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"I woke up as a girl" story, but I tried my best to make it actually good

 

I felt myself slowly start to wake up. Ugh, I hate waking up, it hurts and it’s really cold and ugh. All my barely not asleep mind can think is that it wants it to stop and go back to warm sleep. That actually sounds like a good idea, let’s do that.

Except the cold harsh world had other plans, I felt myself being nudged by something and a familiar voice saying “hey, wake up” or something silly like that. I rolled to my side, covered myself with that warm thing over me more and let out a grumbling noise.

“Umm, seriously, you might wanna wake up for this.” The voice repeated. The voice that I now recognised as my sister. Maybe. 65% sure it was her. “Ugh, you won’t have to go to school today, but seriously, please, I can’t skip uni today, I have exams...”

Okay, 72% sure it was my sister. Slowly but surely, I started to move into a pose that was vaguely non-sleeping, turning towards the speaker. I let out another noise that was meant to communicate that I really didn’t want to go into the cold of awake, “Uhh, what is it…?”

With great pain, I opened my eyes. Shocked face. On a person. Okay, my sister, Emily, brain finally booting up. Something was different from our usual act of waking me up. I should have been in school over an hour ago, but you know how it is… Ouch owie eyes hurt, need to close.

I heard my sister move a bit, and when I opened my eyes, I saw her handing me my eye drops. I got on my back and applied them, waiting for my sister to say what was going on. When she didn’t for several seconds after I put down the drops, I looked at her expectantly. What has happened, and more important, did I really not have to go to school or was that one just meant to lure me out?

“I’m gonna be honest, at this point I’m seriously considering just waiting for you to notice.” Wha? Notice what? Did I get sick and not notice somehow? I wouldn’t put this option out of reach for morning me.

“Can you please just te-” Wait. That voice sounded different. Not as in sick different, and not ‘I’m still waking up and feel like I’m dying’ different. “Wha- what happened?” Wow the voice went high now. I was barely awake enough to recognise that this voice was coming from my mouth. Sounds like something I’d rather process when I’m conscious.

“Just… Take a look at yourself…” Emily sighed. I looked at my body. Now that she mentioned it, it feels different too. Soft. Nice. My body isn’t soft or nice, my body is rough and off-putting. I propped myself with my arms into a half sitting position to take a look at it. Ummm, that isn’t how my body is shaped, and if my guess is correct which my senses really tell me it is, then…

“Ummm… Don’t tell me…” Fear and uncertainty really present in my voice, which, now that I thought about it, also strongly suggested my guess was correct.

“Yup, looks like your body transformed to one that one could call a girl one.” Emily said in a weird way she always uses when there’s more technical stuff she’d want to say that’d make her statement factually correct but knows it probably wouldn’t be appropriate.

I started to feel panic as my brain realized the reality of the situation and all the potential consequences. I didn’t want the consequences. “Umm… So… Umm… What do we do? Like, to undo it or something…?”

Emily let out a big sigh and put her hand to her forehead, “Listen, I really, really don’t have time for this, have big exams today, so, what about this - I call Hana so she lets school know you won’t be coming and it’s serious, and to come here after school, I should get back around the same time, and then we’ll discuss this stuff together, okay?”

“Yeah, okay, that sounds… yeah, sounds good, thanks…” I stumbled over my words, still really on edge. I hated getting Hana into it, since it’d mean bringing all of two people I was close to and being a really huge bother for them, but in this situation I think it’s unavoidable anyways…

“Okay then,” she took out her phone and called Hana, knowing well when we have breaks in our school. Might be my fault…

“Hi there,” She started. I couldn’t hear what Hana said, but it was pretty easy to guess from context, “Yea, about that… You know that thing where sometimes people just wake up transformed from random magic stuff? Because that’s exactly what happened…” After a few seconds she looked at me awkwardly and added, “I think you’ll need to see for yourself… Come here after school?” Oh, you could feel how awkward and uncomfortable it was for her, and the guilt for that was terrible… “Okay, cool, bye.”

I hated being a bother for people like that, it felt awful, I was worse than useless. “I-I’m sorry…” I said as I felt pain in my eyes, but in a different way than I was used to.

“Don’t”, she firmly put her hand on top of my head and looked straight into my eyes, “you even start with that. It’s not your fault, let people care about you, it’s our choice to do it.” She repeated the message I’d heard from her countless times, something about me needing to internalize the message. She ruffled my hair a bit, got up, and took the hand away, “Okay, I really need to go now, we’ll take care of that situation later, okay?”

I nodded, and got a smile from her. She waved her hand, said her goodbyes and left the room, and then the apartment.

I was left alone, and the first thought I had was, of course, I didn’t need to go to school! A big source of existential dread that had a potential of having serious consequences for the rest of my life, but I got to skip school for a day? Sounds like a good deal.

I automatically got out of bed, wrapping my quilt around my torso, ignoring all the ways in which those actions felt different now, and turned on my computer. It’s really the only way of spending free time I had. I thought about what to do as I logged into Windows, and got welcomed by a reopened browser with countless tabs.

I probably should’ve read about the whole transforming thing. I mean, like most people, I had a vague knowledge of it. It's rare, but happens sometimes, always when people are asleep, something about ambient magic energy sometimes being more concentrated in places and it causing people to transform because people have a natural connection to magic or whatever, even if most don’t use it.

I opened a site from search results that sounded promising, about why and how it happens and what causes people to take on forms they do. Intro was about ambient energy, it flows and sometimes fluctuates in density, blah blah blah, I know that part, I want to know how and why… No. After reading a first sentence of explanation how it happens, and skimming through a later paragraph, I closed the tab.

Time to do something that isn’t reading that stuff. What was it that I’d been doing lately? I struggled to remember… Oh, right, there was a youtube playlist I had on, fun stuff, and I’d only watched most of it 4 times too.

But that wasn’t enough to distract myself, what to do, what to do… I glanced quickly at a tab with some ‘I woke up as a girl’ type manga I started reading some time ago. No, thank you very much, that’s the opposite of what I need right now. I don’t even know why I read those. They're full of toxic tropes, most characters are terrible people, the plot barely exists, and a lot of those border on part of the main character’s personality and sexuality being forcefully changed, which I find deeply disturbing. Despite all that, there’s just… something that always makes me come back, or start reading new ones whenever I stumble upon them. I wouldn’t even call it a guilty pleasure, it’s just… a thing I do… and I don’t know why…

My next thought was the Minecraft server I’m on together with Hana and her Discord friends. I got on it and ran around for 15 minutes, only to feel a combination of annoyance and boredom that caused me to close the game. It’s not that I didn’t have ideas for what to do, and I wanted to do these things too, I just… didn’t have the drive to do any of it…

I opened up Steam in my continued search for distractions. I looked upon many games that I know are good and I have but I never have it in me to commit to starting playing them, and, well, today wasn’t going to be that day either. Then my eyes fell onto RimWorld. I hadn't played it in a couple months, so it could work.

I started the colony with a custom start, making sure my only two colonists were ladies with the “gay” trait. I checked it with Hana to see if it’s okay for me to do that since she was gay, and she said yes. She also said something about not needing to ask her, but I always want to make sure. It feels awful when I screw stuff like that up, and despite my best attempts I still do so quite frequently…

And they became lovers on day 3. First when I did it I thought I had to set them up to already be in a relationship for it to work out, but it turns out that no, I just need to crashland two gay ladies on a hostile world and they’d always fall in love with each other in the first couple of days. When I showed that to Hana, she laughed a lot and said that it’s ‘relatable’. And then she asked me how many times have I played this scenario to know stuff like that, and the answer was every time I played the game since I had the idea to try it. It just always seemed like the most… appealing thing to do. Again, I didn’t know why…

If you think that I can’t just distract myself from the fact that my body is completely transformed for several hours just with a videogame and a youtube playlist in the background, I must inform you that distracting myself from all sorts of existential dreads was practically the only thing I did with my free time.

I didn’t even notice when it happened, but I heard the door to our apartment open. I was pretty sure it was more noise than Emily usually makes, so, with interest, I got up and put my ear to the door of my room to listen in on what was going on.

I managed to hear Hana’s voice, “So, since you insist I must see what happened myself, can you at least say something so I can ready myself?”

“Don’t worry, it’s nothing… inherently bad, just… it might be for the best if you’re careful with your words and stuff, and prepare to stay here late.” Emily responded in an anxious tone.

“Okay, just a sec, I’ll text my parents.”

I tried my best to quickly, yet silently return to my desk, and… minimize the game or not? Ugh, I never know with this stuff, better to be safe.

I heard a gentle knock on my door, followed by it opening a bit, revealing my sister’s face, “Hey, is it okay if we come in?” I nodded…

She slowly opened the door and went in a bit, revealing Hana, who stood there speechless for a couple of seconds with a visible surprise on her face. “Wow.” was all she managed to say. She looked me up and down, then looked at Emily, back at my face, and at Emily’s again. There’s something I didn’t get there.

Emily laughed awkwardly, “Yeah, I noticed that too, didn’t need much change, but it’s still a bit weird…”

Okay, that’s enough, “What?” I asked, uncertainty clearly present in my… new voice… New voice that gave me some confusing feelings, I kinda forgot it was there to be honest…

“You two look… really similar. Even more than before.” Hana responded, almost breathlessly.

“W-we do?” I asked. Wait. We did before? I mean, maybe a little, but my face was… rather disgusting to be honest. Unlike me, Emily was conventionally beautiful. I was more than a little confused by all of this.

“Yea, kind of a lo- wait. Does that mean you haven’t seen yourself in a mirror yet?!” Hana yelled at me. I shook my head, feeling more than a bit scared. Something about people raising their voices suddenly, besides, she knew I hated mirrors…

“Okay, shhh, it’s okay, don’t worry,” Emily stepped in, trying to comfort me, she always did when she saw me start losing it like that… “Okay, but how did you get breakfast? There’s two full-body mirrors in the living room.”

I blinked. “I knew I was forgetting something…” Now that I thought about it, I was rather hungry. “Besides, I learned how to avoid looking into those, you know how I feel about mirrors…”

“So you just spent all this time since I left, sitting here, and” she looked at my screen, “playing Rimworld.”

“Maaaaaybeeee…” I kinda hated being put in a spotlight like that. Yes, I’m a failure, I know, no need to remind me…

“Ehh…” she gave me that sigh and shook her head, something she probably got from mom. I kinda felt uncomfortable with her doing that, since from mom it always meant disapproval or disappointment, but there’s no way I’d be telling her that, I’m inconveniencing her enough as it is… “Okay, so how about I make us all some food, and you go use a mirror with Hana,” I retracted into my quilt, it was too warm at the moment, but it served as a protection, “Listen, I know it’s hard, but it’s a special situation, so please, at least try?”

I gave the weakest nod, “O-okay, just give me a moment.” I needed to set my brain to that task. Usually, when I looked into a mirror, I knew it was bad and probably making an impact somewhere deep, but I didn’t get to actually feel any of it… It’s really strange, but my instinct was to avoid it, and so I did just that. I mean, it’s not like the reflection would be anything other than that disgusting face, bleh.

“Can I see what you did in RimWorld?” Hana asked, clearly wanting to give me more time. I nodded. She clicked on the game and unpaused it. “Playing that ‘gay ladies’ scenario again?” She asked like she was trying to get onto something.

“Yeah…” I practically whispered, more than a bit ashamed.

“And one of them is a catgirl?” she asked, then looked at the screen again, “With blue hair?”

“Yea, what about it?” I asked, she clearly had some point she was going to.

“Nothing… nothing…” she said in a tone that showed that she indeed did notice something, I wouldn’t know what though… “We probably shouldn’t get distracted like that, you really need to see how you look, given that, you know, you look like that now…”

“Hopefully not for long…” It was way too much stress for me, I didn’t know how long I could handle this situation.

“Even if you manage to get it undone, it won’t be overnight, so my point still stands.” I sighed. She was telling the truth… The truth I wasn’t ready to deal with quite yet… She extended her hand towards me, “Come on.”

I reluctantly took it, and got dragged up. Hana was really strong. And smart. And beautiful. I honestly didn’t know didn’t know why she’d stuck with such a failure like me all those years, but I guess that I should add altruistic to that little list too…

“And leave the quilt,” Hana commanded. I obeyed, goodbye to my connection to the safe warmth of bed.

We walked to the living room, which was also the same room that held the half-open kitchen. It wasn't a really big place, Emily was a student after all. I stopped just before the area in which I’d see my reflection if I looked into the mirror. Hana let go of my hand and made an inviting movement. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, here goes nothing.

I took the step and turned to face the mirror. “Now, open your eyes.” Hana said softly.

I very slowly started to open one of my eyes, and when I could see more than a blur of colors, I gasped. I opened both of my eyes widely, taking it in. My mind had major troubles with the concept of the person I was seeing in the reflection being me. That face was… beautiful. Similar to my sister’s, yes, but at the same time pretty in its own unique way. And… and it was blushing. I was blushing? Oh no, that’s bad, must think about something else.

Right, hair! Why was my hair long now? Changing me into a girl shouldn’t have done that. Oh wait, I didn’t specifically get changed into a girl, it was magic, it could have done any number of things. That was a bad distraction, I thought as I found my eyes wandering onto something arguably worse than my face - my body.

My pajamas were only a bit loose, they showed the way my body looked surprisingly well, and I couldn’t help but continue looking, devouring every little detail with my eyes, and admiring how it all got together into this soft and beautiful whole.

I started changing the pose I was standing in, just to see how it looked from different angles. I marveled at the fact that the person in the mirror reflected my movements. How is it possible that something so wrong got turned into something so… It seemed like too much, even for magic. When I was looking at myself angled a bit to the right, my eyes wandered a bit too high, back to my face. I was crying, tears flowing down my cheeks like there was no tomorrow, and smiling the biggest most honest smile I’ve ever felt myself make.

It was bad. It was really really bad. Emily and Hana’ve just seen it all. They’re gonna think I’m so so disgusting. They’re gonna be right. I needed to stop myself. I closed my eyes so hard it hurt, and turned my face away from the mirror. I gave out a high pitched whimper as I started crying in a different way. I was having a breakdown.

“Hey, hey, it’s okay,” Hana said. She tried to put her hand on my shoulder but I immediately jerked away. I’ve always felt awful for people who felt compelled to touch such a disgusting thing as myself, they didn’t deserve it. It was one of those things I didn’t tell even Emily and Hana. I knew they’d feel strongly about this, and I didn’t want to inconvenience and bother them like that.

“Okay then, let’s sit down and eat,” suggested Emily. I turned myself away from the mirror and tried to slowly open my eyes, to see that she was handing us plates with toasts on them. Isn’t it supposed to be a dinner for these two? And I probably could use a bigger meal now too? I suppose the toasts take less time to make, though I tried my best not to think how long I was looking in that mirror…

I weakly nodded, took a plate, and went to sit on the coach. Hana did the same, joining me on my right, and Emily sat to the left of me. Normally I’d be more than happy being literally surrounded by the only people I really felt comfortable around, but given what just happened, it added a layer of anxiety about what they could be thinking now.

Turns out that missing breakfast and being probably a bit late with the second meal resulted in me being rather hungry, something that was somewhat masked by another kind of stomach ache. So, yeah, I didn’t really bother with manners while eating…

Nobody really spoke during the meal, which, needless to say, made me even more nervous. I also kept catching myself trying to take a quick look into that cursed mirror again. I managed to stop myself, but a couple times were close enough to be noticeable. And by noticeable I mean I jerked my head violently away from it when I noticed I turned towards it despite my better judgement.

