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Introduction

“I shouldn’t have worn that nightie from the mansion...”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was a small-town troublemaker. College dropout. Mechanic’s kid who spent more time stealing cash from my parents’ register than fixing cars. The only person who ever believed I’d grow up was my best friend Ben.

Then one stupid night, we broke into the old mansion outside town. You know the kind—creepy rumors, broken windows, no one living there for decades.

Inside a dusty closet full of antique lingerie, I made a joke. I slipped on a black silk dress and laughed at my reflection in an old mirror. Ben laughed too.

But the mirror didn’t.

The next morning my body started changing.

Softer skin. Longer hair. Curves that hadn’t existed yesterday.

At first I thought I was losing my mind.

Then we found the diary.

The mansion wasn’t haunted.

It was cursed.

And the magic had chosen me.

The more I fought it, the faster my body changed. The diary warned that once the transformation finished, the magic would disappear forever.

Leaving the girl behind.

The worst part wasn’t the magic.

It was realizing that the only person standing beside me through all of it… was the boy I had been trying not to fall in love with for years.

Now the mansion was waiting for me to return one last time.

And I had to decide:

Fight the magic and lose everything…

Or accept the girl in the mirror.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, magical feminization, friends-to-lovers, coming-of-age, and first-time feminization 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 Night I Became a Girl.
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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

∞∞∞

THE SMELL of motor oil had a way of sticking to your soul. That’s what my dad always said. He meant it like a compliment. Like the smell meant you were honest, hardworking, part of something real.

Personally, I thought it just meant your life sucked.

I leaned against the back wall of the garage, lighting a cigarette while the afternoon sun baked the gravel lot outside the shop. The sign above the garage door read Rivers Auto Repair, the paint faded and peeling like everything else in this town.

Inside, my dad was arguing with a customer about a transmission.

Outside, I exhaled smoke toward the empty road and wondered how the hell my life ended up here.

Twenty years old.

College dropout.

Back living with my parents.

Working in a shop that smelled like gasoline and regret.

Behind me, the old cash register sat on the counter by the office door. My mom handled the books, but she’d already left for the day.

Which meant the register was unattended.

Which meant…

I glanced inside the garage. My dad was halfway under a truck, his boots sticking out.

I crushed the cigarette beneath my sneaker and casually stepped inside the office.

The fan buzzed lazily overhead.

I opened the register drawer.

There was maybe a couple hundred bucks inside.

I pulled out three twenties.

Not enough for my dad to notice.

Enough for a good night.

The drawer slid shut with a quiet click.

“Chris!”

I nearly jumped out of my skin.

My dad’s voice echoed from the garage.

“Yeah?”

“Did you finish rotating that Civic’s tires?”

“…Working on it.”

“Then quit hiding in the office!”

I grabbed a rag from the counter and stepped back outside, pretending I’d been doing literally anything productive.

But before I could reach the garage, a pickup truck pulled into the gravel lot with a crunch.

A familiar blue Ford.

I grinned.

Ben leaned out the driver’s window.

“Thought I’d find you here,” he said.

Ben had been my best friend since third grade. Same town, same school, same dumb childhood decisions.

The difference was Ben actually managed to turn into a responsible human being.

Broad shoulders, steady eyes, the kind of guy who helped neighbors fix fences and remembered birthdays.

Basically the opposite of me.

“You’re late,” I said.

“For what?”

“For rescuing me from this miserable place.”

Ben laughed.

“Your dad’s gonna kill you if you bail again.”

“My dad’s gonna kill me eventually anyway,” I said, shrugging. “Might as well earn it.”

He studied me for a moment.

“You steal from the register again?”

I didn’t answer.

Which was basically an answer.

Ben sighed and rubbed the back of his neck.

“Chris…”

“Relax. It’s just sixty bucks.”

“That’s not the point.”

“Everything is the point,” I said, climbing into the passenger seat of his truck. “Now drive.”

Ben hesitated.

Then he shook his head and started the engine.

“You’re a bad influence on yourself,” he muttered.

The tribal casino sat about twenty minutes outside town, glowing like a neon mistake in the middle of farmland.

It was the only place around here where anything exciting ever happened.

Which meant it was usually full of bored locals making bad decisions.

My kind of crowd.

Ben and I walked in through the sliding doors, the smell of cigarette smoke and cheap perfume hitting us instantly.

Slot machines blinked in every direction.

The place hummed with electronic chimes and quiet desperation.

I loved it.

“You’re gonna lose that money,” Ben said.

“Maybe.”

“Actually, definitely.”

I dropped into a chair at a blackjack table.

“Then I’ll enjoy losing it.”

Ben leaned against the railing behind me while I started placing bets.

First hand.

Lost.

Second hand.

Lost again.

Third hand…

Dealer got twenty-one.

I laughed.

Ben groaned.

“You are unbelievable.”

“It’s the thrill,” I said.

“Losing money isn’t thrilling.”

“You’re just boring.”

He rolled his eyes.

After another twenty minutes, my sixty dollars had officially evaporated into the casino’s greedy little pockets.

I leaned back in my chair and stretched.

“Well. That was fun.”

“You’re unbelievable,” Ben said again.

We walked back out into the cool night air, the gravel crunching under our shoes.

The road stretched out ahead of us, empty except for the occasional truck passing in the distance.

Ben tossed his keys in the air.

“Where to now?”

“Anywhere but home.”

He opened the truck door and we climbed inside.

The headlights cut through the darkness as we drove along the country road.

Fields rolled past us in shadow.

Then, up ahead on the hill, something appeared through the trees.

The mansion.

Even in the dark, the place looked enormous.

Old stone walls.

Towering windows.

A long driveway that curved up through iron gates.

“Creepy,” Ben muttered.

“That house has been empty for years,” I said.

“Pretty sure someone owns it.”

“No one lives there.”

“How do you know?”

“I’ve never seen lights on.”

Ben slowed the truck slightly as we passed.

The house loomed above us like something out of a ghost story.

I grinned.

“Let’s break in.”

Ben stared at me.

“You’re joking.”

“Think about it,” I said. “Adventure.”

“That’s called trespassing.”

“That’s called Tuesday night.”

Ben shook his head.

“No.”

“Come on.”

“No.”

“Come on.”

“Chris.”

“Ben.”

He exhaled slowly.

Then, against his better judgment…

He turned the truck around.

The iron gate was already half open.

Which somehow made the place creepier.

Ben parked the truck behind a cluster of trees near the driveway.

We grabbed our phone flashlights and walked up the gravel path.

The mansion looked even bigger up close.

Three stories tall.

Stone columns.

Massive windows staring down at us like empty eyes.

“You sure this is a good idea?” Ben whispered.

“Absolutely not,” I said.

Which meant it was perfect.

The front door was locked.

But a side door near the garden opened with a simple push.

Inside, the house smelled faintly of dust and old perfume.

Our footsteps echoed across polished wooden floors.

“Okay,” Ben said quietly. “This is officially terrifying.”

“Relax,” I said, shining my flashlight around.

The place looked… preserved.

Antique furniture.

Paintings on the walls.

Grand staircase curving upward.

It didn’t look abandoned.

Just… unused.

“Who leaves a place like this empty?” Ben murmured.

“Rich weirdos.”

We wandered through the hallway, peeking into rooms.

Library.

Dining room.

Sitting room.

All frozen in time.

Then we reached a large bedroom at the end of the hall.

The closet door stood slightly open.

Curious, I pushed it wider.

My flashlight beam swept across racks of clothing.

Dresses.

Silk robes.

Stockings.

Lingerie.

A lot of lingerie.

I blinked.

“What kind of grandma keeps this stuff?” I muttered.

Ben stepped beside me and let out a laugh.

“This is like a Victoria’s Secret museum.”

