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Chapter 1
Arrival


Iwas tired in the way that no sleep could fix. Not just tired of work or bills or traffic. I was tired of myself. Of who I had become and the life I had created. Of waking up each morning with that dull ache behind my eyes—the one that whispered, This again. The ache that made every task feel like a performance I didn’t remember auditioning for.

I hadn’t always been like this. I think, once, I cared about things. Had goals, maybe even joy. But those parts of me had worn thin. Shaved down by deadlines, passive-aggressive emails, canceled dates, and the slow bleed of existing in a life that didn’t feel built for me.

So when an ad popped up in the sidebar of my browser—a photo of steam rising from a stone pool, soft golden light, a blurred silhouette wrapped in a towel—I clicked.

"The Kallistra Retreat – Restorative. Private. Transformational.”

I don’t remember the rest of the page. Just that the colors were soft. Mauve and ivory and gold. The language was vague, almost poetic. “Let go.” “Be seen.” “Return to yourself.” That kind of shit.

I booked the weekend without even checking reviews. I don’t think I cared if it was real. All I knew was I needed to get away. From the emails. The people. The mirror. And most of all, the weight that had settled on my chest and refused to leave.

The confirmation came quickly. A personalized welcome message. A reminder that the retreat was private, exclusive, and focused on peace, health, and deep personal restoration.

It sounded like exactly what I needed.

I packed light. A weekend’s worth of clothes, a toothbrush, a book I probably wouldn’t read, and a stubborn hope that something—anything—might shift.

The drive up into the mountains took four hours. I didn’t play music. I didn’t make phone calls. I just watched the trees blur past and let the silence fill me.

The GPS led me off the main road, through an ivy-covered archway, and up a winding hill lined with redwood trees. At the top sat a sprawling estate, tucked behind wrought iron gates and hedges thick enough to hide a secret.

The place looked like a dream. Stone walls, red tile roofs, steam rising from pools tucked between manicured gardens. The air smelled like lavender and citrus and something else I couldn’t place—something sweet and old, like pressed flowers in a grandmother’s jewelry box.

I parked and stepped out of the car. Immediately, the weight on my chest shifted. Not gone, but lighter. Like maybe it could be set down for a while. Like maybe this would be the cure to everything that ailed me.

Inside, the lobby was all candlelight and murmured music. A woman at the reception desk looked up and froze when she saw me.

“Oh,” she said, a bit uncertain. “Hi there. Can I help you?”

“I have a reservation,” I said, walking up with my bag. “Under Alex Paulson.”

She blinked. “Oh… Of course. Just a moment.”

She typed something, eyes scanning the screen. Her mouth twitched when she saw the entry.

“Right… Alex.” Her voice had a lilt of apology. “Yes, I… see the booking. It’s just that… well, we don’t usually accommodate…” She hesitated, clearly struggling to say it.

“Men?” I offered with a small smile, not surprised that a resort such as this would serve mostly women.

She laughed nervously. “Yes. Actually, this is specifically a women-only retreat. Always has been. But… your name must’ve slipped through the filter. We assumed you were—well, never mind.” She glanced over her shoulder. “Let me get the manager. One moment, please.”

A few minutes later, a tall woman in a slate-gray wrap dress emerged from a side office. Her posture was perfect, her expression cool but not unfriendly.

“You must be Alex,” she said. “I’m Mara, the resort manager.”

I nodded. “Sorry if I caused trouble. I wasn’t trying to game the system. I just… saw the ad and booked it. I didn’t realize just how exclusive you were.”

She studied me for a moment. “It’s no trouble. I’m sorry you were mislead, but the resort is a very curated space. Everything here is designed around the feminine experience—from our treatments to our energy work to the atmosphere itself.”

I nodded slowly, trying not to wilt under her gaze. “Look, I get it, but I drove a long way to get here and I paid upfront. I can assure you that I don’t have any toxic masculinity and if it doesn’t work, I promise to leave.”

Mara held up a hand. “I appreciate your candor, Mr. Paulson, and I believe we can make an exception this time—with conditions.”

My eyebrows rose. “Conditions?”

“You’ll be booked into private sessions only. No interaction with other guests. You’ll need to surrender all your personal belongings at check-in—clothing included. In return, we’ll provide everything you need, including attire that… matches the spa environment.”

I blinked. “You mean… women’s clothes?”

“It’s important you blend in with the space,” she said smoothly. “And there is one more thing.” She gestured to the pink velvet box sitting beside the check-in papers. “We ask all guests to take our transformative vitamin. It’s a blend of herbs, designed to promote hormonal balance, clarity, and physical release.”

I looked between her, the receptionist, and the box. “And this isn’t just branding?”

Mara smiled faintly. “The results speak for themselves. Most guests never want to leave.”

I hesitated. The weight in my chest, the bone-deep fatigue, the invisible ache between what I was and what I wanted to be—none of it was new. But this place felt like a break in the noise. A threshold.

“Okay,” I said.

Mara extended her hand. “Then welcome to Kallistra.”


Chapter 2
The First Touch


The suite was warm and quiet. Draped in pale fabrics and candlelight. There were no electronics. No TV. Just a plush bed, a clawfoot tub, and a closet hung with robes and dresses and soft slippers.

I stopped just inside the door, still absorbing the quiet, the scent of lavender and vanilla that clung to the air like a hush. As I took it all in, a ripple of doubt passed through me. What the hell was I doing here? A women-only resort, tucked away from the world, where I was already an exception. I'd have to stay hidden, follow their rules, pretend I belonged by dressing how they wanted. Maybe this wasn't the escape I thought it would be. Maybe it was just another way to feel out of place.

But part of me—a deeper, quieter part—wondered what it would feel like to surrender to that, to go along with it and see what happened if I stopped fighting it all the time. What it would feel like the dress and act like a different person for the weekend and see if it felt any better.

Stripping out of my travel clothes, I folded them neatly and tucked them into the basket labeled BELONGINGS. I slid into the robe they had provided—a pale blush satin that glided against my skin—and tied it at the waist with a ribbon sash. It was soft. Too soft. I couldn't stop running my hands down my sides, the fabric slipping along my ribs and hips like breath.

A soft knock broke the stillness.

I opened the door to find a young woman in a taupe uniform carrying a slender box wrapped in tissue. She smiled politely, her eyes dropping briefly to my robe.

“Good, you’ve changed. These are for you," she said, offering the box. "And I’ll take the rest of your items now, if you're ready."

I nodded and handed her the basket with my clothes, feeling a little like I was handing away the last remnants of who I was. She accepted it with another warm, impersonal smile and turned to leave. "Let us know if you need anything. Your personalized schedule is still being updated."

