it hit me. The witch. The woman we had pranked. She had been staring at me. She had smiled. And then that voice I’d heard before I passed out last night—her voice.

“You should have known better, Ethan.”

“Holy shit,” I muttered, burying my face in my hands. This was her doing. She had cursed me or something. This had to be some kind of punishment for messing with her house. But how? How could something like this even be possible?

I stood up again, trying to calm myself down. There had to be a way to fix this. I just needed to figure out what was going on. Maybe it was temporary. Maybe it would wear off. But as I stood there, staring at the strange girl in the mirror, I had this sinking feeling in my gut that it wasn’t going to be that easy.

I ran my hands over my body, feeling the curves that shouldn’t be there—the soft hips, the small waist, the chest that was definitely not flat anymore. I tugged at the t-shirt, hoping it would magically turn me back into myself, but all I did was reveal the lacy pink bra underneath.
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“This isn’t real. This isn’t happening,” I muttered to myself, pacing the room.

I needed help. I needed to figure out how to reverse this. But who the hell was I going to ask? I couldn’t exactly call my frat brothers and tell them, “Hey, guys, I’m a girl now. Help me out.” They’d think I was insane.

I looked around the room, hoping for some kind of clue. There was a small desk in the corner with a stack of magazines on it. I flipped through them, but they were all just fashion and beauty stuff. Nothing useful. I opened the drawers, but all I found were makeup kits and hairbrushes.

Then, I saw it. On the nightstand next to the bed was a small, folded note. My heart raced as I picked it up and opened it.

“Ethan—Or should I say, Eva. You’ve been given a taste of what it’s like on the other side. To undo the curse, you must learn to embrace this new version of yourself. Go to the Halloween ball tomorrow night, win the heart of a man, and maybe—just maybe—you’ll get your old life back. Until then, enjoy your new reality. —M.W.”

I stared at the note, my hands trembling. M.W.—that had to be her. The witch. She had turned me into this… girl. And now she wanted me to go to some stupid Halloween ball and win the heart of a guy?

Was she out of her mind?

I crumpled the note and threw it across the room. There was no way in hell I was doing that. I didn’t care if she was a witch. I wasn’t going to some ball and pretending to be a girl just to reverse this. There had to be another way. There had to be something else I could do.

I grabbed the phone on the nightstand and dialed Jake’s number. Maybe he could help. Maybe this was all just some elaborate prank, and the guys were in on it.

The phone rang, but no one picked up. I tried Tyler next, but still no answer. Frustrated, I threw the phone back on the bed.

That’s when I heard the knock on the door. I froze, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Ethan? Are you in there?” a voice called.

I didn’t know what to do. Should I answer? Would she even recognize me? Before I could decide, the door creaked open, and Sarah stepped inside.

Her eyes went wide when she saw me.

“Eva! There you are!” Sarah, one of the girls who lived in the dorms nearby said. “We were wondering where you disappeared to. Come on, you’ve got to get ready for the party tonight.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but no words came out. She didn’t know who I really was. She thought I was this girl, Eva.

And I had no idea how to convince her otherwise.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I STOOD THERE, frozen, staring at Sarah as she looked at me like everything was normal. Like I was supposed to be here. Like I was supposed to be… Eva. My mind raced, trying to figure out how to respond, but all I could think was how the hell I was going to get out of this mess.

“Uh, party?” I said, my voice coming out higher and softer than I expected. It threw me off for a second. That wasn’t my voice. That was her voice. Eva’s voice.
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“Yeah, the party at Kappa House tonight. Don’t tell me you forgot,” Sarah said, stepping into the room and walking right past me like she’d been here a hundred times before. She grabbed a brush off the vanity and started fixing her hair in the mirror. “I swear, you’re always spacing out, girl. Anyway, I hope you’ve got your costume ready because you’re going to need to turn some heads if you want Blake to notice you.”

Blake? Who the hell was Blake? I had no idea who she was talking about, but apparently, Eva—or me, I guess—was supposed to be into some guy named Blake.

I took a step back, trying to stay calm. My brain was still struggling to process everything that had happened. I woke up in some strange girl’s body, cursed by a witch, and now I was stuck pretending to be this girl, Eva. And apparently, I had a party to go to.

“Yeah, uh… I haven’t really thought about what to wear,” I muttered, scratching the back of my head, which now had long, soft hair that brushed against my shoulders. It still freaked me out every time I felt it.

Sarah turned around, eyes wide. “You haven’t thought about it? Girl, all the hot boys are gonna be there! You’ve got to go all out. Especially with Blake there.”

I felt my stomach twist hot boys. The last thing I wanted was to be anywhere near pervs, let alone impress one. But I couldn’t exactly explain that to her. She thought I was Eva. Hell, I looked like Eva. Maybe if I played along for now, I could figure out what to do next.

“Right… Blake,” I said, trying to sound like I knew what she was talking about.

Sarah smiled, walking over to me with a glint in her eyes. “Don’t act like you’re not into him. We’ve all seen the way he looks at you. It’s only a matter of time before you two get together.”

I wanted to scream, but I forced a smile. “Yeah, totally.”

Sarah gave me a playful shove. “Don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll have him wrapped around your finger by the end of the night. Now come on, let’s go grab some coffee before we head to the mall. You need a costume.”

Mall? Costume? I felt like I was getting sucked deeper into this weird nightmare, but I didn’t have a choice. I needed to figure out how to undo this curse, and that meant playing along until I could get in touch with that witch. Maybe Sarah knew something that could help, even if she didn’t realize it.

“Sure,” I said, following her out of the room, trying to ignore how strange my body felt as I walked. Every step felt off. My hips swayed more than they should have, and I was painfully aware of how soft and delicate everything felt. I wasn’t used to this body, and it showed.

Sarah led the way out of the dorms and onto campus, chatting away about all the latest gossip, none of which I knew or cared about. But I nodded and smiled, pretending like I understood what she was talking about. My mind was elsewhere. I needed to find that witch, and fast.
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As we made our way across the quad, I noticed a few guys staring at us. Or rather, staring at me. I immediately felt self-conscious, tugging at the oversized shirt I was still wearing. It wasn’t doing much to hide the fact that I had curves now, and their stares made my skin crawl.

“Hey Eva, I heard you’re the BJ Diva, why don’t you try singing with this big microphone,” one of them said as he playfully grabbed his bulge. I wanted to lunge into him and cut off his balls but I wasn’t sure how that would play out without my real body.

“Guys can be such pigs,” Sarah muttered, rolling her eyes as she noticed them too. “Just ignore them.”

Easier said than done, I thought, but I nodded anyway. This whole situation was getting worse by the minute.

When we reached the coffee shop, Sarah ordered some complicated drink I didn’t even understand, while I just asked for black coffee. I figured I’d need the caffeine to deal with the day ahead. The guy behind the counter gave me a weird look when I ordered, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t about to start drinking some sugary pink thing just because I looked like Eva.

We sat down at one of the tables, and Sarah immediately pulled out her phone, scrolling through Instagram or whatever while I sipped my coffee and tried to think. I needed to figure out a plan. But before I could even start to form one, Sarah’s phone buzzed, and she grinned.

“Blake just posted! Oh my God, you have to see this,” she said, shoving her phone in my face.

I glanced at the screen. It was a picture of some guy—Blake, I assumed—flexing at the gym. He was ripped, exactly the kind of guy I would’ve hated back when I was still me. But now, looking at him through Eva’s eyes, I felt… something. I wasn’t sure what it was, but it made me uncomfortable.

“Nice,” I said, pushing the phone away.

Sarah laughed. “Nice? Come on, Eva, you can do better than that.”

I forced a laugh, but inside, I was screaming. I didn’t want to do better. I didn’t want anything to do with Blake or whatever this crazy curse had thrown at me. But I had to keep playing along until I could find the witch and make her fix this.

After what felt like forever, Sarah finally finished her coffee and dragged me to the mall. We spent the next hour browsing through costumes, and I did my best to act interested, even though I wanted to be anywhere but here. She kept picking out sexy outfits—nurses, cops, witches—but I shot them all down. No way was I wearing any of that.

“Come on, you can’t wear just anything to the Halloween party,” Sarah said, holding up a skimpy cat costume.

“But it’s not a Halloween party.”