I picked up a black silk slip from the rack.

The fabric felt unbelievably soft between my fingers.
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“Oh my god,” I said. “This stuff is fancy.”

Ben smirked.

“Try it on.”

I looked at him.

“You’re kidding.”

“You won’t.”

I grinned.

“Oh, I absolutely will.”

Before he could stop me, I pulled the slip over my T-shirt and jeans.

The silk slid down over my body.

Ben burst out laughing.

“Dude!”

“What?” I said, striking a dramatic pose.

“You look ridiculous.”

“Thank you.”

I grabbed a pair of stockings from the drawer and held them up.

“Oh no,” Ben said.

“Oh yes.”

A minute later I had the stockings on too.

Ben was practically wheezing.

“This is the stupidest thing you’ve ever done.”

“I’ve done much stupider things,” I said.

I turned toward the full-length mirror standing against the closet wall.

For a moment…

Something strange happened.

The reflection shimmered.

Like heat rippling over pavement.

I blinked.

The mirror looked normal again.

“Did you see that?” I asked.

“See what?”

“…Nothing.”

Ben was still laughing.

I shook my head and peeled the slip back off.

“Okay, fashion show’s over.”

We hung the clothes back where we found them.

Then we headed back downstairs.

By the time we left the mansion and climbed into Ben’s truck, the whole thing already felt like a dumb story we’d laugh about later.

Just another stupid adventure.

Just another reckless night.

Neither of us noticed…

That the silk slip was no longer hanging in the closet.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP feeling like I’d slept wrong. Not hungover. Not sick. Just… off. The ceiling fan spun slowly above my bed, the blades clicking in that familiar uneven rhythm they’d had since I was a kid.

Click.

Click.

Click.

I stared at it for a moment before rolling onto my side.

Something tugged uncomfortably across my chest.

I frowned.

My shirt felt weird.

Like the fabric was rubbing against skin that had suddenly become too sensitive.

I pushed myself upright and stretched, expecting the feeling to go away.

It didn’t.

Actually…

It got worse.

“Okay,” I muttered to myself.

I swung my legs off the bed and stood up, scratching my head.

My hair felt longer.

Not dramatically longer.

Just… thicker.

I stumbled into the bathroom and flicked on the light.

The mirror reflected the same messy twenty-year-old idiot I saw every morning.

Same dark hair.

Same tired eyes.

Same dumb face.

But something about it looked… softer.

I leaned closer to the mirror.

“Did I sleep weird or something?”

My skin looked clearer.

Which was strange, considering my diet mostly consisted of gas station food and regret.

Then I noticed something else.

My chest felt… tender.

Like the soreness you get after lifting weights.

Except I hadn’t lifted anything heavier than a cigarette pack in weeks.

I poked my chest experimentally.

“Ow.”

That definitely hurt.

I pressed again.
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“Ow.”

I lifted my shirt and stared down.

Nothing looked different.

Still flat.

Still normal.

Still me.

“Okay,” I said slowly.

“Definitely slept weird.”

I brushed my teeth, got dressed, and tried to ignore the lingering soreness as I headed downstairs.

My mom was already in the kitchen making coffee.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning.”

She glanced up at me.

“You sleep okay?”

“Yeah.”

“You look… rested.”

“That’s new.”

She smiled faintly and slid a mug across the counter.

“Your father left early. He wants you at the shop by nine.”

Of course he did.

I grabbed the coffee and headed for the door.

As I stepped outside into the cool morning air, I felt that strange tug across my chest again.

A little stronger this time.

I frowned.

Then I shook it off and climbed into my car.

It was probably nothing.

Probably.

Three days later, I knew something was wrong.

Not catastrophic wrong.

Not “call a doctor immediately” wrong.

Just… weird wrong.

It started with the soreness.

My chest still hurt.

Except now it didn’t just hurt when I poked it.

It hurt when my shirt brushed against it.

Which was incredibly annoying.

“Stop fidgeting,” Ben said.

We were sitting on the tailgate of his truck behind the auto shop during lunch break.

“I’m not fidgeting.”

“You’ve been rubbing your chest for ten minutes.”

“Because it hurts.”

Ben gave me a look.

“You get punched or something?”

“No.”

“Then why does it hurt?”

I hesitated.

Because the honest answer sounded insane.

“I dunno,” I said finally. “Muscle strain?”

“You don’t have muscles.”

“Very funny.”

Ben took a sip of his soda.

“You look different.”

My stomach dropped.

“What?”

“Not bad different,” he said quickly. “Just… different.”

“How?”

He squinted at me.

“Your face looks… smoother.”

“That’s not a thing.”

“It is a thing.”

“You’re imagining it.”

Ben shrugged.

“Maybe.”

But he kept looking at me like he was trying to solve a puzzle.

Which made me extremely uncomfortable.

“Anyway,” I said quickly, “we should go back to the mansion tonight.”

Ben nearly choked on his drink.

“Why?”

“Because something weird is happening.”

“You think it has something to do with the house?”

“I wore cursed lingerie, Ben.”

“You wore lingerie as a joke.”

“Exactly.”

Ben rubbed his temples.

“You can’t seriously believe—”

“I woke up the next morning feeling like my chest got punched,” I said. “And now you’re telling me my face looks different.”

He opened his mouth.

Closed it.

Then sighed.

“Okay,” he said reluctantly.

“Okay what?”

“Okay, maybe something weird is happening.”

“Thank you.”

“But that doesn’t mean the house is magical.”

“It’s a creepy mansion full of haunted underwear,” I said.

“What else would it be?”

Ben stared at me.

“You’re impossible.”

“Yet here you are.”

He shook his head.

“We’re not breaking in again.”

“Breaking in implies it’s illegal.”

“It is illegal.”

“It’s only illegal if we get caught.”

Ben groaned.

“You’re going to get us arrested one day.”

“Maybe.”

I slid off the tailgate.

“But today we’re just doing research.”

The mansion looked even darker the second time.

Maybe because now I wasn’t just looking for adventure.

Now I was looking for answers.

Ben parked the truck in the same spot near the trees.

“You’re insane,” he said for the hundredth time.

“Probably.”

We walked up the gravel driveway again, phone flashlights cutting through the darkness.

The side door was still unlocked.

Which felt… intentional.

Like the house wanted visitors.

“Okay,” Ben whispered as we stepped inside.

“Quick look and we leave.”

“Agreed.”

We walked through the hallway toward the bedroom where the closet had been.

My chest felt strangely tight.

Not painful.

Just… aware.

Like my body knew where we were.

The bedroom door creaked open.

The closet door was still slightly ajar.

I pushed it open.

My stomach dropped.

The clothing racks were empty.

Completely empty.

No dresses.

No robes.

No lingerie.

Nothing.

“What the hell?” I muttered.

Ben stepped beside me.

“Where did everything go?”

“I swear this room was full last time.”

“I remember.”

I stepped deeper into the closet.

The full-length mirror still stood against the wall.

Same ornate frame.

Same strange presence.

I lifted my shirt slightly and looked down at my chest again.

Still flat.

Still normal.

But the soreness was definitely worse.

I stepped closer to the mirror.

For a moment…

The reflection flickered again.

Just like last time.

Only this time it didn’t stop.

Words slowly appeared across the glass.

Not written.

Forming.

Like frost spreading across a window.

Ben sucked in a breath.

“Chris…”

The message finished forming.

Three lines.

Delicate cursive.

She who steals her beauty
must become her.

The words glowed faintly for a second.

Then vanished.

The mirror returned to normal.

Neither of us spoke.

Ben finally broke the silence.

“…Okay.”

“Yeah.”

“That’s not normal.”

“Glad you’re catching up.”

Ben ran a hand through his hair.

“So what does it mean?”