I closed the door behind her and carried the box to the bed. I hesitated before opening it. Then, slowly, I peeled back the paper.

Inside was an array of feminine clothing—delicate and expensive-looking. Lace bras and matching panties in soft pinks, black mesh, and creamy ivory. A satin chemise, folded slips, stockings, and dresses in light fabrics. Every piece shimmered slightly in the low light, as if it had been chosen not for me, but for the idea of someone better, someone softer, someone worth adorning.

I sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the contents like they were something sacred and dangerous all at once. My doubts returned for a moment. I should leave, I thought. This wasn't me. But then my hand reached forward anyway, brushing the lace like it might vanish if I hesitated too long.

I had thought about this before though not often. Not out loud. But when I saw a woman in something soft, elegant, sexy—my arousal was never just about her. It was about the look, the textures, the way the fabric clung to skin and whispered between thighs. I had always wondered: Did it feel as good as it looked? Could it make me feel beautiful too?

And when I lifted the bra and panties to my skin, something in me shifted. Not just curiosity. It was need. I had to know. I had to feel it.

And once I did, I knew I wouldn't be leaving. Not yet.

I reached for a blush-colored bra first. The lace was impossibly light, the cups small, unpadded. I held it up to my chest, then paused, glancing toward the mirror.

Women always made it look effortless. Sexy, comfortable, powerful even. And something about that had always stirred something quiet in me. A question I never let myself answer. Could this—could I—feel that way too?

I slipped it on. The bra hugged my chest snugly, the band pressing just beneath my ribs. My nipples brushed the lace, barely covered, and I felt the faintest twinge of heat bloom beneath the fabric. I adjusted the straps slowly, watching myself in the mirror—the way my collarbone looked framed by those scalloped cups, the way my shoulders seemed... gentler.

Then I picked up a pair of cheeky panties in matching blush, soft satin with just a little give. I stepped into them and pulled them up slowly. They hugged my hips, settled against the curve of my ass with a surprising perfection. I shifted my weight from foot to foot, marveling at how they clung, how they revealed and concealed at once. The sensation was almost too much—foreign but intoxicating. I adjusted, tucking myself down out of habit or instinct—I wasn’t sure which—and smoothed the fabric between my legs.

The sensation was startling. Everything felt flatter. Sleeker. I brushed my fingers down my front and shivered. Just fabric there now, soft and slightly damp from heat. My thighs pressed together and I felt something like a throb.

A spark.

Before I could process it, the phone on the wall buzzed softly.

I startled, cheeks flushing, then I padded over and picked it up. "Hello?"

"Alex?" It was the woman from the front desk. "Hi. Just letting you know we’re still working on your revised schedule. In the meantime, we recommend you take a short nap. Let the vitamin settle in." She paused. “You did take the vitamin, yes?"

I held up the small pill and considered it. I knew this was it, my last opportunity to back out if I wanted. I hesitated, my fingers brushing the lace at my hip as I felt another sensual shiver course through me. I shifted around, feeling the bra and panties align themselves perfectly with my body.

In that moment I knew I wasn’t ready to leave. I was too curious. Too in need of something different.

I tossed down the vitamin with a quick swallow and turned my attention back to the phone. "Yes," I said. "Just now."

“Excellent. Sweet dreams."

The line clicked dead.

I returned to the bed slowly, still dressed in the lingerie. The sheets felt even softer against my skin now—almost erotic in the way they moved with me. I lay down gently, the cool fabric of the pillow contrasting with the lingering heat between my legs.

My hand slid absently along my side, fingers brushing the delicate seam of the panties. I didn’t touch myself. Not exactly. But I could feel the way my body had changed under the fabric—the tension, the throb, the delicious weight of something waiting.

As my eyes drifted shut, I imagined what it might feel like to wear one of those dresses. To walk across the room and see someone turn. Not because I looked odd or out of place. But because I looked beautiful.

And I slept, still wrapped in lace and longing.


Chapter 3
Awakening


Iwoke slowly, surfacing through layers of warmth and scent. The sheets clung to me, soft and fragrant, and for a long, dazed moment I couldn’t remember where I was. Everything felt strange. Not wrong. Just... different.

My body was heavy and warm, humming with some kind of gentle tension. The robe I had fallen asleep in had slipped open, and the cool air kissed skin that felt too soft, too bare. I blinked at the ceiling, then down at myself.

My breath caught.

Full breasts rose and fell with every shallow inhale, soft and round and undeniably real beneath the lace of the blush bra. My chest swelled with each heartbeat, the skin delicate and sensitive. My hands moved as if on their own, trembling slightly as they reached up and cupped the weight.

They were mine. I could feel them from the inside out. My palms pressed gently, and a gasp escaped me. My nipples were taut, visible through the lace, and when I brushed them, sensation shot through me like lightning. It wasn’t just pleasure—it was discovery, electric and whole, a chord struck perfectly in tune.

I sat up slowly, heart racing. The panties still hugged my hips, but the familiar weight between my legs was gone. Instead, there was only a small, delicate bulge—barely more than a nub, sensitive and tender. My once-familiar cock had shrunk down into something new entirely. Something soft. Something that pulsed at the slightest touch.

My hands slid down. I hesitated, breath shallow, and then parted my legs slightly. The soft fabric of the panties pressed into the new shape between my thighs. There was heat there. Wetness. An ache that didn’t feel male or female—just urgent, alive. I pressed a little and moaned—high and startled, the sound escaping me before I could think.

My breath shivered across my lips. I felt dizzy, aroused, terrified—and yet, I didn’t want to pull away. I wanted to feel it again. I needed to.

I swung my legs over the side of the bed and stood. My balance was off, hips wider, thighs fuller. My center of gravity had shifted. I took a tentative step, then another. The robe brushed up against smooth, hairless calves. My legs looked long and sleek, and the curve of my waist met my hips with a grace I had never owned before.

I crossed to the mirror, the robe brushing my thighs, and froze. The woman in the mirror was breathtaking. Not in some airbrushed, fake way. She was radiant and lush. Her hair was slightly mussed from sleep, her cheeks pink, lips soft and parted. Her body was curved and feminine, belly flat, breasts round and full, thighs that touched just enough to look sinful. She wore my blush lingerie and looked like something out of a magazine.

Except she wasn’t a stranger.

She was me.

My fingers touched the mirror, then my lips. I watched them move together.

“Alex,” I whispered, testing the sound. It still fit, but I looked nothing like him. Somehow, that didn’t feel like a loss. It felt like discovery.

