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Chapter 1
The Wish


We stumbled out of the bar just past midnight, Claire’s laughter trailing behind us like perfume—bright, careless, completely at ease. The door swung shut behind us, muffling the thump of bass and laughter and glass. Outside, the air was cooler than I expected, the kind of crisp that brushes against your skin and reminds you that you’ve had just enough to drink that you might say something you shouldn’t.

Claire walked ahead of me, swaying slightly in her boots, her steps light and full of that effortless confidence I could never quite wrap my head around. Her skirt danced around her thighs with every movement, the hem flipping and twirling like it was flirting with the night air. It wasn’t even that short—just short enough to make people notice, to make me notice. She wore that little black jacket she loved, the one that hugged her waist and showed off the curve of her back, and underneath it, a tight top that clung to her like it had been sewn in place. Her hair moved like silk, catching every bit of streetlight, and when she laughed—really laughed—it wasn’t just her voice that lit up. It was her whole body. She moved like someone who knew exactly what she looked like. And exactly what it did to people.

She looked like the kind of woman guys dream about and write sad songs over. And tonight, it felt like every man in that bar had noticed it. Every man but me.

I shoved my hands into my jacket pockets, trying to keep the irritation out of my voice. “You were really working the room tonight.”

She turned slightly, eyes bright. “Excuse me?”

“All those guys talking to you. Buying you drinks.” I tried to make it sound like a joke, but it came out too bitter. “It was like I didn’t even exist.”

Claire laughed. Not meanly. But not gently, either. “Jealous?”

“No,” I said too fast. “I just feels ridiculous, that’s all. You get drinks handed to you and I’m the one paying for mine. And yours when no one else does.”

She stopped in her tracks and spun to face me. “Two drinks. And a shot,” she said, counting them off on her fingers like it made a difference.

“Still.”

Her smirk shifted, just a little. “So what? You're mad because guys hit on me? Because you weren’t the center of attention for once?”

I looked away. “Forget it.”

She stepped closer. “No, seriously. Tell me what’s bothering you.”

I shrugged. “You just make it all look so easy.”

She stopped in her tracks and gave me a look—not angry, exactly, but definitely not amused. “I make what look easy?”

I sighed, already regretting everything. There was no way this conversation ended well.

“Everything. Being a woman. Being so attractive and outgoing. You just get everything handed to you like… like the world’s been rigged in your favor. It must be nice.”

Claire’s eyebrows shot up like I’d slapped her. “Let me get this straight. I go out looking like this—for you, by the way”—she gestured down her body, at the dress, the heels, every inch of deliberate beauty—“and you think it’s easy? You think being a woman is easy?”

“You make it look effortless,” I muttered.

Claire’s laugh cut through the air. “Oh, sweetheart. That’s all a damn illusion.” She stepped closer, voice low now. “I shave everything. I blow dry, I moisturize, I style. I contour, I squeeze into clothes that don’t breathe, I smile at people who say shit that would make your skin crawl. And yes, sometimes I get free drinks. Yay me.”

I didn’t say anything.

She was inches from me now. Close enough that I could smell her perfume—warm and soft, like vanilla and skin. My heart was beating faster than it should’ve been.

“You want that attention?” she asked, eyes narrowing slightly. “You want to be looked at like that? I could dress you up. A little makeup. Something tight. You might actually like it.”

I barked a laugh, but it came out shaky. “Yeah, okay.”

Claire tilted her head, watching me. “I bet you would.”

“N-no… I wouldn’t,” I breathed out, too defensive for my liking.

“You so would.” Her voice dipped—soft and teasing now. “You got that little stammer in your voice. Like I just hit a nerve.”

“I’m drunk,” I lied, waving my hand to dismiss her claim.

She stepped in closer, close enough that her breath warmed my cheek. “You’ve thought about it, haven’t you?”

I swallowed. “Thought about what?”

“What it would feel like to be seen that way. To be beautiful. To be a woman.”

I didn’t answer.

Claire didn’t push. She just smiled—knowing, maybe a little dangerous—and turned her gaze to the sky. “Oh—look.”

I followed her eyes. A streak of silver sliced across the stars—fast and quiet. A shooting star. Blink and it was gone.

She turned to me, grinning. “Make a wish.”

I snorted. “Wish I had boobs and a free bar tab?”

“You sure that’s all you want?”

I opened my mouth, but she reached up and touched my jaw, tilting my face toward her. Her fingers were soft. Her eyes were serious now, and for a moment, it felt like the world had gone still.

She whispered, “I wish Luke could be a woman. Just for a few days. To feel what I feel. To move through the world like I do. To truly know what it’s like.”

“I hope it comes true.” She smiled, slow and sly, like she’d just cast a spell. “I wish you could understand.”

There was something about the way she said it made the hair on my arms stand up.

“I’m not sure the universe is listening,” I said, voice quieter than I meant it to be.

Claire shrugged. “Maybe. Maybe not. We’ll see if the stars are listening.”

We kept walking after that. She slipped her hand into mine, fingers warm, confident. I didn’t speak again. I was too busy thinking about what she said. About the way her voice changed when she said beautiful. About the heat that flared in my chest when she said she’d dress me up.

I told myself it was the drinks. That I was tired. That I was just flattered by the idea of her seeing something in me like that.

But something in me stirred that I didn’t want to name.

Something old. Something soft. Something I’d buried a long time ago.

And part of me hoped that her wish would come true.


Chapter 2
Lily


Iwoke slowly, caught in that strange drift between dreaming and reality, the kind of golden quiet that made everything feel far away and a little unreal. The bed was warm beneath me, the blankets heavy with sleep, and for a while I simply floated in that warmth, aware of my breath, of the soft light filtering through the curtains, of the faint birdsong somewhere beyond the glass. And then, gradually, I became aware of something else—something was off. Not painful. Not frightening. But different. My body felt wrong in the way a well-worn sweater suddenly feels tight in all the wrong places. Or maybe not wrong. Maybe just... different.

When I shifted beneath the covers, the change became undeniable. My thighs brushed together in a way that was soft and seamless, skin against skin where it had never met like that before. There was a new sensitivity to the movement, a quiet pulse of sensation right at the center of me that tugged my attention downward. My chest felt weighted. The way I moved felt altered from the inside out, like something had shifted in my bones.

I opened my eyes, and the world came into focus in slow, grainy fragments: the cream-colored ceiling, the familiar curve of Claire’s nightstand, the corner of the window blind casting its narrow shadow across the bed. I sat up, and the blanket slipped down my chest. I caught it instinctively, but not before I saw what it had covered.

Breasts.

Full and high and undeniably mine. They rose and fell with my breathing, reacting to the chill in the room, the edge of the sheet, my own startled thoughts. I brought my hands to them—small hands, slender fingers—and touched, slowly, as if I could disprove them by feel alone. But they were there. Warm. Soft. Responsive. I brushed a thumb over one nipple and gasped at the jolt of sensation it sent spiraling through me. The sound that escaped my mouth startled me even more than the feeling. It wasn’t the sound I was used to. Higher, lighter, but not childish. Feminine.

I kicked the blanket off the rest of my body and stared. My skin was smooth and pale. My waist curved in; my hips curved out. My thighs were fuller than they’d been, shaped with a softness that was undeniably female. And between them⁠—

I hesitated.

Then, with a breath, I reached down.

No bulge. No familiar weight. My fingers met nothing but smooth skin and the faintest trace of wet warmth. I explored more hesitantly, uncertain of what I was touching, but that new center responded to even the lightest pressure with something fierce and fluttering. I jerked my hand away, heart pounding.

My voice—my body—everything had changed. Claire’s wish had come true.

I heard a soft groan beside me.

“Claire?” I said, the name catching awkwardly in my throat.

She stirred under the covers, stretching with a lazy yawn. “Mmm, what time is it…”

I turned toward her, my new breasts bouncing as I moved. She sat up slowly, rubbing the sleep from her eyes, and then she saw me.