When Emily and Hana put down their plates too, it became pretty clear what they wanted to do next. Makes sense, definitely in this situation, they’d want to talk about it, very logical. Too bad that’s not how feelings work…

“I’m sure you know we’re going to have to talk about this...” Emily started.

I nodded.

“I know that you probably don’t feel ready to talk about it now, but you do realize that it’s probably for the best if we at least try it now, right?”

I nodded again.

“You have no idea how to approach this, do you?”

I shook my head and accidently let out a… squeaky sound?

“Okay, let’s do baby steps then - how do you feel? Like, generally.”

“I… Really… really anxious…” I said in a rather high voice. It’s a thing that my voice does when I’m scared, it goes high, except now my voice is already pretty high…
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“Okay, that one’s kinda obvious, isn’t it… Okay, let’s try something more specific, how do you feel compared to how you usually look?”

Wait! That’s it! Compared to how I usually look! That’s an explanation, or at least an excuse that doesn’t make me look like the worst person in the world! “Hah, anything would be an improvement compared to that.” Wow, that was a tone I didn’t expect myself to produce… This voice had a range, and not a range of ear killing noises like my regular voice.

“What do you mean by that?” Hana finally spoke, while taking her phone out of her pocket.

“I mean, isn’t that obvious?” I asked, more than a bit confused by the question.

“No, it isn’t? Could you try to clarify that?” Emily asked, then added, “Is… is there something about your prev- regular body that you dislike?”

“Yeah, obviously.” Surprised look on my sister’s face prompted me to continue, “I mean, have you seen it? It’s disgusting, my face is so ugly, it smells weird, and don’t even get me started about body hair…”

“It is… Your body was not disgusting, or even ugly, at least not by any standard I know…” Emily responded, sounding a bit confused.

“I… I… I don’t… wh-why…” Oh that’s right sis, if you think you’re confused, you should try being me trying to figure out what to say now.

“So, you said that anything would be an improvement, right?” Hana looked up from her phone, “Then tell me, how’d you feel if you were instead transformed into, for example… a big tall muscular guy. Would you prefer that?”

“Eww, no!” I recoiled more than a bit too much, “I-I mean… I was already way too big as it was.” Besides, big muscles on men look just… eww…

“You were literally shorter than me though,” Hana responded.

“B-but I was much wider! I got in the way all the time and I kept taking up too much space…” I said, increasingly uncomfortable with conversation starting to be about my complexes…

“You were barely wider than me, if at all,” Hana said calmly.

This was starting to be really bad, not only were my biggest insecurities demonstrated to be wrong, but also Hana and Emily were definitely not buying it. That meant my excuse wasn’t really going to work even if what I said about my body was still how I felt. I really didn’t want to lose them, I don’t even want to try imagining what they must be thinking of me right now.

“Anyways, that’s not important,” Emily added. “I mean, it is, but it’s not the most important thing right now.”

Oh no, it was coming. I wanted to close my eyes and brace myself, but I just froze.

“Have you read up on how exactly the whole ‘transforming randomly is your sleep’ thing works?” Hana asked… carefully? I think that’s the right word?

It took me a couple seconds, but I somehow managed to force words out, “I-I tried to, but…” I sounded absolutely terrified.

“Right… That’s okay, but I did, and I think you need to know this part,” she paused for a couple of seconds, “the important thing is that people don’t just randomly transform when there’s enough ambient magic around them. It’s their subconscious that uses that magic to enchant themself. And… and it’s always something that they deeply wanted on some level”

That… That was… I… I couldn’t take that anymore.

I broke into tears right then and there.

I got my legs up to my torso and I covered my face with my hands. I also made a lot of loud, ugly crying noises.

I felt a hand slowly start touching my left shoulder, and that was what allowed me to “IF YOU ARE GOING TO HATE ME JUST GET THIS OVER WITH!”

That hurt. Those words hurt. Being here hurt. On a more practical note, shouting the loudest I could and crying my eyes out hurt a lot as well.

After my shout, my crying transitioned to a more silent, but still intense cry. I’m pretty sure I couldn’t say anything even if I tried to.

Several seconds passed, when suddenly, I felt a force from my right, and then something enveloping me, I was… I was being… hugged?

Then, a second hug joined from my left. What’s happening?

“We’re not going to hate you, silly,” soothed Hana. Emily added an affirmative sound.

When I processed what was happening to some extent, I impulsively started to wriggle out of the hug, or at least attempt to. Hana and Emily, having clearly noticed just that, backed off. I didn’t… dislike the hug, but it was hard to ignore the thoughts saying it was wrong…

After I calmed down somewhat, Hana asked, “Why did you think we would hate you?”

Does she really want me to say it out loud? That I’m a disgusting pervert on top of being a waste of resources and a drag on everybody’s lives? But her tone seemed… confused… Like she really doesn’t understand… I made several attempts to form the first word of a sentence, “B-b… bbbbb… beeee… beca… ca… cause…” Okay, no, I didn’t think I’d manage to sob it out, and I went back to being a crying mess for half a minute.

After that, clearly having noticed it’s not going to work, Hana continued. “Okay, okay, it’s fine, we’ll try another way - back in front of that mirror, you liked what you were seeing in it, right?”

I gave the weakest nod.

“And when we noticed that, you were afraid we were going to hate you because of it?”

I nodded again.

“So, you couldn’t come up with any way in which it wouldn’t make you some sort of bad person?”

I gave a defeated nod and looked down. I knew this needed to happen for some reason, but I still didn’t enjoy being interrogated like that…

“Oh,” Emily blurted out.

“I know, right? I kinda suspected that was the case but still, how’d you manage to be so sheltered with both of us around?” Hana laughed.

I looked up in surprise. She knew something I didn’t. They both did. I mean, they always did, no matter what’s the topic, but still.

“That’s right, guess what, you’re allowed to like seeing a girl when you look in the mirror, you are allowed to like being a girl!”

“H-how?”

“Because you’re allowed to be a girl, if that’s what you’re most comfortable with, in fact, feeling most comfortable being a girl means that you most likely already are one, on the inside!”

That’s… new… “That’s… new…”

That was new…

“Yea, feel free to take your time with processing that one, it looks like it might be an important one for you.”

I nodded. I was allowed to enjoy it, that’s shocking. I thought I was just being some disgusting pervert, taking an idea of being a girl and making it into this object of attraction or whatever. That idea didn’t make much sense, especially given that while I didn’t know how being aroused as a girl felt like, I was pretty sure I hadn’t been feeling that in front of that mirror. I’d just assumed that it was the only explanation of why a guy would feel happy when placed in such a situation. But… that was under assumption that a guy was the only thing I was ever allowed to be.

But I was apparently allowed to be a girl? And not only that, if that’s why I enjoyed it, I might not only already be one, but have always been? I definitely preferred seeing that girl in a mirror than my ugly regular guy self. And I guess that explains that one question from Hana, because I absolutely wouldn’t prefer being a tall muscular guy, or any other kind of guy, over what I am now.

Being a girl. The idea itself felt like… like the best thing in the world. Something so good I didn’t deserve it. I always felt a sort of kinship towards girls, they were amazing, nice and… and there was this weird feeling their girlhood itself was something so good it elevated them above others, but… but that’s exactly how a girl that wasn’t allowed to be a girl would feel like, isn’t it? If… if what Hana said wasn’t true, Emily would have already corrected her, she literally studies this kind of stuff.

Was… was that why I’ve hated the way I used to be too? My body, its shape, my face, my shoulders, my… thing, every single bit, I hated them because… because they weren’t what I’d seen as feminine. I’ve hated myself for a lot of reasons, most of them were illustrated to be wrong by either Emily, Hana, or my therapist, but there was still something deep down that was so disgusting, and… and I think that was it. I’ve hated myself for not being a girl. Except that I was one!

“I’m… I might be… Is it really okay?” I finally asked, new tears in my eyes, this time not sad ones.

“Yes, it is more than okay,” Hana smiled wildly.

Before she could react I practically jumped on her to hug her. “THANK YOU!”

“Oh wow, I take it you’re liking the idea of being a girl!”

“Yes!” I cried loudly.

I hugged her for some time, and she returned the favor. Then she sat up. With me on her. She just moved both of us like that. Did I mention that she’s strong? Because wow, she’s strong.

“You went from ‘please don’t touch me’ to attack hugging pretty quickly there, I assume it’s not unrelated?” Emily suggested.

“Umm, yeah, it’s… it’s something you’re not going to like, and I kinda might have avoided it on purpose?” I gave the weakest smile, and then inhaled. “Okay, so, you know how I have this thing with low self esteem and stuff? I… I felt disgusting, like even touching me was one of the worst things that could happen to someone, so I just… avoided people touching me, so that they wouldn’t have it happen to them. And yeah, it… it turns out it was connected apparently, which I guess explains some things…”

“I… see…” Emily responded, clear disapproval in her voice.

“I-I also might have been a bit emotional just there…” I admitted.

“I definitely get why that’d be the case,” Hana got her hand around my torso and dragged me into some sort of half hug.

What followed was Emily giving me a lecture about how I should have told her about all those feelings I’d been getting, but she ultimately understood why I hadn’t. She also gave me some of her old clothes so that I wouldn’t be walking around in oversized pajamas anymore, and measured me in order to order some properly fitting clothes from the internet, so that was exciting. I also spent more time in front of the mirror, I swear, I could get addicted to this.

After ordering clothes I liked the look of, Emily had to go to her room to study for tests so that we could “do more stuff” in the evening. So, Hana and I ended up in my room, and I impulsively unpaused my game.

“You know, that bit with you always playing gay ladies should have been a red flag for you in retrospect.”

“What do you mean?”

“You know, if you like girls, and also are a girl, that means…” She said with the biggest excited grin.

“O-oh…” I felt my face heat up. Is that what blushing feels like? If so, then I just blushed.

“One of us! One of us! One of us!”

I blushed even more.

After a bit, she looked at the screen and laughed, “Did they… Did they just have sex three times in the same night?”

So, that was a feature of this game. Made mood management for colonists much easier, so there’s that. “Yea, they… they do that a lot…”

Hana proceeded to laugh uncontrollably. When she finally stopped, I said, “I don’t get it…”

“Oh, I’m so going to need to introduce you to the queer community!” She dragged me into a half hug again, this time by my shoulders. My life was definitely going to get more interesting.

When Emily finished with her studying, we went together to the living room. We played some multiplayer games, we talked, joked around, even ordered a pizza and ate it together. It’s not like we’d never done this stuff before, but I felt more engaged in it today. I hoped it would last. It was nice.

Emily talked about how we had to correct stuff in my documents, and then update it with school, so it’d probably be some time before I’d be going to go back there. I was understandably rather happy about that. Hana mentioned how I seemed to be far less anxious than usual, and I assured her they’d still need to drag me out of the apartment at least the first couple of times. I was riding on a wave of something apparently called euphoria, but that didn’t mean my anxiety was gone.

In fact, my anxiety was still really bad and I had a long way to go. But that was okay.

My depression wasn’t gone too, and I had to work on that, but that was okay.

I still didn’t rid my head of all the toxic ideas I’ve internalized, but that was okay.

I still didn’t choose my name, or felt ready to present myself to the world as a girl, but that was okay too.

Because I had the time to figure it all out now.
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Writer’s Block Story

 

A five year old named Max cried, as he was laughed at by kids his age. He cried because it hurt when he fell over, he cried because he was being bullied, and he cried because he didn’t know why everybody was so mean to him.

Eventually, when the kids got bored with his reaction, they left him alone, but he didn’t have it in him to bring himself up from the dirt just yet.

That’s when the scenario that he knew so well changed. He got approached by a kid named Ryan, who he recognised from their kindergarten group. Ryan helped him up, and asked if he was okay. Nobody ever did that for him before, not even the teachers or his parents. Ryan and Max were seemingly different kids, but they were both loners, and as it soon turned out, they got along very well.

~~~~~~~

Two seven year olds stood in front of a school, on what was supposed to be their first day, and they were really close to running late.

Max was paralyzed with fear. Fear of what could happen. Fear of the very real possibility that their classmates would turn out to be just as mean as the kids from kindergarten. Ryan assured him that if anyone would try to mess with him, he’d protect him, as always. He even went as far as to say that if anyone didn’t get the message, he’d punch them.

Max was really against the idea, of course. Not only because all the times he was hurt convinced him that he doesn’t want something like that to happen to anyone else, but also because he didn’t want his only friend to get in trouble. Especially not for him. He didn’t want to be a bother, after all.

Eventually, Max collected himself, and hesitantly went to the class next to his friend.

~~~~~~~

Two ten year olds got out of the men’s locker area at the local pool as quickly as possible, and went for the hair dryers. Neither of them really got along with kids their age practically their entire lives, yet spaces like this one were a source of even bigger discomfort than usual.

Even Ryan, who was usually unmoved by any sorts of inconveniences, was shaken by this. It didn’t make sense for Max, after all, they both loved being in water, and disliked the P.E. “lessons” that this exercise replaced.

Ryan of course knew the source of his own discomfort, but he knew it’d be better not to mention it. He just knew it, since he could remember, that speaking about his deepest secret was something he shouldn’t do. The only person he’d trust with it anyways was Max, and that kid had too many problems of his own to also be burdened with this.

After washing his hair, Ryan looked up at Max, who was obviously waiting for this. He proceeded to make a joke about how the end of these hairdryers looked kinda like one in a vacuum cleaner. He even tried to slide on his arm, to imitate the machine, but ended up being hurt by the hot air. Ryan laughed, and punched him on the arm slightly, calling him a dork.

~~~~~~~

Door to the house opened with a thud, as two exhausted twelve year olds entered. It was clear that the school was being too much for both of them, as they fell on the couch, taking their sweet time just to release the tension they gathered during the day. They made a tradition of always hanging out at Ryan’s place, after all, his parents were almost never there.

“Ugh… I hate this all! I hate that the guys are all jerks, I hate that teachers don’t care, I hate that my body feels disgusting like this!” Max yelled into a pillow, as he was prone to do. He never expected actual answers for problems he listed, but venting did help a little.

“They say it’s the puberty, that it’s supposed to feel that way…” Answered Ryan, clearly not being a fan of the topic.

“Well, it doesn’t help! If we can not act like jerks, then so should others! If we can help each other, so should the teachers! And don’t even start me on what that whole puberty thing is actually doing… Like, we’re supposed to grow to look like older men, who would even want that? They look awful! And the whole thing makes me look at girls in ways I shouldn’t, and all it does is makes me feel disgusting, and it just hurts for some reason…” Max was out of breath by the end of his speech.

Ryan never saw Max be so angry before, it was clear the whole thing was getting to him more than he assumed.

Ryan really wanted to believe that he was just projecting, that his friend didn’t share his hurt, but he had to ask, “What do you mean that ‘it hurts’?”

“Isn’t it obvious? It hurts because it feels like I’m objectifying them, but also, like, I keep imagining what it’d feel like to be them, how nice it would feel like to be in their bodies, not in the gross way, and it hurts because I can never have that. It’s like, I get that’s how being into girls is supposed to work, but it still hurts so much…” Max explained, hurt clearly noticeable in his voice.

“Holy shit, you’re like me,” Ryan looked blankly at his friend. He surprised even himself, since he never swore like that.

“W-what do you mean I’m ‘like you’? Isn’t this stuff normal?” Max asked in confusion.

“No, it is very much not normal. And it is not how being into girls is ‘supposed to work’. I know that for a fact, and I thought I was the only one who felt that way about this stuff.” Ryan explained, still in shock.

The two looked at each other, both trying to process implications of the conversation they just had. Needless to say, a lot of googling was done that day, and while they didn’t have everything figured out, this day forever changed the lives of these two girls.