“Every party in October is Halloween-themed, you should know that by now. I know it’s not the ball so let’s aim for something simpler but still makes a statement.”

I groaned. The last thing I wanted was to “make a statement.” But Sarah wouldn’t take no for an answer. After some more searching, she pulled out a witch costume—a tight black dress with a high slit, fishnet stockings, and a tall pointy hat.

“This one’s perfect,” she said, grinning as she held it up.

I stared at the costume. It was exactly the kind of thing I’d expect a girl like Eva to wear. Sexy, eye-catching, and way too revealing. But Sarah’s eyes lit up like it was the best idea ever.

“You’ve got to own the witchy vibe, right? I mean, with your looks, you’re going to kill it.”

I swallowed hard. The irony wasn’t lost on me. A witch costume for a guy who’d just been cursed by a real witch? It felt like a sick joke, but I couldn’t exactly tell Sarah that. I needed to go along with it for now, at least until I figured out how to fix this.

“Yeah… sure,” I muttered, taking the costume from her.

“Try it on! I need to see how amazing you look,” Sarah said, practically shoving me toward the dressing rooms.

I hesitated, staring at the costume in my hands. I didn’t want to do this. I didn’t want to wear this stupid thing and pretend to be someone I wasn’t. But what choice did I have? The witch had cursed me, and now I was stuck in this ridiculous situation until I could find her and undo it.
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Reluctantly, I headed into the dressing room and pulled the curtain shut behind me. I stripped off my oversized shirt and jeans, feeling awkward and exposed in this unfamiliar body. Every time I looked down, I was reminded of how different I was now.

I slipped into the witch costume, the tight fabric hugging my curves in ways I wasn’t used to. The fishnet stockings felt strange against my legs, and the pointed hat made me look even taller and more ridiculous. But when I turned to face the mirror, I couldn’t deny it—I looked… good. Eva looked good.

“Come on, let’s see it!” Sarah called from outside.

I took a deep breath and stepped out of the dressing room, feeling more self-conscious than I ever had in my life. Sarah’s eyes widened, and she grinned from ear to ear.

“Damn, girl! You are going to slay at the party.”

I forced a smile, but inside, I felt like I was sinking deeper into this nightmare. I didn’t want to slay at the party. I didn’t want to be Eva. I just wanted to go back to being me.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE WALK BACK FROM THE MALL felt surreal. The witch costume stuffed in a bag over my shoulder was a constant reminder of the mess I was in. Sarah was chatting beside me, still excited about the Halloween party, but her words were just background noise to the storm of thoughts in my head. How was I supposed to get through tonight?

The reality of it all started to settle in. I wasn’t just playing dress-up; I had become someone else—someone people expected to act a certain way. I didn’t know how to be Eva, and I sure as hell didn’t want to be her.
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When we got back to the dorms, Sarah gave me a quick hug and a wink. “See you tonight! And don’t be late. You need to make an entrance.”

I forced a smile. “Yeah, definitely.”

She bounced off, probably going to start getting ready for the party hours ahead of time. Meanwhile, I was left standing outside my dorm room, holding a costume that made my skin crawl. I didn’t even want to go, but I knew I had to. The witch’s note made that clear—there was no way out except through.

Once inside, I tossed the costume onto the bed and sat down, staring at it like it was a ticking time bomb. The idea of putting it on again made me feel sick, but I had no choice. I needed to go to this party and somehow figure out how to break this curse.

For a while, I just sat there, trying to figure out what to do. The party wasn’t for another few hours, but I couldn’t shake the anxiety building inside me. I needed to get ready, but the thought of doing everything that came with that—makeup, hair, the whole transformation—felt overwhelming.

I grabbed my phone and searched “how to put on makeup” like some clueless kid. It wasn’t like I’d ever done it before. The results were worse than I expected. Tutorials on contouring, blending eyeshadow, applying eyeliner—it was a foreign language to me.

“Great,” I muttered. “This is going to be a disaster.”

The makeup kits from the vanity stared back at me. I reluctantly picked up a foundation bottle, figuring it couldn’t be that hard, right? I mean, girls do this every day. I could at least try.

I squeezed out way too much foundation and smeared it across my face, the cold cream feeling weird against my skin. I fumbled with a brush, not even sure what I was doing. When I glanced in the mirror, I looked more like a clown than anything else. Panic started creeping in as I tried to fix it, but it only made things worse.

“This is impossible,” I groaned, dropping the brush. I had no idea what I was doing. This was going to take forever, and I still had no clue what I’d do once I got to the party. I needed help.

Just as I was about to give up, my phone buzzed with a text from Sarah: “Need any help getting ready? I’m a pro with eyeliner, lol.”

I stared at the message, debating whether to say yes. It wasn’t like I had much of a choice. If I wanted to survive the night without looking like an idiot, I needed Sarah’s help.

“Yeah… I could use some help,” I replied, feeling my stomach twist as I hit send.

A few minutes later, there was a knock on the door. I opened it to find Sarah standing there, grinning from ear to ear, makeup bag in hand.

“I had a feeling you might need me,” she said, stepping inside. “Don’t worry, I’ve got you covered.”

“Thanks,” I mumbled, feeling a bit embarrassed. It was weird letting someone else take control, especially when it came to something as personal as how I looked. But I had to admit, Sarah knew what she was doing.

She sat me down in front of the mirror and started working her magic. She was quick, precise, and focused, blending foundation, dusting powder, and adding eyeliner like it was second nature to her. I sat still, letting her work, trying not to think too much about how strange it was to see myself transformed like this.

“You have really nice cheekbones, you know?” Sarah said as she applied some blush.

“Uh, thanks,” I muttered, not really sure how to respond. I wasn’t used to getting compliments on things like that.

She grinned. “No wonder Blake’s into you.”

I stiffened at the mention of his name. I still had no idea how to deal with that situation. But I couldn’t let on, so I just nodded.

“Yeah… Blake.”

Once she finished with my makeup, she stepped back and admired her work. “Perfect. You look amazing.”
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I glanced in the mirror and barely recognized myself. The girl staring back at me was flawless. She had smoky eyes, full lips, and smooth skin. I felt a strange mix of emotions—part of me was impressed with how good Sarah had made me look, but another part of me hated it. This wasn’t me. This was Eva.

“Now for the costume,” she said, pulling the witch outfit from the bed and handing it to me.

I sighed, taking it from her. “Yeah… let’s get this over with.”

I changed into the costume, feeling every bit of fabric cling to this unfamiliar body. The tight dress hugged my curves in ways I wasn’t used to, and the fishnet stockings made my legs feel exposed. When I put on the tall pointed hat, I felt ridiculous.

But when I looked in the mirror, I had to admit—I looked good. Too good.

Sarah’s grin widened as she admired me from behind. “You’re going to turn heads tonight, girl. Blake won’t know what hit him.”

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of her words. Turning heads wasn’t what I wanted. I just wanted to get through the night and figure out how to fix this curse.

Sarah checked the time. “We should head out soon. The party’s starting, and you don’t want to miss it.”

I nodded, my heart racing. I wasn’t ready, but it didn’t matter. The clock was ticking, and the witch’s challenge was hanging over my head. I needed to go through with this, no matter how uncomfortable I felt.

We left the dorm, and the cool night air hit me as soon as we stepped outside. The campus was buzzing with Halloween energy—people in costumes, music blasting from different houses, and the scent of fall in the air. Normally, this would’ve been fun. But now, it felt like I was heading toward my doom.

Sarah linked arms with me, pulling me toward Kappa House. “This is going to be the best night ever!”

I forced a smile, but inside, I felt like I was walking into a nightmare. Every step toward the party felt heavier, and the closer we got, the more nervous I became. How was I supposed to act? What was I supposed to do when I got there?

As we approached the house, the music grew louder, and the lights from the party spilled out onto the lawn. People were already crowding around the entrance, laughing, drinking, and having a good time. My stomach churned as we stepped onto the porch.

“Ready?” Sarah asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement.
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I took a deep breath and nodded. “Yeah… let’s do this.”

We walked inside, and immediately, I was hit with the chaos of the party—bodies packed together, flashing lights, and loud music. It was overwhelming. But the worst part was the stares. People were looking at me—at Eva. Guys checked me out, their eyes lingering on the tight dress, and I felt my skin crawl.