Her entire body stilled. She stared. First at my face. Then lower. Then back up again. She didn’t speak. Her eyes just widened as if she were trying to convince herself that what she saw was real.

“…Luke?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper.

“I think so,” I managed.

She blinked, then blinked again. Then she let out the softest, most amazed oh my god I’d ever heard from her lips. She sat forward slowly, like I was something precious and delicate she didn’t want to frighten away.

“You’re… you’re a woman.”

I couldn’t answer. I nodded instead, eyes burning, unsure what I was even feeling anymore.

Claire reached toward me, then stopped. “Can I?”

I nodded again, my body beginning to tremble as it imagined her soft touch against my smooth skin.

Her eyes moved over my body like she was trying to memorize every inch. When her fingertips finally settled on the curve of one breast, I shivered. Her touch was gentle but sure, warm and inquisitive. She cupped me lightly, her thumb brushing over my nipple, and I gasped—again—at the raw edge of pleasure that sparked through me.

“Oh,” she whispered, grinning now. “You’re so sensitive.”

I didn’t say anything. I just watched her, helpless beneath the weight of my own body and hers.

Her hands moved lower. They traced the slope of my waist, the new dip between hip and rib, the smooth line of my side. She shifted closer on the bed, circling behind me for a moment, fingers ghosting over my shoulder blades, then down to the small of my back. Her touch wasn’t sexual, not exactly—it was exploratory. Curious. Worshipful. Like she was tracing the lines of a sculpture made just for her.

When she returned to face me, her eyes were darker, filled with something I couldn’t name. “You feel real,” she said. “All of this… this is you.”

I swallowed. “I don’t know what I am.”

Claire’s hands came to rest gently on my thighs, her thumbs brushing the new softness there. “You’re stunning,” she said. “And scared. But, fuck, you’re so beautiful.”

She leaned in then, kissed my cheek softly, and I felt myself tremble. She didn’t ask to go further. She didn’t tease. She just held me there, close, her body warm against mine, her breath steadying my own.

We sat like that for a long time, wrapped in the morning light and each other, the silence thick and strange and safe, and then, finally, she pulled back.

She tilted her head, studying me, and smiled in that way that always meant she was about to say something she knew would unnerve me—but this time, her hand slid lower, her fingers drifting from my stomach to the top of my thigh.

“There’s one more thing I want to check,” she murmured, her voice silken.

I didn’t speak. I just nodded, already knowing what she meant.

Her hand slipped between my legs, warm and sure. I gasped—more from anticipation than surprise—and let my knees fall open as she cupped me fully. Her fingers were careful at first, tracing the outline of me, the new folds and unfamiliar lips, stroking softly as if she were learning a language by touch alone. Then she found my clit—small, aching, impossibly sensitive—and gave it the lightest rub.

My hips jerked as I let out a gasp.

She smiled as she kissed me, full of satisfaction. As if discovering my changed privates had delighted her. Her fingers didn’t move. They rested there, between my thighs, like a claim.

“You know,” she whispered against my mouth, her tone shifting into something more amused, more dangerous, “I think we need a new name for you now that you’re all woman.”

I stiffened slightly—but I didn’t pull away. Her fingers were still warm on my pussy, and the possessive pressure of her palm made it impossible to think clearly.

She smiled wider. “Lily.”

The word hit me like sunlight. It didn’t erase me—it softened me. It stretched into me like it had always been waiting.

“Lily,” she said again, letting the syllables slide off her tongue. “That sounds nice. It’s sweet and innocent, just like you are…” She leaned in closer, lips brushing mine, her voice velvet. “…for now.”

Her hand gave a final gentle stroke before sliding away—leaving me wet and tingling.

She kissed my jaw, then my shoulder, then pulled back with a catlike stretch and stood. Her hips swayed as she walked away, unbothered and triumphant, while I lay there in the sheets, too full of sensation to move.

“I’m going to have so much fun with you,” she purred over her shoulder. “Breaking you in. Teaching you everything.”


Chapter 3
First Look


Claire didn’t waste time. The moment she stirred beside me, stretching lazily beneath the covers like a cat basking in sunlight, her eyes landed on me—and lit up. Whatever softness had lingered in her expression melted into something sharper. She sat up in one fluid motion and grinned. “Up,” she said, already heading for her dresser. “We’ve got work to do, pretty girl.”

She selected various pieces then tossed them onto the bed in front of me. “Put those on,” she said casually, like we weren’t standing in the aftermath of something impossible.

I glanced down at the pile. A lace bra and matching panties, black and delicate and clearly not made for comfort. The cups were small, sculpted, with thin straps and intricate embroidery that caught the light like spider silk. The panties were just as subtle in their cruelty—cheeky-cut, barely-there, with a soft stretch of mesh and floral edging that looked like lingerie designed to be seen, not worn.

“I don’t think I can wear this,” I said quietly.

“You can,” she replied, already tugging open a drawer and rifling through it. “You will.”

I hesitated, heart thudding in my chest. But she looked so sure—so delighted—that I didn’t want to argue. I stood slowly, the sheet falling from around me, leaving my bare body open to the room and to her gaze. She didn’t leer. She admired. Her smile sharpened, eyes bright.

She helped me with the bra first. I held it in place as she clasped it up the back, one tiny hook at a time. Each one pulled tighter around my back, cinching me inward, forcing my breasts to lift up and look even bigger. It wasn’t painful, but it was something I knew I’d have to get used to.

“It feels like it’s digging into my skin,” I said, half-joking.

“You’re not supposed to enjoy it,” Claire said, grinning. “You’re supposed to look hot.”

The panties followed. Pulling them up was easier than expected, but the way they clung to my hips was shocking—tight without being suffocating, exposing more than they concealed. When I turned to check myself in the mirror, I was met with a backside I didn’t recognize. Round and feminine. The kind of curve that made me want to reach back and touch it just to prove it was really mine.

Claire didn’t give me long to process it. “Sit,” she said, patting the vanity chair by the bathroom. “Time for makeup.”

As I sat the panties dug in just slightly at the seam of my thighs. And I couldn’t stop noticing how my legs looked together—how they crossed automatically now, how I instinctively sat straighter, how my center ached with a pressure I still didn’t understand.

Claire stood behind me and got to work. She started with my hair, brushing the now long brunette strands slowly, parting it cleanly, tucking and twisting it into something more styled. Her touch was gentle, but focused—each motion deliberate. She hummed as she worked. She was enjoying this.

Then came the makeup. Moisturizer, primer, foundation, blush, a little highlighter, a touch of shadow, mascara, and gloss. The process felt endless. I stared at my reflection, watching myself disappear and become something else—someone else.

“It takes this long every time?” I asked, half-dazed.

Claire smiled at me in the mirror. “Beauty’s a part-time job, sweetheart. And you’re lucky you’ve got good bones—some of us have to work a lot harder.”

I tried to smirk, but it was hard to find a face I recognized behind the shimmer and contour. I looked… not fake. But curated. Like a girl on her way to brunch with someone she wanted to impress. I looked good. Really good. But I also felt more exposed than I ever had.

Claire handed me a short bundle of fabric, snapping me away from my reflection.

“What’s this?”

She grinned. “Your outfit.”

It was a tight white crop top—scoop neck, ribbed cotton, slightly sheer in the light—and a high-waisted plaid skater skirt in red and black. The kind of skirt that barely covered anything if you so much as leaned forward.

“You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, I’m very serious,” she said, flashing me a wicked grin. “Don’t you remember this? This is the outfit I wore on our first date. I remember it perfectly—you couldn’t keep your eyes off me the entire night. Now I want to see you in it.”

The memory hit me like a spark—her in that same little outfit, the way the fabric clung to her hips, the way her top slid just low enough to drive me crazy. She was right. I hadn’t looked away from her once that night… or any night after.

But what she didn’t know—what I never told her—was that it wasn’t just desire I felt. It was longing. I hadn’t just wanted to touch her curves. I’d wondered what it would feel like to have them. To be that effortlessly sexy. To walk into a room and command attention without even trying.

And now, somehow, impossibly—I was about to find out.

