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Wish to Be a Girl




Hannah stole one of my fries and I let her.

We were at Rosie's, the diner two blocks from campus that smelled like bacon grease no matter what time of day it was. Tuesday nights were ours. Had been for over a year now, ever since we'd ended up at the same table during a fire drill at the library and she'd said, "If I die before I finish this econ paper, I'm haunting the dean." I'd laughed so hard I choked on my water, and that was it. She'd claimed me.

"You're not even going to fight me for it?" She held up the fry, golden and perfectly crisp, dangling it between two fingers like evidence.

"Would it matter if I did?"

"No." She popped it in her mouth and grinned.

That was Hannah. She took what she wanted, said what she meant, and made you feel like the most interesting person in the room while she did it. She was the kind of girl who could walk into a party knowing nobody and leave with six new friends and someone's jacket. Not because she tried. Because she was just her, and that was enough.

It was more than enough, actually. It was everything.

She had dark hair that she always wore down, thick and a little wild, like she couldn't be bothered to tame it. Brown eyes that crinkled at the corners when she laughed, which was often. Full lips that she bit when she was thinking.

And a body that I tried very hard not to stare at — the soft curve of her waist, the way her jeans fit her hips, the little strip of skin that showed between her shirt and her waistband whenever she stretched. She was doing it right now, arching her back against the booth with her arms overhead, and I looked at my plate like the remaining fries required my undivided attention.

"You okay?" she asked. "You're quiet tonight. Quieter than usual, which is saying something."

"I'm always quiet."

"Yeah, but this is your broody quiet. Not your normal quiet." She leaned forward on her elbows and studied me. "What's going on in there?"

I wasn't much to study. I knew that. Average height, average build, brown hair that didn't do anything special. I had a decent face — not ugly, not handsome, just the kind of face that didn't stick in anyone's memory. I'd been told I had nice eyes, but only by my mom, so I didn't count it. Next to Hannah, I felt like a rough draft sitting beside a finished painting.

But she never made me feel that way. That was the thing about her. When Hannah looked at you, she looked at you, and you forgot that you weren't remarkable. She made ordinary feel like enough.

"Nothing," I said. "Just thinking."

"Be careful. Don’t hurt yourself," she teased. Then she reached across the table and squeezed my hand, quick and casual. Just her fingers pressing mine for a second before she pulled back to grab her coffee.

My skin buzzed where she'd touched me. It always did.

I'd been in love with Hannah for thirteen months. I knew the exact number because I remembered the night it hit me — we'd been watching some terrible horror movie on her couch and she'd grabbed my arm during a jump scare. Then she laughed at herself and buried her face in my shoulder. Her hair smelled like vanilla. Her breath was warm through my sleeve. And something in my chest just shifted, like a lock turning, and I thought, Oh. Oh no.

Thirteen months of sitting next to her and pretending my pulse didn't spike every time her knee touched mine.

Tonight, I was going to end the pretending. I'd rehearsed what I'd say at least a hundred times in the mirror, in the shower, on the walk over. I had the words lined up and ready. Hannah, I have feelings for you. More than friend feelings. I've had them for a while.

She stole another fry.

I watched her eat it, and I thought, Tonight. I'm telling her tonight.

My hands were shaking under the table.
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Three drinks in, and I still hadn't said it.

We were at the Ledge, the rooftop bar on Fifth Street that we'd made our Friday-night ritual. It wasn't fancy — plastic chairs, string lights that half worked. A bartender named Cal always over-poured Hannah's gin and tonics because he was obviously in love with her. Everyone was in love with her. That was the problem.

She was sitting across from me in a green tank top that kept slipping off one shoulder, her legs crossed at the ankle, her sandals dangling off her toes. The city spread out behind her like she'd arranged it there for the aesthetic. Wind caught her hair and she tucked it behind her ear without pausing whatever story she was telling about her roommate's disastrous Hinge date. I laughed in the right places. I wasn't really listening.

I was watching her mouth move and thinking about what mine was supposed to say.

The fourth drink helped. Or hurt. Hard to tell the difference when your hands are sweating and your heartbeat is louder than the music coming from the speaker on the railing.

Hannah trailed off midsentence and tilted her head. "Okay, seriously. You've been weird all night. What's going on?"

She'd given me the opening. There was no version of this where I was smooth about it, so I just said it.

"I have feelings for you." The words came out flat, nothing like the way I'd rehearsed them. "More than friend feelings. I've had them for a while, and I didn't want to make things weird, but I can't keep pretending I don't."

For one horrible second, nothing happened. The string lights swayed. Someone at the bar laughed. Hannah stared at me, and her expression went through something I wasn't prepared for. It wasn't surprise. It was closer to pain.

"Reid," she said softly. Just my name. Like that alone could carry the whole response.

"It's okay if you don't⁠—"

"I love you." She cut me off, and for a wild, dizzying second I thought she meant it the way I wanted her to. Then she said, "But I can't feel that way about you. I just can't."

Can't. Not don't. Not won't. Can't.

I was too busy trying to hold my face together to notice the word she'd chosen.

"Yeah," I said. "No, yeah, I get it. Totally. I shouldn't have said anything."

"Don't do that." Her voice cracked. "Don't act like this doesn't matter. You matter to me more than almost anyone, and I need you to know that."

"I know." I didn't know anything. I knew that my chest felt like someone had scooped it hollow, and the drink in my hand tasted like nothing, and the city lights behind her were blurring because I was either drunk or about to cry and I refused to figure out which.

We tried to keep going after that. We ordered another round. She made a joke about Cal's pour. I smiled and it felt like lifting a barbell with my face. The conversation kept stuttering and stalling, full of pauses that used to be comfortable and now just felt like open wounds.

Around eleven, she said, "I should probably head home."

"Yeah. Me too."

We walked to the stairs together. The rooftop door was heavy and she held it for me, which she always did, and the normalcy of it made my throat ache. On the sidewalk, she turned to me, and I could see it in her eyes — this desperate, searching look, like she was trying to find the version of tonight where she didn't lose me.

She hugged me. Not the usual casual, one-armed thing. She wrapped both arms around my neck and pressed her whole body against mine and held on like I was the edge of something she was falling off of. Her cheek was warm against my jaw. Her fingers gripped the back of my shirt. I felt her heartbeat against my chest, fast and scared.

"Please don't disappear on me," she whispered.

"I won't," I said.

She let go. I watched her walk to the corner and turn left toward her apartment without looking back.

I walked home the long way, hands in my pockets, replaying every second of the conversation and looking for the moment I'd ruined everything. The streets were quiet. My phone was heavy in my pocket and I didn't touch it. I kept hearing her say can't, but all my brain would translate it to was no.

I didn't cry. I wanted to. But the night air was cool and the walk was long, and by the time I got to my apartment, the hurt had settled into heavy.

I left the lights off. I didn't want to see my own face.

[image: ]


I couldn't sleep.

I'd tried for an hour. Tossed the covers off, pulled them back on, flipped the pillow to the cool side three times until there wasn't a cool side left. My brain wouldn't stop running the highlight reel — her face when I'd said it, the crack in her voice, the way she'd held onto me outside like I was already leaving.