~~~~~~~

Chloe emerged from the bathroom, having finished her make-up, and joined Olivia on the couch. The two fourteen year olds had both changed a lot in the last two and a half years. Their hair has grown, their mannerisms changed, and, to their collective disappointment, they’d both grown taller.

But what was just as clear was that they both made huge progress, they sat there, in the cheap, but unmistakingly girls’ clothes from a mall, in make-up they learned to apply from YouTube, and talking in their well trained voices. They experienced a lot of dysphoria during training, but they learned how to support and rely on each other in ways that made them unstoppable as long as they were together.

They watched some show that was released just last year, but it felt like it was made in the 90’s. It was filled with casual misogyny, fatphobia, and ableism, and both of the girls understood by now how harmful those things could be. It was very clear they weren’t enjoying it, but as a man on the screen said a painfully sexist joke, Chloe used her voice she used to goof off, and basically made the same joke, but directed at said man.

Olivia laughed, and punched her friend on the arm lightly. “Dork.”

“You know, I’ve been thinking…” Started Chloe.

“Hmm?” Hummed Olivia, briefly considering pausing the show, and deciding to just turn off the TV instead.

Chloe rubbed her shoulder, and blushed slightly, “It’s about the thing with those shoulder punches. Like, I know they’re a thing that we do and it’s fun, but it has been kinda feeling kinda weird… Like, not wrong, but, like, it’s the only physical thing we ever do with each other, and we don’t have to limit ourselves like that anymore. I mean, we never did, but you know what I mean.”

“Physical thing? Do you mean like…?” Olivia started to ask, but didn’t bring herself to finish.

“Like hugs, or cuddling, or stuff like that… I mean, girls do stuff like that with each other, and I can’t see why we shouldn’t… And I guess it’d feel nice, I heard it does feel nice…” Chloe tried to explain.

Eventually, Olivia agreed to try, and Chloe leaned to rest on her friend’s shoulder, which eventually progressed to laying on her lap. Chloe took it all in, satisfied to have finally gathered courage to ask about this, and she had to admit, it felt really nice after a lifetime of being touch starved. She eventually closed her eyes and enjoyed the feeling.