Getting into the crop top was a fight. It was tight around my chest and I struggled to fit it over. When it was finally on, the hem barely touched my stomach. My breasts looked enormous under the thin fabric.

The skirt was worse. I had to shimmy into it, and even once it was zipped, it felt like any wrong move would show everything. The fabric kissed my thighs, lightweight and high enough to flirt with indecency.

Claire handed me the heels next—thin black straps, three-inch spike, open toe. I stared at them.

“Claire…”

“Lesson one,” she said, crouching to buckle them onto my feet. “Pain is temporary. But the way people look at you in heels? That is forever.”

When I stood, my balance tipped forward instantly. My calves screamed. The skirt rode up with every step.

I followed her to the hallway mirror, wobbling with each stride, breath tight from the effort. I was hot. Slightly dizzy. Unsteady. But when we reached the mirror and I looked—I forgot about the pain.

I looked unbelievable.

The girl staring back at me was flushed and blinking, clearly uncertain in her skin, but she was beautiful. Legs long and bare. Hips curving sweetly under the hem of the skirt. Breasts full and high beneath the stretched white cotton.

I didn’t hear Claire move behind me. Her hands were suddenly at my waist—warm, possessive—pulling me back against her body with a strength that made my breath catch. I felt her grin against my neck before I even heard it.

Claire’s hands slid higher, gliding over my exposed stomach, up to my breasts. She cupped them from behind and I moaned—a sound so quick and quiet it surprised even me—and she kissed the side of my neck in reward.

“You don’t even realize what you’re doing to me,” she murmured, her voice velvet in my ear. “Or what you’re going to do to them.”

Her hands squeezed slightly, then dragged down my sides, over the flare of my hips, gripping the hem of my skirt. She didn’t lift it. Not yet. Just toyed with the edge, like she could already see what was underneath.

“You know what’s going to happen the second you step outside in this?” she breathed. “Every man you pass is going to stare. They’re going to picture you on your knees. Bent over. Spread open.”

My legs trembled.

“They’ll stare at your legs,” she continued, fingers drifting over my thighs, “and your perfect little ass under this short little skirt, and they’ll think, God, I bet she tastes sweet.”

I moaned again, louder this time. She chuckled darkly.

“And the women?” she purred. “Oh, they’re going to hate you. They’ll see the way the men look at you and want to claw your eyes out. Because you’re everything they’re afraid of.”

She leaned in closer, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re the girl they tell their boyfriends not to look at. The girl who makes them feel self conscious. The girl who doesn’t have to try, because you are the fantasy.”

Her hand slipped between my thighs, just for a moment—just enough to make me whimper. She didn’t go any further. Just teased, just let the idea sit there, electric and inevitable.

“And the best part?” she said, her voice dropping to a slow, dangerous whisper. “You’re mine.”

My reflection swam as I tried to stay upright. The heels felt like stilts. My thighs were slick. My skin was glowing. I wasn’t sure if I could handle being seen like this. But I also wasn’t sure I could handle being unseen again.

Claire kissed the shell of my ear, then let go all at once, leaving me swaying on trembling legs. She stepped back and admired her work.

“Oh, Lily,” she said. “You’re not just pretty.”

She smirked.

“You’re trouble.”


Chapter 4
Her First Time


Icouldn’t move. My reflection held me still—my legs shaking in heels I hadn’t earned, my chest rising too fast in a crop top that clung to every curve, my skirt so short it barely brushed the tops of my thighs. I looked wrecked and radiant. My lips were parted, my breath shallow, and everything about me screamed mine.

Claire stood behind me like she’d summoned me into existence. Her hands slid up my sides, firm and sure, drawing me back against her. I could feel the heat of her body through the thin cotton. Her touch was possessive, like I was something she'd paid for, claimed, or conjured. She leaned in slowly, her breath warm against my neck.

“Do you know what you look like right now?” she whispered, her voice low and dangerous.

I swallowed, but I couldn’t answer. I didn’t trust what would come out.

Her lips grazed my ear. “You look like a girl who doesn’t know how much trouble she’s about to cause.”

She kissed my shoulder, then reached around and cupped my breasts through the fabric. I whimpered, and her grin bloomed against my skin.

“There’s just something about knowing that you’re Luke,” she murmured. “Inside you’re still my boyfriend, but outside… You’re so fucking soft. I can’t get enough of you.”

She gave one breast a firmer squeeze, her thumbs brushing over my nipples until I gasped, arching back into her. She didn’t stop—just kissed the line of my jaw as her hands explored me like I was some expensive thing she hadn’t finished unwrapping yet.

“I’m going to touch you the way a woman deserves to be touched.”

She turned me gently, her grip guiding me without resistance. My heels wobbled. I stumbled into her arms, and she caught me easily, her fingers digging into my waist.

“Still learning how to walk?” she teased, eyes gleaming.

I nodded, cheeks burning.

“Don’t worry,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “You won’t need to be standing for what I have planned for you.”

She kissed me then—slow at first, then deeper. Her lips tasted like power. Her tongue swept mine, and I melted under it, moaning as her hands slid up under my crop top, peeling it over my head. I raised my arms and let her strip me, helpless to stop her, needing her to keep going.

The bra stayed on for now. She seemed to like how it pushed my breasts up—how it made me arch and gasp with every breath.

Claire took a step back, just enough to look at me, half-naked and shaking in front of her. Then she pushed me gently toward the bed.

I sat on the edge, unsure if I should lie back or wait. I didn’t have to wonder long. Claire followed, crawling onto the mattress on her knees, her gaze locked on mine. She was predatory now, her grin sharp, her eyes molten.

“Lie down, baby.”

I obeyed.

The sheets were cool against my skin. The room smelled faintly of her—vanilla and something warm and wild. My legs shifted, unsure how to position themselves. I could feel the wetness between them, the flutter in my belly, the way my chest ached with strange new desires.

Claire hovered over me, one hand braced beside my head, the other brushing down my arm, my side, the outside of my thigh.

“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be with a woman,” she whispered. “And look at you now…”

She let her hand drift between my legs, pressing against the front of my panties—slow, insistent. I gasped. My back arched. My hands gripped the sheets.

“Shh,” she cooed. “I’ve got you.”

She leaned down and kissed me again. Then lower. Down my throat. Between my breasts. Over the tight lines of the bra. Lower still.

I held my breath as she reached the waistband of my panties and hooked her fingers in the sides.

She paused. “Say you want it,” she said, voice darker now.

“I want it,” I whispered.

She arched an eyebrow. “Say what you want.”

My voice trembled. “I want… you to touch me.”

“Where?”

There was a long, endless pause. And then⁠—

“My pussy,” I breathed.

Claire kissed just above the waistband and whispered, “Good girl.” Then she pulled them down.

She kissed her way down with such aching patience I thought I might lose my mind before she even reached me. Each kiss was slow, intentional, her lips soft and warm against skin that now felt like it had no protective layer—every nerve exposed, raw, open. She was taking her time, like she had all night, like she wanted to draw out every inch of discovery.

By the time she reached my thighs, I was already shaking.

I lay there beneath her in nothing but the bra, legs parted just enough that the air could graze the slick heat between them. It made me hyperaware of how wet I was—how much I wanted this, even if I still couldn’t fully admit it aloud.

Claire settled between my legs and just looked at me for a moment, chin resting on the back of one hand, her eyes fixed on my pussy like it was art she planned to ruin.

“You’re perfect,” she said, more breath than words.

I whimpered. I didn’t feel perfect. I felt terrified and needy and overwhelmed. But under her gaze, I started to believe it.

She bent forward and pressed the softest kiss to my inner thigh—then another, and another. Her hands gripped my hips gently, thumbs stroking upward, thumbs brushing the tender skin just beside where I needed her most. I felt myself opening without even realizing it—legs falling further apart, body betraying every inch of uncertainty in favor of need.

She let her breath skim over me.

I gasped.

Then finally—finally—her tongue met me.