I swallowed.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE NEXT morning, I didn’t wake up. I surfaced. Like I’d been drowning in sleep and clawed my way back to air. My chest hurt before my eyes even opened. Not sharp pain—more like a deep, aching tenderness that made me want to curl in on myself.

I lay there staring at the ceiling, breathing carefully.

Click.

Click.

Click.

The fan kept spinning like nothing in the universe had changed.

But I had.

I pushed myself up and immediately regretted it.

My shirt dragged against my nipples and I flinched.

“What the—” I muttered.

I yanked the shirt away from my body and froze.

My chest wasn’t flat anymore.

Not huge.

Not even obvious under a hoodie.

But it was… different.

Soft.

Slightly rounded.

Like the beginning of something I didn’t want.

I stared down at myself as if staring hard enough could make it go away.

It didn’t.

“Okay,” I said out loud, voice cracking with disbelief. “No. Nope. No.”

My hands shook as I walked into the bathroom.

The mirror caught me instantly, and my stomach dropped.

My face looked… prettier.

That was the only word for it.

My jaw looked less harsh.

My lips looked fuller.

My eyelashes looked darker, longer, like I’d accidentally put on mascara in my sleep.

And my skin—my skin looked smooth, almost glowing.

I leaned closer, searching for something familiar.

A rough edge.

A flaw.

A sign that I was still me.

My eyes were the same.

That was it.

Everything else looked like someone had started editing me into a different person.

I pressed my palms against the sink.

“Chris,” I whispered. “You’re fine. You’re fine. You’re just… freaking out.”

Downstairs, the smell of breakfast drifted up.

My mom humming softly.

Normal life.

Normal morning.

I grabbed the first hoodie I could find and pulled it over my head, wincing when the fabric brushed my chest.

I kept my head down as I walked into the kitchen.

My mom turned.

“Morning, honey.”

“Morning,” I said quickly, reaching for coffee.

She watched me for a beat too long.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah. Just tired.”

“You look… nice.”

I almost dropped the mug.

“Nice?”

She smiled. “I don’t know, just… revitalized.”

“Oh,” I said, forcing a laugh. “Yeah. Miracle.”

She went back to the stove, but I could feel my heartbeat in my throat.

If she noticed, she would ask questions.

If she asked questions, I’d have to answer.

And I had no idea how to explain cursed lingerie magic to my mother while she scrambled eggs.

I made it out the door without dying.

At the repair shop, it got worse.

Not with my parents.

With strangers.

A customer walked in while I was behind the counter sorting invoices.

I didn’t look up.

“Excuse me, ma’am?” he said.

I froze.

“Ma’am?” I repeated.

The customer blinked, confused.

“Oh—sorry—uh, miss—”

“I’m not—” I started, then stopped.

My voice came out softer than I expected.

Not high.

Not feminine.

Just… less me.

My dad shouted from the garage, “Chris! You got that invoice done?”

The customer’s eyes widened.

“Oh,” he said quickly, embarrassed. “Sorry, man.”

I forced a laugh that sounded like it might crack in half.

“It’s fine.”

But it wasn’t.

Because the customer wasn’t the only one.

It happened again.

And again.

And by lunchtime, I was keeping my hoodie on even though the garage was warm, sweating through the fabric, terrified to let anyone see me.

I wanted to run.

I wanted to scream.

Instead, I texted Ben:

NOW. BEHIND THE SHOP.

Ben showed up five minutes later like he’d been waiting.

He found me behind the shop, pacing in the gravel near the dumpster like a rabid animal.

“Okay,” he said. “Talk to me.”

I turned to him.

“I’m changing.”

Ben’s face tightened.

“I know.”

“No, I mean—” I yanked my hoodie up, just enough to show him.

Ben’s eyes dropped to my breasts.

Then back up to my face.

He didn’t laugh this time.

He didn’t even smirk.

He just… stared.

“Chris,” he said quietly.

My throat burned.

“Don’t say it like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like you’re looking at a stranger.”

Ben stepped closer.

“Can I…?”

He hesitated, hand hovering like he was afraid I’d bite him.

I should’ve told him no.

I should’ve pulled my hoodie down and shoved him away.

Instead, I nodded once, sharp and angry.

Ben gently brushed his knuckles against the curve under my shirt.

I flinched.

“It’s real,” he whispered.

“Yeah,” I snapped. “No kidding. Now stop squeezing it.”

Ben chuckled.

Soon after, his expression wasn’t amused anymore.

It was… worried.

Protective.

Like he’d just realized I was in actual danger.

I hated that.

I hated needing him.

I hated that he was the only person I could show this to.

“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, voice low.

Ben looked at me for a long moment.

Then he said, “We figure it out.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only one we have.”

I rubbed my forehead, feeling my pulse hammering.

“That mirror—those words—”

“Yeah,” Ben said. “I keep thinking about it.”

“She who steals her beauty must become her,” I muttered. “What does that even mean?”

Ben exhaled slowly.

“It means… you took something.”

“I didn’t take anything,” I said. “I put it back.”

Ben’s gaze sharpened.

“Did you?”

I froze.

My stomach sank.

Last night… the closet had been empty.

The slip I wore was gone.

I hadn’t thought about it like stealing.

But the words didn’t say you borrowed.

They said stole.

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

Ben’s eyes flicked over my face.

“You didn’t just wear it,” he said slowly. “You triggered something.”

A hot wave of panic rushed through me.

“So what, I’m being punished?”

Ben didn’t answer.

His silence was worse than a yes.

I paced again, hands in my hair.

“I can’t—Ben, I can’t do this. I can’t be—” I stopped, throat tightening.

I couldn’t say the word.

Girl.

Woman.

Her.

Ben stepped in front of me, blocking my path like he always did when I was spiraling.

“Hey,” he said firmly. “Look at me.”

I forced my eyes up.

Ben’s expression softened.

“I’m not laughing,” he said. “I’m not leaving. Okay?”

My chest tightened for a completely different reason.

“Why?” I asked, rough.

Ben hesitated.

Then his voice dropped.

“Because it’s you.”

Something in me cracked.

Not in a dramatic movie way.

Just… a quiet fracture that hurt more than it should have.

I looked away quickly.

“I hate this,” I whispered.

“I know,” Ben said.

Then, after a beat: “But we’re going back tonight.”

I snapped my gaze to him.

“What?”

“We need to know how it works,” Ben said. “If it has rules, we can use the rules.”

I shook my head.

“No. No, I’m not going back in there.”

Ben’s eyes didn’t waver.

“Chris.”

The way he said my name—steady, calm—made me furious.

“Don’t do that,” I said. “Don’t act like you can just fix everything.”

“I’m not acting,” Ben said quietly. “I’m deciding.”

I stared at him.

For a second, I realized something that made my stomach twist.

Ben wasn’t scared of the mansion.

Ben was scared for me.

And he was willing to walk straight into a haunted house again because of it.

That was…

That was something.

“Fine,” I muttered.

Ben nodded once, like he’d already known I’d say yes.

We waited until after midnight.

The countryside was quiet, the kind of quiet that felt like the world had shut its eyes.

Ben parked behind the trees again.

This time, neither of us joked.

We climbed out, flashlights on, walking up the driveway like we were approaching a crime scene.

The side door opened like it was expecting us.

Inside, the air felt colder.

Not physically cold.

Just… wrong.

My chest throbbed as soon as we stepped into the hallway.

“Do you feel that?” Ben whispered.

“Yeah,” I said through clenched teeth.

The bedroom door creaked open.

We stepped into the closet.

Still empty.

No clothing.

No lingerie.

Just dust outlines on the racks like ghost-hangers.

Ben shined his flashlight around.

“So where—”

My gaze snagged on the floor.

A small box sat near the mirror, like it hadn’t been there before.