Someone must have come while I slept, because when I turned back to the bed, I noticed a slender white box resting on the bench near the vanity. I hadn’t heard anyone enter, but it was there now, clean and perfectly placed, tied with a ribbon.

Inside was a spa wrap dress—soft, light gray, made from some kind of featherweight cotton blend that felt like luxury in textile form. I stepped into it and tied it at the waist. The dress hugged me perfectly, draping over my hips and falling just above the knee. The neckline dipped modestly, but enough to frame my new cleavage. It was simple, effortless, and somehow made me feel even more feminine.

I turned slowly in the mirror, brushing my hands over the fabric, letting it settle over my figure. My breasts moved gently beneath the cotton. The hem swayed at the tops of my thighs. Every detail was exactly as it should be—flattering, seductive, and perfectly fit for the body I now wore.

That’s when I saw it.

My hair had changed too. It now spilled down past my shoulders in soft, golden waves, thick and glossy like something out of a salon commercial. I brushed my fingers through it in disbelief. It wasn’t a wig. It wasn’t pretend. It was mine.

A note was tucked beneath the ribbon.

Good evening, Alex.

Your first treatment is scheduled for 5:00 p.m. sharp. A restorative facial and full mani-pedi await you in Sol Room 3. Please proceed directly upon waking.

We’re so glad you’re here.

I blinked, then glanced at the clock on the nightstand. 4:47. My heart jumped. I was expected. Now.

A wave of panic fluttered in my stomach. I’d have to leave the room like this. I’d have to walk the halls—to be seen. I looked at myself again in the mirror, clutching the card in one hand and the sash of my dress in the other.

But what choice did I have?

I looked down at my feet. Slippers waited beside the bed, a pale dove gray with thin soles and soft insides. I slid into them, marveling at how even my feet had changed. Smaller and more delicate.

I smoothed the wrap dress over my hips, tightened the belt, drew in a breath then checked my reflection one last time. The image in the mirror looked ready.

I looked ready.

I didn’t just look like a woman. I looked like a woman who belonged here. But now I would have to act like one too. That was all part of the agreement I had made, even if that was before I knew I would wake up like this.

I stepped toward the door, heart racing, slippers whispering softly against the hardwood.

It was time to be seen.


Chapter 4
Seen


The hallway outside my suite was silent. Soft white light spilled from wall sconces shaped like flowers, illuminating pale walls and rich wooden floors. A faint trace of lavender floated in the air. Everything was serene, calming, and purposeful. Yet every step I took made my heart pound louder.

The wrap dress swished gently around my thighs, the cotton light but clingy in the worst way—or maybe the best. It hugged my curves. It framed my breasts. And with every quiet step in those satin slippers, I became hyper-aware of how visible I was.

My nipples pressed lightly against the fabric, still sensitive from waking. My thighs brushed with every step. I could feel the air against the back of my knees, the sway of my hips. My hair brushed my shoulders and tickled the back of my neck. Every sense felt heightened, as if my skin had become more aware of the world around me. Even the soft whisper of fabric sliding over my body made me shiver.

I felt naked. Vulnerable. But also—God help me—a little sexy.

It was dangerous, the way I liked it. The way it made me walk a little straighter. The way my chin lifted as I moved, as though every click of my steps said: Look at me. I’m worth seeing.

A pair of women passed me down one hallway, both in similar wrap dresses and sandals, their voices low and relaxed as they chatted. One of them smiled politely at me as we passed.

No second glances. No confusion. Just... acceptance. And that, more than anything, made my breath catch in my chest.

I didn’t feel like I was pretending. I felt like I belonged.

Sol Room 3 was tucked down a private wing with glass-paneled doors and soft instrumental music drifting from somewhere above. I stopped just outside the door and breathed in deep. My hands were shaking just slightly as I reached for the handle.

I raised a hand to knock, then hesitated. I looked down at myself again. The dress. The slippers. The glossy pink of my toes. The subtle curve of my hips and breasts. The long waves of golden hair that brushed my cheeks. I didn’t look like a man in a dress. I looked like a woman coming to be pampered.

I knocked.

The door opened to reveal a woman in pale gray scrubs with a name badge that read CARINA. She smiled warmly.

"Alex?" she asked gently.

I nodded. "Yes."

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t ask questions. Just stepped aside and motioned me in.

The room smelled like citrus and something sweet. Fresh linens were folded near a long reclining chair. A pedestal basin stood waiting with soft towels, and a table was arranged with creams, brushes, and tiny polished bottles. A small crystal glass of rose-colored wine sat on a tray, along with a porcelain teacup of steaming water, lemon slices curling along the rim.

"Would you like a refreshment before we begin?" Carina asked.

I nodded and took the wine. It was light and floral and just a little tart. Feminine, somehow, like drinking summer. I sipped it slowly, letting the warmth spread through me, relaxing each part of me inch by inch.

"Please, make yourself comfortable," she said. "You can remove your slippers and recline. We’ll begin with a hot towel wrap, then move into the facial and finish with nails."

I slipped into the chair, which cradled me instantly. Carina approached with a warm, fragrant towel and wrapped it gently around my shoulders, then placed another across my lap. The heat sank into me. My eyes closed on their own.

"Cucumber slices for your eyes?" she asked, and I nodded again.

A moment later, coolness covered my eyelids, and I felt my entire body soften. The tension I’d been carrying in my jaw, my spine, my thighs—it melted under her touch. The robe had slipped open slightly at the chest, and I felt the ambient air kiss the upper curve of my breasts.

She began with a cleansing cream that smelled like oranges and jasmine. Her hands were gentle, practiced, confident. She rubbed in circles, smoothing over my cheeks, jawline, forehead.

Then came an exfoliant that tingled and tightened. A mist of rosewater. A moisturizing serum that left my skin glowing. Her fingers trailed like silk across my temples and down to my jaw, and I could feel my body giving in to the pampering.

I drifted somewhere between awareness and surrender as her hands moved to my legs. She lifted one calf and began to massage in lotion—firm strokes up my shin, gentle circles behind the knee, and then a long glide up to my thigh. I squirmed, not from discomfort, but from the sheer sensitivity of it. My thighs had never felt like this before. Not this soft. Not this alive.

Each time her hands passed over my skin, I felt seen—not inspected, not analyzed, just tended to. As if my body deserved attention. Deserved to be adored.

Carina said nothing, just moved to my other leg, repeating the process. The hot towel on my shoulders had started to cool. My glass was empty. But I had never felt more pampered. More me.

Then came the mani-pedi. Carina lifted one foot and lowered it into a basin of warm, scented water. She clipped, filed, smoothed, massaged. Lotion slicked across my arch and ankle. Her touch made me want to whimper.