I cried out the moment she touched me. It wasn’t like any blowjob I’d ever had, or even fingers—it was completely unfiltered, too direct, a sensation without distance. Her tongue traced me slowly, up and down, sliding between the folds with an aching softness. She was tasting me—truly tasting me—and I could feel it in the way she hummed low in her throat like I was feeding her.

Claire moaned. “You taste so fucking sweet.”

My whole body jolted.

She went lower, licking the full length of my slit before circling around my clit again, teasing it without pressure. Her tongue moved in slow, elegant shapes—like cursive drawn across silk—and my hips started rocking against her without permission.

One of her hands slid up and pressed against my lower belly, gently pinning me down. “Stay still,” she whispered, breath hot against me.

“I can’t—Claire—fuck⁠—”

“Shh,” she said. “Let me take care of you.”

She started again, this time with more focus. Her mouth closed around my clit, suckling lightly. Her tongue flicked, pressed, then eased off. Over and over, like she was coaxing me open with every pass.

My hands clawed at the sheets. My heels dug into the bed. I moaned—desperate, high, completely exposed.

“Good girl,” she murmured into me. “Just like that.”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. My hips bucked. My hands shot down to her hair and gripped. She groaned—whether from approval or arousal, I didn’t know—and she pushed her tongue harder against me. She was relentless now. Precise. Possessive. Every lick sent me closer, and closer, and closer⁠—

“I’m—I think I’m⁠—”

“That’s it. Come for me, Lily.”

And I did.

It hit hard—harder than anything I’d ever felt. Like my whole body spasmed from the inside out. My vision blurred. My mouth dropped open in a silent cry. My legs trembled violently around her head, but she didn’t stop—not until I was sobbing from the pleasure, from the sheer release, from the unbearable rightness of it all.

She eased up only when I physically pulled her away, trembling and gasping, too sensitive to take another second. Then she crawled up beside me, kissed my damp cheek, then brushed the hair from my face as I tried to breathe again.

“I…” I started, but the words didn’t come.

Claire smiled. “I know.”

She kissed my temple, pulled me close, and held me while my body continued to twitch in the aftershocks.

“I’ve never⁠—”

“I know.”

We lay there tangled up, my head on her chest, my heart hammering and my mind utterly gone. But something in me—deep in the softest, most secret place—had changed.

She didn’t just make me come. She made me feel like a woman.

My body buzzed with exhaustion, but my heart felt wide open—like the pleasure had cracked something in me I didn’t even know was locked. Every time I shifted, I felt the tender ache between my legs, the fullness of my breasts, the rawness of being so touched, so seen.

Claire’s voice broke the silence, soft and smiling. “You’re very quiet.”

I swallowed. “I just… I don’t know what to say.”

Her fingers kept drifting—over my hipbone, the small of my back, the top of my thigh. She wasn’t trying to arouse me again. Not yet. Just reaffirming that I was hers. That this was real.

“It’s a lot, I know,” she said. “Your first time as a woman, your first orgasm like that… your body probably doesn’t even know how to store the memory yet.”

I let out a small, breathless laugh against her skin. “Is that a thing?”

“Mm, maybe,” she teased, nuzzling my temple. “Or maybe I just like the idea that I get to leave a mark on you no one else ever will.”

I turned slightly, just enough to see her. Her hair was messy, her skin glowing, her expression tender but mischievous.

She ran her fingers down my ribs, making me shiver. “You feel so good,” she murmured. “So soft. So warm. It’s nice having a little more feminine energy in my bed.”

I blushed, though my body practically purred under her touch.

Claire grinned. “And who knows? Maybe soon I’ll have someone around who actually understands what it’s like.”

I blinked. “To be a woman?”

She nodded, fingers now drawing slow figure-eights on my bare belly. “The pressure. The beauty. The ache. The thrill. All of it.”

Her hand drifted down just an inch further—then back up, teasing.

“You’re halfway there, Lily. You’ve got the body. The heat. The way you look at me now…”

She kissed my forehead.

“Now you just need to learn how to live in it.”

I exhaled, sinking deeper into her. Then her tone shifted, just a little—still warm, but more purposeful.

“Which means,” she said, brushing the hair from my face, “it’s time for more experiences.”

I looked up at her and she smiled wider.

“You need to be ready to go out into the world.”


Chapter 5
Going Out


Iwoke on my side in the messy sheets, the air cool against my still-naked skin. My body was sore in unfamiliar ways—a pleasant ache between my thighs, a tenderness in my hips, a lingering buzz in my breasts that reminded me I hadn’t imagined any of it.

Claire had devoured me.

The memory made my thighs clench, my breath catch. My skin still tingled in places. But beyond the lust was something quieter. Fuller. A warmth that didn’t fade with sleep or sunrise.

She had seen me. Not Luke pretending. Not some temporary transformation.

Me.

And now, in the calm hush of morning, I felt that same self blooming again. I sat up slowly, noticing the crumpled clothes on the floor and remembering how I had looked yesterday. The skirt, the heels, the makeup. All of it had been work, and yet… I missed it already.

Claire appeared in the doorway, barefoot in a robe, a mug of coffee in one hand and a playful tilt to her hips. “Well, well,” she said, eyeing me up and down. “Someone looks freshly fucked.”

I blushed furiously. “Good morning to you too.”

She came over, handed me the mug, and sat beside me on the bed, one leg tucked under the other. Her robe slipped slightly off one shoulder, and she made no effort to fix it.

“How are you feeling?”

“Wrecked,” I admitted. “And good. Really good.”

She leaned in, kissed my cheek, and said, “You were perfect.”

I smiled into the mug, then paused. “Did we really… do all that yesterday?”

Claire grinned. “Oh baby, that was just the beginning. You forget how many outfits I made you try on after.”

And just like that, the memories flooded back—Claire strutting around her bedroom like a stylist on a mission, yanking open drawers, tossing fabric across the room.

She’d made me model everything. A skintight black mini dress that clung to my curves and rode up every time I walked. A babydoll slip, sheer and soft, that she swore was "just for lounging” while she openly drooled. A schoolgirl skirt that barely covered my ass and a sheer white blouse tied at the waist—“This one’s for when I want to corrupt you,” she’d whispered.

Then there were the jeans that took two people to pull up, a slinky cocktail dress with a slit to my hip, and even a little floral sundress that, I had to admit, made me feel like I belonged in some sun-drenched French film.

Each time I stepped out of the bathroom, she gasped. Clapped. Spun me around. Adjusted straps. Tucked fabric here, pulled it tighter there. She'd laugh and say, “You don’t even know how good you look,” or, “We’re going to need a leash for you.”

But through all the teasing, something in her had gone soft. Tender. Every time I caught her watching me—really watching me—I saw it. Awe. And not the jealous type—it was love.

Now, in the new light of morning, she stood and stretched, then walked to her closet with purpose.

“Today,” she said, “we’re going out.”

I blinked. “Out?”

She glanced over her shoulder. “You didn’t think I’d keep you locked in the house all weekend, did you? No, no. The world needs to see you.”

I hesitated. My heart picked up speed. “I don’t know if I’m ready for that…”

“You will be,” she said, pulling hangers off the bar. “You can’t fully appreciate being a woman locked inside. But don’t worry, it will be casual—running errands, grabbing coffee, maybe something new for your wardrobe…”

I raised an eyebrow. “Don’t you mean your wardrobe?”

She smirked. “Maybe, but you may want your own someday. For now though, I have the perfect going out outfit for you.”

She brought the pieces to the bed one by one: A pair of high-waisted light denim shorts that looked soft but fitted. A ribbed pink tank top with a square neckline that would cling to my chest and bare my shoulders. A thin gold chain with a charm. And, of course, a pair of pale wedge sandals with a dainty ankle strap.

It wasn’t overly sexy. Not exactly. But it was undeniably hot and I couldn’t believe that I would be wearing it out in public.

“People are going to stare,” I said, running a hand over the tank top.

“That’s the idea,” Claire replied, brushing her hair into a messy high ponytail. “Let’s see how you do with attention in daylight.”

She tossed me a pair of lace-trimmed panties and a new bra—blush pink, push-up, subtle but effective.