Sarah dragged me through the crowd, making a beeline for the drink table. “We need shots,” she said, already grabbing two plastic cups.

I didn’t protest. At this point, I figured a drink might help calm my nerves. I took the cup from her and threw back the shot, the alcohol burning its way down my throat. It wasn’t enough to erase the anxiety, but it was a start.

As I set the cup down, I noticed a figure approaching us. My heart skipped a beat as I realized who it was.

Blake.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

AS BLAKE APPROACHED, my heart pounded in my chest, and for a second, I thought I might actually pass out. There was no way I was ready for this. I wasn’t supposed to be standing here, dressed up like some witch at a Halloween party, pretending to be someone I wasn’t. But here I was, and there he was, getting closer with every step.

He was tall and muscular, with that effortless swagger that always made other guys look like they were trying too hard. He had on some kind of half-assed costume—just a football jersey, like he’d put in the bare minimum effort for the party. But the way people, especially the girls, were looking at him, you’d think he was dressed as some kind of god.

[image: A person holding a football ball  Description automatically generated]

“Hey, Eva,” Blake said, his voice deep and smooth, like he’d been practicing that casual tone his whole life.

I almost choked. There he was, standing right in front of me, looking down with a smile like he knew exactly how this was going to play out.

“Uh, hey,” I mumbled, trying to keep my voice steady. My mind raced, trying to figure out how to act normal. How did girls do this? How did Eva do this?

Sarah nudged me with her elbow, flashing me a knowing grin. “I’m gonna go grab another drink. You two have fun,” she said, winking at me before disappearing into the crowd, leaving me alone with Blake.

Great. Just what I needed.

“So, you look… different tonight,” Blake said, his eyes scanning me up and down in a way that made my skin crawl. “In a good way.”

I forced a smile, trying to play along. “Thanks. You too.”

He raised an eyebrow, like he wasn’t sure if I was serious. I wasn’t, but I wasn’t about to explain that. I just needed to get through this conversation without blowing my cover. The witch’s curse still hung over my head, and I couldn’t afford to mess this up.

“You wanna go outside? It’s kinda loud in here,” he said, nodding toward the back door.

I didn’t want to go anywhere with him, but I didn’t have much of a choice. If I said no, it might raise questions, and the last thing I needed was for anyone to start wondering why Eva was acting weird. So I nodded, following him as he led the way outside.

The backyard was quieter, though still packed with people. A few groups were sitting around a fire pit, talking and laughing, while others were scattered across the lawn, sipping drinks and enjoying the cool night air. He walked over to a bench near the edge of the yard and sat down, gesturing for me to sit next to him.

I hesitated for a moment, then sat down, making sure to keep some space between us. My heart was still racing, and I had no idea what I was supposed to say.

Was I supposed to flirt?

Compliment him?

The whole thing felt ridiculous, but I had to play along.

“So, you having a good time?” he asked, turning to look at me.

I shrugged. “Yeah, it’s fun.”

He nodded, taking a sip from his drink. “You come to these parties a lot?”

I shook my head. “Not really. I’m not much of a party person.”

He laughed, and for a second, I wasn’t sure why. “Yeah, I can tell. You’re not like the other girls around here.”

I froze. What did he mean by that?

Did he know?

Was he onto me?

My mind raced, but I forced myself to stay calm. He couldn’t possibly know. There was no way he could see through this.

“Uh, thanks… I guess,” I said, trying to sound casual.

He leaned back on the bench, stretching his arms out along the backrest. “That’s a good thing, you know. Most of the girls here are just… you know, shallow. They all want the same thing.”

I wasn’t sure what he was getting at, but I nodded anyway, hoping he’d change the subject. I could feel his eyes on me, and it was making me uncomfortable.

“You’re different, though,” he continued, his voice low and smooth. “I like that.”

My stomach turned. This was getting weird, and I didn’t know how much longer I could keep up this act. I needed to get out of this conversation before it went any further.

“That’s, uh… nice of you to say,” I muttered, glancing around for an escape route. Maybe I could pretend I needed to find Sarah or get another drink or something—anything to get away from this situation.

But before I could come up with an excuse, Blake leaned closer, his hand resting on the bench near my leg. “You know, I’ve noticed you around campus. I always wondered why we never hung out before.”

I swallowed hard, feeling trapped. This was too much. I couldn’t handle this. “I guess we just never… crossed paths,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

He smiled, leaning even closer. “Well, we’re crossing paths now.”

My pulse quickened as I realized what was happening. He was flirting with me—full-on flirting. And I had no idea how to handle it. I wasn’t Eva. I wasn’t interested in Blake, or any guy for that matter. But in this moment, none of that mattered. I was stuck in this body, stuck in this situation, and I had to figure out how to survive it.

I forced a laugh, standing up from the bench a little too quickly. “I, uh… I should probably go find Sarah. She’s probably wondering where I am.”

He raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised by my sudden movement. “You sure? We’re just getting started.”

“Yeah, I’m sure,” I said, backing away toward the house. “I’ll see you around.”
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Before he could say anything else, I turned and hurried back inside, my heart racing and my hands shaking. I pushed through the crowd, making a beeline for the nearest bathroom. I needed a moment to breathe, to figure out what the hell just happened.

When I finally reached the bathroom, I slammed the door shut behind me and leaned against the sink, staring at myself in the mirror. The girl looking back at me was flawless—perfect makeup, perfect hair, perfect everything. But that wasn’t me. It wasn’t who I was supposed to be.

I ran my hands through my hair, feeling the weight of it, the unfamiliar softness. My heart was still pounding, and I could feel panic rising in my chest.

I wasn’t cut out for this.

I wasn’t cut out to be Eva.

For a moment, I wondered if I should just give up. If I should stop pretending and tell Blake the truth, tell everyone the truth. But then I remembered the witch’s curse, the note she left. If I didn’t play along, if I didn’t “embrace this new version of myself,” I could be stuck like this forever.

That thought scared me more than anything. I had to figure this out. I had to break this curse.

A knock on the door snapped me out of my thoughts. “Eva? You in there?” It was Sarah.
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I opened the door and let her in, trying to keep my face neutral.

“There you are! I was wondering what happened to you,” she said, her eyes scanning my face. “You okay?”

I nodded. “Yeah, I just needed a minute.”

She looked at me with concern. “Blake didn’t say anything weird, did he?” I forced a laugh. “No, he was fine. I just… I’m not used to all this attention.”

Sarah smiled, clearly relieved. “Well, get used to it, girl. You’re a knockout tonight. You’ve got half the guys in there checking you out.”

My stomach turned at the thought. “Lucky me.”

She didn’t seem to notice my sarcasm and gave me a playful nudge. “Come on, let’s get back out there. The night’s still young.”

I followed her out of the bathroom, my mind spinning. I didn’t know how much more of this I could take. But I had to keep going. I had to figure out how to undo the witch’s curse, no matter how uncomfortable it made me.

As we stepped back into the party, I could feel the eyes on me again. Guys were looking at me, sizing me up, and it made my skin crawl. I wasn’t used to being the center of attention like this, and I wasn’t sure I ever wanted to be.

But I kept moving forward, blending into the crowd, hoping that by the end of the night, I’d find some way out of this nightmare.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I COULD STILL FEEL THE TENSION in my shoulders from my run-in with Blake. My legs were shaky, and my stomach was in knots. I’d barely escaped that conversation, but the truth was, I didn’t feel any better for it.

The way Blake had looked at me, talked to me, and leaned in—I didn’t know how to process any of it. The whole thing made me feel like I was losing control. And even worse, I wasn’t sure why it was bothering me so much.

I thought getting away from him would help, but now, standing in the middle of this packed house with loud music pounding in my ears, I still felt on edge. People bumped into me as they danced and moved around the crowded living room, but I barely noticed. My thoughts kept circling back to what just happened outside.

The way Blake had looked at me—it wasn’t the first time I’d been noticed at this party. I’d felt the eyes of other guys too, checking me out as if I were just another girl. And no matter how much I tried to push it down, there was this small, nagging part of me that couldn’t ignore the fact that I had felt… something. Not excitement exactly, but maybe curiosity. It was a weird feeling, like being in the wrong place at the wrong time but still wanting to see how it played out.
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I caught a glimpse of myself in the hallway mirror as I passed by, and the sight made me stop in my tracks. After the noise, crowd, and sweat, Eva still looked flawless—perfect makeup, styled hair, the tight black witch costume hugging every curve. But I wasn’t Eva. I wasn’t supposed to be her. And yet, for a moment, it was like I’d forgotten who I really was.