She painted my toes in a soft shell pink, elegant and subtle. Then my fingers—shaped delicately, polished to a glossy finish. When she placed my hand down at the end, I stared at it.

That wasn’t a man’s hand. It was mine. And it was beautiful.

Carina smiled as she packed up her tools. "You're all set. Take your time getting up. And welcome to Kallistra."

She left me alone in the room and I sat there for several long minutes, hands folded over my belly, breathing slowly, watching the way my painted nails gleamed in the light. I shifted slightly in the chair, legs bare and smooth, breasts rising and falling gently beneath the fabric of my dress. The air felt different against this new skin. So much more was felt. Every brush of fabric, every inch of softness—it wasn’t just surface-level. It was identity. It was affirmation.

I wasn’t scared anymore. I was radiant.

And I wanted more.


Chapter 5
In His Hands


Iwoke to golden light spilling across the sheets, warm and slow. The scent of rose and lavender still clung to the air, and the softness of the blanket against my skin was a decadent whisper of everything I’d become.

I stretched—arms overhead, legs long beneath the covers—and my body shifted in ways that were still new, still unfamiliar… but not wrong. Breasts moved gently with each breath. Hips curved into the mattress. The absence between my legs still sent a flicker through me, but it wasn’t panic. It wasn’t grief.

It was peace.

I slipped from the bed and padded to the mirror, still wearing the same wrap dress from the day before. It had wrinkled slightly as I slept, clinging more loosely now, one shoulder slipping down as I moved.

My reflection stared back at me: golden hair tousled, skin glowing from the facial, lips full and slightly parted. My chest was soft beneath the thin fabric, nipples faintly outlined. My legs, bare and smooth, looked longer than I remembered.

I looked like someone I wanted to touch. And more than that—I looked like someone I wanted to be.

The phone buzzed.

I jumped a little, then laughed softly to myself and crossed the room to answer.

“Good morning, Alex,” said the familiar voice at the front desk. “We have you scheduled for a bodywork session this morning. A full-body massage in the Solstice Bungalow. It’s one of our most tranquil spaces. A staff member will meet you in fifteen minutes to escort you. There’s a new wrap and slippers waiting outside your suite door. Please come ready.”

“Okay,” I said, my voice still high and breathy, but steadier than before. “Thank you.”

She paused. “And Alex? We’re very glad you’re here.”

The line went silent.

I opened the door to find the promised package waiting—a smaller, lighter wrap in pale peach, thinner than the last. The slippers were plush, embroidered with the spa’s crest, and inside the box was also a small tin of lip balm and a note that simply read: Relax. Let go. Be in your body.

I dressed slowly. The fabric clung naturally to my curves, my breasts settling gently into the loose neckline. I tied the sash and felt the faint weight of my new figure shift and settle. The hem swayed around my thighs as I moved. My skin drank the air. My body felt warm and tingling, alive and alert. Feminine.

I didn’t question the mirror when I passed it. I smiled and then I stepped out into the hallway, ready to be touched.

A woman in a soft gray uniform waited at the end of the corridor. She smiled when she saw me and gave a small bow of her head.

"Good morning, Alex," she said warmly. "I’m here to take you to the Solstice Bungalow. It’s one of our most private and tranquil spaces. Right this way."

We walked through the main building, past fragrant gardens and sun-dappled courtyards. I felt the warm breeze on my legs, the loose hem of my wrap fluttering as we moved down the winding stone path. Every step was a reminder: of how I moved now, how I looked, how I was seen. And yet not once did the woman glance at me with anything but calm welcome.

Eventually, we reached a small structure tucked beneath the shade of tall palms and flowering vines. It was built from pale wood and white drapery, soft light glowing from within. She held the door open and gestured for me to step inside.

The air within was cooler, dimly lit with candles and soft amber light. A low table stood off to one side with a decanter of lemon-cucumber water and delicate glasses. The massage table was centered beneath a billowy canopy, covered in plush linens and a pale blanket. The scent of sandalwood and citrus filled the room.

"Your therapist will join you in just a moment," the attendant said softly. "Please undress and lie face down under the blanket. Take your time."

She left, and the door clicked quietly shut.

I stood there for a long moment, my heart beginning to thrum. Alone. In this space. About to be touched by someone I didn’t know. In a body I didn’t fully understand. And yet… I didn’t hesitate.

I untied the sash of my wrap and let it fall, leaving me in nothing but the peach colored panties that hugged my cheeks so well. I hesitated, not wanting to lose the soft touch of the lace, but soon removed them as well.

My skin prickled in the cool air as I slipped onto the massage table. The silk of the blanket felt divine as I pulled it over myself and lay down, chest sinking into the padded table, breasts pressing gently against the support. I let my arms rest at my sides, my face settling into the cradle. My hair spilled forward like gold.

And then I heard the door open again. Footsteps—slow, even, calm.

“Good morning,” came a man’s voice—low, smooth, confident. "My name is Elias. I’ll be working with you today. Let me know at any time if anything doesn’t feel good or comfortable."

My breath caught. I hadn’t expected a man.

He moved closer. I could hear the sound of oil being poured. Smelled the sharp citrus and warm spice.

And then his hands were on me. Large. Warm. Firm.

He started at my shoulders—pressing, kneading, coaxing tension from the muscles with deep, practiced strokes. My lips parted around a soft gasp. I wasn’t ready for how it would feel.

Each pass of his palms along my back felt like a slow unraveling. I melted beneath his touch, the warmth of the oil and the strength of his fingers drawing out knots I hadn’t even known were there.

He worked down my spine, stopping just at the curve of my lower back. Then down further—kneading the meat of my hips, the soft give of my thighs. His hands slid up, thumbs tracing the muscles along the inside of my legs.

I tensed.

"Too much?" he asked.

My voice was barely a whisper. “No. Please… don’t stop.”

Elias didn’t. He adjusted his stance and resumed the rhythm—slow, intentional strokes that sank deep into the meat of my thighs, gliding upward until his hands rested dangerously close to the edge of the blanket. Every movement felt deliberate. Every breath I took came faster than the last.

My hips lifted ever so slightly, not consciously. My body wanted more. Craved it. His hands returned to my lower back, tracing slow circles with his thumbs before gliding inward again. The oil made it easier, smoother, more sinful. I squirmed beneath the pressure, cheek pressed against the cradle, one hand curled tightly beneath the blanket.

“You’re holding tension,” he said softly, his voice vibrating low. “Right here.”

He pressed just above the swell of my ass, letting the weight of his palm sink in. I gasped, half from the sensation, half from the intimacy. And then his other hand joined it, spreading across both hips, anchoring me.