“I want you pretty,” she said. “But comfortable. Just enough to make them look twice. Enough to make me want to grab you in the changing room.”

I swallowed hard. My thighs clenched again.

“Come on, Lily. Day two starts now.”

Claire didn’t dress me. She brought the coffee, set it beside the bed, and told me to take my time, that I needed the experience of doing it all myself just as she had taught me yesterday. Then she disappeared into the kitchen with a smile and a casual, “Let me know when you’re beautiful.”

I moved slowly at first, body still tender from everything she’d done to me, but my limbs responded differently now. My hips rolled more with each step. My arms felt lighter. Even standing in front of her dresser mirror in nothing but those lace panties, I looked... graceful. A little unsteady, but undeniably female.

And it felt good.

I dressed myself in the outfit she gave me. I pulled my own bra straps over my shoulders. I slid into the outfit piece by piece, adjusting, smoothing, turning in the mirror. I was slow, and a little clumsy, but it was a good first step.

Then I sat at the vanity. The makeup was still there from yesterday—foundation, blush, two palettes, a gloss, a mascara wand with a pink handle. I stared at it like it might laugh at me. But I remembered Claire’s words from the day before: “Beauty’s a part-time job.”

So I went to work. Moisturizer, a light base. Just enough coverage to make me glow. A soft sweep of blush, barely-there highlighter. I filled in my brows gently, added mascara with shaky hands, and finished with a sheer, pinkish gloss that made my lips look kiss-bitten.

When I looked in the mirror again, I felt it in my chest—that’s me.

I brushed my hair—slowly, letting it fall loose around my shoulders in soft waves—and stood to check the full view. The girl staring back at me looked casual, pretty, bright, and a little nervous, but ready.

There was a knock on the bathroom door.

“You decent?” Claire called.

I turned toward the door, heart suddenly racing. “Come in.”

She opened it slowly—and froze in the doorway.

Her eyes moved from my face, down my body, all the way to the bare tops of my thighs where the shorts ended. Then back up. She didn’t speak. Just smiled.

“Damn,” she said at last. “You did all that yourself?”

I nodded, unsure whether to beam or shrink.

Claire stepped closer, brushing her thumb under my eye to smudge a tiny bit of shadow. “I’m impressed.”

“You taught me,” I said.

“Mmm,” she said, kissing my cheek. “Still. You’ve over performed and somehow made yourself even more beautiful.”

She stepped back, looked me over once more, and handed me a soft canvas tote bag with her wallet and keys already inside.

“Ready?” she asked.

I hesitated. Not out of fear. Just out of awe.

“Yeah,” I said, exhaling. “I think I am.”

And then we walked out the door together—me in sandals that clicked with every step, Claire beside me, smiling like she’d just launched something dangerous into the world.


Chapter 6
Out Where They Can See Her


To my relief, the mall wasn’t that crowded for the weekend. It was still early enough in the morning that the rush hadn’t begun to seep in. Everything felt sun-drenched and spacious—polished floors, skylights filtering warm light down through pale indoor trees, the steady hush of soft pop music and designer air conditioning.

And yet the moment we walked through the doors, I felt naked.

Not literally—I was dressed. But as soon as we stepped inside and passed the first pair of men slouched by the railing, and I saw the way one of them looked at me—looked at me—I felt every inch of skin like it was glowing.

Claire noticed. “Eyes up, baby,” she whispered under her breath, sliding one arm around my waist. “You’re making grown men forget how to walk.”

I bit my lip, heart thudding, and kept walking. People didn’t stop and stare. Not exactly. But they looked. Lingering glances. Second takes. One guy nearly walked into a sign. A group of girls side-eyed me as I passed, their gazes dipping to my legs, then my top, then quickly away again. I didn’t know whether they hated me, wanted to be me, or both.

Claire steered us toward a boutique she said had “just the right kind of trouble” for me. The store was all pale wood and pastel tones, soft lighting that made everything look a little more expensive than it probably was. I wandered between racks, touching fabric, watching how the dresses caught the light, still not fully believing I was meant to wear any of it.

Claire held up a sleek red number and raised an eyebrow.

“Too much?” I asked.

“Not enough,” she said, and tossed it over her arm.

She made me try on everything. A yellow sundress with a plunging neckline. A tight green skirt that zipped up the back and didn’t allow for secrets. I emerged from the fitting room again and again, cheeks flushed, thighs trembling from balancing in borrowed heels, and each time Claire just watched—arms crossed, eyes warm and wicked.

“Spin,” she’d say. Or, “Tug the neckline lower.” Or simply, “Fuck, Lily.”

I started to enjoy it. Not just the way I looked. But the way she looked at me. Like I was art that kept surprising her.

By the time we paid, I had three new outfits in a sleek white bag and a vague sense that I’d just crossed some invisible line. I wasn’t just experiencing my new body. I was planning for a future in it.

We left the boutique with our bags swinging lightly between us, the soft rustle of tissue paper and the tick of my heels on the tile keeping time with my breath. Claire laced her fingers through mine as we walked, her hand warm and grounding. I didn’t think I’d want to be touched in public—so exposed, so obvious—but something about her grip made the whole experience feel safer.

We stopped at a small café nestled beside a bookstore, the kind with wide glass windows and tiny silver tables and baristas who wore beanies indoors like it was a brand requirement. Claire ordered for both of us—iced vanilla latte for her, cold brew with a splash of oat milk for me—and found a table in the sun.

I sat down across from her, crossed my legs without thinking, and immediately felt the tug of the new shorts riding higher up my thighs. I adjusted. Claire smirked.

“You’re learning,” she said, sipping her drink.

“I’m leaking confidence and caffeine,” I replied, trying not to blush.

Claire’s grin widened. “You’re also getting stared at again.”

I looked up—and caught it. A guy at the next table. Late twenties, maybe early thirties. Nice face, strong jaw, button-up shirt rolled at the sleeves. Not hot enough to make me nervous, but definitely attractive enough to notice. And he was noticing.

He looked away the moment I met his eyes—but not fast enough. The second time, he smiled. Small. Testing.

Claire watched the whole thing over the rim of her straw.

“You can say hi,” she whispered, voice like velvet.

“I don’t know how to flirt as a girl,” I murmured back.

“You don’t have to. You are the flirt.”

That did something to me because when I glanced back again and smiled—just slightly, just enough—he responded. He shifted forward. Adjusted the way he sat. Like I’d tugged on an invisible string between us.

The knowledge of it—of what I could do now—was dizzying. He was about to say something when Claire stood abruptly, grabbed our bags, and walked around to my side.

“We should go,” she said sweetly, her voice so calm it almost masked the fire beneath it.

She took my hand again as I stood, but this time her grip was firmer. As we passed the guy’s table, she didn’t glance his way—but I did. And he watched me walk out like he was memorizing it.

The second we were outside, I exhaled. “Do you think he was going to ask for my number?”

Claire didn’t slow down. “Yes.”

We turned the corner out of sight. She stopped me against the side of the building, pushed me gently back against the warm brick, and kissed me hard.

I gasped into her mouth.

“You don’t need his number,” she murmured, lips brushing mine. “You’ve got mine. Now hurry up, there’s one more store I want to show you.”

Just like that, she owned me again, pulling me quickly through the mall.

Inside the store smelled like roses and powder, with velvet curtains dividing the fitting rooms and mannequins posed like they were halfway between dreaming and sinning. Claire didn’t hesitate. She held the door open with a smirk and waved me in like a girl bringing her favorite doll to a dress-up party.

“This,” she said, eyes already scanning the racks, “is going to be fun.”

I was still reeling from the coffee shop. Still flushed from the look that guy had given me—and from the way Claire had kissed me afterward, like she needed to stamp her name back on my lips. I didn’t know if she was showing off now or spoiling herself, but either way, I was the prize.

She dragged me from rack to rack, pulling out sheer lace teddies, crotchless panties with delicate bows, tiny satin bras, and garter sets that looked like they belonged in a photoshoot, not a bedroom. She held each one up to me for a second—against my hips, across my chest, around my neck—then tossed it into her growing pile with a decisive little hum.