I kept rewriting the conversation in my head, trying different versions where I was funnier or smoother or didn't say it at all, and every version ended the same way. With her walking to the corner and not looking back.

Around one in the morning, I gave up and went out to the balcony.

My apartment was on the fourth floor of a building that had no business charging what it charged. The balcony was barely big enough for one plastic chair and a dead plant I kept forgetting to throw away. But it had a view of the sky, or at least a sliver of it between the taller buildings on either side, and tonight that sliver was clear and dark and full of stars.

I sat in the chair in my boxers and a t-shirt that smelled like the bar. The air was cool enough to raise goosebumps on my arms, but I didn't go back inside. The discomfort felt appropriate. I was still a little drunk, that slow, heavy kind of drunk where the world is slightly off-axis and everything feels both muffled and too sharp at the same time.

I thought about Hannah's hands gripping the back of my shirt. The heat of her cheek against my jaw. Thirteen months of wanting her, and the closest I'd ever get was a goodbye hug on a sidewalk.

That's when I saw it.

A streak of light, bright and impossibly slow, dragging itself across the gap of sky between the buildings. Not a plane. Not a satellite. A falling star, burning white-gold against the dark.

I watched it until it faded, and then I laughed. It came out rough and humorless. Of course. A shooting star, right on cue, like the universe figured I could use the cliché.

I should've gone inside. But something about the silence and the dark and the leftover ache in my chest made me stay. Made me close my eyes.

"I just wish she could find me attractive," I whispered.

The words hung in the air for a second, thin and stupid, and then the breeze carried them off and they were gone.

I opened my eyes. Nothing had changed. The sky was still dark. I was still me, sitting in a plastic chair in my boxers, talking to nobody. I felt like an idiot.

I went back inside, locked the balcony door, and got into bed. I fell asleep around two thirty. My dreams were shapeless, restless things that I couldn't hold onto, full of warmth and light and the faint smell of her.
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The next morning, I woke up feeling like my skin didn't fit right.

Not in a painful way. More like the morning after a sunburn, when everything is warm and tender. The sheets against my legs felt more pronounced, and when I rolled over and my arm brushed my own stomach, I flinched. Not from pain. From sensation. Like someone had turned up the volume on every nerve ending I had.

I chalked it up to a rough night. I'd barely slept — kept drifting in and out of dreams I couldn't remember, and my body had that heavy, wrung-out feeling you get when your sleep isn’t restful. I dragged myself to the shower and stood under the water for too long, letting the heat pound the tension out of my shoulders.

That's when I noticed the first thing.

My legs were smooth. Not completely — there was still hair there — but it was thinner, finer, like it had been thinning out overnight. I ran my hand down my shin and the skin underneath felt different. Softer. Almost slick, the way skin feels after a good scrub, except I hadn't done anything. I checked my arms. Same thing. The coarse hair on my forearms had lightened, and the skin beneath looked clearer, like someone had buffed away a layer I didn't know was there.

I stared at my hand on my forearm for a few seconds, water streaming over both, and then I shrugged. New body wash, maybe. I'd grabbed a different brand last week — something with shea butter that my ex-roommate had left behind. Probably just that.

I toweled off, got dressed, and went to work.

The day was long and pointless. I worked part-time at the campus IT help desk, which mostly meant resetting passwords for professors who refused to write them down and explaining to freshmen that their laptops weren't broken, they just needed to restart them. I'd done it enough times that I could coast on autopilot, which was bad today because autopilot meant thinking about Hannah.

Around noon, I caved and texted her. Nothing heavy. Just a link to a video of a golden retriever falling off a surfboard, which I knew she'd like because she'd once told me her dream was to teach a dog to surf.

She responded in under a minute. Three laugh-crying emojis and then: omg his little FACE. Also, I'm eating the worst burrito of my life rn, pray for me.

I smiled at my phone like an idiot. She was still talking to me. She was still her with me. Maybe I hadn't ruined everything after all.

But underneath the relief, something else was happening that I couldn't explain. A warmth. Not emotional — physical. A low, steady hum that sat just beneath my skin, like my body was vibrating at a frequency I couldn't hear. It had been there since I woke up, and it wasn't going away. It wasn't unpleasant. If anything, it felt good, which made it stranger. Like a mild, full-body buzz that pulsed faintly every time I moved.

I shifted in my desk chair and felt the fabric of my jeans slide against my thighs in a way that made me catch my breath. My skin was still doing that hypersensitive thing. I pressed my thumb into my opposite wrist and the pressure sent a ripple of something warm up my arm. I stopped touching myself before it got weird.

That night, brushing my teeth, I looked in the mirror and paused.

My lips looked different. Fuller, maybe, or just more defined. The lower one had a softness to it that I didn't recognize, a slight pout that hadn't been there yesterday. I leaned closer, toothbrush hanging from my mouth, and studied my reflection. My skin looked good, too. Clearer. The rough patch on my jaw where I always got razor burn was just smooth, even skin.

I leaned back. Turned my head left, then right. Decided I was being paranoid and sleep-deprived and still a little messed up from Friday night.

I spit, rinsed, turned off the light, and went to bed.
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By Tuesday, I'd stopped looking in mirrors.

Not consciously. I didn't make a decision about it. I just started brushing my teeth with my eyes on the sink instead of my reflection, toweling off in the bedroom instead of the bathroom, keeping my head down when I passed the full-length mirror on the back of my closet door. It was easier that way. If I didn't look, I didn't have to explain what I was seeing, and if I didn't have to explain it, I could keep pretending that nothing was happening.

Something was happening.

Monday morning I'd pulled on my favorite jeans and they fit wrong. Not tighter overall — tighter in some places and looser in others, like my body had rearranged itself overnight. The waistband gaped slightly at the back, but the denim was snug across my hips in a way it had never been before. I buttoned them, tugged at the fabric, and told myself they'd probably shrunk in the wash. I'd been doing a lot of that. Telling myself things. Building a little architecture of excuses that I could live inside so I didn't have to look at the foundation.

The chest thing was harder to ignore.

It started Monday afternoon — a tenderness behind my nipples, dull and persistent, like a bruise I couldn't see. By Tuesday morning it was worse. I pressed two fingers against my chest in the shower and winced. The skin there was puffy, slightly swollen. When the spray hit directly, I had to angle away from it because the sensitivity was almost too much. I Googled "sore nipples male" and got results ranging from hormonal imbalance to chest workouts I hadn't done. I picked the hormonal imbalance explanation because it sounded clinical and temporary, and I closed the tab before I could read far enough to scare myself.

Stress, I decided. The thing with Hannah had thrown my system off. Cortisol. Adrenaline. Whatever hormones your body dumps when you get your heart broken and then can't sleep for two nights straight. That was all this was.

Except it didn't feel like stress.

That was the part I couldn't file away. The changes — the softer skin, the shifting proportions, the tenderness — should have felt wrong. Should have felt like symptoms. And part of me was alarmed, the rational part that knew bodies didn't just rearrange themselves without cause. But underneath the alarm was something quieter and harder to name. A warmth. A settling. Like a picture coming into focus that I hadn't realized was blurry.