It was wrapped in black velvet ribbon.

Ben noticed it too.

“Was that here last time?”

“No,” I whispered.

Ben crouched carefully and reached for it.

The ribbon slipped loose easily, like it wanted to be opened.

Inside was a single item.

A slip.

Not the black one.

This one was pale—almost ivory—trimmed with lace so delicate it looked like it could fall apart if you breathed on it too hard.

My throat went dry.

Ben lifted it by the straps.

“You wore this?” he asked.

“No,” I said. “This is different.”

He held it up, and in the flashlight beam, the fabric shimmered faintly—like it wasn’t just silk, but something alive.

Ben’s eyes met mine.

“We should leave,” he said suddenly.

The relief in my chest was instant.

“Okay,” I breathed. “Yes. Great. Let’s go.”

But my body didn’t move.

My feet stayed planted.

My skin prickled.

The mirror’s surface rippled once, subtle as a blink.

And I knew—knew in my bones—that the house wasn’t letting me walk away.

Ben tugged my sleeve.

“Chris.”

“I can’t,” I whispered.

“What do you mean you can’t?”

“I can’t—my body feels—” I swallowed hard. “Like it’s pulling.”

Ben looked furious now—not at me, but at the room.

“At the mirror.

At the invisible thing controlling me.

“Okay,” he said, jaw clenched. “We do it fast. We test it and we go.”

I stared at the slip like it was a weapon.

My hands shook.

“I don’t want to wear it.”

“I know,” Ben said, voice rough. “But if we don’t understand it, it’ll keep doing whatever it wants.”

I hated that he was right.

I hated that the house had me cornered.

With trembling fingers, I reached for the slip.

The silk felt warm.

I pulled it over my head.

The fabric slid down my torso like water.

My entire body tingled.

Not pleasant.

Not painful.

Just… electric.

Ben’s eyes widened.
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“Chris—”

I turned toward the mirror.

And the reflection—

It wasn’t me.

Not exactly.

It was… me, but more.

My face softer, prettier.

My shoulders narrower.

My waist more defined.

The slip clung to curves I didn’t have yesterday.

I pressed a hand to my chest and felt it.

Fuller.

Real.

A sharp breath escaped me.

“No,” I whispered.

Ben stepped closer.

“Take it off,” he said, urgent. “Take it off right now.”

I tried.

I grabbed the straps and yanked.

The slip didn’t move.

It was like the fabric had fused to my skin.

Panic rose in my throat like acid.

“Ben!”

Ben grabbed the hem and pulled.

Nothing.

The lace trembled, but it didn’t budge.

Ben swore under his breath, eyes flashing.

“What the hell is this?”

The mirror shimmered again.

Words appeared—faint, quick.

Reluctance tastes the sweetest.

Ben stared at it, horrified.

“Oh my god,” he whispered.

The air shifted.

The closet felt smaller.

Tighter.

My body tingled harder.

My hips—

My hips shifted.

A sickening, surreal sensation—like my bones were rearranging themselves.

I gasped and doubled over.

Ben caught me immediately, arms around my shoulders.

“Chris, breathe,” he said, voice shaking. “Breathe. I’ve got you.”

“I can’t—I can’t—” I choked out.

Ben’s hands were steady, even as his face looked wrecked.

He held me like he could anchor me in place.

And that was the scariest part.

Because my body was changing anyway.

Right there in his arms.

Against his chest.

Like the house didn’t care how much I resisted.

Like it wanted me to fight.

Like it wanted me to lose.

Ben’s voice dropped low against my ear.

“We’re getting you out,” he promised. “I swear.”

But when I looked up into the mirror…

I saw the truth.

The magic wasn’t just transforming me.

It was training me.

And the longer I fought it…

The harder it would make me fall.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE SLIP came off the moment we crossed the mansion’s threshold. One step outside, and the lace loosened like it had never been stuck at all.

I nearly ripped it over my head, yanking it down my arms with shaking hands, the night air slamming into my skin like punishment.

Ben didn’t let go of me until I was fully out of it—out of the closet, out of the hallway, out of the house itself.

We didn’t talk on the drive back.

Ben’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel.

I kept my arms folded tight over my chest like I could squeeze myself back into shape.

Every bump in the road made my body ache in places that felt… newly placed.

When we got to my house, Ben cut the engine and just sat there.

I stared at the dashboard.

The silence stretched.

Finally, Ben spoke, voice low.

“Did it… stop?”

I swallowed.

“I don’t know.”

Because that was the worst part.

The house didn’t need me inside it anymore.

It had already planted something in me.

I climbed out of the truck and walked stiffly toward my front door, hoodie pulled tight, shoulders hunched.

My entire body felt too… noticeable.

Like my skin had become something that could betray me.

The porch light flickered as I stepped up.

I paused, listening.

Nothing.

Quiet.

I breathed out and pushed the door open.

The smell of dish soap and clean laundry hit me.

Home.

Normal.

Safe.

Then—

“Christopher?”

My mom’s voice floated from the living room.

My heart slammed so hard I felt it in my teeth.

“Yeah!” I called, forcing my voice deeper. “It’s me.”

She stepped into the hallway, wearing one of her old cardigans, hair tied up, face sleepy.

“You’re out late,” she said.

“I—Ben and I were just—driving around.”

Her gaze slid over me.

I felt it like a hand.

She narrowed her eyes slightly.

“Why are you wearing that?”

“What?” I barked, too fast.

She pointed.

My hoodie.

It was mine, sure, but it was also… small.

I’d grabbed the first one I could find in Ben’s truck, not even thinking.

Now the fabric clung in places it never used to.

Chest.

Waist.

Hips.

I tugged it down quickly, too late.

“It’s cold,” I said.

She didn’t look convinced.

My mom wasn’t dumb. She just liked peace. She didn’t poke the bear unless she had to.

And right now I was a bear with something to hide.

She stepped closer.

“Chris… did something happen?”

“No.”

I said it too sharply.

Her expression softened, which somehow made it worse.

“You’re acting strange,” she said gently. “Like you’re scared.”

“I’m not scared,” I lied.

Because if I admitted I was scared, she’d ask why.

And what was I supposed to say?

Mom, I broke into a haunted mansion and now I’m growing boobs.

She reached out, fingers hovering near my cheek like she wanted to touch me.

I flinched back instinctively.

Her hand froze midair.

Her eyes flicked over my face again.

That softness I couldn’t hide.

“Christopher…” she repeated, but this time her voice had that edge of confusion that made me want to disappear.

I forced a laugh.

“I’m just tired, okay? I’m gonna go to bed.”

She hesitated.

Then nodded slowly.

“Okay,” she said. “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight.”

I walked up the stairs as calmly as I could.

The second my bedroom door shut, I collapsed against it, breathing hard.

My hands went to my chest immediately.

Still fuller.

Not as dramatic as in the slip, but more than yesterday.

My throat tightened.

“You can’t,” I whispered to myself. “You can’t do this.”

But my body didn’t care what I wanted.

It was already deciding.

The next day I called in sick.

Which was hilarious, considering I “worked” for my parents, and my dad didn’t believe in sickness unless you were actively bleeding.

I didn’t care.

I stayed locked in my room until Ben showed up that afternoon.

He knocked once, quietly, like he was trying not to scare me.

I opened the door and immediately regretted it because Ben’s eyes did that thing again—dropped, then snapped back up like he’d seen something he wasn’t supposed to see.

I wasn’t wearing a hoodie.

Just a loose T-shirt.

It still clung.

Ben swallowed.

“Hey.”

“Hey,” I said, voice rough. “Come in.”

He stepped inside and shut the door behind him.

For a moment we just stood there.

Best friends.

Same room.

Different reality.

Ben cleared his throat.

“Okay,” he said. “Show me.”