“I can adjust the blanket,” he said, “if you’re comfortable.”

“I am,” I breathed. “I trust you.”

He folded it down gently, just enough to expose the top of my ass and the curve of my back. His hands returned, slick with oil, massaging deeper this time, working the muscles slowly but thoroughly. And lower. The glide of his thumbs passed over my tailbone and dipped between my cheeks in one confident sweep.

My breath caught. My legs shifted wider.

Every nerve in my body fired like a flare. I was pulsing with arousal. I could feel it flowing through me. My small, aching penis, now more clit than manhood, was a desperate bundle of want. It throbbed beneath me, untouched and overstimulated by the sheer pressure of being seen, being touched, being wanted.

He moved to one side and started again at my ankles, working upward. My calves twitched with each pass. My thighs trembled.

I wanted to turn over. I needed him to see me. But I waited, hovering in that breathless space of permission. Of surrender.

And then his hand slid between my thighs, massaging the inner seam slowly, respectfully—until I moaned.

That was it. That was the unraveling.

“I want to turn over,” I said.

His hands stilled. “Whenever you’re ready.”

I lifted myself with trembling arms, careful and slow, letting the blanket fall forward as I turned over. The cool air swept across my skin, followed by the faint friction of the linens beneath me. My breasts shifted naturally with the movement, heavy and warm against my chest, the nipples hard and aching from pressure and anticipation.

I lay back and met his eyes.

Elias didn’t stare. He looked at me the way an artist might look at a canvas already coming to life. He pulled the blanket up to my hips, modest but not prudish, then poured more oil into his palms and warmed it between his hands. The scent rose again—spice and citrus, comfort and hunger.

He started at my collarbone, rubbing long strokes down to the top swell of my breasts, never crossing the line, but skimming so close I felt the air ripple across my nipples. My hands gripped the edge of the table.

He moved lower, down the slope of my belly, circling around my navel in slow spirals that drew heat from the deepest part of me. Then down to my hips again, fingers grazing the crease where leg met pelvis. The oil made everything slick and alive.

My thighs parted without thinking. He looked at me again. I nodded.

Elias placed one hand on my inner thigh and the other just above my pubic bone, massaging slowly. My clit ached—tiny, swollen, insistent. The friction of the blanket, the air, his hands—it all blurred into sensation.

And when his thumb brushed lightly over that soft nub through the thin towel, I cried out. I arched into his hand. There was no resistance. Only surrender.

“Touch me,” I whispered, my voice thick with need.

My words reached him, and his mouth met my skin. First at my stomach, then between my breasts, then lower. And when his mouth finally closed over me, I exhaled a lifetime of tension—of need.

His lips were careful, reverent. Tongue slow. He explored me the way one might trace the edges of a rare flower, taking time to understand the shape of my new body. And when he licked up over that tiny nub—so soft, so small, so maddeningly sensitive—I gasped and nearly curled in on myself.

“Sensitive girl,” he murmured into me. "They said you were special. Just my type."

Then his mouth was back on me—sucking gently, tongue teasing back and forth as he cradled my thighs in his hands, spreading me wider, keeping me open. My hands gripped the edge of the table until my knuckles ached. I felt everything. More than I ever thought possible. Every flick of his tongue made my clit twitch and pulse, every moan that slipped from my throat sounded higher, breathier, more desperate.

And when he slid one thick, strong finger into me—slow and smooth and deliberate—I sobbed.

My body clamped down instinctively, muscles fluttering around the unfamiliar fullness. It was my first time—my first time being entered like this, being opened not as a man, but as the woman I’d become.

I gasped, back arching, nerves alight with something raw and overwhelming. It felt strange. Vulnerable. Intimate in a way nothing had ever been. And yet it wasn’t wrong. It was right. The stretch, the pressure, the way his hand grounded me while his finger curled and pressed deeper—it was a claiming. A confirmation.

I was slick around him, trembling. The sounds I made didn’t belong to the person I used to be—they were soft, breathy, undeniably feminine. And Elias moaned softly at the feel of me, as if my body’s response stirred something deep inside him, too.

He moved slowly, his finger exploring, massaging somewhere impossibly tender that made my vision blur and my legs quiver.

And when he found that place—the one that made my whole body light up—I cried out his name and pressed harder against him, needing more, needing all of it.

I was shaking. Panting. Begging. “Don’t stop,” I whispered. “Please. I’m… I’m⁠—”

I exploded. Not with violence or sharpness, but with heat that unfolded from my belly outward, a full-body shiver that seized and uncoiled all at once. My thighs clamped around his head, and I cried out—wordless and wild. The sensation was overwhelming. Deep. Drenched in pleasure. Elias didn’t stop—he let me ride the crest, finger still moving, tongue still coaxing, until my legs gave out and my back arched so high I thought I might lift from the table.

And when I finally collapsed, boneless and trembling, he pulled back slowly, tenderly. His hand brushed my thigh.

“Breathe,” he said softly.

I did. Barely.

He draped the blanket back over me, and I lay there trembling, my chest rising and falling, breasts heaving with aftershocks. My hands found my face. My mouth. My eyes. Tears had spilled somewhere in the midst of it all.

Not from pain, but from the overwhelming truth that this body could feel like that. That I could feel like that.

Like a woman.

And nothing had ever felt more right.


Chapter 6
The Fit of Things


Idrifted through the hallways like someone wrapped in a dream. My legs trembled with every step, my skin still tingled in places Elias had touched. The scent of oil clung to me—warm, earthy, and faintly sweet. I wasn’t sure I was breathing normally. I wasn’t sure I was even walking normally. I floated.

Every inch of my body hummed with afterglow. My thighs still tingled, my crotch still throbbed softly with remembered pressure. My breasts ached faintly where his fingers had pressed, the phantom of his mouth still warm against my skin. There was a new heaviness in my limbs—delicious and unfamiliar. I didn’t just feel sated. I felt... reassembled. Like he’d touched something into place I didn’t know had been missing.

It wasn’t just the orgasm. It was something else—something deeper. Like being witnessed. Like having a piece of myself uncovered, freed from whatever bindings had been holding it still. I wasn’t in love with Elias. I didn’t even know if I liked men. But I knew, down to my bones, that something inside me had shifted. A door had opened. And I had stepped through.

When I stepped into my suite, the silence felt sacred. I closed the door behind me, leaned against it, and exhaled for what felt like the first time. My hand drifted to my chest—cupping one soft breast through the wrap, then the other, as if to confirm they were still real. Still mine. My nipples peaked at the touch. My breath caught.