My heart raced as I leaned closer to the mirror, studying my reflection. Was this really me? Or was I becoming someone else? The witch’s curse was more than just a change on the outside—it was messing with my head too. I hated Blake's attention, but a part of me—some weird, unfamiliar part—hadn't hated all of it. And that scared the hell out of me.

“Eva!” Sarah’s voice snapped me out of my thoughts. She came up behind me, grinning like she was having the time of her life. “Where’d you go? I was looking for you!”

I turned around, forcing a smile even though my head was spinning. “I just needed a minute.”

“You and Blake, huh?” she said with a wink, clearly picking up on what had happened outside. “He’s so into you.”

I felt my stomach flip at her words. The last thing I wanted was for Sarah to keep pushing me toward him, but I couldn’t tell her the truth.

Not yet, anyway.

“Yeah, I don’t know,” I muttered, trying to shrug it off. “It’s not really my thing.”

“Not your thing? Come on, Eva,” Sarah said, nudging me playfully. “He’s hot, and you two have great chemistry. I’ve seen the way he looks at you.”

I bit my lip, unsure how to respond. The last thing I wanted was for Blake to be looking at me at all, but Sarah wouldn’t understand that. She didn’t know who I really was. As far as she was concerned, I was just Eva, the girl who had caught Blake’s eye.

“I guess,” I said, not wanting to argue. “I just need some air.”

Sarah frowned, but she didn’t push it. “All right, but don’t keep him waiting too long. The night’s still young!”

I gave her a quick nod before heading toward the back door again. I needed to get out of the house, away from the noise and the people. Everything was starting to feel too much—Blake, Sarah, the curse. It was all building up inside me, and I didn’t know how much longer I could keep up this act.

Outside, the cool night air hit me, and I took a deep breath, hoping it would calm me down. I wandered away from the house, heading toward the edge of the yard where the noise from the party was more distant. There was a bench near the trees, and I sat down, trying to collect my thoughts.

How was I supposed to get through this? The witch had said I needed to “embrace this new version” of myself, but I didn’t know how to do that. I didn’t want to embrace Eva. I didn’t want to be her. But what scared me the most was the thought that maybe—just maybe—I already was becoming her.

The way Blake had made me feel, the way I couldn’t stop thinking about his attention—it wasn’t something I was used to. I wasn’t supposed to feel this way. I was supposed to be Ethan, the guy who had pulled dumb pranks with his frat brothers, not the girl who had guys checking her out at a party.

I buried my face in my hands, groaning softly. This curse was messing with my head. I had to break it before it went any further. But how? The witch had said I needed to win the heart of a guy, but I couldn’t even stomach the idea of being around Blake, let alone “winning his heart.”

And yet, if I didn’t… what if I was stuck like this forever?

I looked up at the stars, searching for answers, but all I felt was the weight of the curse pressing down on me. I couldn’t go back to the party right now. I couldn’t deal with Blake or Sarah or any of it.

So, I sat there in the dark, trying to figure out how the hell I was going to survive the rest of this night. The more I thought about it, the more trapped I felt. It wasn’t just the curse—it was the whole situation. The way people were looking at me, treating me, expecting me to be someone I wasn’t. And no matter how much I tried to fight it, I couldn’t help but feel like I was losing myself a little more with every passing minute.
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I didn’t know how long I sat there, but eventually, I heard footsteps approaching. I tensed up, half-expecting it to be Blake again, but when I looked up, it was Sarah. She had that concerned look on her face again, like she could sense something was wrong.

“Hey,” she said softly, sitting down next to me on the bench. “You okay?”

I nodded, even though I wasn’t. “Yeah, just needed to clear my head.”

She sighed, looking out at the dark trees in front of us. “I get it. Parties like this can be overwhelming.”

I glanced at her, surprised. “You? Overwhelmed by a party?”

She smiled, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Yeah, sometimes. I know I seem like I’m all about the fun and the drama, but sometimes… it’s a lot.”

I didn’t know what to say. Sarah had always seemed so carefree, so sure of herself. It was hard to imagine her feeling the way I did right now—confused, lost, and completely out of place.

“You don’t have to worry about Blake, you know,” she added, breaking the silence. “If you’re not into him, that’s fine. I just want you to be happy.”

I swallowed hard, feeling a lump in my throat. “Thanks, Sarah.”

She smiled again, and this time it felt genuine. “Come on. Let’s get out of here.”

I nodded, grateful that she didn’t push me to go back inside. Together, we left the party behind, walking in silence through the dark, quiet campus. For the first time all night, I felt a little bit of peace, but I knew it wouldn’t last. The curse was still there, waiting for me to figure out what to do next.

And I had no idea what that was.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

BY THE TIME SARAH and I had left the party, I felt like I could finally breathe again. Walking away from the noise and the crowd was exactly what I needed. But even with the quiet campus around us, my mind was still spinning. I couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened back there—how Blake had looked at me, how I had felt in the middle of all that attention. It was messing with my head in ways I didn’t understand, and I didn’t like it.

“You good?” Sarah asked as we walked, her voice soft but concerned.

I nodded, though I wasn’t entirely sure I was being honest. “Yeah, just… needed a break.”

“I get it,” she said. “Sometimes it’s too much, you know? But, hey, you handled it like a pro.”

I forced a smile, not wanting to get into how I really felt. “Thanks.”

We kept walking in silence for a bit. The campus was quiet now that most of the parties had kicked off. It was weird—just a few hours ago, I’d been trying to figure out how to handle being at that party as Eva.

But even as I thought about that, there was this nagging part of me that kept coming back to Blake. The way he’d looked at me, the way he’d talked to me—it was throwing me off. I wasn’t supposed to be thinking about that. I wasn’t supposed to care. But there was something about it that I couldn’t shake, and it made me feel like I was losing my grip on reality.
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“Do you think Blake’s actually into me?” I blurted out before I could stop myself. I regretted it the second the words left my mouth.

Sarah raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised by the question. “Duh. Why do you think he was hanging around you all night? That boy was practically drooling over you.”

I felt a weird mix of emotions—part of me wanted to be disgusted, but another part of me… wasn’t. I didn’t know what to do with that feeling, so I just stayed quiet, hoping Sarah wouldn’t press it.

“I mean, he’s not exactly subtle,” she added, laughing a little. “But come on, you’re gorgeous tonight. You should see the way guys were looking at you.”

I swallowed hard, trying to push down the discomfort that came with that statement. I didn’t want to be the center of attention like that. But the truth was, part of me had noticed. And that part of me felt confused.

“I don’t know if I’m ready for that,” I said, keeping my voice low. “It’s… it’s a lot.”

Sarah nodded, her expression softening. “Hey, that’s okay. I mean, it’s a lot to take in, especially when someone like Blake’s into you. But you don’t have to rush into anything. Just… enjoy the attention a little, you know?”

“Yeah,” I muttered, but I didn’t mean it. I didn’t want to enjoy the attention. I just wanted to go back to being me, to not have to deal with all this weird, confusing stuff.

We walked back to the dorms, and Sarah gave me a quick hug before heading to her room. I went back to mine, the silence of the empty space feeling almost suffocating. I threw my bag and the stupid witch costume onto the bed and stared at the mirror again.

There she was—Eva, looking as perfect as ever. I ran my hands through the long, soft hair that wasn’t mine and sighed. I had to get out of this. This wasn’t me. This wasn’t who I was supposed to be. But with every passing moment, it felt harder to hold on to that thought.

I needed to figure out what the witch meant by “embracing this new version” of myself. It was clear that avoiding it wasn’t going to work. But I didn’t know if I could go through with what she wanted. Sure, he was into me, but was he that into me to actually break the curse?

I lay down on the bed, staring at the ceiling, trying to sort through my thoughts. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Blake’s face. The way he’d leaned in, the way he’d smiled at me, like he knew exactly what he was doing. It made my skin crawl, but at the same time, there were butterflies fluttering in my stomach.

Maybe Sarah was right. Maybe I did have chemistry with Blake, but it wasn’t the kind of chemistry I was comfortable with. I wasn’t supposed to be attracted to him. I wasn’t supposed to be feeling anything for him at all. But the more I thought about it, the more confused I became.