I glared. “Don’t say it like that.”

“Sorry,” he said quickly. “I just mean—if it’s changing, we need to track it.”

I hated that he was right.

I sat on the edge of my bed and stared at the floor.

Then I lifted my shirt slowly.

Ben didn’t move.

Didn’t react like a jerk.

He just… looked.

My chest was unmistakably not flat anymore.

Small breasts—soft, sensitive, real enough that even the air felt too sharp against them.

Ben’s jaw tightened.

“That’s… more than yesterday.”

I laughed bitterly.

“Yeah. No kidding.”

Ben sat beside me, keeping a careful distance like he didn’t know what his hands were allowed to be anymore.

“What else?” he asked.

I shifted uncomfortably.

“My waist,” I muttered. “My hips feel… wrong.”

Ben nodded once, slow.

“Can I—” He stopped himself, then tried again. “Do you want me to help?”

Help.

With what?

With being… this?

My throat burned.

“Help me hide it,” I said quietly.

Ben’s eyes softened.

“Okay,” he said. “We can hide it.”

He stood and paced the room, thinking.

“Do you have… like… bandages? Wraps? Something?”

“I have an old ace bandage.”

Ben made a face immediately. “That’ll hurt you.”

“I don’t care.”

“You should,” he said, firm. “Chest compression can mess you up if you do it wrong.”

I blinked at him.

“You… know that?”

Ben’s ears reddened faintly.

“I’m not an idiot,” he muttered. “I’ve… read stuff.”

That made my stomach twist for reasons I wasn’t ready to examine.

He rummaged through my closet like he’d done a thousand times growing up—stealing my hoodies, teasing me about my boring clothes.

Now he pulled out the thickest sweatshirt I owned.

“Put this on,” he said.

I obeyed.

The fabric still brushed too intimately against my chest, but it hid the shape better.

Ben stepped closer and adjusted the hem, tugging it down.

His fingers grazed my waist.

I went still.

Ben went still too.

We both pretended nothing happened.

He cleared his throat again.

“Okay,” he said. “Second problem.”

“What?”

“Your face.”

My stomach dropped.

“What about it?”

Ben looked at me like he was choosing his words carefully.

“It’s… pretty.”

Heat rushed up my neck.

“Don’t.”

“I’m not making fun of you,” he said quickly. “I’m just—Chris, it’s noticeable.”

“I don’t want to be noticeable,” I snapped.

Ben’s eyes flashed.

“Then we need a plan,” he said. “We can’t just… hope it stops.”

I stared at him, throat tight.

“I don’t want to go back there,” I whispered.

Ben’s expression shifted—anger, fear, something else.

“I don’t want you to go back either,” he said. “But the house might be the only place with answers.”

The word answers felt like a lie.

The house didn’t give answers.

It gave consequences.

Ben reached out slowly, not touching me, just hovering his hand near my shoulder like he was asking permission without words.

“I’m here,” he said softly. “Okay?”

I nodded once, sharp, because if I nodded gently I might start crying.

Ben lowered his hand and sat beside me again, close enough that our shoulders almost touched.

Almost.

And that almost felt louder than anything.

By evening my dad was pounding on my door.

“Chris! Get your ass downstairs! We’re busy!”

I stared at the door like it was a firing squad.

My voice came out smaller when I answered.

“I’m sick!”

“You’re not sick. You’re lazy!”

My mom’s voice floated up the stairs, calmer.

“Let him rest.”

My dad grumbled something that sounded like “waste of space” and stomped away.

I waited until the house was quiet again.

Then my phone buzzed.

Ben:

I’m outside. We need supplies. Meet me.

Supplies.

That meant something like… a sports bra.

Or a binder.

Or concealer.

The idea made my stomach roll.

But the thought of staying trapped in my room forever made me feel worse.

[image: ]

I crept out of the house like a criminal, hoodie pulled tight, hat low.

Ben was waiting in his truck, engine running.

The second I got in, he looked me over.

“You okay?”

“No.”

“Same,” he said. “Seatbelt.”

I clicked it on with shaking fingers.

We drove to the nearest town with a Walmart—thirty minutes out, past fields and empty barns, the sky fading into early night.

Ben parked far from the entrance.

“We go in, we get what we need, we leave,” he said.

I stared at the glowing doors.

People moved in and out like it was nothing.

Families.

Old men.

Teen girls laughing.

Normal.

My hands clenched in my lap.

“I can’t,” I whispered.

Ben turned to me, serious.

“You can,” he said. “I’m right here.”

That didn’t fix anything.

But it did something.

I nodded once.

We walked in.

The bright fluorescent lights hit my eyes.

The air smelled like cheap popcorn and detergent.

I kept my head down as we passed aisles.

Ben walked slightly in front of me, like a shield.

Which would’ve annoyed me any other day.

Now it just made my chest ache—emotionally, not physically—for reasons I didn’t want to name.

We reached the clothing section.

Women’s bras.

I stopped walking.

My body went cold.

Ben stopped too and glanced back at me.

“Okay,” he said quietly. “We don’t have to—”

“We do,” I said through my teeth.

Because if we didn’t, tomorrow my dad would drag me back to the shop, and someone would say ma’am again and I would lose my mind in public.

Ben exhaled.

“Sports bras,” he said. “They’re not… intense. They’re just… support.”

Support.

That word made me want to laugh and cry at the same time.

Ben picked up a few options, trying to act casual, like two dudes browsing bras wasn’t the weirdest thing in the world.

Then a woman walked past, glanced at me, and smiled politely.

“Excuse me, miss.”

Miss.

The word sliced through me.

My face flushed hot.

I opened my mouth to correct her, but no sound came out.

Because correcting her meant drawing attention.

And attention was the enemy.

Ben stepped in smoothly, calm as anything.

“Sorry,” he said. “We’re just looking.”

The woman nodded and kept walking.

I stood there frozen.

Ben leaned in, voice low.

“Are you okay?”

I shook my head once, tiny.

He didn’t push. He just moved closer, shoulder grazing mine—just a brush, but it grounded me.

We grabbed two sports bras and a pack of camisoles.

Ben added a cheap hoodie from the men’s section, larger than my usual size.

At checkout, the cashier barely looked at us.

It should’ve made me feel better.

Instead, it made me realize something terrifying.

The world wasn’t going to stop.

It was going to keep spinning while I changed inside it.

We walked back out into the night.

In the parking lot, I finally breathed like my lungs remembered how.

Ben opened the passenger door for me.

I slid in and stared at the bag on my lap.

Proof.

Ben got in, shut his door, and sat there for a moment, hands on the wheel, not starting the engine.

He looked at me.

“Chris,” he said quietly.

I didn’t look up.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“For what?” I asked, voice cracking.

“For that night,” he said. “For laughing. For daring you. For bringing you in there.”

I swallowed hard.

“It was my idea,” I whispered.

Ben shook his head.

“I should’ve stopped you.”

Silence.

Then, without thinking, I said the truth that had been clawing at my throat since the mansion.

“What if this doesn’t stop?”

Ben didn’t answer right away.

When he finally spoke, his voice sounded rough.

“Then,” he said softly, “we deal with it. Together.”

I looked at him then.

Really looked.

Ben’s eyes were steady, but there was something new in them.

Something like grief.

Something like devotion.

And something else—something that made my stomach flip in a way that had nothing to do with fear.

My voice came out smaller.

“You promise?”

Ben nodded once.

“I promise.”

And the worst part was…

I believed him.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T sleep much that night. Not because of fear. Because my body wouldn’t let me. Every time I shifted under the blanket, something brushed against my chest and jolted me awake.

Eventually I gave up and sat up in bed, breathing slowly in the dim gray light of morning.

My room felt smaller than usual.

Like the walls had crept inward overnight.