For Olivia things looked a little different. Sure, she was happy to get closer to her friend and make her happy, and the touch starvation was a problem she had as well, but there was no denying it — despite being her lifelong friend, the person who was now in her lap was still a heart stoppingly adorable girl. And she found girls attractive, especially ones like Chloe, which didn’t make it easier. What also didn’t make that situation any easier was the fact that she was pretty sure that her friend just fell asleep in her lap.

~~~~~~~

The two fifteen year old girls stood in front of the high school they were about to attend. They were going to start the first day of a new chapter of their lives, and they were going to do so as themselves. And they were going to do so as girlfriends.

Olivia took Chloe’s hand, as she knew that the shorter girl always got anxious in situations like that, and they entered the building. No matter what was going to happen next, they were going to get through this as always — together.
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Not Just an Act

Our modestly sized acting club entered backstage of an actual theater. It was of course really exciting; most of us couldn’t even afford seeing a live performance, and yet there we were. Thanks to our teacher’s connections, we were actually able to see the inner workings of a real modern day theater, and more than that, we were even allowed to put up a scene of a play.

The full dive VR technology was all nerds talked about these days, despite still costing way too much to use in any actual entertainment. Full dive augmented reality however, outside of its obvious uses in all kinds of therapy, had also found its way to the movie industry, and, in some cases where it was still performed, live theater. It still cost about as much as an impressive house in a large city center, but theaters that somehow managed to survive without being completely digitized could afford it, and the one we were in was one of them.

Full dive AR was used as a modern alternative to costumes and stage dressing. Basically it let everyone, audience and actors, experience the events of the play as if they were really happening, with all of their senses, and for some reason we were actually allowed to use it! Miss Jones, as a general rule of existence, was really the best, but this time she had outdone herself.

The first thing everybody noticed upon entering backstage was the huge computer responsible for running semi-realistic simulations. It was almost as big as its cooling system; both together took up the entire back wall of the rather high area. Most of the girls walked up closer to the machine, while me and my best friend Amy walked slower, taking in all the backstage had to offer.

Luckily for Miss Jones, all six of us knew how to behave in those kinds of situations, so her friend, who also happened to be a technician at this place and our impromptu tour guide, could set up the things required for us to use the system in relative peace. Out of all of us, however, I was the one who was most shy, silent, and generally well-behaved, which was kinda ironic considering I was the only guy in our little club. The others tried making jokes about it, but for some reason I didn’t like those, and they stopped as soon as they noticed that.

It was quite surprising how well the club worked together, considering that both me and Amy only had mild interest in acting. Of course, mild interest for both of us still meant that we could just sit and listen about all the things to do with it for hours everyday, but we hadn’t joined the club because of that. As a child, I had poor control of my emotions and cried a lot, which of course ended in me getting a lot of… negative feedback, that resulted in me shutting in before I could really develop myself. As a result, I had a really hard time expressing myself at all. Amy suggested that maybe I should try becoming a member of an acting club to help with my problem, so that’s why I was here. Amy was here because I was here and she was the best and I didn’t deserve a friend like her, but she was there for me either way.

Both of us were honest about our reasons for joining the club when we did so, but to my surprise, all the people involved were completely okay with it, and we got along surprisingly well. Of course, my shyness was still there. The overwhelming majority of my interactions with others were initiated by someone else, but I could still participate in semi-casual conversation with someone who wasn’t Amy, so it was already significantly better than I’d do in any other environment.

The time I spent in my thoughts was apparently enough for Miss Jones’s friend to select and set up stuff for the scene we were going to. She’d specifically chosen that scene out of one of the performances currently offered by the theater we were in, and she knew us well, so I wasn’t really worried about it before.

However, now that I could see the characters of the scene displayed on the screen, I got a little nervous. There were three stereotypically feminine girls, and three stereotypically masculine guys, all looking to be young adults, and I was honestly afraid for who I was going to play. It made sense for me to play one of the guys, which was rather unfortunate, since all of them looked like people I wouldn’t want to look like, even temporarily. I shuddered at the thought of being perceived as stereotypical conventionally handsome man number two.

To my surprise, though, Miss Jones had different plans. Apparently, each of us was to play the character that was closest in personality to our own personalities, in order to make the best out of our one chance. That one chance was really nothing special, since we’d literally just have two spectators, but it was still a big experience, and we wanted to have fun with it, so the reasoning made sense. Just as much as it made sense when I was assigned the role of one of the girls on the screen.

I didn’t really need an explanation for that choice. The character design made it pretty clear; she looked shy, and for that to be so clearly conveyed with just a small still image of character from torso up was rather impressive. I actually envied that clarity; maybe if I looked like that, people would give me much less of a hard time for being as shy and anxious as I was. As my imagination went from that place in logical directions, I found myself rather infatuated by the idea of looking like the girl on the screen, and even thoughts like ‘I wouldn’t stand out in the club if I looked like her’ crossed my mind, despite the fact that the entire thing of our club was that we all stood out, and I actually stood out the least.

Amy shook me out of my unreasonable thoughts to inform me that all the roles were already assigned, and to hand me the interface assigned to the character I was supposed to play. The guy whose name I really should have gotten by now (Miss Jones had introduced him at the beginning, but I might have forgotten it) took to explaining how everything worked. He showed us how to put them on behind our ears, and that it would basically act as a wireless interface between our brain and nerve signals, and the computer system responsible for running the illusion.

He then went on to specify safety concerns. For example, for many safety reasons, we couldn’t just completely immerse ourselves in characters and cut out sensory information from our real bodies, as it would make it rather difficult to do things like walking, or not stumbling into stuff randomly. The solution for that was rather simple; all the sensory inputs from our real bodies were simply kept in place, and the simulation of characters’ inputs was put on top of that. He assured us that despite the idea of experiencing having two separate bodies sounding rather overwhelming, it actually took a really short period to adapt thanks to all the advanced neurology research used to design the system.

With all that, we were told that the simulation would trigger for each of our characters as soon as we entered the scene area. Of course, I was the only one to approach the scene with a slow walk rather than an overexcited run. It became very clear at that moment that my friends were having way more difficulties containing their excitement than I did, but the fact that I also seemed to experience my emotions much more weakly than others was something I’d noticed a long time ago.

“Oh, wow, that’s so weird, haha!” Laughed Emily, with a much lower voice of her character. I shuddered once again; I very much wouldn’t have enjoyed having that voice come out of my mouth.

It was a little odd considering how all of the others reacted, but I felt a little tense about crossing the literal red line that indicated the border of the stage area. For some reason, it felt important, and not in the ‘big experience with advanced technology exciting’ sense, but the personal sense. I probably shouldn’t have overthought the character I was about to play so much… I took a deep breath, and stepped forward.

I was immediately assaulted by a very intense feeling, something very hard to describe. I could feel the two separate bodies, but telling any detail about any of them was obstructed by how strikingly different they were compared to one another; one of them just felt so wrong on every possible level compared to the other one that I could barely stand. I couldn’t focus due to the sheer strength of emotions overwhelming me, but I knew I had to escape it.

I took a step back, and to my utter terror I realized that between the feeling of two bodies, it wasn’t the wrong one that disappeared. I felt tears start to flow down my cheeks as I began to grasp just how disgusting my body felt. The feeling was so strong that I experienced physical pain in my chest. I had to hide. I had to hide so that no one had to see it ever again. I disregarded all the thoughts about the practicality of such a solution, just like I did all the concerned faces around me.

I quickly ran up to Miss Jones and her friend, apologized to them, gave them back the interface, and apologized once more, then ran out of the room before anybody could interrupt me. I ran for a place to hide, and the first place I reached was the toilets. I stopped in front of the doors and looked at them. Two different doors, to two different, but almost identical bathrooms, labeled with simplified pictures of people. The answer to the question the doors stated was seemingly obvious, yet the only thing I could do about it was to feel more pain in my chest. My eyes ached as they shed yet more tears, and I continued running.

Eventually I reached the room that we’d visited earlier, which was basically a small theater hall that no one used anymore, and I used that fact as an excuse to hide in it. I sat in a chair that resembled ones seen in cinemas, and I just cried. I cried, I sobbed, and when I sobbed I heard my voice, which made me cry and sob even more. Everything was so painful, each part of me was so disgusting I had trouble stopping just to think about what was happening. I felt huge, way too big, I took up too much space. I tried to take my knees up to my chest to make myself smaller, and I partially succeeded, but I wasn’t slim or flexible enough to keep that pose for long. I cried more as my body didn’t allow me even the tiniest comfort of making myself feel smaller.

After a short bit, the door to the room opened again as Amy entered it. At the sight of the state I was in, she stopped for a moment, and then slowly walked up to me. She put a comforting hand on my shoulder and then sat next to me.

“Do you want me to help?” she asked.

Knowing what she referred to, I nodded a bit too aggressively. She nodded at that, and took my head into a hug next to her chest. She patted my hair and made soothing noises to get me to a state in which I could talk. She knew how to calm me down; we’d done a significant portion of our growing up together, after all.

After a bit of time, she decided to ask, “Can you tell what’s making you cry?”

“My body,” I sobbed, hugging my shoulders, as if to make them smaller, “it feels… wrong…”

“You told me that before. Is it something new, or is it just stronger?” she asked.

She asked, knowing full well about my insecurities. She was my best friend, of course I vented to her sometimes. She vented to me about stuff too. But the question that she’d asked just now made me realize that none of what I was feeling felt alien. The realization that it wasn’t something new that had attacked me just now, that it was a version of what I was already stuck with made me cry more. How was I going to survive this? Would it feel like that all the time now?

“Shh, okay, it’s okay,” she cooed some more for a bit, and then added, “Let’s try something different — if your body is wrong, then what would feel right?”

Before I could properly think about it, the image of the character that had started it all appeared in my mind. “The… the girl I was going to play…”

After a bit of pause, Amy spoke. “Okay, then why? What is it about her that makes her right?”

I couldn’t help but marvel at the way she said it. There was nothing but care in her voice; despite the oddity of the situation, she was still trying to comfort me. Did I mention that she was the best? Because she was the best.

I thought back to reasons I’d given myself for feeling the way I felt about the character, but quickly realized just how bad they were. The implication that I wouldn’t be bothered if I looked like a shy person was clearly ridiculous, and it even disregarded the fact that people disliked my shyness because I was a guy, which meant I was ‘supposed’ to not be shy, which basically meant that both of my reasons for feeling that way could be shortened to ‘because she was a girl’, and it was not the answer I was capable of understanding. Why did being a girl sound so appealing? My reasons for it were non-existent, and I wasn’t going to go the ‘girls have it easier’ route, because they obviously didn’t. It wasn’t my first time feeling strongly about not wanting to be a guy, but it was so strong now, and I just didn’t understand why.

“I don’t… I don’t know...“ I cried, “I don’t understand!”

Amy was about to start calming me down once again, when she was interrupted by the familiar voice of Miss Jones, “I might be able to help.”

I looked up in the direction of the door, and there she was, approaching us. As I was now capable of forming semi-coherent thoughts, I started to once again apologize for all the mess I must have caused before I was interrupted.

“It’s okay, you were clearly overwhelmed, you still are. I won’t punish you for having emotions, what am I, a teacher?” Our teacher said.

I smiled at the joke, which was a small relief from what I was feeling. We sat there a bit longer in silence, presumably waiting for me to calm down a little more, before Miss Jones took to explaining what she meant by being able to help. She straight up asked me if my lack of understanding was about wanting to be a girl and not knowing why that was, and my shocked reaction made a verbal answer pretty unnecessary. She then took to explaining to me that it was a thing that happened, and that wishing to be a girl like that meant that I was most likely already a girl on the inside.

Needless to say, if I somehow wasn’t already incapable of forming words, that information would have driven me to that state alone. As we got up and started walking back to the main hall, Miss Jones told me to take my time thinking about how I felt about the whole thing. I decided it would be better to not try to participate in the play, as I was still rather fragile emotionally, but I still enjoyed watching my friends having fun and butchering the scene of a play they were unfamiliar with.

I also tried thinking about the whole ‘being a girl on the inside’ thing, but I had no doubts that if it was an actual real thing that happened to people, and if I was allowed to be one of those people, then I just was. It simply explained too many things about my past life, about how I thought about things and what kind of perspectives I usually took on any given subject; it just screamed of a girl that wasn’t allowed to be a girl. Which was technically what I was? It was still kinda hard to intellectually take a hold of that idea, and it obviously overwhelmed me emotionally.

What I was worried about was actually telling people about it, because I decided I had to tell my friends. I knew that Amy and Miss Jones wouldn’t be a problem, since they’d likely question me in some way about it anyways, but the concept of actually saying it out loud, to people no less, sounded extremely terrifying. It turned out that my worries were misplaced, as Miss Jones was willing to explain the situation for me, for which I was really grateful. And of course, my friends reacted positively, if a bit underwhelmingly. Nobody really made a big deal out of it, and when I asked about why that was, Abby said something along the lines of “No offense, but you were never really much of a guy.” I agreed.

That was just the beginning of my struggles, that much was obvious, and I still had a lot of things to figure out. The questions of my family, and of what I would do about the whole thing were still up in the air, and I had to admit it was rather scary. But on the other hand, it filled me with optimism, because while I still didn’t know how many things I had to discover about myself, I’d just gotten a big step closer, and the prospect of more steps ahead of me was rather exciting. Overall, I was still rather lost about everything in life, but I had my friends by my side, friends who accepted me as I really was, and that was more than I could have ever asked for.




  
    
    unnamed
    
  




  

A Witch and Her Cat(girl)

 

“That’s a terrible idea,” I sighed.

In front of me stood my best friend, Molly, in what was probably the most stereotypical witch costume ever. All black and purple, pointy hat with the black belt with the square gold buckle thing, and it all looked to be surprisingly good quality too; I was actually kinda envious of her being able to pull off outfits like these. She also held a pastel colored plastic wand with a star at the end that didn’t match the set at all, but which she assured me was very important. The problem? Molly was an actual witch. Well, nobody had called magic users ‘witches’ and ‘wizards’ and all that stuff in a really long time, but the point was, she could do actual magic, and everybody at our unofficial class Halloween party knew that.

“Come on, you know you like it!” she teased.

I put my hand on my forehead. “Yes, and that’s exactly how I know it’s a terrible idea.”

“I think it’s quite cute,” we heard the voice from the other end of the living room.

“Thanks, Mom,” Molly responded. “See? It’s gonna be fine. Now all we gotta do is find you some matching costume.”

“Do we have to?” I shifted uncomfortably.

“I mean, we don’t, but come on, we never go out anywhere together. It won’t be the same without you…”

“I know, but… even the thought of being dressed up in front of many people that know who I am makes me anxious…” I responded.

“Hmm…” Molly put her hand on her chin, and then snapped her fingers, while still holding her wand and somehow not looking silly. “I know! If you don’t want people looking at you, we can make it so you don’t look like you!”

“Are you suggesting…?” I asked.

“I mean…” Her hand started glowing, highlighting the uselessness of the wand it held even more. “I’m not not suggesting it.”

“That sounds like a bad idea,” I said, listening to my voice of reason. “That’s a bad idea, right?” I asked more in the direction of Molly’s mom than Molly herself.

“Not really, actually,” Molly’s mom responded. “I used to do transformation magic with my friends a lot when I was your age, and before you ask, it never really ended badly. As long as you don’t try to impersonate someone, and know when to stop, it’s okay, and I doubt you two will have problems with either of those. Getting a different perspective on things might actually help you more than anything, and even if it won’t, it’ll just be some harmless fun if you let it be.”

Heck. That was not an excuse I was looking for. Worse than that, I had an actual responsible adult telling me that this was actually a good idea. And Molly’s mom was probably the only adult I trusted to be actually thoughtful and responsible.

“Okay, fine, we can try.” I turned to Molly. “Do you have something specific in mind?”

She just laughed theatrically. “Oh, I can show you.”

I rolled my eyes. Might as well get on with it before I start feeling anxious again. “Go ahead.”

Molly, the huge dork that she is, pointed her still-not-magical wand at me as her hand started to glow. I felt too many things to describe happening at once, though the only one I could really pinpoint was me getting shorter, which I was sure had nothing to do with the countless times I’d complained to Molly about my dislike of being tall. And just as quick as it began, the transformation ended, and now I had to look up at Molly.

I briefly thought about trying to look at myself to see what has changed, but then it occurred to me that it would probably be much easier to do with the use of a mirror, so I decided to wait. I felt soft, and actually, surprisingly relaxed. I also felt something move around my lower spine, which should have made me jump in surprise, but for some reason, it didn’t. It felt kinda natural, actually.

“I understand that you’re excited, dear, but you should inform people what you’re going to do before you do it,” Molly’s mom explained.

Molly’s face shifted as if a realization sunk in. “Oh hell, right, sorry. Are you okay? You’re not, like, freaking out or anything?”

“Why would I freak out?” I asked, in a voice distinctively higher and softer than my regular one.

“Why don’t you go to the bathroom and take a look in the mirror? I think it’d be for the best right now,” Molly’s mom suggested.

I curiously tried to look at my hand, only to find it obstructed by the sleeve of my hoodie. “That’s probably a good idea.”

Once I closed the bathroom door behind me, I stopped and took a deep breath, then I stepped in front of the mirror. Looking back at me was a black-haired green-eyed catgirl. The black fur-covered cat ears drew my attention as they moved slightly in the reflection. They had a fair bit of white fluff sticking out of them which felt a bit funny when I tried to move them; I eventually succeeded at making them flick and flatten. I wasn’t sure they were anatomically correct; in fact, I was pretty sure that even scaled to a human head they might have been a bit big, but they were fun anyways.