The saleswoman gave us a knowing smile as Claire pushed me toward the changing room with five hangers in hand.

“I’m coming in,” she said simply, brushing past the curtain before I could even argue.

The room was small, lit softly, with a stool in the corner and a mirror that didn’t lie. Claire closed the curtain behind us and set the lingerie on the hook with reverence, like hanging fine art.

I stared at the first piece: a pale pink bra and panty set with eyelash lace and a high-cut thong. Just the sight of it made my thighs press together.

Claire leaned close and whispered, “Start with this one.”

I nodded, hands trembling slightly as I unhooked my top and slid out of my shorts. Claire sat on the stool, legs crossed, watching like she was about to be entertained.

Pulling the panties up was a slow glide of silk and lace. They hugged my hips perfectly, the cut almost indecent. The bra followed, and even without padding, it lifted me just enough to make me gasp at my reflection.

Claire exhaled like she’d been holding her breath. “Holy shit, Lily…”

I turned in the mirror. It wasn’t just sexy. It wasn’t just arousing. It looked natural. Like this was what my body had always been waiting to wear.

I reached for the next set—deep burgundy mesh with strappy details and tiny gold rings—and as I bent forward to pull it on, Claire stood.

“Let me help.”

Her fingers grazed my sides as she adjusted the straps, straightened the band. When she stepped back and I turned to look at her, her expression had shifted.

She was breathing harder now. Eyes darker. Lips parted slightly. She stepped closer. I didn’t move. Her hand landed softly at my waist. “You have no idea what you’re doing to me,” she said, voice low.

I swallowed. “You picked this.”

“I didn’t know you’d make it look that good.”

Then her mouth was on mine. The kiss was slower than the last one, but deeper. Her hands slid along my back, then down, cupping my ass through the lace. I moaned into her, pressing against her without even thinking, my thighs rubbing together, my clit already aching again from the friction of silk and want.

She pulled back just enough to whisper, “You were made for this.”

I shook my head, but only slightly. “You made me like this.”

“No,” she said. “You were always like this—inside. This experience has just helped you see it.”

Her hand slipped between my thighs—just enough to brush the soaked gusset of the panties. I gasped. Her lips found my neck.

“God, you’re wet again.”

“I can’t help it.”

“I know. That’s what makes it so fucking good.”

She kissed me again—hard, possessive—and then pulled back with a little growl. “We’ll save the rest for later. I don’t want my first time fucking you being in public.”

My knees wobbled.

She adjusted one of the straps on my shoulder with a smirk, then reached for the hanging clothes. “Next set,” she said, eyes sparkling. “I want to see you in red.”

We left the fitting room an hour later with more bags than I could carry and flushed cheeks that didn’t come from trying on clothes.

Claire insisted on paying. I didn’t argue. She looked so pleased with herself—like a painter who’d just finished a masterpiece and couldn’t wait to hang it on the wall. As we stepped back into the daylight, her hand found my lower back again, warm and steady.

“You did so good in there,” she murmured as we walked. “And fuck, you looked like you belonged in every single piece.”

I blushed, still riding the high. “I kind of felt like I did.”

She looked at me then—not with teasing or pride, but something quieter. Almost reverent. “I know you did.”

We reached the car, and I was halfway through wrangling the bags into the backseat when Claire turned to me with a glint in her eye.

“We need to head home.”

I blinked. “Already?”

“Like being seen, do you?” She leaned against the door with a wicked little smile. “Don’t worry, we’ve got somewhere to be tonight.”

Something in her tone made my stomach flutter.

“Where?”

Claire stepped close, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear like she was about to tell me a secret. Her voice dropped to a whisper, lips at my temple.

“We’re going back to the bar.”

I froze.

“The bar? From… the other night?”

She nodded, clearly enjoying my expression. “You thought it was so easy being me there, remember?”

I swallowed hard.

Claire smiled wider. “Well, Lily. Tonight, you're going to find out.”


Chapter 7
Preparations


Istared at the outfit laid out on the bed like it might bite me. The thin straps, the barely-there skirt, a top that wasn’t really a top so much as a suggestion—cropped tight and low, with a deep scoop that promised cleavage I now had and wasn’t sure how to handle. Claire had even set out a pair of black patent heels that made my stomach flutter just looking at them.

“You can’t be serious,” I said, though my voice lacked conviction.

Claire stood at the dresser, slipping on a pair of earrings. “Oh, I’m very serious.”

“I’ll barely be wearing anything.”

“Exactly.” She grinned knowingly at me. “The outfit is almost identical to what I wore the other night. I want you to look just as I did when you got so jealous of me.”

I turned back to the clothes. My pulse quickened, but it wasn’t just nerves anymore. Not entirely. There was something else under it. A current, a heat, a desire to look just good as she did that night. I was nervous about being seen, yes—but also curious. Curious how I’d look walking into that bar like this. Curious what they'd see when they looked at me.

“Claire…”

She crossed the room slowly and stopped beside me, her arms wrapping around my waist from behind. Her chin rested on my shoulder, and I felt her exhale against my skin.

“You remember what you said to me that night?” she asked softly.

“I do.”

“You made it sound like it was easy,” she whispered. “Being the girl who got the attention. Being looked at. Being wanted.”

I nodded. “I didn’t understand. Not then.”

“No,” she said, kissing the side of my neck, “but soon you really will. And I think you’re going to really like it.”

I looked down at the clothes again, and this time, something in me shifted. The fear was still there—but not the same fear I’d felt days ago. Not the kind that said this isn’t me. This was different. This fear came with a flutter of anticipation. With a thrill. Because I didn’t hate the thought of being seen as a woman or of being stared at anymore.

What scared me was how much I wanted it and how right it felt.

I reached out and touched the top, ran my fingers over the soft fabric. My hand looked right against it—small, smooth, with painted nails. Feminine. Like it belonged there. Like I belonged in it.

“This is revenge,” I said quietly, almost teasing now.

Claire smiled against my neck. “This is education.”

“And you’re wearing…?”

She smirked and walked to the closet, pulling out a slinky black dress with thin straps and a slit up to her hip. “I’m not letting my girlfriend out-sexy me.”

My heart skipped. Girlfriend. She said it like it was nothing. But for me, it landed like a promise. Like she would love me no matter who I was or how I looked.

I glanced at the outfit again and recalled the memory of her wearing it. The way I had stared at her that night. The way I had envied her for being so beautiful and desired. And now—somehow—it was mine.

“I’m actually doing this,” I whispered.

Claire came back to me, hands on my hips, turning me slowly to face her.

“You’re not just doing it,” she said. “You were meant for it.”

She kissed me—gentle, reverent, her fingers brushing up my sides as if reminding me of every new curve I now carried.

And in that moment, the thought bloomed in me fully: I didn’t want to go back to my former self. Not tonight. Maybe not ever.

Claire laid her dress on the bed next to mine, and for a moment the two outfits seemed to speak to each other. Her sleek black column of temptation and my strappy, flirty promise of skin. Her outfit said don’t touch unless I say so. Mine said you wish you could.

She was already halfway out of her robe when she caught me staring. “You’re allowed to look,” she said with a wink. “In fact, I insist.”

She stepped into her dress with practiced ease, pulling it up her body like it had been waiting for her. It hugged her in all the right places—waist, hips, the curve of her ass—and the slit climbed her thigh like it was daring someone to try their luck. She didn’t wear a bra. She didn’t need to.

I was still standing there in my underwear in awe of her natural grace.

Claire turned to me. “Come here.”

I obeyed before I even realized I had.

She started with the top, holding it open for me like she was helping me into something sacred. Her fingers brushed over my shoulders, smoothing the straps into place, then pulled the fabric down so it clung to my breasts. It was low. Very low. I could see the gentle swell of cleavage and the bare tops of my breasts in the mirror behind her.