I sighed and rolled over, trying to shake it off. I wasn’t going to figure this out tonight. I needed sleep, needed time to clear my head. Tomorrow, I’d figure out a way to get in touch with the witch, or at least come up with a plan to deal with this curse. I wasn’t about to let this go any further than it already had.
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The next morning, I woke up groggy, my mind still foggy from the night before. The events of the party felt like a blur, but the feelings hadn’t gone away. I sat up in bed, my body still in Eva’s form, and stared at myself in the mirror.

There was no denying it—I looked good. No matter how much I hated to admit it, the girl in the mirror looked incredible. And that was part of the problem. I didn’t want to be her. I didn’t want to feel good about being her. But as I sat there, staring at myself, I couldn’t shake the thought that maybe this was the witch’s plan all along. Maybe she wanted me to feel this way, to question everything I thought I knew about myself.

I got up, my legs feeling shaky as I moved. Every step reminded me of the body I was trapped in, the curves and softness that didn’t belong to me. I couldn’t keep doing this. I had to find a way out.

I threw on some clothes—well, Eva’s clothes—and headed out the door, determined to figure out what to do next. The campus was quiet, the early morning light casting long shadows across the quad. I wasn’t sure where I was going, but I needed to clear my head.

As I walked, I felt my phone buzz in my pocket. I pulled it out and saw a text from Sarah: “Blake was asking about you this morning. He wants to hang out later.”

I stared at the message, my stomach twisting. Part of me wanted to ignore it, to avoid Blake and everything that came with him. But another part of me—the part I didn’t want to acknowledge—was curious. I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something there, something I needed to figure out.

I sighed and shoved my phone back into my pocket. I wasn’t ready to deal with Blake, not yet. But I knew I couldn’t avoid him forever. The witch’s curse wasn’t going to go away on its own, and if I was going to break it, I had to face whatever it was she wanted me to face.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

I SPENT MOST OF THE MORNING wandering around campus, trying to clear my head. It wasn’t working. The more I walked, the more confused I became. I kept thinking about Blake, about the curse, about what the witch had said. I felt like I was caught in some twisted game, and no matter what I did, I couldn’t see a way out.

After a while, I found myself at the edge of the quad, sitting on a bench and staring at my phone. The message from Sarah about Blake still sat there, unanswered. Part of me wanted to throw the phone into the bushes and forget about everything. The other part—the one I didn’t want to admit was getting louder—was curious. What would happen if I did hang out with Blake? Could I handle it? Could I break the curse?

The thought made me uneasy, but I knew I couldn’t avoid this forever. The witch had been clear—if I didn’t embrace this new version of myself, I’d be stuck like this. I had to figure out what that meant, and fast.

Just as I was about to put my phone away, another text popped up. This time, it was from Blake: “Hey, wanna grab lunch today? I’ll be at the deli around noon. Let me know.”

My stomach did a weird flip. There it was—an opportunity to “win the heart” of a guy, just like the witch had said. But the idea of it made me feel sick. I wasn’t into Blake. I wasn’t into guys at all. But I couldn’t deny that there was something about the attention that stirred something inside me. Maybe it was the curse messing with my head, or maybe I was just desperate to break it.

I took a deep breath, staring at the message. I didn’t have to go. I could ignore it and try to find another way to break the curse. But a part of me knew that if I kept running from this, I’d never figure it out.

Before I could talk myself out of it, I typed out a quick reply: “Sure, see you at noon.”

I stared at the screen for a moment before hitting send. My heart pounded as I slipped the phone back into my pocket.

What had I just agreed to?

A lunch with Blake?

This wasn’t going to end well.

By the time noon rolled around, I was a bundle of nerves. I had changed out of my usual casual clothes into something a little nicer—Eva’s idea of “nicer,” at least. I wore a simple sundress, something comfortable but still feminine. The thought of Blake seeing me like this made my skin crawl, but I had to remind myself that this wasn’t about him. It was about breaking the curse.
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When I arrived at the deli, Blake was already there, sitting at one of the outdoor tables, looking as casual and confident as ever. He spotted me right away and flashed me that same cocky grin he’d given me at the party.

“Hey, Eva,” he said as I approached. “Glad you could make it.”

“Yeah, me too,” I lied, forcing a smile. I wasn’t glad. Not even a little. But I sat down across from him anyway, trying to act normal.

“So, what do you feel like eating?” Blake asked, scanning the menu.

I shrugged, glancing at the menu but not really paying attention. My mind was too focused on what I was doing here. How was I supposed to “win his heart” when I barely wanted to be here in the first place?

“I’ll probably just get a sandwich,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

Blake nodded. “Good choice. I always go for the turkey club.”

I gave a noncommittal nod, hoping this conversation would move along quickly. I just wanted to get this over with.

We ordered our food, and once the waiter left, Blake leaned back in his chair, his eyes fixed on me. I could feel him watching me, like he was trying to figure something out. It made me uncomfortable, but I couldn’t let it show.

“So, what’s your deal?” Blake asked suddenly, his tone casual but curious.

I blinked, caught off guard. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, I’ve seen you around campus, but you never really hang out with anyone. You’re kind of a mystery,” he said, leaning forward a little. “I’m just trying to figure out what you’re all about.”

My heart raced. I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. The truth was, I didn’t know what I was all about anymore. I wasn’t supposed to be here, sitting across from Blake, pretending to be someone I wasn’t. But at the same time, I couldn’t let him see through the cracks.

“I guess I just like to keep to myself,” I said, keeping my voice light. “Not much of a party girl.”

Blake raised an eyebrow. “Could’ve fooled me. You looked like you were having a good time last night.”

I swallowed hard, forcing a laugh. “Yeah, well… I guess I’m full of surprises.”

Blake grinned. “I like that.”

There it was again—that look. The one that made my stomach twist in ways I didn’t understand. He was flirting, and I knew it. But what bothered me more was the way it was affecting me. I wasn’t supposed to like this. I wasn’t supposed to feel anything for Blake. But the more he smiled at me, the harder it was to ignore.

“So, what about you?” I asked, desperate to change the subject. “What’s your deal?”

Blake shrugged, leaning back again. “Not much to tell. I’m on the football team, trying to keep my grades up, and just taking things one day at a time.”

“Football, huh?” I said, trying to sound interested. “That must keep you busy.”

“Yeah, but I like it,” he said, his eyes flicking to mine. “Keeps me focused.”

The conversation felt forced, but I couldn’t deny that there was a weird sort of chemistry between us. As much as I wanted to hate being here, I couldn’t stop myself from playing along. Maybe it was the curse. Maybe it was just me losing my mind. Either way, it was happening.

We ate our sandwiches, making small talk, and as the meal went on, I realized something strange—I wasn’t as uncomfortable as I thought I’d be. Don’t get me wrong, I was still anxious as hell, but I wasn’t freaking out the way I had been before. I was starting to get used to it, and that scared me.

“So, what’s your deal with dating?” Blake asked suddenly, catching me off guard again. “You seeing anyone?”

I froze. My mind raced, trying to come up with a response. I wasn’t seeing anyone, but I also wasn’t supposed to be talking about this. This whole situation was wrong, and the last thing I needed was for Blake to think I was interested.

“No,” I said quickly. “I’m not really looking for anything right now.”
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He raised an eyebrow, a playful smirk tugging at his lips. “Not looking, huh? Guys must be chasing you then.”

I forced a smile, feeling my stomach twist again. “I guess I’m just focused on other things.”

He leaned forward, his eyes locked on mine. “Well, maybe you just haven’t met the right guy yet.”

My heart pounded in my chest. The way he was looking at me, the way he was leaning in—it was too much. I needed to get out of here, but I couldn’t just bolt. Not yet. Not without making it weird.

“I should probably get going,” I said, standing up abruptly. “I’ve got some stuff I need to take care of.”

He looked surprised but didn’t push it. “Yeah, sure. No problem.”

I forced another smile, grabbing my bag and quickly heading out of the deli. As soon as I was outside, I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t keep pretending to be someone I wasn’t. But at the same time, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had changed.