I looked down.

The sports bra Ben bought yesterday was still on under my shirt.

It wasn’t optional anymore.

Without it, I knew exactly what would happen.

My hands hovered over the hem of my shirt.

For a long moment, I didn’t move.

Then I lifted it.

The sports bra stretched across my chest.

Across breasts that were no longer subtle.

Not huge.

But unmistakably real.

Round.

Soft.

Alive.

I pressed my fingers lightly against the fabric.

The sensitivity made my breath hitch.

“Okay,” I whispered hoarsely.

“Okay… this is happening.”

The words sounded ridiculous out loud.

Like saying them might snap reality back into place.

But reality didn’t snap.

Reality kept moving forward.

I swung my legs off the bed and stood.

And immediately noticed something worse.

My balance had changed.

Not dramatically.

Just enough that my center of gravity felt… different.

I walked to the mirror slowly.

The reflection waiting for me didn’t look like Chris anymore.

Not entirely.

My face had softened further overnight.

Cheekbones slightly higher.

Jawline less square.

My hair had grown thicker, brushing the top of my shoulders now.

And my body—

My hoodie couldn’t hide the curve of my hips anymore.

My stomach dropped.

“No,” I said quietly.

Because this wasn’t gradual anymore.

This was accelerating.

Like the magic had gotten impatient.

I grabbed the oversized hoodie Ben bought and pulled it over my head, hiding everything I could.

Then I heard footsteps downstairs.

My dad.

And the garage door opening.

Meaning he expected me at the shop.

I stood frozen in the middle of my room.

There was no way I could work there now.

No way I could stand in that garage with customers walking in and out.

Someone would notice.

Someone would say something.

Someone would ask questions.

My phone buzzed.

Ben.

How are you this morning?

My fingers hovered over the screen.

Then I typed:

Worse.

Three dots appeared immediately.

I’m coming over.

I exhaled slowly.

For the first time since waking up, the panic eased just a little.

Because if anyone could help me figure this out…

It was Ben.

I didn’t sleep much that night.

Not because of fear.

Because my body wouldn’t let me.

Every time I shifted under the blanket, something brushed against my chest and jolted me awake.

Eventually I gave up and sat up in bed, breathing slowly in the dim gray light of morning.

My room felt smaller than usual.

Like the walls had crept inward overnight.

I looked down.

The sports bra Ben bought yesterday was still on under my shirt.

It wasn’t optional anymore.

Without it, I knew exactly what would happen.

My hands hovered over the hem of my shirt.

For a long moment, I didn’t move.

Then I lifted it.

The sports bra stretched across my chest.

Across breasts that were no longer subtle.

Not huge.

But unmistakably real.

Round.

Soft.

Alive.

I pressed my fingers lightly against the fabric.

The sensitivity made my breath hitch.

“Okay,” I whispered hoarsely.

“Okay… this is happening.”

The words sounded ridiculous out loud.

Like saying them might snap reality back into place.

But reality didn’t snap.

Reality kept moving forward.

I swung my legs off the bed and stood.

And immediately noticed something worse.

My balance had changed.

Not dramatically.

Just enough that my center of gravity felt… different.

I walked to the mirror slowly.

The reflection waiting for me didn’t look like Chris anymore.

Not entirely.

My face had softened further overnight.

Cheekbones slightly higher.

Jawline less square.

My hair had grown thicker, brushing the top of my shoulders now.

And my body—

My hoodie couldn’t hide the curve of my hips anymore.

My stomach dropped.

“No,” I said quietly.

Because this wasn’t gradual anymore.

This was accelerating.

Like the magic had gotten impatient.

I grabbed the oversized hoodie Ben bought and pulled it over my head, hiding everything I could.

Then I heard footsteps downstairs.

My dad.

And the garage door opening.

Meaning he expected me at the shop.

I stood frozen in the middle of my room.

There was no way I could work there now.

No way I could stand in that garage with customers walking in and out.

Someone would notice.

Someone would say something.

Someone would ask questions.

My phone buzzed.

Ben.

How are you this morning?

My fingers hovered over the screen.

Then I typed:

Worse.

Three dots appeared immediately.

I’m coming over.

I exhaled slowly.

For the first time since waking up, the panic eased just a little.

Because if anyone could help me figure this out…

It was Ben.

The sun was setting by the time we stopped talking.
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Neither of us had a solution.

The diary gave rules.

Not escape routes.

Ben and I sat on the floor of my bedroom, backs against the bed, the diary open between us.

The room glowed orange from the setting sun.

I felt exhausted.

Not physically.

Emotionally.

Like I’d been arguing with reality all day.

“I hate this,” I muttered.

Ben nodded slowly.

“I know.”

Silence stretched between us.

Then I said the thing I’d been afraid to say out loud.

“What if I disappear?”

Ben’s head snapped toward me.

“You’re not disappearing.”

“I mean it,” I said quietly.

“What if Chris is just… gone?”

Ben’s jaw tightened.

“You’re still you.”

“Am I?” I asked.

My voice sounded fragile now.

“I don’t look like me.”

“I don’t feel like me.”

“And if the magic finishes…” My throat closed. “Then Chris never comes back.”

Ben leaned forward suddenly.

“Chris,” he said firmly.

“Look at me.”

I did.

His eyes were intense now.

Serious.

“You’re not just your body,” he said.

“That’s easy for you to say,” I whispered.

Ben shook his head.

“No. Listen.”

He hesitated for a moment.

Then said something that made my chest stop working.

“I liked you before this.”

My stomach dropped.

“What?”

Ben looked like he’d just stepped off a cliff.

“I mean… I cared about you,” he said quickly.

“More than friends sometimes.”

The air in the room felt suddenly heavy.

“You’re joking,” I said weakly.

“I’m not.”

My brain couldn’t process the sentence.

“Since when?”

Ben let out a shaky laugh.

“Since high school,” he admitted.

I stared at him.

“Why didn’t you ever say anything?”

“Because you’re Chris,” he said.

“You don’t sit still long enough for conversations like that.”

That was… painfully accurate.

My heart pounded in my ears.

“And now?” I asked quietly.

Ben didn’t hesitate.

“Now I’m saying it.”

The words hung in the air between us.

I didn’t know what to do with them.

Because everything inside me was already chaos.

My body.

My identity.

My future.

And now this.

Ben looked down briefly, then back up.

“I know the timing is awful,” he said.

“But I didn’t want you thinking you’re alone in this.”

Something fragile inside my chest shifted.

“Ben…”

He shook his head.

“You don’t have to say anything,” he said quickly.

“I just—needed you to know.”

Silence settled again.

But this silence was different.

Charged.

Dangerous.

My heart was racing now for a reason that had nothing to do with magic.

Ben was so close.

Close enough that I could see the tiny scar on his chin from when we crashed bikes as kids.

Close enough that I could feel the warmth coming off his body.

He looked at me.

Really looked.

Not at my chest.

Not at my changing face.

At me.

And suddenly something inside my chest cracked open.

Not fear.

Not panic.

Something else.

I leaned forward without thinking.

Ben did too.

Our faces were inches apart.

For a moment neither of us breathed.

Then reality slammed back into me.

I jerked away.

“I can’t,” I whispered.

Ben nodded immediately.

“I know.”

He didn’t look angry.

He looked… patient.

Which somehow made it worse.

Because it meant he was willing to wait.

And right now I didn’t even know who I was becoming.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE CHANGES didn’t slow down. They never slowed down. By the next morning, fighting them felt like trying to hold back the tide with my hands.

My hoodie didn’t hide anything anymore.

My chest had filled out completely, soft and undeniable under the sports bra Ben bought. My waist curved inward now, my hips wider, my posture subtly different every time I walked.

Even my voice had shifted.

Not dramatically.