Next came the skirt. I stepped into it, and she guided it up my hips, tugging it snug until it settled just under my ass. With the heels on, I stood straighter, shoulders back, chest lifted. I looked like someone who knew how to take control, how to make people fall apart just by leaning in a little too close.

“Damn, Lily,” she murmured, stepping back. “You look like you walked out of a wet dream.”

I swallowed hard, turning to face the mirror. She was right. I looked… hot. Not pretty. Not cute. Not soft. Hot.

Claire’s eyes met mine in the mirror. “I want every single person in that bar to see you and wonder how the hell they missed you before.”

I turned to her, suddenly aware of the tightness in my chest—but not from nerves. From need. From wanting.

She kissed me—not deeply, but firmly. A grounding kiss. The kind that says you’re mine, but also you’re becoming yours. Then she handed me a small, black clutch purse and spun me towards the door.

“I’ve got the car keys. Lip gloss is inside. Let’s go give the universe a second chance to stare at you properly.”


Chapter 8
Going Out


The car ride over was quiet—but not empty. Claire drove with one hand on the wheel and the other resting casually on my thigh, fingers tracing light circles just above my knee. Every time we hit a red light, she looked over at me like I was dessert she was trying not to eat too early.

My heart hadn’t stopped racing since we left the house. It wasn’t panic anymore. Not even nerves. It was something else. That quickening pulse you get just before something important happens. When you know you’re about to be seen in a way that changes things.

When we pulled into the lot, my breath caught. The bar looked the same as always—dim lights glowing through frosted windows, the familiar hum of muffled music vibrating through the sidewalk. But I didn’t look the same. I was different.

I stepped out of the car in my heels, skirt tight around my hips, top clinging to my chest like a dare. I felt the night air kiss my legs, lift my hair, tease the edges of skin that had never been exposed this way before.

Claire came around to my side, took my hand, and squeezed. “You good?”

I nodded. “I think so.”

She leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “Just remember—everyone in there is about to fall in love with you.”

We walked to the door together. Claire led and I followed.

The music inside was louder than I remembered. The lights low, glowing amber and red across familiar faces and unfamiliar gazes. The room hadn’t changed. But heads still turned when we stepped through the door.

I felt them instantly—eyes. Curious, appraising, lingering.

A man at the bar glanced up from his drink and did a double take. A woman by the pool table gave me a slow, deliberate once-over. Someone at a booth whispered something to their friend, and both of them turned to look.

My body buzzed. They didn’t see Luke. They didn’t know him. They saw me—Lily.

And something in me wanted more.

Claire leaned close and whispered, “Told you.” She steered us toward a tall cocktail table near the back. It was close enough to the bar to catch attention, but tucked just enough into the shadows that I could observe without being swallowed. A perfect vantage point.

“If you want a drink, well, just stand here and wait,” Claire murmured, guiding me into position like a sculptor placing her favorite statue. “You’ll get one soon enough.”

She didn’t sit. She leaned—against the wall, arms folded, eyes scanning the room like a lioness surveying her territory. Her gaze flicked to me, then back out again, like she was waiting for the room to notice what she already knew.

And she was right. It didn’t take long. A man at the far end of the bar turned. His eyes swept over me once—up, down, pausing just a beat too long on my legs—and then he leaned in to say something to the bartender. A few moments later, the bartender glanced in our direction, then slid a drink onto a tray and nodded toward a server.

The server—a young woman with a slick ponytail and an amused smile—carried the drink across the floor like it was an offering. She stopped at our table, set it down in front of me, and said, “Compliments of the guy at the end of the bar.”

Claire raised a brow, but didn’t say anything.

I blinked. “He bought me a drink?”

The server nodded, grinning. “He says you look gorgeous.”

My stomach flipped.

Claire didn’t look at me. She was watching him now. Watching him watch me. When the server left, I picked up the drink, just to have something to hold. It was cold. Sweet and a little fizzy.

And it was for me.

Claire’s voice was soft, but laced with amusement. “That didn’t take long.”

“I didn’t even do anything.”

She smiled. “You didn’t have to.”

I turned slowly, letting my eyes drift across the room. Men were glancing at me and looking away. Women were scanning me and whispering behind fingers. One guy near the jukebox did nothing to hide his open stare. A small group of women at the far end were practically dissecting my outfit with their eyes.

And I— I liked it. No. I loved it.

Not in an arrogant way. Not even in a sexual way. It was something quieter. Deeper. Something that filled a part of me I hadn’t realized was empty. I felt seen. And not in a look at the freak way. In a she’s stunning way. In a who is she way. And more than anything, I felt… real.

Claire took a slow sip from her drink, then leaned in toward me, lips near my ear. “How does it feel? You love it, don’t you?”

I didn’t answer at first. Because the truth was… It felt like home. It felt right. It felt like everything I had ever wanted.

I don’t know how long we stayed in that haze of glances and unspoken invitation. Every time I sipped my drink, I felt it again—that rush of being watched. A pair of eyes sliding over my bare shoulders, someone’s gaze dipping below the neckline of my top, another man nudging his friend and nodding toward me like I was a secret they wanted to unwrap. And through it all, Claire watched them watch me.

She didn’t touch me. Not yet. But her eyes never left me, and I could feel her energy pulsing hot beside me—coiled, barely contained. I wondered if this had been her plan all along. To let me feel what she had. To turn the mirror around and let me see how heavy attention could be… and how addictive.

The moment shifted when one of them finally worked up the nerve. He was tall. Handsome in that clean-cut, charming kind of way. He wore a collared shirt with the sleeves rolled up and a confident smile. He approached slowly, a fresh drink in hand, and stopped just close enough to be heard over the music.

“Hi,” he said. “You looked like you could use another.”

I glanced down at the glass. It was the same kind I already had. “You’ve been watching me.”

“I think everyone has,” he said with a grin. “But I’m the only one brave enough to come say hi.”

He didn’t look lecherous. He looked... interested. Playful. Like someone who thought he had a chance.

I didn’t know what to say. Part of me thrilled at the attention, at the power of knowing someone like him was drawn to me. Another part waited—because I could already feel Claire behind me.

She stepped in smoothly, one hand curling around my waist with quiet authority. “Sorry, but she’s taken,” Claire said sweetly, though her smile didn’t reach her eyes.

He blinked, surprised. “Oh—I didn’t mean to⁠—”

“I know,” she said. “But she’s very taken.”

Her hand slid just slightly lower on my hip, anchoring me.

The man raised his hands in surrender, smiled again—slightly more forced this time—and backed away.

Claire didn’t let go.

She leaned in close, her lips against my cheek, her voice low and trembling with restraint. “I’m not about to lose my new girlfriend to some cocktail-slicked finance bro.”

I laughed, softly, breathlessly, and turned toward her. “You’re the one who brought me here.”

“Yeah, but my plan clearly backfired. You love being a woman too much and you love the attention,” she said. “And you keep making me so fucking jealous.”

Her eyes darkened as she kissed me, placing her final claim on me.

“And I’m tired of sharing you with the world. I want to take you home and have you all to myself.”


Chapter 9
Hers


The apartment door had barely clicked shut before Claire had me against it. She kissed me like she was trying to undo everything she’d let me feel in public. No teasing, no testing, just raw, bruising want. Her hands were in my hair, then at my waist, then down, yanking up the edge of my skirt with one sharp tug as her hips pressed into mine.

“Claire—” I gasped, but she wasn’t listening.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, chest heaving, eyes burning. Then she grinned—wild and gleaming—and pushed me backward.

“No more talking. Bedroom. Now.”

I stumbled toward it, heels clicking across the floor, my legs weak with anticipation. We reached the bed and she grabbed me by the hips and threw me down onto the sheets. I yelped—half surprise, half thrill—and she was on me in an instant, climbing on top, straddling my thighs.

“You really just took to it, didn’t you,” she said, voice low and rough.

“What—?”

“Being a girl.” Her hands pinned my wrists above my head as her mouth dipped to my neck. “Like it was always in you. Like you’ve been waiting for someone to peel back the skin of some dumb boy and let the real you out.”