As I walked back to the dorms, I realized the truth. Whether I liked it or not, the chemistry with Blake was there. And I hated that it existed.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

I WAS PACING IN MY ROOM, still reeling from lunch with Blake. The chemistry between us—the way he looked at me, the way I reacted—it was messing with my head in ways I wasn’t prepared for. I didn’t want any part of this. I didn’t want to feel anything for him, but it was there, no matter how hard I tried to push it down.

I needed a plan, something to focus on other than my growing confusion. But before I could even start to make sense of things, my phone buzzed. It was a text from Sarah: “Hey! I’ve got the perfect outfit for you for the Halloween ball tonight. Cinderella vibes. Come over!”

My heart sank. I’d forgotten about the ball. Of course, the night wasn’t over yet. And now, apparently, I had a whole new ordeal to go through. A Halloween ball, of all things. I groaned, but I knew I couldn’t back out. If the witch’s curse was going to break, I had to keep playing along, no matter how much I hated it.

Before I could respond, Sarah texted again: “Seriously, Eva. You’ll love it. Trust me.”

I sighed. There was no getting out of this. So, I grabbed my things and headed over to Sarah’s dorm. The whole walk over, I kept telling myself it was just a costume. Just another night pretending to be someone I wasn’t. But deep down, I knew it was getting harder to keep telling myself that.
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When I arrived at her place which looked more like a gym than a bedroom, she greeted me with an excited grin. “Oh my God, you’re going to look so amazing!” she squealed, practically dragging me into her room.

I gave her a weak smile, trying to muster up some enthusiasm. “Yeah, can’t wait.”

She didn’t seem to notice my lack of excitement as she pulled a garment bag from her closet and unzipped it with a flourish. Inside was a beautiful, flowing gown—a Cinderella dress, complete with sparkles and a corset-style bodice.

I stared at it, my stomach flipping. “Uh, wow. That’s… a lot.”

Sarah grinned. “I know, right? It’s perfect! You’ll look like a princess.”

“I don’t know if I can pull that off,” I muttered, already feeling nervous about squeezing into something like that.

“You totally can. Come on, let’s get you dressed up!” she said, her excitement contagious. She started pulling the dress out of the bag, laying it out carefully on the bed. “This is going to blow everyone away.”

I swallowed hard. I couldn’t say no. Not when I needed to play along for the curse. So, I gave in, letting Sarah lead the way. She handed me a soft, silk underslip, and I stepped behind a screen in the corner of her room to change.

Sliding out of my regular clothes, I felt strange—too exposed, too vulnerable. But I took a deep breath and slipped into the soft material of the underslip. It clung to my body, smooth and cool against my skin, and I couldn’t help but feel a little awkward in it. When I stepped out from behind the screen, she gasped.

“Already looking good!” she said, clapping her hands together. “Now for the gown.”

She held up the gown for me to step into, and I hesitated for a moment before stepping forward. The fabric was heavy in her hands, and as she slid it over my head and down onto my body, I felt the weight of it settle around me. The skirt was massive, flowing out in all directions, and the bodice was tight, pulling me into a shape I wasn’t used to.

“I can’t breathe,” I muttered, tugging at the bodice as Sarah laced it up in the back.

“That’s the point,” she teased, tightening the corset strings a little more. “Beauty is pain.”

I groaned, but I didn’t stop her. Once the dress was fully on, I looked down at myself, and for a moment, I didn’t recognize the person standing there. The soft blue fabric shimmered under the light, and the tight bodice pulled my waist in, giving me a shape that was undeniably feminine. It was… strange. It didn’t feel like me at all. But at the same time, it felt almost magical.

Sarah stepped back, admiring her handiwork. “You look incredible, Eva. Seriously, you’re going to turn heads.”

I stared at myself in the mirror, feeling a mix of emotions. The gown was beautiful, no doubt about it. But seeing myself in something so elegant, so feminine—it made me feel like I was losing more and more of who I really was. This wasn’t me. This was Eva, the girl I was pretending to be.

But I had to keep going. The witch’s curse wasn’t going to break itself. And maybe, just maybe, if I played along tonight, I could finally figure out how to make it all end.

Sarah grinned, grabbing a pair of sparkling heels from under her bed. “And now, for the shoes.”

I stared at the heels. They were silver, covered in glitter, with a high heel that looked impossible to walk in. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said, eyeing them warily.

“Nope! Cinderella needs her glass slippers,” Sarah said, holding them out for me.

I sighed, slipping my feet into the heels. They were tight and uncomfortable, but once they were on, I couldn’t deny they completed the look. Standing in the mirror, I looked like a princess—like the kind of girl who belonged at a fancy ball. But that only made me feel more out of place.

Sarah clapped her hands again, practically bouncing with excitement. “Okay, let’s do your hair and makeup.”

I groaned inwardly, but I let her do her thing. She pulled my hair into an elegant updo, pinning it back with sparkling clips and finishing it off with a light dusting of glitter. Then she moved on to makeup, carefully applying foundation, blush, and a soft pink lipstick.

By the time she was done, I barely recognized myself. The girl in the mirror wasn’t me. She was someone else entirely—someone who looked confident, beautiful, and ready to step into a fairy tale.

But I wasn’t confident. I wasn’t ready for any of this.

“There,” Sarah said, stepping back to admire her work. “You look absolutely perfect.”
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I stared at my reflection, feeling more like a stranger in my own skin than ever before. The dress, the makeup, the hair—it was all part of the role I was playing, but it was starting to feel like more than just a costume. It was like I was slipping further into this world, and the line between who I really was and who I was pretending to be was getting blurrier by the second.

“Thanks,” I said softly, trying to muster up some enthusiasm.

Sarah grinned. “Come on, we’ve got a ball to go to!”

By the time we arrived at the Halloween ball, my nerves were shot. The campus ballroom had been transformed into a fairy-tale setting, complete with twinkling lights, elegant decorations, and a dance floor filled with people in elaborate costumes. It looked like something out of a movie.
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As soon as we stepped inside, all eyes were on us—or more specifically, on me. The Cinderella gown I was wearing seemed to capture everyone’s attention, and I could feel the weight of their stares. I felt like I was on display, like I was playing a part in a story that wasn’t mine.

“You’re killing it, Eva,” Sarah whispered, nudging me playfully. “Everyone’s looking at you.”

I forced a smile, but inside, I felt sick. This wasn’t what I wanted. I didn’t want to be the center of attention, didn’t want to be the girl everyone was looking at. But there was no going back now. I had to see this through.

As the night wore on, I tried to blend into the crowd, but it was impossible in a dress like this. Everywhere I went, people complimented me, telling me how beautiful I looked, how perfect the dress was. And every time they did, I felt a little more disconnected from myself.

And then, just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, I saw him. Blake.

He was standing across the room, dressed in a sharp black tuxedo, his eyes scanning the crowd. When he saw me, his face lit up, and my heart sank. He started making his way toward me, and I knew there was no escaping this.

“Eva,” he said when he reached me, his voice soft and warm. “You look… incredible.”

I swallowed hard, forcing a smile. “Thanks.”

He held out his hand. “Care to dance?”.

My mind raced. This was it. The moment I’d been dreading. But I couldn’t say no. Not if I wanted to break the curse.

So, I took his hand, letting him lead me toward the dance floor. My heart pounded in my chest, and my palms were sweaty as his fingers wrapped around mine. The room around us seemed to blur, the loud music and laughter fading into the background as Blake pulled me closer.

We stepped onto the dance floor, the soft glow of the lights casting a warm hue over the scene. Couples twirled around us, laughing and smiling, but all I could focus on was the weight of Blake’s hand on my waist and the way my feet moved awkwardly in the gown Sarah had loaned me.

He pulled me even closer, his breath warm against my neck as we started to move in time with the slow music. I could feel the fabric of the dress brushing against my legs as we swayed, the weight of it reminding me that I wasn’t Ethan anymore. I was Eva, and this was the life I had to navigate—for now, at least.

"You look stunning tonight," he said, his voice low and smooth. "I couldn’t take my eyes off you."

I forced a smile, though every fiber of my being screamed to get out of this situation. But I knew I had to play along. I needed to break the curse, and this was part of it. "Thanks," I managed to say, trying to keep my voice steady.

We moved in silence for a while, the music wrapping around us as Blake guided me across the floor. I had to admit, he was a good dancer—confident, smooth, in control. And as much as I hated to admit it, there was something about the way he held me, the way he looked at me, that was… comforting. It was confusing, unsettling, but comforting in a way I didn’t understand.