Next, I inspected the odd movement from earlier, and confirmed it to be a tail. It was also covered in black fur, which had more volume to it than I expected. It was soft. I tried moving it around, and discovered that unfortunately I couldn’t use it to pick things up or anything like that, so it was mostly for stability and swishing. What surprised me the most was how intuitive moving it around was, I barely had to put in any effort to learn the movement of what was essentially a brand new limb, and I wondered why that was; humans still had, like, tailbones and stuff, maybe the knowledge of how to use a tail was some sort of evolutionary leftover from back when we had tails? Regardless of the technicalities, I decided that I liked it.

With the cat part pretty much well inspected, it was the time for the girl part, and honestly, I was kinda at a loss there. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to see how I looked when I wasn’t in the oversized clothes I could barely keep on, or that just letting myself enjoy how soft everything suddenly felt didn’t sound appealing, but at the same time, I didn’t want to cross any lines here, and I didn’t exactly know where those were. Granted, it was a bit of a special situation considering it was still my body, just differently shaped, but that didn’t exactly make the situation clearer, and I still needed to ask Molly about why she chose specifically catgirl. Besides, the current arrangement of my body was very temporary, just for the party, so I felt that letting the reality of it fully set in would be a bad idea.

Actually, that was a good question — was I going to the party? The responsible part of me, the one that usually kept me out of trouble, was still pretty set on this being a bad idea, but… there was another part, one that I wasn’t really familiar with, but it was going pretty loud now — I… wanted to experience this. This time was unique when it came to the opportunities to do something different. Usually, it would be the same anxious, boring, depressed me but in a different place or situation, but this one was actually different, and I didn’t know if I would ever get another one. I mean, Molly was still my best friend, I could just ask her to turn me into a catgirl, or anything else for that matter, but it’s not like I ever would ask — I just didn’t have it in me.

And so, I decided that, since the opportunity presented itself to me, I would let myself experience this.

I left the bathroom to be met with Molly looking concerned.

“Are… are you okay?” she asked.

I nodded. “I think… I’ll go to the party. Like that, I mean…”

Molly immediately perked up. “Really?” I tensed up as I immediately got wrapped in a hug. “Thank you!”

Did she really want to take me to that party this much? I didn’t think it was that important…

She suddenly backed away and covered her mouth. “I didn’t even ask, I’m sorry.”

I was usually rather, well, touchy when it came to physical contact, but… I looked to the side. “I’ll allow it.”

I tensed up for a moment as her arms went around me again, but I managed to relax into it a bit this time.

When the embrace ended, Molly stood in front of me and looked at me intently for a couple seconds. “If you’re going to keep swishing your tail like that, somebody’s going to try and grab it.”

At that thought my tail instinctively flew to my chest and I hugged it protectively. “No grabbing.”

“Okay, fine.” She put a hand on my head. “No grabbing.”

“By the way… I understand the why of the cat thing, but not so much the… other thing…” I looked away, embarrassed.

“I mean, you didn’t want people to see you, and I figured it’d be the easiest way to achieve that,” she explained.

“Oh…” I sounded almost… disappointed?

“And also...” She gave me a moment to look up at her. “I was curious how you’d act as a girl.”

“But… I’m still me?” Why would I act differently?

Molly’s mom took the opportunity to speak up. “Yes, but people have a tendency to act differently depending on how they’re perceived and how they perceive themselves, not even mentioning that some people are simply more, or less for that matter, comfortable with having certain physical traits than others; I’m sure I don’t need to explain to you how much that can affect how you act.”

I nodded. It sounded about right, though there was one part that drew my attention more than others.

Unfortunately, I didn’t get to ask about it, as it turned out that Molly had confused the hours and we had a lot less time before the party than she assumed we did. Molly loaned me some… articles of clothing, and with the quick magic-assisted clothes resizing, we were ready to go.

Both me and Molly sat in the back seat of the car, which let her nudge me at some point during the ride. “Hey,” she half-whispered for some unclear reason.

“Hmm?” I tilted my head. Don’t ask me why, I don’t know. I just felt it’d be appropriate in this situation.

“I think you’re already more expressive like this,” she said.

“I feel like these,” I looked up and flicked my ears for effect, “are somewhat responsible.”

She covered her mouth. “Did you just…?”

I tilted my head again and flicked my ears twice. “What?”

She looked away, still covering her mouth. “You’re way too good with these for your own good.”

For a moment, I thought that was the end of our short conversation, but then I felt a hand on top of my head. It felt… surprisingly nice. Was that a cat thing?

“That’s for messing with me.” Molly smiled, and I expected her to do something unpleasant to me, but she just… kept patting my head.

I mostly managed to not visibly lean into it.

As we arrived, Molly immediately dashed to a bathroom in order to correct her costume after sitting in the car, since it apparently had several layers to it, which made me increasingly glad I got to keep my hoodie.

But more importantly, I was left waiting for her with her mom in front of the school building, which let me address the thing that was idly stuck on my mind for most of the road there.

“Um, I have a question.” I paused. “You said that different people can be less, or more comfortable with certain things, so, umm… is it possible for someone to be uncomfortable with parts of the body they were born with?”

“Yes, it is quite common. For most people, it seems to just be small things, but there are some people who find almost nothing pleasant about what they got. It’s all just a genetic lottery, unfortunately. That goes the other way too, though. There’s always going to be something a person will find comfortable; for example, you seem really good with those ears and tail for how short a time you’ve had them,” she explained.

I brought my tail up to look at it. “It just feels… natural,” I admitted.

“See, for a lot of people it wouldn’t. Trust me, I tried it out myself, it’s just not for everyone. But you being natural with those should help you understand the topic more,” she responded.

“If I’m comfortable with cat ears and tail, then… what would that mean?” I asked.

“It wouldn’t mean anything you wouldn’t want it to mean, and what you want it to mean is entirely up to you. That’s the sort of thing one can only decide for themself. Is that why you’re asking?”

“I’m just… I’m trying to make sense of all of it in my head…” I said.

“If you have some more questions, I’m always more than happy to help.”

“Th-thank you…”

I heard some noise from behind me and as I turned around I got welcomed by Molly running up to me and putting her hand on my head for a short moment. Then she said a quick goodbye to her mom and dragged me away as the party had apparently already started.

Luckily, I hadn’t gotten any enhanced hearing from my new ears, otherwise the room we just entered would have been really overwhelming. I didn’t really know what to expect from such a party; I’d never been to anything similar, but the ambient music playing at acceptable volume, dressed up people chatting in small to medium groups, and some tables with drinks and candy on them were far from the worst I imagined.

The calmness started to fade as people began noticing me. Right, still a catgirl. Somehow, I’d already managed to forget it was anything but normal; unfortunately, many people were there to correct me.

I closed my eyes, not knowing what reaction to expect, until what I recognized as a voice of one of the girls in our class said, “Wow, you’re so cute! What’s your name?”

I froze. I didn’t know what to say in several different ways. In our rush to get here on time, we hadn’t even come up with any name to introduce me by.

Molly seemed to have it under control. “That’s Kat, she’s a friend. Just be careful, she gets anxious easily.”

She was very lucky she was so thoughtful and we had the same awful sense of humor, otherwise she wouldn’t get away with it that easily.

My grumpiness was allowed to exist for an entire second before I started getting bombarded with… compliments? What? How? I was somehow feeling overwhelmed in a way that wasn’t bad; I wasn’t able to pick up all the words, but ‘adorable’ and ‘cute’ were ones that got repeated a lot, which was making me feel all fuzzy. I didn’t understand; what was happening to me? I felt my face heat up a lot, and I couldn’t help but smile. Like, I literally couldn’t stop myself from smiling no matter how much I tried.

It didn’t make sense! Being complimented was supposed to remind me of how much I disliked how I looked and generally make me feel bad, not… whatever it felt like now! ...right?

In my confusion, I didn’t even notice everyone leaving us until it was just Molly and me.

“You know,” she started. “I don’t know how I expected you to react to something like that, but that certainly wasn’t on my list.”

I wondered what she meant by that and then realized I was still smiling. Bad mouth! You’re not supposed to do that! Because of… reasons…
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And just as I thought I was starting to have myself back under control, I noticed Lucy walking over to us. Lucy was Molly’s closest friend in class outside of me; she’d tried talking to me a couple of times, but I always felt too anxious to really properly get into conversation, so all I really knew about her was that she was really confident and openly gay. But, more importantly now, she was also normally tied with me for second tallest person in class, which meant that right now she was over a head taller than me.

For a moment, I thought she was just going to say hello to Molly, but then she spoke directly to me. “Hi there.”

“H-hi?” I attempted to respond.

“A mysterious friend, huh?” She looked me over. “Enjoy yourself tonight, cutie.” She winked at me.

What?

She started walking away and said to both of us, “Talk to ya later.”

Just as I thought I was under control, I suddenly was even less than before.

“Yup, she figured us out,” Molly commented. “Didn’t expect her to just flirt with you like that though.”

“Aaa?” I aaa’d.

“Oh, right, she just does that sometimes, don’t worry about it,” Molly said, as if it explained anything.

I suppose it did make some sense; it being just a thing Lucy did was far more likely than any other option. Too bad literally nothing else made any amount of sense.

Okay, I needed to calm down. I took a deep breath. Still wasn’t anywhere near calm, but it would have to do.

So what was the problem? I didn’t understand things, I was confused, it didn’t make sense. But there had to be sense somewhere, there had to be something to understand, otherwise it wouldn’t have happened, right?

The first question, then — why did being complimented feel different now? Like, I was still me underneath, and the body wasn’t really, like, a thing I’d earned or anything, even if it looked nice. Was it just that the compliments were different, and they actually partially applied this time around? But it was still about things that were very new and temporary; shouldn’t there be a disconnect because of that? Then again, I was already feeling pretty attached to my new ears and tail, and being short was hard to miss and certainly nicer than being tall.

Now that I thought about it, was I feeling nice about compliments because of the cat parts being complimented, or the g— the other parts? It was… both? But… why? I mean, the cat part was obvious; cats were good and cute and I still was amazed at how natural these parts felt for me, especially considering it wouldn’t be like that for most people.

But… why would I enjoy being complimented as a girl and not as a guy? I mean, I knew why I hated compliments as a guy; first of all, they were obvious lies, but also when people complimented my physical traits, they always presented the things I hated as good. And being complimented as a girl… Well, that didn’t really make much sense. Was it just, like, how it was supposed to feel to be complimented? But that still didn’t explain anything.

Okay, let’s make a huge assumption to help with this -- people generally enjoy being complimented. It’s pretty out there, I know, but I felt there might actually be something to it? If that was the case, then it probably meant that this was generally what you’re trying to achieve when complimenting someone, and that it worked? At least to a degree? But that would mean that guys liked being complimented as guys, and girls liked being complimented as girls, and, I mean, I’d always known I wasn’t exactly the norm of what being a guy was, but maybe…

Maybe, if I was actually handsome, then being called handsome wouldn’t feel so bad?

Bleh, no! What was I thinking? That’s even worse! I couldn’t imagine anyone wanting this! But if it was true that guys did usually want that…

Just as I thought I was starting to understand, it suddenly became more confusing than it was before.

I was taken out of my confusion spiral by a hand on my head.

“I must say, the way your ears flatten when you’re deep in thought is adorable,” Molly commented.

Aaaand my face was heating up again. Luckily, she handed me a cup of something to drink, which was when I noticed we were standing next to the tables. Apparently I’d followed her on autopilot when I was lost in my thoughts.

“Are you okay? I hope you aren’t retreating because you’re uncomfortable,” she asked.

I shook my head. “That’s not it. And honestly, it’s actually way better here than I expected.”

“But are you feeling okay here?” she repeated.

I looked at the big room, filled with small groups of talking people and too much light for my comfort. “It’s a bit overwhelming, but I can deal with it.”

She smiled and patted my head again. “I’m glad.”

I looked up at her hand. “You’re lucky you have the headpat privileges.”

“Do I, now?” She laughed.

I nodded. “You get to pat head. Nobody else gets to pat head.”

“Uh-huh. Well, I’m honored.” She patted my head more, which I was not opposed to.

The rest of the party was actually surprisingly calm. Most people just stood and talked with each other, which made me a bit grumpy about the fact we didn’t have chairs to just sit on. I’d really expected at least some people to do stuff like dancing, but aside from the two guys doing a rather impressive dance routine when some romantic song started to play, nobody really did that.

Meanwhile, I actually got to meet other girls Molly hung out with at school, since I was way too anxious to approach them normally. That meant that I had to interact with Lucy again, which made me a little anxious, but she didn’t make any references to what happened earlier, which also made me anxious. While I did feel less anxious about interacting with new people than I usually would, the transformation didn’t make me any better conversationalist, which led to most words said by me in the conversation being just apologies for not speaking much.

I was assured that it was okay, and at some point someone called me an ‘emotional support catgirl’; upon seeing my reaction to that, everybody involved decided that that was my nickname for the day. And of course, Molly made full use of her headpat privileges, which might have led to me leaning on her, including one time I might have leaned so hard I almost made us both fall to the floor, but really, it was her fault for being so good at headpatting more than anything.

The ride back to Molly’s place was very quiet, despite the fact that I did the unthinkable - I sat in the middle seat. I, of course, did it totally not for ease-of-getting-headpats related reasons. Not at all. The only real thing that happened was Molly’s mom shooting us (mostly me), knowing looks whenever we stopped at traffic lights; it was reassuring to know that at least one person involved seemed to have any knowledge of what was even happening at this point.

The comfort stopped however, when we arrived at the entrance corridor, and I was asked a question by Molly’s mom, “Now that you had some time to think about it, do you have anything to say? Or maybe more questions?”

And, listen, I knew I probably should have just asked about the confusing things, it would have been a really reasonable choice, except for one problem - I didn’t know anything about that stuff. I didn’t even know what kind of question to ask, and I definitely didn’t know if there wasn’t some sort of taboo around the topic. I was scared asking a question would get me a negative reaction, and if there was something I was terrible at dealing with, it was fear. Maybe I could have just asked a question like it was nothing, but I didn’t really want to risk that, especially given how nice the day was so far.

And so, I just meekly shook my head.

After Molly changed out of her costume, we ended up watching TV, and her hand landed on my head again. I was starting to strongly suspect she might have gotten enjoyment from doing that too, somehow. I didn’t know how it would even work, but given how eager she seemed to do it, I didn’t really know any other explanation either.

I was getting really relaxed until I was asked another terrifying question, “It’s getting close to when you’re supposed to be leaving, isn’t it?”

I just mumbled something akin to “not yet” and leaned on the couch more.

Molly sighed. “Fine, I’m sure you can stay a bit longer today.”

Both of us knew my parents would probably end up calling Molly’s mom if we did that, but she didn’t seem to object to the idea, so that was my plan now — stay here as long as possible.

And then Molly started scratching me behind my cat ear. It was like the feeling of scratching a nasty itch, except without the itch, and it wasn’t really that much, but for some reason it really got to me, resulting in my slumping onto Molly’s lap. She didn’t seem to mind as she continued scratching, so I decided to stay there for the moment. The moment that ended up turning into fifteen minutes.

“You’re not going to fall asleep on my lap, are you?” Molly joked.

“I don’t know, it hasn’t happened yet,” I joked back. “I just wanna stay like this,” I added, barely above a whisper.

“Seriously though, we should probably start thinking about undoing this whole thing,” she said.

What was it with these two today saying all the scary things? Halloween was supposed to be spooky, not actually scary. And I definitely didn’t want to think about that stuff yet.

“Not yet,” I simply repeated.

I was starting to become increasingly aware of a hole in my logic — even if I just kept delaying it, I was pretty sure that having more time wouldn’t help me deal with it having to end. And I didn’t want it to end. I knew it had to, I couldn’t just stay like this forever, but I just couldn’t let myself let it end. I didn’t want to go back to what I used to be before. I wanted to stay like this forever, stay in here, next to Molly, where I was actually comfortable for once.

“I want to stay like this forever,” I mumbled in the tiniest voice possible.

Molly’s hand stopped in its tracks.

Did she hear what I just said?

Then, I realized the implications of what I said, and shot up to the sitting position with full intention to run. I didn’t know where I intended to run to, I didn’t know what I’d do there, I didn’t think about any potential consequences of doing so if I succeeded, I was just a scared cat wanting to run.

But before I got time to stand up, Molly’s arms wrapped around me, keeping me in place.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t really think about how this whole thing could affect you until… well, until now. I didn’t think, I just went with the idea because it seemed fun.”

I just sank further into her embrace, still very confused.

“You’re feeling comfortable like this, aren’t you? Not just the cat parts, but everything else too?” She asked.

“M-maybe?” I lied, my tone betraying the true answer.

That was it, wasn’t it? The moment of truth. I had to admit, it was pretty scary.

“Shhh...” She squeezed me closer and put one hand on the back of my head. “It’s okay, there’s nothing wrong with that, just… Fuck, it was so obvious now that I think about it, I’m so stupid.”

“There’s no talking like this about anyone in this household, especially yourself,” Molly’s mom joined in on the conversation. “You were focussed on something else, it’s an understandable mistake.” She then put her hand on my shoulder and I turned my head to her. “Okay, I’m assuming you don’t know anything about gender stuff?”

Gender? I mean, I knew that it was a thing that existed, and not really much else. I shook my head.

“I figured. I was trying to encourage you to ask in case you had any doubts, but that didn’t work,” she said.

“I… I didn’t know if it was okay to talk about something like this… I’ve never heard anyone talk about it before, and I was scared that it might have been a bad thing,” I finally spoke.

“I see… It’s absolutely okay to talk about it, and, for the future, it’s okay to ask me about anything, I promise.” She took a big breath. “For now, all you need to know is that it’s okay for you to stay like this for however long you want. I can handle explaining the whole situation to your parents. Would you want that?”

Still doubting it was an actual, real option, I shyly nodded.

“Okay, then it’s time for me to make the awkward phone call.” She started walking towards the kitchen.

“Um…” I started, loudly for her to hopefully hear me.

She turned back. “What is it, dear?”