I gasped as she bit gently at my throat, sucked at the soft skin just below my jaw.

“I just did as you told me⁠—”

“Don’t lie,” she whispered, licking her way to my collarbone. “You walk like you’ve been doing it forever. You carry yourself like you know you’re fuckable. You even know how to pout when you want attention.”

She sat up, her eyes devouring me. Her hands slid down to the hem of my top and ripped it upward in one swift motion, exposing my chest. I arched, breath catching.

“And you’ve been driving me crazy,” she growled.

Her mouth was on my breasts a moment later—tongue flicking, lips sucking, teeth scraping just enough to make me writhe beneath her. She kissed down my stomach, then back up again, hands pinning my hips.

“I’ve always found you attractive,” she murmured between kisses. “But nothing—nothing—like what I’ve felt with you this weekend.”

I moaned.

“It’s not just the way you look,” she went on, pulling back to meet my eyes. “It’s everything. The way you breathe now. The way you feel under me. The way you kiss me like you’re finally in the body that knows how.”

My heart pounded.

Claire leaned down and kissed me again, slower this time, her hips rocking against mine.

“I wanted to humiliate you a little, you know,” she whispered. “Make you understand. Make you beg to go back to being Luke.” Her smile widened. “But that was never going to happen. You didn’t just fall into being Lily. You bloomed. And now... now I don’t think I can stop wanting you as her.”

Her voice cracked just slightly on that last word, and it wrecked me. She kissed me again—and I kissed her back like I’d been waiting for her my entire life.

Claire kissed me like she wanted to leave fingerprints on my soul. She stayed on top of me, straddling my hips, her hands never still. One traced the slope of my ribs, the softness of my breasts; the other roamed my waist, as if memorizing the new topography of who I’d become. Her mouth found my neck, my collarbone, the spot just beneath my ear that made me shiver uncontrollably.

“Luke or Lily. You’re mine,” she murmured into my skin.

I couldn’t speak. Could only nod, gasping, whimpering, arching against her as her body pressed down into mine.

She kissed her way lower—down my chest, her tongue circling each nipple, her teeth grazing just enough to make my breath catch. Her fingers slid beneath the waistband of my panties, tugging them down together. She took her time peeling me open like a gift she already owned but wanted to savor all over again.

And then I felt it—her fingers, warm and wet, sliding between my folds.

I gasped, my whole body tightening.

“You’re always so ready for me,” she whispered, kissing my inner thigh. “So sweet. So fucking soft—and wet.”

Her fingers moved in slow, perfect circles, finding my clit, teasing it, brushing past it again and again until my legs were shaking. Then one finger slipped inside me—slow, deliberate, possessive.

My breath hitched. She moaned at the feeling—like the tightness of me turned her on as much as it destroyed me.

She added another finger, and the fullness made me cry out.

“That’s it,” she cooed, kissing me again as she rocked them gently in and out. “Feel it. Feel me.”

Her thumb rubbed tight circles against my clit, and my hips bucked without permission. I grabbed at the sheets, at her arms, at anything.

And then she stopped.

I whimpered, blinking up at her, dazed and ready to cry for more.

She smirked and leaned over me, opening the nightstand drawer.

“What are you⁠—?”

Claire pulled out a dildo—sleek, purple, perfectly curved. Her eyes met mine, and everything in me clenched. “Trust me,” she said.

I nodded, already breathless. It looked so wrong, but I wanted it in a way I couldn’t deny.

She slid down between my legs and kissed me there again—soft, reverent—before slicking the toy and positioning it at my entrance. Her other hand held me steady, fingers gripping my thigh.

And then she pushed in, slow and deep.

I cried out. Not from pain. From everything—from the stretch, the heat, the feeling of being opened in a way that wasn’t just physical.

Claire moaned as she watched me take it. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Take it. You’re doing so good.”

She began to move—long, smooth thrusts that made me feel the toy slide against every nerve. Her other hand returned to my breast, squeezing and teasing while she leaned in and kissed me hungrily.

She moved faster. Harder.

The sound of it—wet and rhythmic and filthy—only made me wetter. I couldn’t stay still. My hips met each thrust. I moaned into her mouth, into the space between us, into the bed.

“You feel like you were made for this,” she panted.

I was trembling, legs wide, hands gripping her arms, her back, anything.

“Claire—fuck—I can’t handle this. I⁠—”

“Yes, you can,” she said. “You are. This is who you are.”

She began to thrust harder, her body rocking into me with growing urgency. Her breath was hot against my body. Her voice was breaking.

“You’re so perfect like this. So open. So mine.”

“Please,” I whimpered. I didn’t know what I was begging for.

She leaned over my face and kissed me again, deeper than before. And then she said it: “I love you like this.”

I shattered.

My orgasm ripped through me, sudden and hard, like lightning cracking open my chest. My thighs locked around her. My hands clawed at her back. I cried out—wordless, shameless, lost in it.

Claire kept fucking me through it. She didn’t slow. She held me down and gave it to me over and over until I was shaking, sobbing, moaning into her.

When she finally stopped, she withdrew the toy gently and kissed my lips again and again. We collapsed into the sheets, tangled and soaked, breathless and stunned.

“I’ve never felt anything like that,” I whispered.

“I know,” she said. “Neither have I.”

She pulled me into her arms, holding me close, and for the first time, I didn’t feel like I’d become something new.

I felt like I was.


Chapter 10
The Wish That Mattered


Later, when the sweat had dried and the room was filled with nothing but soft breathing and the occasional hum of passing cars, Claire brushed her fingers over my bare hip.

We hadn’t spoken much since the sex. We didn’t need to. But now she turned to face me, her hair a halo of mess around her flushed face.

“I meant what I said,” she whispered.

“About loving me?” I asked, voice raw.

She nodded. “This whole weekend… watching you become you—it wasn’t just hot. It got to me. It made me want you in a way I didn’t expect.”

“I think I want me too,” I said quietly. “I think I really like this, being Lily. I think I want to stay like this.”

Claire didn’t smile. She looked serious. Then she kissed me again, slow and firm. “We’ll figure it out,” she said. “But for tonight, you are Lily and you’re mine.”

I curled into her, our legs tangled, her arms wrapped around me like a shield and for the first time in my life, I felt complete. I felt like I was exactly who I was meant to be.

After a while, I rolled onto my side, and Claire followed, curling around me, her body warm and steady against my back. Her arm slipped around my waist. I laced my fingers with hers and brought them to my chest, holding her there.

The city was quiet now. Just distant headlights, a few horns, the hush of a world winding down. We stared out the bedroom window at the dark sky. It had cleared sometime after the storm of our bodies.

And then I saw it—a soft streak of light across the stars.

A shooting star.

My eyes widened and I let out a soft gasp, wondering what it meant. Would it mark the end of my time as Lily? Or perhaps it was a second chance to change my future.

Claire hadn’t noticed it yet. She was still nuzzled against me, kissing my shoulder absentmindedly.

I didn’t speak. I just closed my eyes and made a wish.

Let me stay like this. Let me always be Lily. Let me always be Claire’s.

The star vanished, swallowed by the sky. But something lingered. Not just the warmth of Claire’s arms or the ache still singing between my thighs.

Something inside me shifted. I could feel it within. I felt still, certain. I felt like Lily.

I closed my eyes and let out a sigh as I wrapped my arms around hers. I felt like the stars had listened. I felt like I had finally discovered who I was. Who I had always been and who the universe had always known I was.

And in that moment, I realized—I hadn’t just wished to be her.

I had become 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.

When the mirror offers him seven days to live as Eve, he steps into a sensual, thrilling journey of self-discovery. Dressed in lace and flushed with desire, Eve explores her new body, her deepest wants… and the arms of the sexy neighbor who sees her for exactly who she is.

But as the seventh day approaches, only one question remains:
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A weekend escape. A mysterious spa. A pill that transforms everything.

When Alex books a solo getaway to an exclusive coastal retreat, all he wants is silence. Solitude. Maybe a little peace. What he gets instead is a mistake: the spa thought Alex was a woman.
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