"Eva," Blake said softly, leaning in closer, "I’ve been meaning to ask you something."

My breath caught in my throat. I could already tell where this was going. "What’s that?" I asked, trying to sound casual, though my heart was racing faster than ever.

"I really like you," he said, his eyes locking onto mine. "I’ve liked you for a while now. And after last night, I can’t stop thinking about you."

I felt my stomach flip. This was it—the moment I’d been avoiding, the moment the curse seemed to be pushing me toward. I didn’t know how to respond. Part of me wanted to run, to tear off the gown and get out of this place, out of this body, out of this life. But another part of me—the part that was slowly, reluctantly, adjusting to being Eva—couldn’t ignore the way his words made me feel.

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to look him in the eye. "Blake, I—"

But before I could finish, he leaned in, closing the space between us. His lips brushed against mine, soft and warm, and for a split second, I froze. My mind went blank, my body stiffened, and then, without thinking, I kissed him back.

It was only for a moment, but it felt like everything changed in that instant. My heart raced, my head spun, and when I finally pulled away, I could barely catch my breath. He looked at me, his eyes filled with something I couldn’t quite read—hope, excitement, maybe even love.

"I knew it," he whispered, a smile spreading across his face. "I knew you felt the same way."

I stared at him, unable to speak. Did I feel the same way? No, of course not. I was Ethan—at least, I used to be. But standing there in that gown, in Eva’s body, in Blake’s arms, I wasn’t sure anymore. Everything felt tangled, confused, like I was losing track of who I really was.

"I…" I started, my voice barely a whisper. But before I could say anything more, the music changed, and the moment was broken.

He stepped back, still smiling. "Let’s grab some air," he said, taking my hand again.

I nodded, too stunned to argue. He led me off the dance floor and out onto the balcony, the cool night air hitting my face as soon as we stepped outside. I took a deep breath, trying to clear my head, but the confusion only deepened.

Blake turned to me, his expression serious now. "Eva, I really mean it. I’ve never felt this way about anyone before. I don’t want to rush you or anything, but I just needed you to know how I feel."

I stared at him, my mind racing. How was I supposed to respond to this? I didn’t want to hurt him, but I couldn’t keep pretending either. The curse had pushed me into this situation, but now that I was here, I didn’t know what to do.

"I don’t know what to say," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

"This is all so… confusing."

He nodded, stepping closer. "I get it. But you don’t have to decide anything right now. Just know that I’m here. I care about you."

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of his words. This was too much. I wasn’t ready for this. I wasn’t ready to be Eva, to deal with these feelings, this attention. But at the same time, I couldn’t deny the strange pull I felt toward him, no matter how much I wanted to.
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"I… I need some time," I said finally, stepping back.

Blake smiled softly. "Take all the time you need."

I nodded, grateful for the out. "Thanks."

We stood there in silence for a few moments, the night air cooling my flushed face. I didn’t know what to do next, but for now, at least, I had a little breathing room.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

I BARELY SLEPT THAT NIGHT. Every time I closed my eyes, I replayed the kiss with Blake over and over again. I didn’t want to think about it, but my mind wouldn’t let it go. The feel of his lips, the warmth of his hand on mine, the way he’d looked at me—like he really cared. Like I was someone he wanted to be with.

But I wasn’t supposed to be with him. I wasn’t supposed to be her. I was Ethan. Or, at least, I used to be. Now, after everything that had happened, I wasn’t sure who I was anymore.

By morning, I knew I couldn’t keep running from this. The curse was still hanging over me, and if I didn’t do something soon, I might be stuck as Eva forever. I needed to confront the witch, find out what it would take to break this spell for good.

[image: A cartoon of a person  Description automatically generated]

I got out of bed, pulling on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt—Eva’s clothes, but simple enough that I could pretend I wasn’t playing the role of some girl. I didn’t bother with makeup or any of the other things that had become part of my new routine. I just needed to feel like me again, if only for a little while.

Sarah texted me, asking if I wanted to hang out, but I ignored it. I didn’t have time for her bubbly enthusiasm today. I had to focus on figuring out how to fix this mess before it got any worse.

I left the dorm and headed toward the edge of campus, where the old house stood—the house where it had all started. The witch. I didn’t know if she’d still be there, or if she even wanted to see me, but I had to try. I had to know if there was a way to end this curse without losing myself completely.

The walk felt longer than I remembered. My heart pounded with every step, a mix of anxiety and determination pushing me forward. When I finally reached the house, it looked just as eerie as it had that night. The overgrown weeds, the peeling paint—it was like something out of a nightmare.

I stood there for a moment, trying to gather my courage. Then, I knocked on the door.

Nothing.

I knocked again, harder this time. Still nothing. Frustration bubbled up inside me. After everything she’d done, after turning my life upside down, she couldn’t just disappear. She had to be here.

I was about to turn around when the door creaked open. Standing in the doorway was the witch, her expression unreadable. She didn’t look surprised to see me. In fact, it was almost as if she’d been expecting this.

“So,” she said, her voice calm, “you’ve finally come back.”

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my voice steady. “I want to know how to break the curse.”

She raised an eyebrow, stepping aside to let me in. “I figured as much.”

I hesitated for a moment, then stepped inside. The house was dark, with the same musty smell I remembered from before. Everything about it felt wrong, but I pushed those feelings down. I had to focus on the task at hand.

The witch led me to a small sitting room, where she motioned for me to sit down. I did, though every nerve in my body was screaming at me to leave. She sat across from me, her eyes sharp and knowing.

“So, what have you learned, Ethan?”

I hesitated, trying to find the right words. “I learned that… I’ve been an ass. I never thought about how I treated women before. I didn’t care how my actions affected them. But now, after being Eva, I get it. I’ve been on the other side, and it sucks. I don’t want to be that guy anymore.”

The witch raised an eyebrow, a small smile tugging at the corner of her lips. “Go on.”

“I used to ghost women when I got bored,” I admitted, feeling a pang of guilt. “I catcalled girls with my friends, thinking it was harmless. I treated their attention like it didn’t matter, like they didn’t matter. But now… now I know how wrong that was. I’ve felt those eyes on me, treating me like I was nothing more than a body. And it made me feel… cheap, like I wasn’t a person. I get it now. I get why it’s messed up.”

The witch nodded, her eyes softening. “And what do you want now?”

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of her question. “I want to go back to being Ethan. But I don’t want to be the Ethan I was before. I want to be better. I want to treat people with respect—women especially. I don’t want to take anyone for granted ever again.”

She leaned back, studying me for a moment. “You’ve learned the lesson I intended. The curse was never just about changing your body. It was about changing your perspective, making you see what you couldn’t before. You’ve experienced what it’s like to walk in someone else’s shoes.”

I nodded. “Yeah, I have. And I’m sorry for how I used to act. I didn’t realize how hurtful it was until now.”

The witch smiled, a genuine smile this time. “I believe you. You’re ready to go back.”

My heart skipped a beat. “So… I can be Ethan again?”

She nodded. “Yes. The curse has served its purpose. You’re free to return to your old self, but as you’ve said, you won’t be the same Ethan. You’ve grown.”

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. Relief washed over me, but so did a sense of gratitude. This experience, as difficult as it had been, had taught me more than I ever expected. It had changed me, for the better.

“Thank you,” I said, my voice quiet but sincere. “I mean it. I didn’t think I needed to change, but I did.”

The witch nodded once more, her expression kind. “The choice is yours now, Ethan. When you leave this house, you’ll be yourself again.”

I stood up, my legs shaky with a mix of nerves and relief. As I turned to leave, I hesitated at the door, glancing back at the witch. “One last thing… why me? Why did you choose to do this to me?”
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She smiled, her eyes twinkling with a hint of mystery. “Because you needed it. And now, you’re better for it.”

I didn’t have a response to that, so I nodded, feeling the weight of her words settle in. I walked out of the house and into the bright afternoon sun, blinking against the light. I looked down at my hands, expecting to see Eva’s slender fingers, but they were mine—Ethan’s. My body felt familiar again, solid and real.

I was back.