I awkwardly looked down to the side. “Can… can staying like this involve the… cat parts?”

“Of course it can.” She smiled and continued her way to the kitchen.

“Hey,” Molly said to get my attention. “I’m so sorry for causing you so much stress.”

Was my anxiety and confusion really so visible?

“I-it’s okay,” I mumbled.

“So… How are you feeling?” She asked.

I considered it for a moment. “Relieved, but also… really embarrassed for some reason.”

“It’s okay.” She squeezed me closer again. “I’ve heard that this part gets better quickly if you let it.”

She then started to scratch behind my ear once more, and this time, knowing everything would be okay, I allowed myself to fully relax into it.

I vaguely knew that there were people out there with non-human parts before, but that evening, when I became one of them, I was also informed about how it really worked. Apparently, there were a lot more people like that than I thought, most just had ways of transforming to a fully human form for the sake of practicality and safety, but there still were the ones that preferred to stay one way, and there were accessibility aids for them, made by people like them. Or like us, I supposed. I really had to get used to that part.

But outside of that, the rest of that day was really warm, and soft, and pleasant. I was apparently allowed to stay the night at Molly’s place, and she was taking full advantage of that. We talked a bit, and she threatened to take me shopping for ‘proper’ clothes, promising it would be better than it used to be. After she released me from the very long hug, it didn’t take long for me to end up in the same position as earlier.

I might have, or might have not, actually ended up falling asleep on her lap. I guess you’ll never know.
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True Family

 

We sat at the table in awkward silence during a family dinner, though I suppose ‘uncomfortable’ was a better word here. My sisters and our Mom were wearing some fancy clothes you’d normally wear to visit relatives you didn’t seen in a while, and I stood out like a sore thumb wearing my usual hoodie and jeans; not like I had anything fancy to wear anyways, Mom generally didn’t get me clothes I found uncomfortable. The only person to whom the mood of the table didn’t apply was the one who caused it - our father.

According to our Mom, when she’d first married him, he had actually been an okay guy, a very kind one even, but after several years… Well, from what I understood, he’d discovered one of those weird conservative spaces on the internet and basically got indoctrinated, which led to him becoming, to put it gently, a huge jerk. It’d started small, but quickly escalated - some inappropriate comments, then the discussions, and then just yelling, lots of yelling, mostly at me, the then five year old who didn’t meet some imaginary standard of masculinity.

Luckily, Mom’d realized rather quickly that she wouldn’t be able to solve the problems peacefully, and filed a divorce. One useful thing that came from whatever the ideology our father adopted exactly was, was that he had no intention of behaving appropriately in front of the judge. Who happened to be a woman. Since then, he could only visit us once every couple months, which was honestly still too much.

And it all led us to now, with yet another very unwanted visit

“You know, son, after all these years, I thought someone would have got you to stop being so picky and choosy ‘bout what you eat,” my father said, in that voice that sounded confrontational, but pretended to be polite.

Just hearing the tone of his voice gave me chills. I shouldn’t have responded, I knew I should have just kept it to myself, but I also knew that saying nothing would only make things even worse.

“Do you really think that I wouldn’t have stopped by now if I did it on purpose? That I wouldn’t get bored?” I asked, trying to keep a level tone.

“Speaking of your eating habits, you haven’t been eating any soy, have you? You still look an awful lot like your sister.” He disregarded what I said. Of course he did.

“We’re literally twins, dad.” I really hoped he wouldn’t notice that change in my tone.

“That’s just an excuse.” He paused for a couple seconds. “Say… How are you doing in school, huh?”

“My grades are fine.” I knew this wasn’t what he was talking about, but I had to try.

He simply shook his head. “No, how is your P.E. going? Have you joined any sports club, now that you’re a high schooler? Or maybe you've even decided to finally man up and stand up to your bullies?”

I hated that word. I didn’t know why, but it hurt. I took a breath to steady myself.

“I already told you, I’m not bullied anymore.”

He laughed the fakest, most obnoxious laugh I’ve ever heard. “I’ll believe it when I see it. With you making yourself such a target; I bet you don’t even have any friends of your own!”

Of course he brought that up again. So what if I happened to share all of my friends with my twin sister? And she’d technically talked to them first since I was too anxious to? They were my friends too! They talked with me normally even when Lulu wasn’t around!

I needed to calm down.

I took a deep breath.

His words wouldn’t get me angry as easily as his voice made me scared.

“Okay, let me get one thing clear,” I said calmly, “I don’t know what kind of person you think I’m supposed to be or whatever, but I’m not that, and I don’t want to be.”

Surprisingly, I didn’t get interrupted, but I could clearly see anger on his face now.

“You’re supposed to be a fucking man,” he growled. “And you should fucking act like one for once in your life.”

In that quick moment, all of my resolve evaporated. I wasn’t scared, or angry, but some sort of dam got broken, and I was suddenly on the verge of crying.

“Okay, that’s enough!” I vaguely heard my mom in the background.

I couldn’t stay there. I had to run and hide and hope he wouldn’t come after me.

And so I did, I stood up from the table, making much more noise than I’d like to in a rush, and quickly retreated to our room. I jumped onto the lower bed, and started crying into the pillow. I didn’t know why that word affected me so much, I didn’t even know how I could cry after three years of not being able to, all I knew was that, once I let them, the tears just kept flowing and flowing.

After a short bit, I heard a rhythmic knock on the door. It was Lulu. Even after all the times I’d already told her that she didn’t need to knock to enter what was also her own room. To her credit, she did enter without waiting for an answer I was probably unable to deliver.

I heard her gasp, then the closing door, and then I felt her sit down on the bed next to me and gently squeeze my hand. “Shhh... It’s okay, I’m here.”

I just let myself cry, hearing periodic re-assurements from Lulu. I dug through the confusing torrent of painful emotions, desperately trying to find something, anything, that could have made me lose it like that, but it all just kept coming back to that stupid word. Not my father, not his attitude to everything to do with me, just this one word, and I did not understand why it hurt so much.

Eventually, my crying started to calm down somewhat, and I slowly sat up, only to get instantly enveloped in a hug from my sister. “It’s been a while since I’ve seen you cry like that; did he really scare you that much?”

I shook my head, not feeling ready to speak quite yet.

“Then what was it?” She asked carefully.

“Dunno,” I sniffed quietly.

Another knock, this time our Mom’s. Lulu looked to me for agreement, and I nodded.

“Come in,” she said.

In the corner of my eyes I saw the door opening, and then heard another gasp.

And just like that, I was also being hugged by Mom, “Oh god, baby, I’m so sorry, I should have said something sooner.” She ran her hand over my head. “It’s okay, he’s gone now.”

I didn’t even realize how much tension was in my body until I heard that it was safe, that I could feel at home again. In my fragile state, some new tears started to flow as I slumped into my Mom’s embrace.

“Remember what I always told you — it’s not being related to someone that matters, it’s if someone loves you no matter who you turn out to be. If he can’t do that, then he doesn’t matter,” she said.

She was right, of course. I knew that he cared about his idea of his son, and not me, but… “I just… I just don’t understand why it hurts so much… Why did it make me cry for the first time in years… It’s just one word…” I managed to get out between my cries.

“Just one… Which word?” Mom asked.

I shook my head again. I was not saying that word.

After a couple seconds of silence, I heard a quiet “oh” from my sister.

A moment later I felt Mom nod, then she pulled away from me, and wiped a tear from my eye. “I love you honey, but I think Lucy will handle that one better,” she said, after which she left the room.

After a couple more minutes, my crying finally stopped and I calmed down somewhat.

“Hey, you said that that word hurt you, right? Then how about you try out something else?” Lulu asked.

I was starting to become rather confused. “What do you mean?”

“Well… We are pretty much the same size, so you could just borrow some of my clothes to see how it feels,” she suggested.

Honestly, I still didn’t understand what she meant or what was going on, but… I had to admit I might have been a tiny bit envious of some of the clothes she got to wear for some time now. And by ‘some’ I mean most of them… And by ‘a tiny bit’ I mean a lot…

Needless to say, when she opened her wardrobe and told me to pick what I liked, I spent a couple of minutes just looking at it all. In the end, I picked out a safe combination of one of her looser pairs of pants, and a fluffy sweater.

When I finally stood in front of the mirror, I had trouble processing it all. Logically, I knew that slightly different clothes shouldn’t make that much of a difference, but… Somehow, it completely recontextualised my reflection to make it something I didn’t mind seeing, but also… somehow, it made me look like I wasn’t Lulu’s brother, and it wasn’t until that very moment that I realized I didn’t want to be one.

I wanted to always be seen the way I saw myself in that very moment. I could see my face grow red, and the smile that was forming on it regardless. I felt the tears come back, but this time, I didn’t feel upset.

“How do you feel? Do you like it?” Lulu asked.

I nodded, not taking my eyes from the mirror.

“Do you want to try on more stuff?”

I nodded enthusiastically.

After that, I kept trying on different things until I started to run out of breath, and I loved every single one of them. Eventually, I settled on a turquoise skirt, light gray blouse, and very long socks with white and light pink stripes, which for some reason were still in their original packaging until that evening. Lulu also brushed my shoulder length hair into a more flattering style, and just like that, we looked like twin sisters, and for some reason, that made me very, very happy.

After that, came the hard part, the part where we left our room to show off how I could look. It might have been hard to take that step, but in the end, I knew that my family would still love me for who I was.
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"My best friend turned into a girl and now I can't control myself around her" story, but I tried my best to make it actually good

 

I finally worked up the courage to press the bell. I’d been worried practically all day now, since my best friend had messaged me this morning saying that he wouldn’t be coming to school because he’d transformed in his sleep. He hadn’t answered me after I’d asked about what exactly that transformation was, so I’d decided to give him some space. I knew that everything would eventually be all right; it was just a thing that happened sometimes to some people. It was rare, but it was relatively well understood, and it supposedly never actually went bad.

And yet still, I couldn’t help but be worried.

Finally, his mom opened the door. “Please, come in.”

We stopped awkwardly in the corridor; it was obvious, I probably had to be prepared to go up and meet him.

“So, uh, is he alright?” I asked somewhat foolishly.

“They’re… Well, they still need some time, but they’re doing better than I would have expected. And please, do use they/them for now,” she answered.

I nodded. I didn’t exactly understand, but from what she said I had a decent idea of what she meant, and I wasn’t one to go out of my way to disrespect others.

After thanking me for my non-existent understanding, she invited me to the living room. I’d been there too many times to count, but the suspension of the reveal still made it rather difficult. I walked through the door and around the corner a… rather beautiful girl revealed herself.

“Oh, hi. So, uh, I guess this is me now,” she said. I mean, they said, right? Yeah, they, at least ‘for now’, whatever that meant.

I spent an embarrassingly long amount of time just standing still, recovering from the surprise. I wouldn’t exactly say I hadn’t expected it in some way; the thought of that being the kind of transformation my friend had endured had crossed my mind a time or two or seven during the day, but I thought it was just my brain being kinda garbage, I hadn’t expected it to be what had actually happened.

After realizing I did what could be seen as staring, I quickly corrected myself. “Oh, right, sorry. Yes, hi.” I looked to the side, ashamed.

My friend — for some reason I couldn’t bring myself to even think their name anymore — nodded, and invited me to sit on a couch.

“So, like I said, I guess this is me now...” They repeated.

“So how are you feeling? Are you going to try to find a way to change back or something?” I asked them.

“That’s not possible, actually. We did some reading on that, and it turns out it’s something called ‘true permanent’ transformation, so there’s no going back…” they admitted.

“Oh… That… that sounds awful.”

“Oh, right, yeah, it kinda does if you say it like that I guess, but it isn’t exactly the full story. Those transformations aren’t something that happens to people, it’s more like people do it to themselves subconsciously, and even if this wasn’t the case, it’s apparently impossible to cast a permanent transformation on someone without their consent.” They sighed deeply. “In other words, some part of me thought it would be for the best for me to look like that, and while I’m unsure if I agree with it, I… don’t exactly dislike it either… Turns out, this whole gender thing is more complicated than most people make it out to be… I hope it’s okay with you.”

For some reason during their explanation, I started feeling… weird. Unpleasant, in a way, and I really hoped it wasn’t visible, as I just wanted to support my friend.

“I-I mean, all that really matters is that you’re okay with this.” I tried my best to sound supportive, and kinda failed.

I didn’t understand why I was suddenly having problems controlling my tone and words. I've been doing that for years, but something about the current situation seemed to interfere with it.

My friend looked at me curiously for a moment, then said. “Yeah, I know, thanks… I hope you don’t mind, but I think I’ll need some alone time to really put this all together…”

“Absolutely. Umm, just let me know if you want to talk or… anything…” I replied awkwardly.

“I’m glad you understand. If everything goes alright, I might show up in school on Friday if I’m feeling ready.”

Friday? But it was already Wednesday, and not only could this stuff be apparently organized so quickly, but also they were actually considering it? I mean, they did seem more open with the way they spoke compared to before, but it was still a huge change from avoiding going to school under any possible excuse.

We then proceeded to say our goodbyes, and I was on my way home.

I could have taken a tram there, but I decided to take the half-hour walk instead. After all, I had things to think about, and surprisingly, it wasn’t my friend. Their case was surprisingly straightforward; either they felt comfortable like this, and I would support them, or they didn’t, and I would help as I could to get them to where they could be comfortable. After all, they were still my best friend I’d known for years, a person I was really close to. This didn’t change anything in that regard.

But… some part of me apparently didn’t agree. I was feeling all weird since seeing them, sometimes even going as far as getting some hurt in my stomach, and… I had absolutely no idea why…

I reached the door to our apartment without getting any answers from myself. I guessed I had to do it the hard way then… And big surprise, our parents weren’t home yet. Who could have predicted that? It’s not like they did that every single day.

I met my sister, Sophie, in the kitchen. “Oh, hi. Back so soon? I hope it went okay.”

I’d messaged her what I knew when I was in school to let her know I’d be out late, so she knew as much as I did before I visited my friend.

“Umm, yeah, they’re actually doing better than I expected.”

“They?” she asked.

“Yeah, it turns out they kinda, uhh… transformed into a girl…” I answered.

“Huh. So the shy shortie might have been a girl… Must be kinda cute.”

It was entirely fair for her to make that assumption; that’s the one I would have made. After all, they were the shy kid that needed protection from the bullies, at least for the last couple of years. It wasn’t easy being the confident one, but at least I could do it, and had the body to put behind it, things my friend lacked, so I did it for them. Now, however…

“Actually, they kinda got taller? Like, still shorter than me, but taller than you I think…” I said.

“Taller than me? Damn, that’s some unexpected development. Can’t wait to see them come out of their shell and see how it’ll turn out,” Sophie said.

“You’re saying this as if it was a sure outcome…”

“I mean, I’m dating a witch, you pick up on stuff like that. Trust me, they’ll be alright,” she responded.

“I guess…”

“Now what’s got you to lose your cool like that?”

Oh no, was it that obvious? I’d calmed down a bit by now, and if Sophie’d noticed it, they surely did. Great, they already had enough to worry about; I was supposed to help them, not give them more trouble! And what was I doing, making it all about myself again?

“The thing is… I… I don’t understand what’s going on. I went over everything I could come up with on my way here, and… I have no idea…” I admitted.

“Well, that kinda sucks… I’m sure you’ll figure it out though, sooner or later,” she tried to console me, and I guess it helped a little.

I nodded and headed to the bathroom. I didn’t exactly know why I did, but the answer came as soon as I let the water flow from the sink, and splashed it onto my face. I had to calm down.

I looked in the mirror, and I didn’t recognise the face staring back at me. It was normal for me to feel that way; my reflection never quite felt like it was me, which actually helped me fake the confidence I needed.

The rest of my body contributed, too; I was tall, broad-shouldered, and, thanks to my morning workout routine, in quite good shape. At some point when I was a kid, I’d gotten kinda fat, to a degree that my parents got me a private trainer to help; that’d been mostly a disaster, but the habit to exercise every morning stayed. You’d think that’d mean P.E. was easy for me, but I actually was kinda bad at team sports, and the hyper-competitive nature of most of the guys really rubbed me the wrong way.

So there I was, with a face and a body that didn’t feel like mine, but they served their purpose. I would have assumed that this wasn’t how one was supposed to feel, but they kept telling us that you’re supposed to be at turmoil with yourself during puberty, so I just assumed it was normal.

As it became more clear that my odd feelings would fade soon enough, I went hunting for shiny Pokémon to distract myself until it was the time to go to sleep.

The next day went by surprisingly slower, and, for some reason, I was feeling worse than when I was worried sick about my friend. I honestly kinda hated myself for that, being selfish again, instead of supporting my friend… They’d asked me to give them time, and I did just that, so at least I didn’t make anything worse. I hoped I didn’t anyway, I wouldn’t put it past me to have somehow screwed up without even knowing.

I spent my evening the way I spent it the day before, with the exception of getting a message from my best friend. To my great surprise, they said they’d decided they’d come to school the next day, and asked me to meet them fifteen minutes before classes started. I answered I’d show up; of course I would, even if I wasn’t as determined to support my friend as I was, I literally lived five minutes away from school.

That situation was making me all weird again; the thought of my friend going back to school already, the thought of seeing them, their new face, again… It left me with a weird pang in my chest every single time. Needless to say, I had a rather hard time falling asleep that day.

As I arrived at school, and walked through relatively empty corridors, I wondered if my friend was actually going to show up. My worries were dispersed quickly, though, as I saw them standing next to the door to our classroom.

They… They were… well, beautiful, obviously but also just… the way they presented themself was just… wow. They wore white sports shoes, tight jeans, and a long-ish white t-shirt with a black flower print. Their long straight black hair was brushed to one side in a way that was… well, really cool.

But… despite the fact they looked so different, I couldn’t help to recognize them as my best friend — not, like, physically, but spiritually or something. I just looked at them and my brain had no problems connecting the mostly shy dork I’d known for years with the stunning girl standing in front of me.

“Oh, hey, you came,” they said as they noticed me.

Even the way they spoke was just… more confident, more honest. It was doing some things to me I didn’t even understand.

“Umm, yeah, of course, I want to help,” I replied. “So, uh, are you going to wait outside for the teacher to introduce you?”

Why was I losing my cool again? I was specifically trying my best to avoid it, my friend had enough worries!

“Actually, I kinda want to do it myself. It’s just… important, you know?”

I tried my best to hide my surprise, something I was becoming increasingly bad at…