I moved to the mirror, and this time, I didn’t hesitate. My hair was tousled from the massage table, golden and loose and wild. I looked wrecked—but not in the way I used to after long nights or failed attempts at connection. This was different. This was raw, sensual, unfiltered. The kind of mess you earn. The kind of beauty that rises only after surrender. And yet, beneath the awe... was a sliver of fear. Was I falling for the illusion, or was this the truth I’d been denying all along?

The closet suddenly seemed to call to me like something sacred. A promise. A truth.

I crossed the room, slipped off the wrap, and stood in nothing but my own softness, the ghost of Elias’s touch still hot on my skin. My thighs were still slick with my own arousal. I didn’t bother to wipe it away. I wanted to feel it. Wanted to carry it.

I opened the doors slowly, reverently. Lace. Satin. Silk. Panties folded like petals. Bras that cupped perfectly. And dresses—elegant, slinky, sweet. The fabrics shimmered on the shelves like magic.

I reached for a wine-colored lace set—bra and matching panties. The lace whispered against my skin like a secret. The bra hugged me in all the right ways, cupping my breasts so naturally I couldn’t imagine them ever not being there. I stood still and breathed—long, deep, and slow—and the weight of my body felt different. Balanced differently. I rolled my shoulders. My posture shifted. I didn’t just look feminine. I moved like it.

I twisted at the waist, one hand grazing my belly. My skin was soft. Supple. There was no trace left of the man I used to be. And yet… somehow, this didn’t feel like someone else. It felt like coming home to myself.

I turned to the mirror, standing in nothing but the matching set. My breasts sat perfectly within the lace, their shape sensual and unapologetic. The panties hugged every curve, softening where they needed to, revealing just enough.

I smiled.

Next came a black teddy—low in the front, high at the hips, sheer across the stomach. I turned side to side in the mirror, hands sliding up and down my curves, admiring the slope of my waist, the lift of my ass, the softness of my thighs. I bent slightly, just to see the shape my body made. My ass curved out beautifully. My thighs kissed when I stood.

Each piece I tried made me feel more real. More feminine. More me. I moved like I was underwater—slow, deliberate, attuned to every hem brushing my thigh, every strap kissing my shoulder. In the green satin dress, I swayed in front of the mirror and felt something bloom in my chest. Confidence. Playfulness. Hunger. I ran my hands down my sides and shivered. The body in the mirror wasn’t pretending to be a woman.

She was one—and she was begging to be lived in.

I tried on a blush pink nightie with matching robe. Then a sheer robe over a bodysuit with floral embroidery. Then thigh-high stockings that clung perfectly to my thighs. My skin felt electric under every fabric. Every slide of silk, every clasp of a strap, every hem brushing my thighs—it was all part of something bigger. A conversation between my body and the woman I was becoming.

A silky dress in emerald shimmered as I twirled. I caught sight of my reflection mid-spin—hair fanning out, hem lifting slightly, legs bare and flawless—and I nearly stopped breathing.

This didn’t feel like dress-up anymore. It felt like home. And yet, it confused me too. My heart raced, not just from joy, but from fear. Was this temporary? Just the result of the being at this resort? Would this feeling go away when I went back to normal?

Would I even want to go back?

That thought settled into me like a stone dropped into still water. I felt the ripple of it spread through me.

Would I keep dressing like this after I left?

Could I ever go back to my old clothes? To my only life?

Was this what I’d been missing all along?

Was I her? The woman in the mirror

I sat down at the vanity, brushing out my hair, lips parted in wonder. The brush glided through each golden wave like silk, and I let it fall around my shoulders, thick and feminine. I added a little tinted lip balm, and the color made me blush. I touched my cheek, my neck, the place where Elias had kissed me first. My pulse beat beneath my fingers.

I didn’t have the answers yet, but I knew that I was starting to ask the right questions.

And for the first time in a long time… I wanted to find them.


Chapter 7
In Her Hands


The next morning began like a continuation of the dream. Breakfast arrived on a silver tray—fresh berries, Greek yogurt with wildflower honey, a warm croissant with raspberry jam, and a glass of something herbal and pale gold. I ate in the robe I had fallen asleep in, my body still humming from the previous night. I hadn’t expected to sleep so well, but I did—deeply, thoroughly, as though something inside me had unclenched.

There was a note with my breakfast.

Good morning, Alex.

Today is yours to enjoy. Your next treatments begin at 9:30 a.m. Please dress comfortably.

The treatments were… indulgent to say the least. A scalp massage with a nourishing oil that left my hair even shinier than before. A body polish scrub that left my skin flushed and impossibly smooth. A guided aromatherapy session where I lay on a heated stone lounger, breathing in lavender and cedarwood while a soft voice whispered affirmations through hidden speakers.

I emerged from the spa’s main wing cocooned in softness feeling looser and lighter. A new attendant met me at the exit and smiled gently. “You’re scheduled for some free time at the hot springs now,” she said. “It’s one of our more natural spaces—quiet, private. Bring water, and try to let go.”

Let go. The words echoed in my chest.

I returned to my suite, changed into a silky robe, then paused. The one-piece bathing suit provided for the hot springs sat folded on the chair—but something in me didn’t want it. I untied the robe, let it fall, and simply wrapped a towel around my body.

The path to the hot springs wound down behind the main lodge, framed by tall grasses and flowering bushes. The air was rich with the scent of steam and moss, and birds called to one another in the branches above.

When I reached the springs, I found three pools carved into the rock, steam curling above the surface like silk. Towels were rolled neatly beside wooden benches. There was no one else in sight.

I dropped my towel and stepped into the water—completely naked. Completely free. Completely me.

Heat enveloped me instantly—soft, wet, and primal. My body sighed. Muscles loosened. My skin prickled, my breasts floated gently in the warmth. I let myself drift toward the smooth side of the pool, leaned back, and exhaled.

For a while, I was alone. I felt lost in the silence yet free in every other way.

And then I heard footsteps on the stone. A woman appeared through the mist—slim, with sun-kissed skin and a simple towel wrapped around her body. Her hair was dark and curly, pulled into a soft knot at the crown of her head.

Our eyes met and she smiled. “Mind if I join you?”

I blinked. “Not at all.”

She slipped into the pool gracefully, letting her towel fall behind her as she stepped into the steaming water—naked, unbothered, radiant. Her body was lithe and toned, with smooth, golden skin that glistened where the mist kissed it. Her breasts were small and high, her hips slender but soft, her stomach flat and elegant as she moved with natural confidence. She settled into the pool near me, not too close, but close enough that the space between us crackled with unspoken heat.

“First time here?” she asked, though her eyes already seemed to know the answer. She caught my glance at her breasts and smirked, but said nothing. Just moved closer, slow and fluid.