I caught my reflection in a store window on my way to class Tuesday afternoon, and for a split second, before my brain caught up, something fluttered in my chest. The person looking back at me had a softer jawline, fuller cheeks, a face that looked less angular and more open. And for that one unguarded second, my first reaction wasn't what's wrong with me. It was something closer to oh.

Then the panic kicked in and I walked faster.

Hannah and I texted back and forth all week. Stupid stuff, mostly — memes, complaints about the heat, a running debate about whether hot dogs qualified as sandwiches. She was being normal, which meant she was trying, which meant she was thinking about Friday night as much as I was. But she didn't mention it, and I didn't mention it, and the silence around the subject was loud enough that we both just talked louder to cover it.

Wednesday night she texted: Wanna hang this weekend? I miss your face.

I stared at the message for a long time. My thumbs hovered over the keyboard while my stomach did something complicated. I wanted to see her. I always wanted to see her. But the idea of her looking at me right now made my pulse spike for reasons I couldn't untangle. Part of it was the rejection, still raw and tender like the skin on my chest. And part of it was something else — a nervousness that had nothing to do with Hannah and everything to do with whatever was happening to the person she'd be looking at.

Yeah, definitely, I typed back. Saturday?

It's a date, she replied, and then immediately: Not like that. You know what I mean.

I laughed, and it came out weak.
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I knew something else was wrong before I opened my eyes.

Something about the way the sheets draped over me was different. The weight of the fabric sat on contours that hadn't been there when I'd fallen asleep, pressing against curves that my body didn't have twelve hours ago. I lay still for a long time, staring at the ceiling, feeling the shape of myself beneath the covers and trying to convince myself I was still dreaming.

Then I got up and stood in front of the mirror, and I couldn't pretend anymore.

My boxers were cutting into my hips. Not riding up — cutting in, the elastic digging into flesh that had swelled past what the fabric could hold. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband and pulled them down an inch just to relieve the pressure, and the reflection staring back at me made my stomach drop.

My hips had widened. Not subtly, not ambiguously — widened, a visible flare outward that pulled the whole proportion of my body into something new. My waist had narrowed to match, nipping in below my ribs like someone had sculpted it overnight, creating a ratio that I recognized immediately because I'd admired it on women my entire life. My thighs were fuller, rounder, pressing together at the top in a way they never had before. The skin covering all of it was smooth and almost poreless, like airbrushed magazine skin, except it was mine and it was real.

I looked at my face. The jawline I'd known my whole life was gone, replaced by something softer, more tapered. My cheekbones sat higher. My eyes looked bigger, framed by lashes that were thicker and darker than they'd been a week ago. My lips were unmistakably full now, the kind of lips that would make you look twice. And my hair — my hair had grown at least an inch and hung in thick, shiny waves that caught the morning light from the window.

The person in the mirror was beautiful. The person in the mirror was not me.

I called in sick to work. My voice cracked on the phone, partly from panic and partly because even my voice sounded different — lighter, with a softness at the edges that my manager didn't seem to notice or at least didn't comment on. Then I sat on my bed with my laptop and started searching.

Hormonal disorders. Endocrine disruption. Environmental estrogen exposure. I went down every rabbit hole I could find, clicking through medical journals and forums and WebMD pages with the frantic energy of someone trying to prove that the house isn't on fire while standing in smoke. Nothing fit.

Every condition I found was gradual — months or years, not days. Nothing explained this speed, this specificity, this impossible overnight reshaping of bone and muscle and fat distribution into something that looked like it belonged to a completely different person.

I closed the laptop and sat there.

The apartment was quiet. The panic had crested and broken, and what was left behind was a strange, hollow calm. I was sitting on the edge of my bed in boxers that didn't fit, in a body I didn't recognize, and I had no idea what was happening to me.

My hands were resting on my thighs. Without thinking about it, I ran them upward, over the new curve of my hips, along the dip of my waist. The skin was so smooth it felt like touching warm silk. My fingers traced the flare from waist to hip and a shiver rolled through me, starting where my hands were and radiating outward through my chest and down my legs. My breath caught. I pressed my palms flat against the curve and felt the warmth of my own body push back into them, and for one unguarded second, the sensation was so good it made my eyes close.

Then I jerked my hands away like I'd touched a hot stove.

I sat there breathing hard, my fingers curled into fists on my knees, guilty and confused and shaking slightly. I didn't know why I'd done that. I didn't know why it felt the way it did — not wrong, not clinical, but good in a way that scared me more than the changes themselves.

I pulled on the loosest sweatpants I owned and didn't look in the mirror again for the rest of the day.
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I'd fallen asleep in an old cotton tee from a 5K I'd never actually run. At some point during the night, I'd rolled onto my stomach. The pressure against my chest was what pulled me out of sleep, a tenderness that flared into pleasure when the fabric shifted. I rolled onto my back and the shirt dragged across my nipples, and I gasped so hard I choked on my own breath.

I lay there for a few seconds, blinking at the ceiling, feeling my heart slam against ribs that suddenly had something in front of them that hadn't been there yesterday.

I didn't want to look, but I had to.

Small, soft swells had formed beneath each nipple, pushing the fabric of my shirt outward just enough to be unmistakable. Not large — barely a handful — but real, with weight and shape and a tenderness that pulsed with every heartbeat. The nipples themselves were different too, wider and darker than before, and when the air conditioning kicked on and cool air drifted across me, they tightened so fast it made me suck in a breath through my teeth.

I sat up slowly. The motion made them shift, and the sensation of their new weight settling against my chest sent a ripple of warmth through me that I wasn't prepared for. Not pain. Not discomfort. Something else entirely — a buzzing, radiating pleasure that started at the surface and sank inward, spreading down through my stomach and into my hips.

I lifted my hands. Hesitated. Then cupped them over the swells, gently.

They fit perfectly in my palms. Soft and warm, the skin impossibly smooth, and when I pressed the slightest bit I felt my nipples push against the center of each hand and my whole body lit up. I bit my lip and held my breath. My fingers curled slightly, instinctively, and the pressure sent another wave through me that made my thighs clench together.

I pulled my hands away and pressed them flat against the mattress.

My breath was uneven. My face was hot. Something between my legs was responding in ways that only confused me further, and I couldn't sort out what I was feeling because all of it was tangled together — the fear and the confusion and the thing I refused to call pleasure even though that's exactly what it was.

I was terrified. I was also something else. Those two things were not supposed to coexist, and the fact that they did made me feel unsettled.

I didn't go to work. I didn't go anywhere. I ordered food through an app and ate it standing in the kitchen because sitting at the table put me in view of the hallway mirror. I wore the biggest hoodie I owned, zipped all the way up, and tried to ignore the way the fleece lining felt against my chest — soft and constant and maddeningly good.

I lasted until early afternoon before I found myself in front of the bathroom mirror, turned sideways.

I'd meant to just check. A quick, clinical assessment. But I stood there longer than I planned, studying the profile that was getting harder to recognize and harder to look away from. The curve of the breasts beneath the hoodie was slight but visible, a gentle slope that followed the line of my narrowed waist and flared hips. My hair was longer again, falling past my ears now, thick and dark and catching the light in a way it never used to. My face in profile was soft, almost delicate.

I unzipped the hoodie halfway. Just to see.