The rest of the time before classes was spent on awkward smalltalk, all the awkwardness of course coming from me, despite my best efforts. I also gave them the notes from the classes they’d missed, but due to my uselessness during those days, they weren’t of much use…

Every single class that day started the same way, though the first one was the biggest event. My best friend gave an introduction in front of the entire class, and they were confident doing that too. And it wasn’t just any kind of confidence, but the energetic kind that was extremely difficult, if not impossible to fake. Trust me, I've tried. They just weren’t ashamed to show themself like that at all. I wondered what that felt like, and felt a painful pang of envy.

Despite all that, something was still bothering them. Most people probably didn’t notice, but I could tell. During P.E. they sat at the bench, not having bought proper clothes for it yet. They looked lost in their thoughts, and I caught them looking at me a few times. I, of course, was doing even worse than usual, and I even got hit with a high-speed ball to the face once. At least I didn’t lose any teeth this time…

Luckily for both of us, that was our last class that day, and I met them up not far from the changing rooms. We walked out of the school in awkward silence between us, and they just stopped. I turned around to face them, and they looked rather stressed.

“I can’t keep putting this off, we need to talk,” they said.

“Okay.” I found that it was easier not to stammer if I kept what I said as short as possible.

“Cool. You know how I said that some part of me wanted to look like this?” they asked.

“Yeah.”

“Well, yeah, I think this part is kinda all of me, so…” They took a deep breath. “Can you please call me Abigail? And use she/her pronouns?”

“O-oh, sure.”

“Wait, just like that? You’re okay with this?” Abigail half-yelled.

“Y-yeah, I mean… if you feel better like this, then I... don’t really see a reason why I wouldn’t be okay with it?”
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“I guess that sounds like you, it’s just… you’ve started acting all weird around me since I changed, and I guess I was just kinda scared I was going to lose my best friend.” She sighed in relief. “I’m glad that wasn’t the case, but still, what’s gotten into you?”

“I… don’t really know. It’s not just around you, I’ve been actually ‘all weird’ all the time since Wednesday afternoon, and I have no idea why, or even what I’m feeling… I think I just need some time to figure it out on my own…”

“Huh… That’s fair, I guess; you gave me time to work out stuff, so I should give you time too.” She paused for a minute, as we started to walk again. “By the way, don’t worry if you’re having trouble connecting how I am now to the… old me. Even I still have problems with that.”

“Uhh, I actually kinda don’t have that problem? Like, something about you translated or something, and I can pick up on that? You’re still you in my eyes…” I answered.

“Oh, that’s kinda neat. A good thing, too, cause I’m still your bestie; don’t you think you’ll be getting rid of me that easily!” She smiled and nudged my arm, which somehow made me feel tight in my chest.

“By the way, a lot has happened this week, but are we still up to meet up at your place tomorrow?” Abigail asked.

Oh, right, we’d planned that back on Monday; we’d sort of just wanted to hang out and play games. That felt like it was so long ago…

“I… guess it should still be okay, as long as you’re still up for this, I’ll just need to fill my folks in, and update Sophie on the whole ‘name and pronouns’ thing,” I answered.

“Oh, of course you’ve been telling her everything.”

“I-I mean, it’s Sophie,” I countered.

“Yeah, that’s fair.” She smiled again.

We then walked towards the tram stop, and had some slightly less awkward, not quite smalltalk.

When I got back home, Sophie welcomed me by eagerly asking, “So how are they doing?”

“S-She goes by Abigail now,” I stammered.

“Oh. I didn’t expect her to come to terms with being trans that fast, to be honest.”

“Trans?” I asked.

“You know, transgender, the thing where people aren’t the gender initially people see them as,” she explained.

“Huh… I guess it makes sense that... that it’d be a thing.”

“So, besides that predictable revelation, how’s she doing?”

“Better than on Wednesday, and… way better than before that… She’s even all… confident now and stuff…”

“I mean, it makes sense, she doesn’t have the stuff weighing her down anymore.”

“She’s got me and my weird… feelings weighing her down…”

“Aren’t you exaggerating a bit there?”

“She… She was all scared that I was going to react to her badly because of how I acted around her…”

“Oh wow… Now that is bad, you couldn’t hurt a fly. You’d rather run away and hide.”

“I-I’m not scared of flies, it’s just... moths…”

“And butterflies. And most other things.”

“D-Don’t change the subject! It’s serious! I don’t know what’s happening to me and I don’t know what to do and… and…” I paused. “I… I don’t even care how much it hurts me anymore, I just want it to stop affecting people around me…”

“You know, that’s not a good way to deal with that kind of stuff.”

“T-then what am I supposed to do? I… for the last couple years all I could do to control my feelings was just pushing them down so I could function normally, and it wasn’t even a choice I made, it just kinda happened, and now it’s not working and I’m lost on what to do…”

“Okay, first of all, that is no way to manage your feelings, that’s how you get toxic masculinity.”

I shuddered at that thought. I wanted to be as far away as possible from that.

“T-then what am I supposed to do? I… I don’t know any other way…”

“Well, I’d suggest you try letting yourself just feel what you’re feeling. Remember when we were younger and I used to tell you to just let yourself cry it out? It’s kinda like that.”

I did indeed remember that. Despite all the trouble literally everyone who wasn’t Sophie or Abigail gave me whenever I cried, crying in Sophie’s arms was still a positive memory.

“And if that doesn’t work, it still might help you figure out why you’re feeling that way,” she added.

“That… actually makes a lot of sense… Thank you.”

“Anytime. Now what do you want for dinner?”

I spent the rest of the day trying to follow my sister’s advice, and it did actually help a bit. The only real hiccup was when I accidentally looked in the mirror again. The face that looked back at me was a complete stranger, though even I had to admit he looked conventionally attractive. Despite that, for some reason, I found him rather ugly. I never could put a finger on why I did, but that didn’t exactly change how I felt — I just didn’t like him.

It wasn’t until ten in the evening that the lack of our parents around started to be suspicious. When I asked Sophie about it, she told me they’d left for another one of their weekend trips about an hour before I was back from the school, and they wouldn’t be back until Tuesday around noon, which they’d neglected to tell me was happening. To be fair, it was better than before they’d decided we were old enough to stay home; let me tell you, having large amount of weekends unavailable for resting because our parents wanted to take pictures of some antique buildings in a city halfway across the country, or even worse, go mountain hiking, wasn’t exactly doing any favors to our already exhausted by school minds. They’d called it ‘active resting’, but neither me nor Sophie’d found any actual rest in it.

I still didn’t like how they’d always neglected to tell me about this stuff, like all the times I’d found out about our weekend trips or family visits on a day before basis… Sure, I wasn’t so great at communicating, but still, they were the adults, they were my parents, the people I was supposed to learn the communicating from the most, and it felt like they gave me practically nothing to work with; and that’s not even mentioning that we weren’t even really that close if it wasn’t me who put in the effort to initiate the conversations.

With that one more thing to sulk about, I went to bed in the weird state of feeling both better and worse than before.

Saturday came, and so did Abigail, currently sitting next to me and effortlessly beating my butt at racing games. She’d always done that, but this time, it was different, and I didn’t mean the obvious thing. Abigail was the kind of person who played games a lot and got really good at them. I was the kind of person who played a lot of games and got above average at them at best. That information, combined with the fact that I obviously wasn’t doing as ‘well’ as usual, made the fact that she was still noticeably better than usual really impressive.

“You got better at this,” I barely piped in between my best attempts at focus.

“Well, it’s easier to do stuff when you don’t constantly feel like shit,” Abigail casually said as she crossed the finish line.

I was a little taken aback by the word use. It wasn’t like she never swore, but it was always very serious when she did.

Having noticed my surprise, she added. “Oh, right, I guess I haven’t explained it to you yet…”

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

“It’s okay, I want to.” She took a deep breath. “So there’s this thing called gender dysphoria. A lot of trans people have it. It’s basically a varying amount of discomfort when something points out stuff to do with gender or things that don’t fit who you are. Like your body doesn’t feel right because certain parts are generally prescribed to certain genders, or when people treat you a certain way only because they perceive you as gender that you’re not. It can be big things that are very general, but it can also be the tiniest, silliest things that you hate yourself for even noticing. It doesn’t even need to be much to really screw you up, it can just be a barely noticeable feeling of general wrongness that wouldn’t really do that much, but it doesn’t go away, and over the years it slowly tears away at you until you feel like all that’s left is an empty shell. Apparently a lot of people even get suicidal about that stuff if it’s not addressed properly… So yeah, I’d been kinda experiencing that stuff, basically since the puberty started, if not longer; and I’d never even noticed! I just thought it was normal, because… well, it was for me… So, umm, I’m still kinda new to this, but I hope I explained it well enough…”

That was… a lot… I couldn’t even begin to imagine how something like this could feel like, even though everything she said sounded… strangely familiar… I’d probably been just noticing the way stuff affected her, even if I didn’t realize it back then. Or something. Either way, not only from what she said, but from her tone too, I could tell it’d hurt her a lot more than I thought…

“I’m sorry…” I answered.

“Thanks.” She paused for a moment. “Speaking of feeling like shit… I can see you’re still not doing too well; are you sure you don’t want to talk about it?”

“I… actually am not sure of anything at this point, but yesterday I talked about that with Sophie, and it kinda helped, so if you want to…” I trailed off. She gestured for me to go on, and I nodded. “She told me to let myself just feel my feelings and see where that goes, which kinda made me realize how bad my method of dealing with stuff like that was before… You know how I used to really easily get emotional and overwhelmed when we were younger?” She nodded. “Well, at some point I just started being able to hide this stuff and push it down, though… I didn’t exactly get a choice in the matter, it just sort of happened on its own, and it meant that I could help people easier, and people like our classmates, or… my parents... didn’t give me a hard time like they used to anymore… So I just kinda… went along with it, and only now it’s catching up to me…”

“I swear, one faithful day I will stab your parents. Probably right after Sophie…” She sighed deeply. “But seriously, I’ve… actually thought about this stuff lately. I mean, when I was figuring the whole ‘being a girl’ thing, I did a lot of introspection, and… we both changed the ways we acted around the same time, but because of my dysphoria and depression, I didn’t really notice that you were changing because of the hurt too… And you not only didn’t get the mental health care you obviously needed because of your stupid parents, but also… I haven’t exactly been a great friend, I relied on you way too much, without really considering how it affected you… And yeah, you can say that you wanted to help, and I’m grateful for that, but… you obviously didn’t know how it’d end up, and, I mean, neither did I, but… I’m sorry is what I’m trying to say.”

“It’s okay. We made mistakes, but it’s in the past, we know better now, or at least, we try to, I guess.” I tried, and failed, to say something that sounded smart.

Abigail gently laughed. “Okay, you dork, what do you want to play next?”

We spent the rest of the afternoon playing various games on my Switch, and at the end, I also showed her my shiny Eevee, which we then evolved into Sylveon. After only half an hour’s discussion, we named her Cutie.

Sunday passed simultaneously very slowly, and way too fast. Turns out, there was another thing that had made a return after a good few years, and that was my anxiety about going to school. After I’d ‘learned’ how to hide my emotions, even from myself, it hadn’t really been a big issue, aside from the couple times when my less than ideal academic performance’d really showed itself.

But now, it was only becoming more and more clear just how scared I was, and of course, to make it even better, I had no idea why that was. I really didn’t want to do this… But I didn’t even understand what ‘this’ was, it didn’t make any sense, I just wanted to stay here and hide like I… used… to…

I didn’t want to be seen. There was something wrong. I used to hide a lot as a child when I became upset, or guilty, or embarrassed, or simply didn’t want to be seen. When I hadn’t wanted to bother people with my presence. It was like an instinct, it was natural for me to do it. And now I didn’t know what was happening and I was losing my defenses and just didn’t want to get hurt, so I wanted to hide in a place that was safe until whatever it was that was happening to me didn’t do that anymore.

By Monday morning I was positively terrified. I didn’t even know if I could really do this, I wanted to just ask Sophie if it’d be okay if I stayed home, but I knew that even if she agreed, I’d still get a very hard time from our parents, who definitely wouldn’t understand. I did not want to deal with my parents being upset with me without my defenses. But I had to do something.

I opened up my closet. If I couldn’t have a safe place to hide, I should at least have some cover. After a minute of searching, I found my hoodie. Since I no longer could use my ugly body as a disguise, I needed to at least cover it up. Doing the world a favor and all that.

All could have gone smoothly, if it wasn’t for Sophie catching me just as I was about to walk out.

“Are you seriously going to walk out dressed like that?”

“Yeah, why?” I answered.

“It’s already still summer temperature outside,” she deadpanned.

“Oh come on, Abigail got away with doing this for years.”

“I’m… not sure you realize just what connection you’re making here, but… I guess if it makes you feel better… Just try not to get a heat stroke.”

“I’ll do my best, bye!” I said as I left the apartment.

On my route to school, I thought about what Sophie had said. I guess the fact that I was drawing a connection to Abigail as an excuse to justify similar actions could imply that the reasons behind why we did those things were also rather close. Knowing what I knew now, it was rather easy to understand her potential motivation — she wanted to cover herself up, because when people looked at her, they saw someone that wasn’t her, and she understandably didn’t want them to see that.

Wait.

Wasn’t that exactly how I was feeling? Not just in that moment, but for years now?

If it was, then why did I initially react literally the opposite way she did? While she started to hide, I abandoned my instinct to, instead opting to… to… use the idea that it wasn’t me people looked at as a shield. I suddenly realized that it wasn’t that different from just hiding, it just happened internally, and paradoxically looked like the exact opposite thing from the outside.

It was at the moment I reached the school that I realized I had no idea where I was going with that train of thought, so I did the totally responsible thing and abandoned it.
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The first couple of classes were a living hell. Not in any physically measurable way, but just spiritually. What I could only assume was an anxiety-fueled stomachache had returned, and quickly increased throughout the day, so I decided to lie to the P.E. teacher that I’d forgotten my change of clothes.

I absolutely despised the fact that we weren’t allowed to have a phone, or even a book to read while sitting on the benches. Not only was there literally no reason for that rule, but, especially now, it also left me to my thoughts without any distraction other than what was going on on the field, and let me tell you, it wasn’t exactly making things any better for me…

I tried to watch Abigail and other girls play volleyball. It made me feel envious, but that was normal; the atmosphere around girls during P.E. was much better than around guys, and they seemed genuinely content with playing sports the way that didn’t include serious risks of injury. But today, there was more than that — Abigail seemed to have integrated really quickly, and was overall one of the more physically active players, but more than that, she seemed to legitimately enjoy herself. It kinda hurt thinking about it, so I turned to watch how it was going on the guys’ side.

It was, in fact, exactly as usual. Remember the serious risks of injury I mentioned? The fact that it almost never happened seemed like some sort of statistical anomaly of cosmic proportions. With the great variety of sports, from soccer to non-American football, these guys somehow found the energy to be somewhat-selfish show-offs literally every single time this hellspawn of a class came, for literally the entire duration of it. I honestly didn’t even understand how they managed to do any team-sporting with those attitudes, which clearly showed in my inability to do the same with them. But at this point, looking at them, and realizing I’d need to go among them again eventually, was honestly… just scary… I shuddered at the realization it was practically inevitable; sooner or later I’d need to go back there…

So, that was how I spent over half an hour now, looking to the girls’ side, then to the guys’ side, then trying to pretend that I could distract myself with the ceiling for a couple seconds, and repeat. I barely even noticed that I started to heat up, which was then followed by a strange feeling of coldness in my limbs. It wasn’t until my stomach ache evolved into full-on nausea that I decided enough was enough, and asked the teacher if I could go to the toilet, to which I got an uncharacteristic “Sure, kid.”

I was a bit confused until I saw my face in the mirror -- I looked more than a little sick. But there was something else to my face. I leaned on a sink to get a better look, and realized that my hands and legs were also shaking. I ignored this increasingly less minor case of my body malfunctioning to finally notice what was wrong — while I’d normally disliked the person in the mirror, it was just a passive feeling, something I could ignore if I really tried, now I felt nothing but pure hate for him.

My breathing got heavier and erratic, my face heating up even more, and as my stomach got worse, I rushed to one of the stalls. Luckily, the nausea didn’t end up going anywhere besides just a very unpleasant feeling, and about five minutes later I felt safe enough to exit. As I washed my hands, I shot a quick glance at the mirror -- I looked like even more of a mess than before; even my hair didn’t avoid the total disarray. I didn’t bother fixing any of it, though; this body didn’t deserve it.

When I returned to the hall, the teacher looked at me weirdly — no wonder, I’d clearly used the wrong excuse, should have just said I was feeling sick. The rest of the class passed really quickly, all things considered, and I wasn’t looking forward to the two classes still remaining. I slowly got up, got my backpack from the changing room, and left before anyone else, only to enter the corridor and see Abigail waiting there, her clothes already changed. When did she…?

“You look sick; did you call Sophie to pick you up?” she asked.

“N-no… I’m… I’m fine…”

While that wasn’t entirely true, somehow I could tell my sickness wasn’t physical in nature, so I could technically ride on that plausible deniability.

“Listen, I can tell something’s up, and I do worry about you. I know you asked me to give you time alone with your thoughts, but at this point, it’d feel really irresponsible to do that.”

“I… I…” I couldn’t force out a response, both because the words wouldn’t physically come out, and because, really, I had nothing I could say, so I decided to do the only reasonable thing.

I ran past her and started sprinting towards the exit.

I think I heard her yell for me to stop, but I was out of her range so quickly it didn’t even matter. The moment I crossed the exit door of the building, I started to sprint, with so much force behind it that it could distract me from what I thought and felt.

And so I ran. I ran as fast as I could run, until I ran out of space to run, having reached the door of our apartment. To my surprise, it was open, as Sophie’s weird uni schedule had her at home once again.

I quickly ran past her before she could say anything, quickly mumbling something along the lines of “Sorry for bothering you,” and locked myself in the bathroom.

She of course tried to get an explanation of what happened or what was wrong out of me, but in the state of both mental and now physical exhaustion I was in, I was barely capable of getting out words. The most I could manage were poor attempts at deflecting.

That was, at least, until we heard the doorbell ring. Sophie went to open it, and I heard Abigail’s voice.

This was bad. This was really really bad. They were both here and they were both going after me. I had to run, I had to hide, but I had already ran and hid as far as I could.