I nodded, trying to keep my eyes on hers and not on the way her breasts floated just beneath the surface. My voice came out a little too soft. “Yeah. You?”

She smiled again. “I’ve been coming for years. There’s nothing like it.”

She moved closer as we talked, not shy to be seen. Her name was Lila. She was a writer, a traveler, a seeker. She spoke with easy confidence, her voice slow and melodic, like every word was chosen for the way it felt in the mouth. I found myself drawn in—eased by the rhythm of her speech, the softness of her eyes.

“It’s so quiet here,” I murmured, glancing over the steam. “Almost too quiet.”

She tilted her head. “You don’t like quiet?”

“I do,” I said quickly. “It’s just… I don’t know if I’m even supposed to be here. I think—if someone sees me⁠—”

“You’re afraid you’ll be asked to leave?”

I hesitated, nodding.

“Because you’re naked?” Lila drifted even closer. “Letting go is the whole point of this resort. Trust me, you belong here,” she said. “Besides, no one’s watching. And if they are, they’d only see a woman who looks like she could use a little more pleasure in her life.”

My cheeks flushed, in my comfort I had forgotten that I was undressed.

She smiled wider. “You look tense. Come here.”

“I—no, I’m okay.”

She gave me a look that didn’t ask. She just reached for me—slow, gentle—and guided me across the water to her lap.

I gasped as her thighs pressed against mine beneath the surface, her skin warm, slick. My back settled against her chest. Her arms wrapped around me.

“Shhh,” she whispered into my ear. “Let someone take care of you for once.”

Her hands began to move. Long, slow strokes over my shoulders, down my back. She kneaded at the base of my spine, then moved upward again, across my ribs, then down the curve of my waist. I melted against her despite myself, breath coming shallower with each pass.

“You’re so soft,” she murmured, her mouth brushing my shoulder. “So fucking soft—and beautiful.”

Her hands slid over my stomach, circling lazily. My head fell back against her shoulder. I whimpered when her thumbs grazed the underside of my breasts.

“May I?” she asked, voice low.

I nodded, helpless.

She cupped them. Full. Reverent. Her palms molded to my curves, thumbs circling my nipples until they stiffened. Her breath grew shallower against my neck.

“God,” she whispered. “You feel incredible.”

One hand slipped lower, trailing down my stomach, between my legs. My thighs parted before I could think.

And when her fingers found me—my small nub aching—I cried out.

She stroked me gently, teasing me slowly. I squirmed in her lap, the steam curling around us, her free hand never leaving my breast.

“You’re perfect,” she murmured. “You were meant to be touched like this.”

I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. I just nodded and let her.

Lila’s fingers moved with slow, knowing intent—teasing, testing, exploring. The water rippled around us, the heat a veil over everything but sensation. She rubbed me harder, coaxing gasps from my throat. I throbbed under her attention—this small, swollen remnant of what I used to be, now a source of endless, exquisite pleasure.

Her fingers stroked it slowly as she kissed my neck, coaxing me to relax against her. I moaned into the mist, my thighs spreading wider, my breath catching on every delicate motion.

Her free hand pinched my nipple, rolled it gently. “You feel that?” she whispered into my ear. “That heat in your belly? That ache?”

I nodded, trembling. “Yes…”

She licked the shell of my ear. “That’s not just arousal. That’s your body remembering what it’s for. That’s you knowing you were meant to feel like this.”

I pressed back against her, needing more, chasing the wave rising fast inside me. The sound of water, the moan in my throat, the steady rhythm of her fingers—all of it blurred into heat and breath and urgency.

“Let it go,” she murmured. “Let yourself go.”

And I did.

I cried out as I came—loud and shaking, my body convulsing in her arms. I couldn’t hold myself up—I collapsed into her, gasping, sobbing, legs trembling, the orgasm tearing through me like I’d never had a real one before. My body wasn’t just coming. It was claiming something. Declaring something. That I could be this. That I could feel this.

She held me through it, fingers still stroking gently as my body spasmed and softened. When it was over, she kissed my neck and wrapped her arms tightly around me, my back still heaving with breath.

We stayed there like that, tangled and trembling, until the water stopped rippling. I closed my eyes and embraced the moment, letting the euphoria wash over me as I relaxed against Lila’s body.

For once I didn’t feel confused. I felt seen. I felt right.

Lila nuzzled her face into the crook of my neck and held me tighter, her lips brushing soft kisses against my skin as my breathing gradually calmed. Her fingers wandered still—slow, delicate caresses across my belly and breasts, not demanding, not seeking more, just lingering in the intimacy we now shared.

“You’re glowing,” she murmured.

I turned my head slightly toward her. “You do this for every woman you meet in the springs?” I teased, my voice husky and trembling with warmth.

She chuckled, the sound rich and low. “Only the ones who look like they need an extra release.”

We kissed then—slow and open, soft and reverent. It wasn’t hurried, or hungry, or eager for more. It was a confirmation. Of what had passed. Of what was felt.

Our bodies stayed entwined, breasts pressed together, legs loosely tangled beneath the water. I leaned into her, resting my head against her collarbone, eyes closed. She stroked my hair in long, rhythmic motions, and the world faded around us.

The steam thickened. Time slowed.

And in the quiet, I held onto her—not because I needed more pleasure, but because I felt, for the first time in a very long time, that I was exactly where I was supposed to be.


Chapter 8
Reflections


Iwalked back to my suite barefoot, wrapped in only a towel and a daze. The warmth of the springs lingered beneath my skin like a memory I didn’t want to let go. My thighs rubbed with each step, slick and sensitive, and every brush reminded me of the woman I had been in Lila’s arms. The softness of my body. The way I moved—unhurried, unashamed—like someone who was meant to be looked at.

No, not looked at. Admired.

Inside, the suite was hushed and waiting, as if it, too, knew I had changed. The door closed behind me with a whisper. I stood still for a moment, unsure of what to do with myself. My skin steamed gently in the cool air. My nipples tingled beneath the robe where the fabric clung to my chest. My hair hung in loose, damp waves down my back, heavy from the mist. I didn’t want to dry off. I didn’t want to do anything that might break the spell.

I wandered into the bathroom, turned on the shower, and let the water run warm. Not hot—just enough to feel it. I stepped beneath the stream and tilted my head back, letting it wash over me, trailing down my curves in long, slow caresses. My breasts lifted with each breath, water beading along my nipples, sliding over the soft plane of my stomach, between my thighs.