The swell of skin that appeared in the gap between the zipper teeth was smooth and pale and undeniably feminine. I stared at it. I waited for the horror to come. It had been showing up on schedule for the last four days, reliable as a clock, that jolt of wrongness that sent me away from mirrors and into baggy clothes and rational explanations.

It didn't come.

What came instead was quieter. A tilt of the head. A slow exhale. A flutter behind my ribs that felt less like panic and more like recognition.

I zipped the hoodie back up and went to the couch. But I caught myself turning sideways in the dark screen of my phone twice that evening, checking the silhouette like it was something I might lose.
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The knock came at two in the afternoon, and I knew it was her before I checked the peephole.

Nobody else knocked like Hannah — three quick raps, a pause, then two more, like a secret code she'd invented and never explained. I stood in the hallway in my hoodie and sweatpants, frozen, staring at the door like it might go away if I didn't move.

"Reid, I can hear you breathing." Her voice was muffled through the door but clear enough. "Open up. I brought you soup because you said you were sick, and if you make me stand out here holding hot soup like an idiot, I will never forgive you."

I looked down at myself. The hoodie was zipped to my chin. The sweatpants were the baggiest pair I owned, the ones with the blown-out elastic that barely stayed up. It would have to be enough.

I opened the door.

Hannah's expression started with a smile — the easy, automatic kind she always wore when she saw me — and then it shifted. The smile didn't fall, exactly. It just stopped moving, stuck halfway while the rest of her face caught up with what her eyes were seeing. She stared at me. Her lips parted slightly. The container of soup tilted in her hand.

"Hey," I said, and even that single word felt dangerous because my voice wasn't the same and we both knew it.

"Hey," she said slowly. She was looking at my face the way you look at one of those optical illusions where the image flips depending on how you focus — seeing something familiar and something entirely new at the same time. "Can I come in?"

I stepped aside. She walked past me and set the soup on the kitchen counter without looking at it. Then she turned around and studied me again with her arms crossed, not in a defensive way, but like she needed to hold onto something.

"Okay," she said. "What's going on?"

"I told you, I've been sick."

"You don't look sick." She said it carefully, like she was picking each word with tweezers. "You look different."

"Different how?"

She tilted her head. "I don't know. Your face is — I don't know. It's softer? And your hair is longer, which doesn't make sense because I saw you a week and a half ago." Her eyes dropped to the oversized hoodie and I could tell she was cataloging what it was hiding. "Reid, are you okay? Like, actually?"

"I'm fine. Just stressed. Bad sleep." The excuses tasted stale coming out. I'd been chewing on them for days and there was nothing left.

Hannah stepped closer. I should have stepped back, but my feet didn't move. She reached up and touched my face — her fingertips on my jaw, light and warm, tracing the line of it like she was reading Braille. Her thumb brushed my cheekbone. I held my breath.

"Your skin," she murmured, almost to herself. "It's so soft."

I pulled away. Not fast, not angry, but enough to break the contact before it broke me. Her hand hung in the air for a second before she lowered it.

"Sorry," she said. "I didn't mean to — sorry."

"It's fine."

It wasn't fine. Her touch had sent a cascade of warmth across my face and down my neck, and my body was still humming from it in a way that made me want to lean back in instead of away. I shoved my hands in my hoodie pocket and curled them into fists where she couldn't see.

We sat on the couch. She talked about school, about her roommate, about a new coffee shop that had opened near campus. Normal things. Safe things. But every few minutes her eyes drifted back to me, quick and furtive, like she was sneaking glances at something she wasn't supposed to be looking at. Each time she caught herself doing it, she looked away fast and picked up whatever sentence she'd been in the middle of.

When she stood up to leave, she paused at the door. She had her keys in one hand and her jacket over her arm, and she looked at me with an expression I couldn't read — half confused, half something else.

"Whatever's happening," she said, "you look good. Like, really good." A flush crept up her neck as she said it, pink and visible against her brown skin, and she broke eye contact before I could respond. "Anyway. Eat the soup. Text me."

She left. I locked the door behind her and stood in the hallway for a long time, my hand on the deadbolt, trying to figure out why the girl who'd told me she couldn't be with me had just blushed while telling me I looked good.
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I dropped the towel and didn't look away.

I'd been avoiding this for days — the full, unfiltered, nothing-between-me-and-the-mirror confrontation. Every shower had been eyes-forward, every change of clothes a speed round done facing the wall. But this morning, something shifted. I stepped out of the shower, caught my reflection in the fogged glass, and instead of flinching I wiped the condensation off with my palm and stood there.

The woman looking back at me was beautiful.

I didn't know how else to say it. She had full, soft breasts that sat high on her chest, round and symmetrical, the kind that filled a cupped hand perfectly. A narrow waist that swept outward into wide, curved hips. A round ass that I could see even from the front, the way it changed the line of my silhouette. Long, toned legs with smooth thighs that pressed together at the top. My face was delicate and striking — high cheekbones, wide dark eyes, full lips, a jawline that could cut you in the right light. My hair fell past my ears in thick, dark waves, still damp from the shower, curling slightly at the ends.

The only thing that didn't match was between my legs, still male, still mine. The last holdout of whoever I used to be.

I stared at the reflection and waited for the panic. The guilt. The wrongness. I stood there for a full minute, dripping on the bath mat, and waited.

It didn't come.

What came instead hit me so hard my vision blurred. A rush of something bright and overwhelming that started in my chest and expanded outward — joy, or something bigger than joy, the kind of feeling that doesn't have a clean name. My eyes welled up. Not from sadness. From the staggering, terrifying relief of looking at yourself and feeling like you're finally looking at you.

I ran my hands down my sides slowly, following the curve from ribcage to waist to hip. My skin was warm and still damp, and every inch of contact sent that familiar hum vibrating deeper. My palms slid over the flare of my hips and I felt the shape of them under my hands, solid and real and mine. I brought my hands up to cup my breasts, and when I squeezed gently, a soft moan slipped out of my mouth.

The sound surprised me. It was light, breathy, almost musical — nothing like the voice I'd had a week ago. I pressed my fingertips against my nipples and watched them stiffen under my touch, and the sensation was so immediate, so intensely good, that my eyes fluttered closed and I had to steady myself against the counter.

I liked this.

The realization landed like a dropped glass — sudden, sharp, impossible to pretend I hadn't heard. I didn't just tolerate what was happening to my body. I didn't just accept it. I liked it. The curves, the softness, the sensitivity, the way I looked, the way I felt. I liked all of it.

I opened my eyes and looked at the woman in the mirror, and she looked back at me, flushed and teary and startled by her own reflection, and for the first time in my life I didn't want to look away.

I got dressed with purpose for the first time in days. My old jeans didn't fit — not even close — but I had a pair of slim-cut ones at the back of my closet that I'd bought on sale and never worn because they'd always been too tight in the hips. They fit now like they'd been made for me. I pulled on a plain black t-shirt and it hugged my chest and waist in a way that made my breath catch. I looked in the mirror again. I looked good.

I went outside.