Just enough that when I spoke, I heard something unfamiliar echo back.

Something lighter.

Something closer to… her.

I stood in front of the mirror in my bedroom, gripping the edge of the dresser.

The girl staring back at me looked terrified.

But she also looked… real.

My hair fell past my shoulders now in thick dark waves. My eyes looked bigger somehow, framed by lashes that had no right being that long.

I lifted my hands slowly, touching my own reflection.

“Chris,” I whispered.

But the name didn’t land the same way anymore.

Like it belonged to someone I used to know.

My phone buzzed on the dresser.

Ben.

We need to go back tonight.

My stomach twisted.

I typed back slowly.

I know.

Because the diary had been clear.

The magic ended once the transformation finished.

Which meant tonight would decide everything.

Either I fought it again…

Or I let it become real.

I pulled open my closet.

For a long moment, I just stared.

At the sports bras.

At the camisoles.

At the new hoodie.

Then my eyes drifted to something else.

Something I hadn’t touched yet.

The ivory slip.

The one from the mansion.

Ben had grabbed it when we ran that night, stuffing it into his backpack like evidence.

Now it hung quietly on the hanger.

Waiting.

My hands trembled as I reached for it.

The silk felt warm again.

Alive.

This time, when I pulled it over my head, it slid down easily.

No resistance.

No magic forcing it.

Just fabric against skin.

The mirror shimmered faintly.

But it didn’t trap me.

It simply showed me.

The girl in the mirror wasn’t halfway anymore.

Her body was complete.

Her curves natural.

Her posture uncertain but elegant in a way I had never learned.

I stared at her.

And slowly realized something terrifying.

She didn’t look wrong.

She looked like someone who had always been waiting.

My voice came out small.

“…What if this is who I was supposed to be?”

Ben was waiting outside the mansion when I arrived.

His truck leaned against the same cluster of trees we’d parked near every time.

The sky was deep blue now, the countryside quiet.

I stepped out of my car slowly.

The slip was hidden under an oversized sweater, but I could still feel it against my skin like a secret.

Ben looked up.

Then froze.

His expression changed immediately.

Not shock.

Not confusion.

Something softer.

Something almost… stunned.

“Chris,” he said automatically.

Then he paused.

Because even he could hear how wrong the name sounded now.

I crossed my arms self-consciously.

“Yeah,” I said quietly.

Ben walked closer, studying me carefully.

“You look…” He stopped.

I raised an eyebrow.

“What?”

Ben shook his head slightly.

“Different.”

“That’s the polite version?”

“The honest version,” he said gently, “is beautiful.”

Heat rushed into my face.

“Don’t say that.”

“I’m not teasing you,” Ben said.

“I know,” I muttered.

And that somehow made it worse.

We stood there awkwardly for a moment, the mansion looming above us.

Finally Ben said, “You don’t have to go back in there.”

I blinked.

“What?”

“The diary said the magic ends once the change finishes,” he said. “Maybe… maybe it’s already done.”

My chest tightened.

“Or maybe it finishes tonight,” I said quietly.

Ben looked toward the mansion.

Then back at me.

“Are you sure you want to find out?”

No.

I wasn’t.

But the idea of living forever wondering if the magic was still inside me felt worse.

“I have to,” I said.

Ben nodded slowly.

“Then I’m coming with you.”

“Ben—”

“I’m not leaving you alone in that place,” he said firmly.

The same stubborn loyalty I’d known since childhood flashed across his face.

And suddenly the fear in my chest softened.

Because if anyone had been beside me through this entire insane nightmare…

It was him.

We walked toward the mansion together.

Halfway up the path, I stopped.

“Ben.”

He turned.

“Yeah?”

I swallowed.

“You meant what you said earlier?”

“What part?”

“About liking me.”

Ben didn’t hesitate.

“Every word.”

Even now.

Even like this.

My voice trembled slightly.

“And if… if Chris really is gone?”

Ben stepped closer.

Close enough that the space between us felt charged.

“Chris isn’t gone,” he said quietly.

“Chris is right here.”

His fingers brushed lightly against my hand.

“And whoever you become… I’m still here.”

Something in my chest finally broke open.

Not fear.

Not panic.

Relief.

The mansion felt different this time.

Not hostile.

Not threatening.

Almost… quiet.

Like it had been waiting for this moment.

Ben and I walked into the bedroom closet together.

The mirror stood exactly where it always had.

Silent.

Watching.

I stepped in front of it.
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The girl in the reflection stood tall now.

No flickering.

No halfway shapes.

Just her.

Ben stopped beside me.

“What happens now?” he asked softly.

“I think…” I whispered.

“I think the magic decides if I’m finished.”

The mirror shimmered once.

Words appeared slowly across the glass.

The thief has learned her lesson.

Ben’s jaw tightened.

“That’s it?”

The message shifted.

One final line appeared.

Will she keep what she has taken?

My heart pounded.

This was the choice.

Not the house’s.

Mine.

I stared at the girl in the mirror.

At her eyes.

Her shoulders.

Her body.

The life she might live.

If I said no…

Would Chris come back?

Or would something worse happen?

I didn’t know.

But one thing was suddenly very clear.

Chris had always been running.

From the shop.

From responsibility.

From the future.

From everything.

Maybe the magic hadn’t punished me.

Maybe it had forced me to stop running long enough to look at myself honestly.

My voice trembled slightly.

“I’ll keep it.”

The mirror flashed once.

Bright.

Warm.

Then went still.

The air in the room shifted.

The strange pressure I’d felt since the first night finally vanished.

Like something invisible had been lifted off my shoulders.

The magic was gone.

Not paused.

Not sleeping.

Gone.

Ben exhaled slowly beside me.

“That’s it?” he asked.

I nodded.

“That’s it.”

He looked at me carefully.

“Then… who are you now?”

The question felt huge.

But the answer came surprisingly easy.

I looked at my reflection one last time.

Then I turned toward him.

“Chrissy,” I said.

Ben smiled.

Not surprised.

Just… happy.

“Chrissy,” he repeated softly.

The way he said it made warmth spread through my chest.

For a moment we just stood there.

The mansion quiet.

The spell broken.

The future wide open.

Then Ben stepped closer.

“Can I ask you something?” he said.

“Yeah?”

“Are you still going to run away from everything?”

I laughed softly.

“Probably less than before.”

Ben nodded thoughtfully.

“Good.”

Then he leaned down slightly.

Giving me time.

Giving me space.

Giving me a choice.

This time…

I didn’t pull away.

I leaned forward.

Our lips met gently.

Not rushed.

Not desperate.

Just… right.

Like something that had been waiting a long time finally found its place.

When we pulled back, Ben smiled slightly.

“So,” he said.

“What now?”

I looked around the old mansion one last time.

The place where everything changed.

Then I took his hand.

“Now,” I said.

“We go home.”


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE GARAGE still smelled like motor oil. Some things never changed. The old sign above the door still read Rivers Auto Repair, the letters faded from years of sun and rain. The same cracked gravel lot stretched out front. The same rusty Coke machine hummed quietly near the office door.

But one thing had definitely changed.

“Chrissy!” my dad shouted from under a pickup truck.

His boots stuck out from beneath the frame, exactly the same way they had my entire life.

“You torque that wheel or just admire it?”

“I torqued it,” I called back, wiping grease from my hands.

“You double-check it?”

“Yes.”

“You triple-check it?”

I rolled my eyes.

“Yes, Dad.”

“Good,” he said, satisfied.

He slid out from under the truck on the creeper and stood up, wiping his hands with a rag. His eyes moved over me briefly, quick and practical like he was inspecting a tool.

“Good work,” he said.

That was my dad.

When I first told him about the transition, he had stared at me for a long moment.

Then he had shrugged.

His exact words were burned permanently into my brain.