As I stood there, taking in the fact that I was Ethan once more, a sense of clarity washed over me. I wasn’t going to waste this second chance. I’d been given the opportunity to be a better person, and I wasn’t going to mess it up. I wouldn’t ghost anyone again. I wouldn’t treat women like they were objects. I wouldn’t take people for granted.

With a deep breath, I started walking back to campus, feeling lighter than I had in days. I knew I had some work to do—apologies to make, especially to some of the girls I’d blown off or treated badly—but I was ready for it.

Because I wasn’t the same Ethan who had walked into that curse. I was someone better now.

And I wasn’t going to forget that.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE FIRST SNOW OF THE YEAR had begun to fall outside the library windows, coating the campus in a soft, quiet white. I sat at one of the long wooden tables, a few books open in front of me, trying to focus on my history notes. The cold outside made the warmth of the library feel almost comforting, like a bubble where nothing could reach me. But as much as I tried to immerse myself in my studies, my mind kept wandering.

[image: A castle with snow on the ground  Description automatically generated]

It had been a couple of weeks since the curse had lifted, and I was finally back to being Ethan. I’d expected to feel a sense of relief once I was myself again—and I did, mostly—but there were moments when I felt this lingering confusion.

I had learned a lot during my time as Eva, about myself and the way I’d treated people. I’d come back changed, but some changes weren’t as easy to shake off as I thought they’d be.

As I sat there, absentmindedly scrolling through my phone for a break, I caught my reflection in the screen. My face. My real face. It was still strange to see myself after weeks of seeing Eva’s face in the mirror. There were no soft cheekbones, no long hair brushing against my neck. Just me. Ethan. The guy I used to be.

But sometimes, I wondered if that was enough.

I was about to turn back to my notes when a voice behind me startled me.

“Is this seat taken?”

I looked up, and my heart nearly stopped.

It was Blake.

He stood there, his tall frame outlined by the soft light from the window, snowflakes still clinging to his dark hair. He was exactly as I remembered him—broad shoulders, strong jaw, that same easy confidence in the way he carried himself.

For a second, I didn’t know how to respond. Blake was real. He wasn’t just some guy I had met while cursed as Eva. He was here, now, in front of me, asking if he could sit down.

I swallowed hard, suddenly feeling conscious of myself in a way I hadn’t expected. My heart raced, and I didn’t know why. “Uh… no, it’s free,” I managed to say, nodding toward the empty chair across from me.

“Thanks,” he said, flashing me a small smile as he slid into the seat. He pulled out a notebook and pen, setting them on the table before glancing at me. “Studying for finals?”

“Yeah,” I muttered, trying to keep my voice steady. “Just… history. You?”

“Business ethics,” he said, flipping open his notebook. “Not exactly my favorite subject.”

I nodded, my eyes flicking back to my notes, but I couldn’t focus. Blake was right there. The same guy who had kissed me—kissed Eva—at the Halloween Ball. The same guy who had looked at me like he really cared. And now here I was, sitting across from him as Ethan, and the weird part? The butterflies were still there.

I felt this strange, magnetic pull, like I couldn’t stop myself from stealing glances at him. He was writing something down, his hand moving smoothly across the page, and for a moment, I caught myself staring at the way his hair fell just above his eyes, how his jaw clenched slightly when he focused.

I quickly looked away, my face growing warm. What the hell was wrong with me? This didn’t make any sense. I wasn’t Eva anymore. I was Ethan. I was supposed to be back to normal. So why did I still feel this weird, confusing pull toward Blake?

I shifted in my seat, glancing down at my phone again. I pressed the camera button, pretending I was checking something, but really, I was looking at myself. My face stared back at me—just plain old Ethan. Nothing special. No makeup, no soft features, no flowing hair. Just me.

But even as I stared at my reflection, I couldn’t help but wonder… Would he remember Eva if I dressed up like a girl again? Would he recognize me?

The thought made my heart race even faster. I hated how much it lingered in my mind, how much I couldn’t shake the feeling that, deep down, a part of me was still holding on to that version of myself. Eva had been a curse, sure, but she had also been… someone. And Blake had seen her. He had cared about her. He had kissed her.

I shook my head, trying to clear the thoughts. I was being ridiculous. Blake had no idea who I really was. To him, Eva was a memory, a girl he’d met at a party and danced with. And now, I was just some random guy in the library.

But why did that bother me so much?

I risked another glance at him. He was still focused on his notes, completely unaware of the storm of thoughts running through my mind. For a second, I thought about saying something, about asking if he remembered that night, if he still thought about her—about Eva.

But I didn’t. I couldn’t. It would’ve been insane.

Instead, I forced myself to focus on my notes, trying to steady my breathing. But the butterflies wouldn’t go away. The confusion wouldn’t stop. There was this pull toward him that I couldn’t explain, and it left me wondering, for the first time since the curse had lifted, if maybe—just maybe—I wasn’t done with Eva after all.
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Blake shifted in his seat, glancing up at me. “You all right?” he asked, his voice low, like he could sense something was off.

I blinked, startled by the question. “Yeah. Just… distracted, I guess.”

He smiled, that same easy smile he’d given me back when I was Eva.

“Yeah, I get that. Finals will do that to you.”

I nodded, but my mind was a million miles away. I wondered if Blake would ever know the truth. If he’d ever remember Eva. If he’d ever see me that way again.

“Can’t wait to go back to Wisconsin to see my family for Christmas.”

Wisconsin!? No way, I was from there too.

“Uhm… where in Wisconsin?” I asked.

“Madison.”

And just like that, I knew that the curse was far from over as I wondered if I even wanted him to.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy The Girly Curse? In that case, I hope you can check out three of my Halloween Dark Romances. Clutch your pearl necklace tight because these are extra steamy.
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Sean Rowland, a 19-year-old art student was still mourning the death of his father from “accidentally drowning” when his evil stepbrothers and transgender stepmother from hell forced him to succumb to a life of servitude and gave him a new identity as Sissyrella.

Being an introvert who kept to himself through a life of video games, he had no friends and family to run to. Cleaning, cooking, and servicing his stepfamily was his new normal up until a Sissy Godmother appeared and magically turned his loveless life into a titillating fairy tale.

Read Sissyrella
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Princess Sissy White, born male and grew up as a lady to grant her dying mother’s wish, was the fairest in Bavaria.

Hair as black as ebony, lips as red as blood, and skin as white as snow were all the markings for her exaltation. Enter Ingrid, her ornery stepmother and the evil queen who had the magic to morph her own genitalia, stopped at nothing to reclaim the title of being the fairest of them all.

Unwilling to listen to one more praise about Sissy White’s beauty from her magic mirror, she ordered the death of the young lady. On All Hallows Eve, the same night the queen has chosen for Sissy White’s demise, the princess was forced to run from the harrowing threat.

She ran until her legs couldn’t take another step anymore until her resolve manifested when a tiny cottage in the woods emerged from the mist. That’s when she met The Seven Dwarfs and what turned her life into a titillating fairy tale.

Read Sissy White & the 7 Dwarfs
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“What’s your name?” Anya asked.

“Princess Cordelia”, she innocently replied. Anya chuckled from hearing her utter a hyper-feminine name paired with an almost guttural tone brought upon by the merlock’s curse.

“I saved your life. Don’t you think it’s only right for you to repay me? You could’ve frozen to death you know”.

“I left my pearl collection in my father’s kingdom. How can I repay you?”

“You nut! You can start with your mouth!”

Read The Sissy Mermaid


Hello Lilly
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So, okay, I know that you can’t wait to read the book but I can’t help but share with you my excitement (I know, I don’t look too thrilled in that photo but it’s the only one I could find where I’m holding the telephone, lol) but trust me, I am!

I’ve created an exclusive Fansly(profile) where I post feminizing and enchanting audio clips to help you achieve your most dazzling version.

Apart from the hypnotic lessons, I also post bonus content such as photos and scalding real-life stories along with POV clips that can lull (or get your blood rushing) depending on your choice, xo.

I’ll be updating it weekly with new content so stay tuned.

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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Listen to Audiobooks


Find Femboys
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Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

I get a lot of e-mails but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

Creating an account is as easy as 1-2-3. See you there!

Visit Find Femboys


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2

[image: A person in glasses and garment  Description automatically generated]

“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl

[image: A person holding a lipstick  Description automatically generated]

“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You

[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]

“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!” “My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Girly Curse – A Magical Feminization Romance.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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