The sunlight felt different, or maybe I just noticed it more. People glanced at me on the sidewalk, casual double-takes, the kind I'd seen men give Hannah a thousand times but had never once received myself. A woman at the coffee shop complimented my hair while I waited for my latte. A man held the door on my way out and smiled like he meant it.

I walked home slowly, coffee warming my hands, the sun on my face, and I felt something I hadn't felt in a long time. Maybe ever.

I felt seen.
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I wasn’t even fully awake, but I knew something else had changed. It was an absence that woke me — the subtraction of something I'd felt every morning of my life without ever thinking about it. The familiar weight, the way fabric gathered and settled, the particular way my body had always arranged itself during sleep. All of it was gone, replaced by a smoothness, a closeness, a different kind of warmth that I could feel even before I moved.

I lay on my back in the gray light of early morning and stared at the ceiling for a very long time.

Then I reached down.

My fingertips traveled over my stomach, past my navel, down to where everything used to be. The skin was soft and seamless, curving inward slightly, and where my hand expected to find what had been there for twenty-one years, it found something else entirely. A soft, warm slit, tucked neatly between my thighs, the folds tender and delicate under my fingertips.

My breath stopped. Not a gasp — a full stop, like my lungs forgot what they were supposed to do.

I pulled my hand away. Pressed it flat against my stomach. Felt my heartbeat hammering under my palm. I counted to ten, then counted to ten again, and then I reached back down because I had to know.

I touched gingerly, just the pads of my fingers tracing the outer edge, and a bolt of sensation tore through me so fast and so sharp that my hips jerked off the mattress. I yanked my hand back and gripped the sheets, panting. It was nothing like what I'd felt before — not the focused, direct, point-and-click kind of pleasure I'd known my whole life. This was wide and deep, a shockwave that started where I'd touched and radiated outward through my pelvis and up into my stomach and down into my thighs, all at once, like dropping a stone into still water and feeling every ripple.

I waited until my breathing steadied. Then I touched again.

Slower this time. Careful. My fingers found the seam and traced it gently, parting the folds with a hesitancy that felt almost reverent, discovering terrain I had no map for. The skin was impossibly sensitive, slick with a warmth I hadn't expected, and each new millimeter of contact sent another rolling wave through me. I found a spot near the top, a small, firm point beneath a hood of soft skin, and when my fingertip grazed it I made a sound I didn't recognize — a high, breathy whimper that came from somewhere deep in my chest.

The pleasure built differently. Not a straight line climbing toward a peak, but a spiral, layering on itself, each wave arriving before the last one faded so they stacked and overlapped and multiplied. My thighs were trembling. My fingers moved in slow, experimental circles, learning pressure, learning rhythm, learning what made the waves crest higher. I slid lower and felt the opening — warm, soft, yielding — and the sensation of even that slight pressure at the entrance made my back arch and my toes curl.

I stopped.

Not because it was wrong. Not because I was scared. I stopped because I was overwhelmed — because the intensity of what my body was capable of feeling was so far beyond anything I'd experienced that I needed to pull back before I drowned in it. I lay there with my hand on my thigh, breathing hard, my whole body buzzing and pulsing and alive in a way that felt like being plugged into something electric.

I sat up slowly. The sheets pooled around my waist. I looked down at myself — the breasts rising and falling with my ragged breath, the narrow waist, the curve of my hips beneath the cotton, and now, between my legs, the final piece of something I hadn't known was being built.

I waited for the terror. I'd been waiting for it for days, expecting it to show up like an overdue bill, the emotional invoice for everything my body had done without my permission. I sat there on the edge of my bed, naked and trembling and completely transformed, and I waited.

It didn't come.

What came instead was just a deep, steady settling, like the last tumbler of a lock clicking into place. I looked at my hands, my thighs, the body that was fully and completely female now, and the word that surfaced wasn't wrong or broken or impossible.

It was whole.

I pressed my palm flat against my chest, felt my heart beating slow and sure beneath my new skin, and I thought: This is me now.

And for the first time, I didn't add unfortunately.
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I bought a sundress and a pair of panties.

That sounds like a small thing, but it wasn't. I stood in the store for twenty minutes, fingering the fabric of a sage-green cotton dress with thin straps and a hemline that would hit just above my knees, and the whole time my hands were shaking. Not because I was scared. Because I wanted it. Not as a costume, not as a disguise, not as something to hide behind. I wanted to wear it because I thought it was beautiful and because, for the first time in my life, I thought I might be beautiful in it.

I was wearing it when I opened the door for Hannah.

She stood in the hallway with her bag over one shoulder and a joke half-formed on her lips, and then she saw me. The joke died. Her lips parted. A flush crept up from her collarbone, past her neck, into her cheeks, and she stared at me with an expression I had never seen on her face before. Not surprise — something hungrier than surprise and more vulnerable at the same time.

"Hi," I said.

She didn't answer right away. Her eyes moved over me — the straps on my shoulders, the way the fabric draped over my breasts and cinched at my waist, the bare skin of my arms, my face. When her gaze finally came back to my eyes, she swallowed hard enough that I could see her throat move.

"Hi," she said, and her voice was half an octave lower than usual.

I stepped aside to let her in. She walked past me slowly, like she was moving through something thicker than air, and sat on the couch. I sat on the other end and pulled my legs up beneath me, a gesture that felt so natural in this body that I didn't even think about it.

"I need to tell you something," I said. "And it's going to sound insane."

"Okay."

I told her everything. The wish on the falling star — how stupid I'd felt saying it, how I'd gone to bed expecting nothing. The first morning, the smooth skin, the thinning hair. The hips. The breasts. Every day of watching myself become someone new and trying to outrun the reality of it with rational explanations that never fit. I told her about the fear and the confusion, and then I told her the part that was harder to say out loud — that the fear had faded, and what replaced it wasn't grief or horror but something that felt terrifyingly close to relief.

"I feel more at home in this body than I ever did in my old one," I said. "I don't understand it. But it's true."

Hannah was quiet for a long time. She sat with her hands in her lap, her eyes on the coffee table, processing. I watched her face and tried to read it, but she'd gone somewhere I couldn't follow.

Then she looked up. "You wished that I'd find you attractive?"

The embarrassment hit like a wave. "Yeah."

She stood up. I thought she was going to leave. Instead, she crossed the space between us and stopped in front of me, close enough that I could smell her perfume — something warm and woody that I'd loved for over a year. She looked down at me, and her eyes were bright and intense and a little scared.

"Well," she said. "Wish granted. Because you are the most beautiful person I've ever seen right now."

I shook my head. "Hannah, you turned me down two weeks ago."

"I know."

"You said you couldn't feel that way about me."

"I know." Her voice cracked, and I saw something shift behind her eyes — a wall coming down, the kind you can almost hear. "Reid, I'm a lesbian. I've known since I was sixteen."

The words hung between us. I felt them rearrange something in my understanding, like puzzle pieces rotating into place.

"The reason I said can't and not don't is because I meant it literally," she continued. "I loved you. I've always loved you. But I am physically, fundamentally incapable of being attracted to men. It's not a choice. It's not something I can override. I tried."

She knelt down in front of the couch so we were eye level. She took my hands. Hers were trembling.

"But you're not a man anymore," she whispered. Her thumbs traced circles on my knuckles and my whole body responded, heat blooming from every point of contact. "Your wish didn't make me straight. It made you into someone I can finally want."