I touched myself softly—not to get off, not this time—but to remind myself that I was real. My hands glided over my body like I was studying a lover. Palms cupping breasts, fingers tracing hips. I ran a thumb across my belly, down between my thighs, where my new clit still pulsed with the ghost of Lila’s fingers. My skin flushed, not from desire but from knowing. This wasn’t a temporary fantasy. This was something I was beginning to live inside.

When I stepped out, I dried slowly, reverently. I chose a blush-pink bralette, lace trim brushing tenderly across my breasts. The matching panties hugged my hips like a secret. The robe I slipped into next was gauzy, translucent, the kind meant not to cover but to reveal just enough. It whispered against my thighs as I moved.

I brushed out my hair in long, lazy strokes. It shone in the dim light—golden, wavy, alive. My lips were still tinged rose from earlier, but I dabbed on more balm anyway, a gloss that made them look soft and kissable. I looked like someone who had just been thoroughly loved.

And maybe I had.

The mirror in the corner wasn’t ornate. No magic frame. No antique carvings. Just a piece of glass. But when I stepped in front of it, I saw something more honest than any reflection I’d ever known.

I looked at her.

Golden hair cascading like a silk veil. Soft, sun-kissed skin. Breasts lifted by the bralette, full and perky, still flushed from the steam. A waist that curved inward, then out again. Long legs, toned and smooth. Eyes that held a glint of something shy and bright and alive. Lips that looked like they’d just been kissed.

She was radiant.

She was me.

I reached for the edge of the vanity, breath catching. I didn’t feel like I was pretending anymore. This wasn’t a costume. This wasn’t a spa-induced illusion. This wasn’t a joke.

And yet—tomorrow was checkout.

The thought hit like cold water. My heart stuttered. My stomach twisted. I imagined returning to my apartment, unlocking the door with the same old keys, greeted by silence and dim light and unanswered messages. The kind of place that had always felt more like a waiting room than a home. I saw myself sitting at my desk again, scrolling through an inbox of tasks that didn’t matter. Conversations that left me hollow. I pictured the men’s jeans in my drawer, the button-ups that never fit quite right, the shoes that made me feel like I was playing someone else’s part.

That was the life I’d built. That was the life I’d escaped. But this… this didn’t feel like escape. This felt like emergence.

And yet, I was still afraid.

Afraid to let go of what I knew.

Afraid to want something that felt too good to be mine.

Afraid of being seen… and not accepted.

I stepped away from the mirror, heart pounding, and opened the closet again. The clothes inside weren’t just fabric anymore. They were possibility. They were choice.

I ran my fingers along a hanger and pulled out a fitted black dress. Simple. Elegant. A little dangerous. I held it to my chest and stared down at it.

Could I wear this on the outside? In the world beyond Kallistra? Could I walk down a city street and feel safe, beautiful, whole? Would they laugh? Would they stare? Would they see a woman, or a mistake?

But then I thought of Carina’s warm smile. Of Elias’s reverent hands. Of Lila’s voice in my ear.

You’re perfect.

And I wondered… if they had seen me so clearly, maybe I could learn to see myself.

I stepped into the dress. The fabric kissed my legs on the way up, hugged my thighs, skimmed over my hips, molded to my breasts. The neckline dipped just enough to feel daring. The hem danced mid-thigh. I added nothing else. No shoes. No jewelry. Just me.

I turned to the mirror again. My heart ached. She was there. She was real.

I stared at her. My reflection stared back—steady, patient, unblinking, and in a voice that barely cracked the silence, I whispered: “I don’t know if I want to go back.”

It wasn’t a decision. Not yet. But it was a beginning.

And for now… that was enough.


Chapter 9
Looking Towards the Future


The morning of my departure arrived sooner than I wanted. Sunlight spilled across the hardwood floor like a quiet invitation. The air smelled of orchids and linen. I’d slept deeply, curled beneath the sheets in a silk chemise, skin still warm from the memory of Lila’s touch. For a moment, I let myself stay still—one hand resting on my thigh, the other cupped beneath my breast. I inhaled deeply and exhaled slowly.

It was time.

I rose and moved to the wardrobe, selecting a soft ribbed dress in a cream tone—simple, elegant, hugging my curves without announcing them too loudly. After this long weekend wearing women’s clothing, it felt sad knowing that soon I would be collecting the clothes I arrived in and the luggage I had left under the resort’s care.

I wondered if they would make me change upon checkout, if they would request the wardrobe back that they had provided me. I wasn’t sure, but I knew that I wanted to embrace every second that I could wearing my new clothes. My right clothes.

Downstairs, the lobby was hushed. Mara stood behind the desk, her smile soft and understanding the moment she saw me.

"Good morning, Alex," she said gently. No hesitation in the name. No pause in her gaze.

“Good morning,” I swallowed. “I guess this is goodbye."

She nodded then smirked. "Unless it isn’t."

I blinked. "What do you mean?"

She held up a small box—inside, my phone, my old clothes, my wallet. Everything from before.

"You can take this," she said. "Get in your car, drive away, and return to the life you came from."

She placed another item on the counter—a plain white envelope, sealed with a wax emblem of the resort. "Or," she said, "you can open this."

I stared at it.

"It’s a choice," she said. "But one only you can make."

My hands trembled slightly as I reached for the envelope. I broke the seal. Inside was a letter.

It read:

Dear Guest,

We hope your stay has helped you rediscover not who you were, but who you might become. You are free to return to your old life at any time. But should you choose to stay in the body you have now—should you decide that this version of you is the truth you’ve been searching for—know that you do not walk that path alone.

Your transformation is permanent only by your choosing. If you leave as you are, your former body will return within 24 hours. Should you wish to stay as you’ve become, a vitamin prescription can be arranged.

No pressure. No judgment. Only truth.

I folded the letter slowly.

Mara watched me with eyes full of quiet warmth. "So," she said. "What will you do?”

I looked at the box of old clothes, then at Mara. Behind her was a long expansive glass logo, the word Kallistra shimmering in the light. In it I could just see my reflection. Not who I once was, but who I had become. Who I had felt right as.

I grinned. “I think I’d like to discuss a continued service with Kallistra.”

Mara smiled widely and pulled out a pink velvet box from beneath the counter, just like the one she had given me just a few days ago.

I took it without thinking and quickly swallowed the vitamin that was inside. My eyes closed as I felt it slip down my throat and a tingling sensation coursed through my body. I could feel myself changing, my body holding its new appearance.

With a deep exhale I smiled and collected my belongings—just what was necessary to make it home—and I walked out the door into the morning, hips swaying, head high.

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

It reflects her.

Curvy. Gorgeous. Undeniably feminine.
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It started with a drunken joke… and a shooting star.

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

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