“Be whoever you want to be, as long as you can still fix cars.”

And that had been the entire conversation.

Meanwhile…

My mom still struggled.

Not in a cruel way.

Not in an angry way.

Just… a quiet sadness that hung between us sometimes like a ghost of the life she expected.

Inside the office window, I saw her sitting behind the counter going through paperwork.

Her hair was tied back like always, glasses sliding down her nose.

I stepped inside, grabbing a soda from the fridge.

She looked up.

For a moment, she just watched me.

Not suspicious anymore.

Not confused.

Just… thinking.

“Busy today,” she said finally.

“Transmission job,” I said. “Dad thinks he’s still twenty-five.”

She smiled faintly at that.

Then her eyes moved over me again.

The magical changes from a year ago were returned, not with another curse, but with the help of science.

Hormones had softened everything further.

My hair fell halfway down my back in loose waves.

My chest filled out naturally under the loose work shirt I wore in the shop.

My body moved differently now too—less rigid, more relaxed.

Even my voice had settled comfortably into something lighter.

I had stopped fighting it months ago.

Mom sighed quietly.

“Customers like you,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

“They trust you,” she said. “You explain things better than your father.”

“That’s because Dad explains engines like they’re war crimes.”

She laughed despite herself.

Then the laughter faded.

“Chrissy…”

My heart squeezed slightly.

She still paused before saying my name sometimes.

Like she had to step over a memory first.

“Yes?”

She hesitated.

Then said something she had never admitted out loud before.

“I miss Chris.”

The words landed softly between us.

Not sharp.

Not accusing.

Just honest.

I nodded slowly.

“I know.”

Silence filled the office for a moment.

Then I said the truth that had taken me months to understand myself.

“I miss him too.”

Mom looked up.

“You do?”

“Yeah,” I said quietly.

“He was reckless and annoying and stole money from the register.”

She snorted.

“That part I remember.”

“But he was still me,” I said.

“And I didn’t disappear.”

I stepped closer to the counter.

“I just… changed.”

Mom studied my face carefully.

For the first time since everything happened, something shifted in her expression.

Not grief.

Understanding.

“You look happy,” she said softly.

I thought about that for a moment.

About the last year.

About therapy.

About starting hormones.

About learning how to exist in a body that finally felt like it belonged to me instead of fighting me every morning.

Then I smiled.

“Yeah,” I said.

“I think I am.”

The shop door opened behind me.

A familiar voice called out.

“Your favorite mechanic is here.”

I turned.

Ben walked in carrying two coffee cups.

He looked exactly like he always had.

Same steady posture.

Same calm eyes.

Same quiet confidence that had gotten me through the weirdest year of my life.

He handed me one of the coffees.

“Fuel,” he said.

“Thank you.”

Mom watched the two of us with a thoughtful expression.

She had noticed long ago that Ben never stopped showing up.
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Even when things were messy.

Even when I didn’t know who I was yet.

Even when my life looked like it had been flipped upside down by a haunted mansion.

Ben leaned against the counter.

“Truck outside needs brake pads,” he said.

“Already done,” I said.

He blinked.

“You beat me to it?”

“Obviously.”

Ben smiled slightly.

Mom cleared her throat.

“You two should go eat lunch before your father finds another engine to tear apart.”

“Yes ma’am,” Ben said politely.

We stepped outside into the warm afternoon sun.

The countryside stretched out around the shop in quiet green fields.

A year ago, this place had felt like a prison.

Now it just felt like… home.

Ben opened the passenger door of his truck for me.

“Lunch?” he asked.

“Sure.”

We drove down the familiar road toward town.

About ten minutes later, we passed the hill.

The mansion still stood there.

Stone walls.

Tall windows.

Silent as ever.

But the place looked smaller now.

Like whatever magic lived there had already finished its work.

Ben slowed the truck slightly.

“You ever think about it?” he asked.

“Sometimes.”

“Regret it?”

I looked out the window at the old house.

At the place where Chris ended and Chrissy began.

Then I shook my head.

“No,” I said.

Ben reached over, squeezing my hand gently.

“Best bad decision you ever made?”

I laughed.

“Definitely.”

We drove past the mansion without stopping.

The road stretched ahead of us, bright in the afternoon sun.

And for the first time in my life…

I wasn’t trying to run away from it.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy The Night I Became a Girl? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.
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“Along with the Estrogen and Anti-androgen, I took EVERYTHING, including the Risk of Falling in Love.”

It contains over 43,000 indelible words that will open your eyes to the possibility that transformation can lead to Happily Ever After. It is a brave story of a nurse who got kicked out of the house for wearing a dress and eventually meets an arrogant yet oh-so-charming doctor who will not only steal her parking slot, but also her heart.

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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“Eleven fine femboys, feminized by chance, self-discovery, and love.”
This is an illustrated novella collection, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy! No cross-additions guaranteed. You won’t find these best-selling stories in any of my other collections.


Story 1 – Secret Girlfriend
I didn’t expect that the price to pay to be walking the hallways with them would entail me, serving the jocks food and drinks every weekend… in his sister’s clothes.


Story 2 – Becoming My Mother
Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.


Story 3 – Female ID
It was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.


Story 4 – In The Navy
I didn’t expect that I’d be asked to slip into something more appropriate for the bedroom and not the ocean. Something that was so out of character and out of my job description. But then again, he was the Captain, it was his ship, and I had to follow his orders...


Story 5 – Cheerleader By Chance
When I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!


Story 6 – The Secretary
Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes. He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.


Story 7 – Old Maid
When I stumbled upon the chance of discovering my glamorous alter ego and the chance at love, I started questioning if I was still okay with being the male version of an old maid.


Story 8 – Angel Baby
She was beautiful, kind, and had all the answers to my questions. But then, she started telling me to try the shoes of another person, and that pair… had six-inch heels.


Story 9 – My Crazy Girl
One night, I met that drunk girl in the subway station, my crazy girl who showed me how femininely beautiful this world could be and left me questioning if I was ready for it.


Story 10 – Miss Meow
During one of my overtimes, I decided to wear one of my creations—the ones that he deemed were trash. Soon after, night after night, I would prowl the dark streets and discover facets of myself in my tight and glossy leotard—letting everyone know how extraordinarily fun it was to be Miss Meow.


Story 11 – After Midnight
My hands started having a life of their own and clicked the Women’s Shoes category and then the cosmetics section. I thought the mystery ended with girly things. Little did I know, my nights would turn sleepless—prowling and yearning to satiate my novel hunger for… men. 

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Femboy Diaries


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!

	[image: A person in a blue dress  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a white dress  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person in glasses and a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a black garment and earrings sitting in a green chair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a pink corset lying on a bed  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person with purple hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in lingerie posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person with flowers in her hair  Description automatically generated]
				


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 emails, 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.

We have over 44,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

You don’t even need to upgrade to VIP to enjoy most of it.

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“I’m gonna give you a taste of what it feels like to be humiliated.”

I beat the king of our school at an arcade game, and he decided to make me pay for it.

The punishment?

A cheerleader skirt.

Friday night lights.

A stadium full of people laughing.

At first, I told myself I was forced. But somewhere between the pleats brushing my thighs and his eyes tracking me across the field, the humiliation stopped feeling like a joke… and started feeling like something dangerously close to freedom.

He said he was still the boss. He said I belonged on his sidelines. He said nobody else was allowed to touch me. And when someone crossed that line, he broke it for me.

The quarterback wasn’t supposed to fall for the boy in a skirt. I wasn’t supposed to fall for him at all. I didn’t even like guys. But the more he tried to end it, the more I realized the truth:
The skirt wasn’t the punishment.

Hiding was.

Read My Bully Girlified Me

Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.
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Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.
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Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Night I Became a Girl.

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.

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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