My breath caught. My eyes burned. She was looking at me with an intensity that made my new body flush from scalp to toes, and I could see it in her face — not just affection, not just care. Desire. Directed at me. For the first time.

"Is this okay?" she asked, and I could hear in her voice that the question held everything — is this okay that I want you, is this okay that I kept this secret, is this okay that the universe rebuilt you and now I'm the reason.

"Yes," I said. "God, yes."

She kissed me.

Not all at once. She leaned in slowly, giving me every chance to pull away, and I watched her come closer with my heart hammering so loud I was sure she could hear it. Her hand came up to my jaw, her fingers light and warm against my skin, and she tilted my chin toward her and pressed her lips against mine.

Soft. Tentative. A question asked with her mouth instead of her words.

I'd imagined kissing Hannah a hundred times. In every version, I was myself — my old self — and it always played out like a movie scene, confident and certain and smooth. This was nothing like that. This was trembling and terrified and brand new, two people meeting each other at the edge of something neither of them had rehearsed.

I kissed her back.

The moment I did, something unlocked. Her lips parted against mine and the kiss deepened, and my body responded in ways I didn't have language for yet. Warmth pooled low in my belly, thick and liquid, settling into my hips and radiating downward. My skin tingled everywhere — my arms, my neck, the bare slope of my shoulders where the sundress straps sat. My nipples tightened against the thin cotton, and the friction of the fabric was suddenly exquisite, every slight shift sending a pulse of sensation straight through my chest.

Hannah's hands found my waist.

Her palms pressed against the curve where my ribcage narrowed, her fingers spreading across the fabric, and I shivered so hard she felt it. She pulled back an inch. Her eyes searched mine — dark, dilated, a little glazed — and I could see the question in them. She was checking. Making sure.

I nodded.

She kissed me again, and this time there was nothing tentative about it. Her mouth was warm and insistent, her tongue slipping against mine, and the taste of her — something sweet, lip balm or coffee or just her — made me dizzy. I brought my hands up to her neck, her jaw, mirroring the way she'd held me, and I felt her pulse thudding under my fingertips. Fast. As fast as mine.

She moaned softly into my mouth, a small, involuntary sound that vibrated against my lips, and the effect was immediate and devastating. Electricity shot from the base of my spine directly between my legs, to that new, achingly responsive place I'd barely begun to understand. I felt myself clench around nothing, a hollow, yearning pulse that was so foreign and so intense that I whimpered against her mouth without meaning to.

Hannah's grip on my waist tightened. She pulled me closer, pressing our bodies together, and I felt her breasts against mine through the layers of fabric — the warmth and softness and pressure of her — and the contact lit up every nerve ending I had. My hands slid into her hair. Her hands slid down to my hips. We were both breathing hard, trading air between kisses, and every time her fingers dug into the curve of my hips the warmth between my legs intensified, spreading like a slow fire.

"Is this okay?" she breathed against my lips.

"Don't stop," I said, and my voice came out low and shaky and completely unfamiliar in the best possible way.

She kissed the corner of my mouth. My jaw. The spot just below my ear where my pulse was hammering. Her lips were warm and her breath was hot, and when she grazed her teeth against the side of my neck I gasped and grabbed her shoulders to keep myself upright.

We were standing in the middle of my living room and it wasn't enough. I needed more contact, more skin, more of whatever this was that was building inside me like a wave climbing toward something I couldn't see yet. I stepped backward, pulling her with me, and she followed without breaking the kiss. My hip bumped the hallway wall. She pressed me against it, her thigh between mine, and the pressure against my center made my vision blur.

"Bedroom," I managed.

She pulled back just enough to look at me. Her lips were swollen, her hair was wrecked, her chest was heaving. She was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen, and she was looking at me like I was the same.

She took my hand and we stumbled down the hallway together, kissing, bumping walls, breathless and clumsy and laughing between gasps. She pushed open my bedroom door with her shoulder and pulled me through.

She guided me to the edge of the bed and I sat, my hands gripping the mattress, my heart going so fast I could feel it in my fingertips.

Hannah stood in front of me. Close enough that her knees touched mine. She held my gaze while she reached for the hem of her shirt, and then she pulled it up and over her head in one smooth motion and dropped it on the floor.

She wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts were full and round, the brown skin smooth, her nipples already stiff. I'd seen Hannah in bikinis, in low-cut tops, in outfits that left little to the imagination. But I'd never seen her like this. My mouth went dry.

The difference was that I didn't just want to look anymore. Looking used to be enough, back when I was someone who watched her from across rooms and memorized the way her clothes fell on her body like it was the most I'd ever get. Now I wanted to touch. Not from a distance, not through longing. I wanted to press my skin against hers and feel the softness meet softness, body to body, equal to equal.

She must have seen it on my face because she smiled — a small, knowing curve of her lips — and then she knelt in front of me.

Her fingers found the straps of my sundress. She slid them off my shoulders slowly, one at a time, her fingertips trailing down my arms and leaving a wake of goosebumps. The fabric loosened across my chest, clinging for a moment before she peeled it down, and my breasts were bare.

Hannah inhaled sharply. Her eyes dropped to my chest and she stared, and the look on her face was something between reverence and hunger. Her lips parted. I could see her breathing change.

"God," she whispered.

She leaned forward and pressed her mouth to my collarbone. The contact was warm, her lips soft against the ridge of bone. She kissed downward in a slow line — the hollow of my throat, the upper slope of my chest, the swell of skin where my breast began to curve.

When her lips closed around my nipple, I arched my back.

The sound that came out of me wasn't something I controlled. It was a cry — sharp and surprised and desperate — pulled from somewhere behind my ribs by the sheer force of the sensation. Her mouth was hot and wet, her tongue circling slowly, and the feeling was nothing like what I'd known before. When my chest was flat, my nipples had been afterthoughts, barely registering when touched. Now each flick of her tongue sent a bolt of heat from the tip of my breast straight to my core, a direct line of electricity that made my hips roll forward without my permission.

Hannah moaned against my skin, and the vibration made it worse. Or better. I couldn't tell the difference anymore.

She moved to the other breast and took her time, learning me. Soft kisses against the swell, then her tongue tracing a circle around the nipple before closing her mouth over it and sucking gently. I threaded my fingers into her hair and held on, gasping, my thighs pressing together as the heat between my legs built into something molten and insistent. She licked flat and slow and I whimpered. She grazed her teeth and I pulled her hair and she groaned.

She pulled back, breathing hard, her lips wet. Her hands were on my ribs, her thumbs tracing the lower curve of my breasts, and she looked up at me with dark, heavy-lidded eyes.

Then she reached for the hem of the sundress and tugged it down over my hips. I lifted without thinking, letting her slide it off, and it pooled around my ankles on the floor. All that was left were the panties — simple white cotton, the ones I'd grabbed off a rack two days ago without letting myself think too hard about what I was doing.

Hannah hooked her fingers in the waistband. The elastic pressed against my hip bones. She looked up at me, and there was so much want in her face that it made my chest ache.

"Can I?"

I nodded.

Hannah slid the panties down slowly, over my hips, down my thighs, past my knees. I lifted my feet and she pulled them free and set them aside, and then I was bare. Completely bare. Every new inch of me exposed under the warm light of my bedroom, and the vulnerability of it hit me like a wave — not shame, but a rawness so intense my hands trembled against the sheets.

She looked at me. All of me. Her gaze traveled from my face to my breasts to my stomach to the place between my legs where everything was new, and her expression made my breath catch. There was no hesitation in it, no uncertainty. Just want, open and unhidden, her lower lip caught between her teeth and her chest rising and falling faster than before.

"You're so beautiful," she said, and it didn't sound like a compliment. It sounded like something she couldn't hold in anymore.

She stood and undressed the rest of the way. Her jeans, her underwear — dark blue, lace at the edges — dropped to the floor, and then she was naked too. Her body was everything I'd spent a year secretly worshipping — the full curve of her breasts, the warm brown skin, the flare of her hips, the dark hair between her thighs. She climbed onto the bed beside me and the mattress dipped under her weight, rolling me toward her.

Skin met skin, and I nearly came apart right there.

Her warmth pressed against mine from chest to hip. Her breasts against my breasts, soft and full, our nipples brushing, and the sensation of that contact — body to body, equal in a way I'd never been before — sent a shudder through me that I felt in my teeth. She kissed me deeply, her tongue finding mine, and her hand began to travel.

Down my stomach. Slowly. Her fingertips tracing a line from my navel to my hip bone, then inward along the crease of my thigh. My legs fell open before I could think about it, an instinct I didn't know I had, and the anticipation alone — the closeness of her hand, the warmth of her fingers hovering just above where I needed them — made me whimper into her mouth.

When her fingers found my pussy, we both gasped.

Me, because the contact was electric. Her fingertips against my folds sent a shock of sensation through my entire body, so intense and so different from anything I'd ever felt that my hips jerked off the mattress. Her, because I was wet. I could feel it — slick and warm, my body's answer to everything that had been building since she'd kissed me in the living room — and when her fingers slid through that wetness, her breath hitched against my lips.

"Oh my god," I breathed.

She explored gently, parting my folds with careful fingers, learning the shape of me. When her thumb found my clit, I nearly screamed. The first direct contact was a jolt — sharp and bright, almost too much — and my hips bucked hard against her hand. She eased off, circling instead of pressing, finding a rhythm that turned the jolt into something deeper. Something rolling. The pleasure didn't climb in a straight line the way it used to. It came in waves, each one cresting higher, overlapping with the last before it faded, building in layers that made my whole body hum.

Hannah watched my face while she touched me. I could feel her eyes on me even when mine were closed, reading my reactions, adjusting. When she circled faster, my breath came in sharp gasps. When she pressed harder, my eyes rolled back and my mouth fell open. She was learning me in real time, and the attentiveness of it — the way she studied every sound I made and responded — was almost as overwhelming as the sensation itself.

She slid one finger inside me, and I gripped the sheets with both hands.

The fullness was new and exquisite. A deep, stretching warmth that radiated outward from my center, completely different from the bright surface pleasure of my clit. My walls clenched around her finger instinctively, and the feeling of that — my own body gripping her, pulling her deeper — made me moan so loudly I would have been embarrassed if I'd had any capacity left for embarrassment.

"Right there?" she whispered.

"Don't stop," I begged. "Please don't stop."

She pulled her hand away, and I made a sound that I will never live down.

It was a whine, the sound of someone who'd been climbing a staircase and had the whole thing yanked out from under them two steps from the top. My hips chased her fingers before I could stop them, rocking upward into nothing, and the loss of contact was so cruel it almost hurt.

Hannah laughed. Not at me — with me, because the sound I'd made was so pathetic that even I couldn't take it seriously. I laughed too, breathless and shaky, and for a few seconds the intensity broke just enough to let something tender rush in. She pressed her forehead against mine and we breathed together, noses touching, both of us flushed and trembling and grinning like idiots.

Then she moved.

She swung her leg over my thigh and straddled it, settling her weight, and I felt her against me — slick, hot, unmistakably wet. The sensation of her arousal pressed against my skin made my stomach flip. She was as turned on as I was. She wanted this as badly as I did. Something about knowing that — feeling the physical proof of it against my thigh — made the whole thing real in a way it hadn't been before.

She took my hand. Lifted it. Guided it between her legs.

"Here," she said, pressing my fingers against her. "Like this."

I'd touched women before. In college dorm rooms, in the back seats of cars, with the nervous, fumbling confidence of a guy who'd watched enough tutorials to think he knew what he was doing.

But I'd never touched a woman while being one.

I'd never had the same anatomy under my own fingertips as the anatomy I was touching, and the difference was staggering. I knew what her clit felt like because I had one now. I knew the sensitivity of the folds, the way pressure needed to build gradually, the difference between too light and just right.

My fingers found her with an understanding that I'd never had before, and when I pressed my thumb against the firm bud at the top of her slit, her breath hitched so hard her whole body shuddered.

"There," she gasped. "Right there. Just like that."

She was vocal in a way that made me braver. Every gasp, every whispered direction — faster, softer, right there, don't stop — taught me something new, and I listened the way she'd listened to me, adjusting, learning, paying attention to the way her body responded.

She ground against my hand, her hips rolling in slow circles, and with every press of her weight my thigh pushed upward between my own legs, giving me friction I hadn't expected. I gasped. The pressure against my clit was muted through the contact but steady, a persistent warmth that built with every movement she made, and I realized we were both climbing now — her from my fingers, me from the rhythm of her body.

Her breasts swayed above me. Full and gorgeous, the nipples dark and stiff, and I couldn't resist. I leaned up off the pillow and closed my mouth around one, sucking gently, tracing my tongue around the peak the way she'd done to me. Hannah cried out. Her hand shot to the back of my head and her fingers twisted into my hair, gripping hard, holding me there. I sucked harder. She pulled my hair harder. The feedback loop between us was electric, each reaction feeding the next.

Her rhythm changed. The slow grinding became faster, more urgent, her hips stuttering against my hand. I curled my fingers slightly, pressed my thumb in tighter circles, and felt her thighs begin to shake around mine. Her moans climbed higher, broke apart, turned into something ragged and desperate that made my own body pulse in sympathy.

She came with a cry that filled the room.

I felt it everywhere — the clench of her walls around my fingers, the shudder that ripped through her thighs, the way her grip in my hair went so tight it burned. Her back arched and her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth opened in a shape that was beautiful and wrecked all at once. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, each one making her contract around me, and I held her through it, my fingers still pressed inside her, feeling every pulse.

Watching her fall apart was the most intoxicating thing I'd ever seen. More than any fantasy, more than any imagined version of this. She was real and shaking and undone because of my hands, and I wanted to make her do it again.

She opened her eyes. Looked down at me. Her hair was wild around her face and her chest was heaving and she had the expression of someone who'd just been turned inside out.

"Your turn," she said.

She kissed down my body like she was writing something on my skin.

My throat first — soft, lingering, her lips pressing against my pulse while I swallowed hard beneath them. Then my collarbone, the hollow at the base of my neck, the slope of my chest.

When she reached my breasts, she slowed down in a way that made it clear she wasn't passing through. She kissed the curve of each one, took a nipple into her mouth and sucked gently until my back arched and my fingers twisted into the sheets. She spent long enough there that I was writhing by the time she moved on, my hips lifting off the mattress, searching for contact she hadn't given me yet.

She kissed down my stomach. Across the flat plane below my navel. Along the ridge of my hip bone, where her teeth grazed and made me gasp. Then she settled between my legs, her shoulders pressing my thighs apart, and she looked up at me.

Her eyes were dark and heavy. Her lips were swollen from kissing. She looked wrecked and certain and starving all at once, and the sight of her between my legs — between these legs, the ones I'd only had for a day — made something tighten in my chest that wasn't just arousal.

"I've wanted to do this to a woman for so long," she said.

Her voice cracked on the word wanted, and I felt it land in my body like a physical thing. The vulnerability in it. The years she'd carried it. She wasn't just touching me. She was finally being herself, the same way I was finally being myself, and the collision of those two truths in this bed, in this moment, was almost too much to hold.

"Then do it," I whispered.

Her mouth found me, and the world collapsed to a single point of blazing, pulsing light.

Her tongue was warm and wet, tracing my clit in soft circles that made my vision swim. The sensation was devastating — concentrated and radiant at the same time, pleasure blooming from the point of contact and spreading outward through my hips, my thighs, my stomach. I grabbed the pillow behind my head with both hands and held on because I needed to hold onto something or I was going to fly apart.

She slid a finger back inside me while her tongue kept working, and the combination of fullness and friction rewired every nerve I had. Her finger curled forward, pressing against a spot on the front wall that I didn't know existed until that exact second, and I moaned so loudly my voice cracked. My hips rolled against her mouth, meeting her rhythm, chasing the heat that was building inside me in spiraling, tightening layers.

Each wave climbed higher than the last. Each one arrived before the previous one faded, stacking, compounding, the pleasure folding over itself in a way that made my whole body tremble. She added a second finger and the stretch was exquisite — a deep, aching fullness that made my walls grip her tight. Her rhythm increased. Her tongue pressed harder, faster, more focused.

My thighs began to shake. I could feel them trembling against her cheeks, and I couldn't stop it, couldn't control anything anymore. The spiral was tightening toward something enormous, something I could feel gathering at the base of my spine and in the deepest part of my belly, building toward a crest I couldn't see but could feel approaching like a wall of sound.

It hit me.

Not a peak. A detonation. Pleasure erupted from my core and radiated outward in waves so intense my back bowed off the bed and my mouth opened in a cry that didn't sound like anything I'd ever heard come out of me. My body pulsed around her fingers — rhythmic, involuntary contractions that pulled her deeper with each beat. Wave after wave after wave, each one crashing before the last one ebbed, my whole body clenching and releasing in a cycle that seemed to go on forever.

Hannah didn't stop. She held her rhythm through the aftershocks, her mouth gentle now, coaxing every last tremor out of me until I was shaking and oversensitive and too much was spilling into not enough. I reached down with trembling hands and pushed her head away gently, gasping, and she let me, pressing one last kiss against my inner thigh before she lifted her head.

She crawled up beside me and pulled me into her arms. I pressed my face against her neck, sweaty and shaking and glowing from the inside out. Her heartbeat was fast against my cheek. Her skin was damp. She smelled like warmth and sex and the woody perfume I'd loved for over a year.

We lay there, tangled and panting, and I couldn't speak because there were no words for what had just happened to me.

She held me tighter, like she understood. We lay there for a long time without talking.

The room was warm and dim, the afternoon light softened by the curtains, and the only sounds were our breathing and the occasional murmur of traffic from the street below. Hannah was on her side, her head propped on one hand, her other hand resting on my stomach. Her fingertips traced slow, lazy patterns across my skin — circles, spirals, shapes that didn't mean anything except I'm here and I'm not going anywhere.

I played with her hair. Twisting a strand around my finger, letting it unravel, doing it again. Her hair was thick and soft and smelled like the woody perfume I'd been memorizing for over a year, and the fact that I could touch it like this — unhurried, without pretense, without the ache of wanting something I couldn't have — made my chest feel so full I could barely breathe.

"So," she said after a while. "What do you want me to call you?"

I thought about it. I'd been Reid for twenty-one years. The name fit the person I used to be, and I wasn't sure yet whether it fit the person I was now. I wasn't sure about a lot of things. Whether I wanted a new name or whether the old one could grow into this body. Whether pronouns mattered yet or whether I needed more time to figure out what felt right.

"I don't know," I said. "Is that okay?"

She kissed my shoulder. "That's okay. You don't have to know everything right now."

We talked. Really talked, the way we used to on her couch during movie nights, except now we were naked and tangled together and everything between us had shifted into something bigger than friendship. She asked me what I wanted this to be — us. I told her I wanted whatever she'd give me. She told me she wanted everything, and the way she said it, quiet and steady and sure, made my eyes sting.

"We already had years of the hard part," she said. "The loving-each-other part. We just couldn't figure out the shape of it."

"And now?"

She smiled. "Now we have the shape."

We talked about the practical things too. Identity. Paperwork. The cascade of conversations I'd need to have with people who'd known me as someone else — my family, my friends, the people at work who'd only known me for a few months but would still have questions. Medical stuff I didn't understand yet. How to navigate a world that would see me differently now and not always kindly.

It should have been overwhelming. Lying there listing everything I didn't know and couldn't predict and couldn't control should have sent me spiraling the way the first days of the transformation had. But Hannah's hand was warm on my stomach and her body was warm against my side, and none of it felt insurmountable from here. Terrifying, maybe. Complicated, definitely. But not impossible. Not alone.

"I'm scared," I said.

"I know."

"But I've never felt more like myself. Even when I don't know what to call myself yet, I feel more me than I ever did before. Is that crazy?"

She was quiet for a moment. Then she leaned over and kissed my forehead, her lips soft and lingering, and when she pulled back she looked at me with an expression that held so much tenderness it almost broke me.

"Then maybe this is who you were always supposed to be," she said.

I smiled. She smiled back. And for a while we just lay there, breathing in the same rhythm, her fingers still tracing those slow patterns on my skin.

Later, after she'd fallen asleep with her arm draped across my waist, I slipped out of bed and went to the window. The sky was dark and clear, the same sliver of stars visible between the buildings, and I stood there in the cool air and looked up.

I thought about the night on the balcony. The bitterness, the loneliness, the stupid, desperate whisper aimed at a streak of light I didn't believe in. I'd wished for her to find me attractive, and the universe had answered in the most sideways, impossible, literal way it could.

I scanned the sky, looking for another falling star. Not because I had anything left to wish for. Not because I needed the universe to rearrange itself again.

I looked because I wanted to say thank you.

Hannah stirred behind me, murmuring something in her sleep. I turned away from the window, climbed back into bed, and let her pull me close. Her breath was warm against the back of my neck. Her arm tightened around my waist. I closed my eyes and let my body settle against hers, every curve fitting together like we'd been designed for this all along.

For the first time in my life, I didn't fall asleep wishing I was someone else.

I already was who I wanted to be.
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