“Okay, I know for sure that you two still have classes going on now, so what the hell happened?” Sophie asked Abigail.

Instead of answering to her, she got really close to the bathroom door and addressed me directly. “You didn’t think you could just run away right in front of me like that and I’d just go about my day like nothing happened, did you?”

“Run from — Okay, seriously, what the hell happened?” Sophie responded.

“I don’t know myself. He looked sick, but said he was fine. I asked what’s wrong, and he ran away,” Abigail said.

The words finally got past whatever was blocking them. “How am I supposed to tell you what’s wrong when I don’t know myself?! How am I supposed to understand any of this if I don’t even know how to, or why it’s even happening in the first place?!”

There was a moment of silence, after which Sophie spoke up. “You don’t have to figure it out alone, you know? We’re here for you, we can help, but you need to tell us what you’re feeling.”

“I don’t know… I’m just so scared… Scared of people looking at me… and seeing… I dunno, probably seeing whatever it is I hate so much when I use the mirror…” I tried to hug my hoodie closer around me for additional protection, but I realized it was way too hot for that, so I reluctantly took it off.

“Uhh,” Abigail eloquently added.

Sophie just shushed her. “Do you mean you… don’t like how you look?”

“Umm, yeah? Isn’t it kinda normal though? To not be comfortable with how you look?” I responded.

“There are many ways you can be uncomfortable with how you look, and the one you’re feeling is very much not normal; and even if it was, we have to acknowledge that most people do not have breakdowns like that over it. Can you say what’s making you feel this way?” Sophie asked.

“I don’t know, it’s really hard to tell… Hell, it doesn’t even feel like me in the mirror, just some guy I kinda hate…” I responded sadly.

“Uhhhhh,” Abigail aggressively repeated.

“Please don’t go jumping to any conclusions here,” Sophie said.

“I’m not, but considering when it all started…” Abigail argued.

I vaguely heard them still talking about whatever they were talking about, but my brain got stuck at the ‘when it all started’ bit. At least when it comes to when my whole mess started, it was when I visited Abigail’s place after she first transformed? I mean, she just transformed explicitly because she’d had underlying issues with her body she had been unaware of, which seemingly led directly to me becoming aware of my own issues with my body I had been unaware of before; I didn’t see any connection here. I mean, yeah, those sounded pretty much identical, but now she knew what was wrong and I still didn’t, and that made it different because of… reasons. Right?

Okay, no, even I wasn’t that dense.

Were the two of us, just, like, stealing each other’s coping mechanisms without even knowing? Or was she suggesting that our ‘underlying causes’ had more in common that we initially assumed?

Wait, wouldn’t that mean that I could…?

Sophie and Abigail were busy arguing about the implications of saying something when it might have been ‘too soon’ to say it or whatever, but I had to get my clarification. “What is it exactly that you were suggesting?”

Just as I asked, a very uncomfortable silence fell for enough to tell me that I made a mistake.

“Um, uhh, I-I mean… uhh…” I tried to say something.

I heard a sound of snapping fingers. “I know!” Abigail exclaimed. “Alex can do magic, right?”

“Yes, my girlfriend can indeed ‘do magic’; what are you suggesting, exactly?” Sophie asked flatly.

“Well, if she can do the kind of magic that can find people’s internal self image, then we can just ask her to do it and find out — if it’s a body issue, then we know what’s wrong and how to fix it, if not, then we know to look for something else,” Abigail explained.

“That…” Sophie groaned. “That’s actually a good idea. Okay, I’ll call her and say that we’ll be coming. Is that okay?”

I did not want to leave my hiding place, much less go out in public, but I wanted to bother yet another person with the mess that I was even less. “Y-yeah, sure.”

And so, after some calming down, we eventually left for a very uncomfortable twenty minute tram ride, made even more uncomfortable by the fact I’d forgotten to put my hoodie back on. But besides that, I was doing surprisingly well — I’d only tried to run back five times. I think. I might have lost count with how scared I was feeling.

I had my suspicion, of course, regarding what could be the source of my troubles.  Despite what I seemed like most of the time, I was capable of putting the pieces together sometimes; I was just having trouble actually judging it. Not because I was unsure about anything, but because some part of me desperately didn’t want to think about it, and honestly, I was kinda scared myself; so I decided to go with my tried and true strategy of simply avoiding thinking about the subject until I was literally forced to. Sure, it always seemed to end worse than it would if I’d just bothered to address stuff earlier, but that was the future me’s problem; current me was still terrified.

Now, I obviously hadn’t visited Alex’s place before, so I didn’t exactly know what to expect, but wooden floors and a bunch of wooden furniture sure were a surprise.

Alex herself welcomed us in surprisingly casual clothing, and as she stretched, she said, “So I hear you’re in need of some TF magic.”

Abigail looked like she was holding in a laugh, while Sophie just looked tired. “Please, don’t call it that.”

“Oh come on, don’t be a party pooper, my family’s too serious on their own,” Alex responded.

There was obviously some joke I wasn’t getting, so I did what I always did in those situations — stayed silent, ignored the topic, and hoped it wouldn’t come up ever again.

“By the way, it’s Abby now, right? Nice to see you’re doing better,” Alex said.

“‘Abby’, huh? I like it,” Abigail responded.

“Anyyyyways, let’s get down to the thing you’re here for now; I wasn’t exactly prepared to have guests…”

Alex invited me to what she called her workshop, which looked like a completely different place to the rest of the house. Gone were the old-looking wooden things; modern minimalistic bright decor had replaced them completely, and I must admit, it looked much more like an Alex’s place.

I was almost kinda starting to maybe calm down a little about being in an unfamiliar place, but that all evaporated when she started taking a full body mirror out of one of the wardrobes.

“C-can we… do… no mirrors, please?” I formed an almost sentence nervously.

“I was just going to do some magic, so that… but I guess you’d still need to look at the reflection for a bit, huh… Yeah, no, okay, we can skip it if you want to, probably better to rip this band-aid off anyways,” she responded.

“Wait, just like that? We’re going to…” I trailed off, still trying to not think directly about what was going to happen here.

“Nope, still need to explain how it works, that part’s unskippable; come here.” She invited me to the other half of the room, which was unfortunately cut off by an invisible wall of mirror’s influence.

I carefully stepped ahead, making absolutely sure to not get a mirror in even the corner of my vision, which resulted in a very natural and not at all suspicious walking pattern. I promise.

“Okay, so the spell that I’m about to use isn't a normal transformation kind of spell; I can’t influence the end result, and neither can you, at least the part of you you have control over. It uses a different kind of magic to search one’s soul, and get the bodymap, and the image of how the soul desires to be seen; then the spell takes that, and uses it as a template for the transformation. It’s basically what happened to Abigail, but in a more controlled environment, and we won’t be making it permanent, of course — I’ll set a timer for one day, but we can undo it anytime you want. Okay, you got all that?”

I nodded.

“Okay, do you want a moment to ready yourself, or is it an ‘If I wait too long I might get too nervous’ kind of deal?” she asked.

“The second one,” I said quietly.

“Okay then,” she stretched. “Here we go.”

Before it even started, my brain kept yelling ‘Wait, what? Just like that? Already?’ over and over again, even if the rational part of my brain knew there wasn’t really any reason to delay it.

I remembered reading somewhere that being transformed doesn’t really feel like anything; your body just changes shape, and there are no other feelings that go along with it, and I must admit it was pretty accurate to the actual experience. I noticed my pants started feeling loose in the process and caught them before they started falling. Then I realized that it wasn’t just my pants; all my clothes felt really loose, and before I could even process the implications of that, it was done.

I looked up at Alex as she finished her spell, and then I realized with shock I was actually looking up. Normally, Alex was about a head shorter than me, and now she was significantly taller. I froze for a couple of seconds just processing my feelings about this, and, outside of the still present anxiety, I was having problems finding negative ones.

“Oh, umm… I didn’t expect that much of a change, let me fix your clothes real quick.”

She did some other sort of spell, and suddenly all the clothes I was wearing fit, which felt really weird, considering that I might have been wearing clothes that were a bit too big for the last couple of years. In fact, the close fit of my clothes very quickly reminded me about, and amplified the fact I was feeling exposed, at which I shifted uncomfortably and tried to cover myself somehow.

“Oh, are you feeling cold?” Alex asked.
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While she misinterpreted what I was feeling, I didn’t feel like explaining the feelings I still didn’t understand, so I just nodded.

“That happens sometimes. I’ll try to find something that might fit you in my closet, be back in a sec,” and with that, she left me alone in the room.

I was left with two obvious choices, either confront my feelings, or… I felt the pang of fear as I looked towards the mirror. I mean, it couldn’t be that bad, right? In fact, I had trouble imagining anything worse than what I usually saw in there. I took an admittedly tiny step, and started to, very carefully, approach the mirror. When I reached it, I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and turned around to face it.

The first thing that hit me was that this face, this person I’d never seen before, seemed infinitely more familiar than the face I’d seen in mirrors all my life. The second thing was that it was a very positive kind of familiarity, and the third thing was that, wherever I looked, every single thing about this body was really good.

I mean, just look at my hair! It reached just to my neck, but it had so much volume and softness it almost seemed like it was freshly stylized, while at the same time looking natural. And the best part? It was freaking light blue! I mean, how cool is that?

When it came to how the body was built, it wasn’t just short, it was also generally tiny. Definitely on the lower end of what you expect a sixteen-year-old to look like, but not to the point where it was weird; it, again, looked very much natural, probably at least partially due to the fact that it was… a bit not-slim? Honestly, I’ve heard most words to do with body weight used in the negative context so much that I couldn’t bring myself to use them, they just felt… bad. I guess the best description I had would be ‘slightly chubby’.

And of course, there was the part I was kind of avoiding. The part that contributed to just how nice it felt, but also filled me with fear and shame. The part that I probably needed to admit to myself, even though it felt like I didn’t deserve it. I could do it, it all just came down to one word after all.

Yup, just one word. I could do it.

Here I go.

G-girl.

There, I said it!

Or thought it, I guess.

I realized I’d probably need to think it more than just once, but now that I thought about it, it sounded a lot like a future me sort of problem.

I wondered briefly if it was one of the reasons Abigail needed some time a couple days ago. I mean, she said she needed to sort some stuff out or something, but at the same time… she just seemed so confident in herself now. She had a handle on who she was, and it boosted her confidence a lot, and I simply couldn’t imagine her struggling with this sort of stuff. I probably wouldn’t be nearly as confident as her even if I had all of my own stuff figured out. Not that I minded, I’d much rather stay on the side and just be small and not get in the way while she did the confident stuff. It just felt more honest.

It was then that the rather unpleasant realization hit me. That’s how it all started, wasn’t it? I’d been honest before. I mean, I was just a little kid; I didn’t exactly have a choice but to be honest about how I felt. But they didn’t like it when I was honest. Everybody got angry at me, or laughed at me, or was just annoyed by me. That’s why I’d stopped expressing myself.

The face in the mirror now had tears flowing down it. Oh no. No no no no no. They all got worse when I cried. Especially my parents. My parents hated it when I cried. They all hated it when I cried. I wanted to stop, I wanted it all to stop, but every time I tried I couldn’t, and they got even angrier, or more annoyed, or laughed more, and it made it all worse and I just wanted to be left alone but I couldn’t and I couldn’t stop and now I couldn’t stop either.

I had to stop, maybe if I stopped myself now, it wouldn’t happen again, maybe I could still stop the repeat of my past mistakes. I looked in the mirror again. I wanted people to see me as this body, but they wouldn’t. They’d remember how I used to look and they’d mock me and laugh and then I’d cry and it’d get even worse and I wouldn’t be able to stop.

I couldn’t do it.

I wasn’t strong enough; it was too scary, but going back was too scary too. I was stuck again.

I abandoned all the illusions I’d be able to stop myself from crying, all my willpower was being spent on just silencing the sobs. I couldn’t stop it even if I tried so hard it hurt, and it hurt a lot. My eyes hurt and my throat hurt and I just had to stop myself from making a noise, Sophie and Abigail were just behind the door and it was too scary to even think how they’d react.

I heard light knocking on the door and let out a weird noise in surprise.

I covered my mouth, but it was too late now. I ran from the mirror, quickly finding a hiding place behind a sofa. I sat on the floor and tried to take up the least space possible. As I heard the door open, I covered my head and closed my eyes and tried my best to stay unmoving and silent, even if some high-pitched little noises were getting out once in a while.

My stomach sank as I heard Sophie’s voice. “Is everything okay? We’ve heard a no—” I made another involuntary noise and she paused.

With the sound of each careful step, I kept shaking more and more.

Eventually, the steps stopped, and I heard a soft gasp. I risked taking a peek, but as soon as I saw my sister’s surprised face, I covered my face out of fear. She hated me already, didn’t she? I mean, why wouldn’t she, if anything, it should have come sooner…

And suddenly, so quickly I didn’t even begin to notice, I was wrapped in the softest hug I ever remembered experiencing. She was making soothing sounds as she rocked me gently from side to side.

“Shhh, it’s okay. Deep breaths, it’s going to be okay,” she said.

I was trying to apologize, to say anything, but I couldn’t, words were either interrupted by sobs, or turned into wails.

“Remember what I always told you, just let it happen,” she added.

I decided to try to do just that; it was really hard, but it was the only thing I could really do. To my surprise, it started to hurt less.

At some point, I got covered from the back by some sort of soft, fuzzy material. It felt nice, warm.

After what must have been at least several minutes of crying in my sister’s embrace, I finally gathered myself to pull back a bit and ask — “You don’t hate me?”

Sophie smiled and said, “Of course I don’t hate you, none of us do.”

She pulled me into a tighter hug, and then slowly lifted me to my feet and directed me to sit on the sofa. I finally opened my eyes long enough to see the other two; Alex, just as Sophie, was giving me a soft smile, while Abigail looked relieved, if still a bit worried.

After several minutes of calming down, Alex offered using her car to drive us all back to our place. Apparently, her not being prepared to have guests meant it’d be better if we were not here by the time her parents returned from work. When I was relatively confident in my ability to walk again, we left. As much as I would have loved to sit there and calm down some more, I decided I’d definitely feel better in a place I was familiar with.

As I sat in the back of Alex’s car, trying to focus on something else, I turned my attention to the piece of really soft clothing which was now of me thanks to Alex. I didn’t know what it exactly was — it was built like a hoodie with a zipper, but it didn’t have a hood or a zipper, which surely was a really helpful description. It was creamy white, really fuzzy and soft, and still too big for me, but in a way that made it more comfortable instead of less. Did I mention it was soft? Because it was really soft.

When we got home, there was a moment when Alex was still looking for a parking space, and Abigail went to the toilet, in which Sophie approached me. “Are you feeling better now?”

“Y-yeah…”

“Okay, so if you don’t mind me asking — what was that freakout you had at Alex’s place about?” She asked.

“I just… I thought back to when I used to be more… honest, when I was little, and how it… didn’t end well back then, and it’s just… It’s scary, I don’t… I don’t want that to happen again.” I sounded so small and weak, which I supposed wasn’t inaccurate.

Sophie wasted no time and hugged me close.

“It won’t happen again, I promise. I’ll make sure of that,” she said.

After she stepped back from the hug, I asked her, “What… what do you think about… you know?” I gestured at my body.

“I think you’re the only one whose vote really matters on this one,” she answered.

“But… What do you think?”

She put her hand on my head as if to ruffle my hair, and said with a smile, “I think it suits you.”

I felt my face heat up again, but this time it was weirdly not in a bad way.

“Me too,” I whispered.

“You really did just need a small push, huh?” She asked.

Not knowing how to respond, I just awkwardly nodded, which got me a small laugh from her. Apparently, that was a rhetorical question, who knew.

After Abigail and Alex joined us, we decided to migrate to the couches in the living room, Sophie and Alex hugging on the smaller one, while me and Abigail sat awkwardly next to each other on the bigger one. At least, I was sitting awkwardly, she was probably all cool as always. At some point I’d tried to hug my knees next to my chest to find out that I was apparently more flexible now. I always wanted to be more flexible, so that was a huge win in my book. And also, my voice! Every time I said something, it was like a nice surprise. It felt so nice and soft and it actually expressed how I felt for a change!

I’d also decided to confront the fact that I probably owed all three people involved some explanations, so that was what I did — I’d told them exactly what I was thinking and feeling, not just earlier that day, but the entire almost week that it’s been going on for. It was… a lot, and in retrospect, some of the thoughts I’d had were rather unhealthy, as proven by several ‘please get a therapist’s I received. And of course, I’d been reassured that everything was going to be okay; Abigail even promised to punch anybody who’d try to bother me at school. I was sure she was mostly joking, but it still made me feel a weird warmth…

“So, I guess it’s time to address the elephant in the room — you aren’t exactly too keen on turning back, are you?” Alex asked me.

I shook my head. Now that I’d calmed down and settled into it, it was very clear how good it felt to be like this, and how bad I’ve felt before. The thought of going back now, knowing how good it could be, was so terrifying I didn’t even want to think about it.

“Yeah, I figured. That’s how it usually ends. The question is, how are you going to break it to your parents?”

I immediately tried to retreat further into the couch. That was also something too terrifying to think about.

“Okay,” Abigail started. “So, we obviously don’t want you to change back, but you’re also not going to get rid of your severe anxiety by tomorrow in order to not have another panic attack coming out to them. So, we just need to make it so that you don’t have to come out to them.”

“What are you thinking?” Sophie asked.

“Well, I thought about it, and I didn’t really come out to my parents at any point — hell, I even didn’t need to do all the questioning myself. My point is, if it’s about being judged for choosing to be who you are, then we can simply just tell them you didn’t get a choice in the matter, just like me. From their perspective, you’d have just woken up tomorrow morning, looking like you do now,” Abigail explained.

“What is it with you coming up with all those good plans all of the sudden?” Sophie asked.

Abigail just shrugged.

The plan was decided, and we planned the details of it with Sophie just to be sure we’d got everything right — the last thing we needed was our parents finding out we were lying because we contradicted each other or something. And with a simple boop of my nose, that I was ninety eight percent sure was not necessary, Alex’d removed the timer on my transformation; she’d said she wouldn’t make it permanent just in case, better safe than sorry and all that.

After all the pressing matters were attended to, Sophie and Alex left to Sophie’s room to get some ‘privacy’, which, knowing them, probably meant they were going to share the memes that they’d found since the last time they saw each other. In itself that wasn’t an issue, but combined with the fact that I was now left alone with Abigail made it a bit worse. I didn’t know why I was suddenly so awkward around her. I mean, that was the case for a couple of days now, but I’d thought that the cause of that was resolved now.

My awkwardness wasn’t helped by the fact that at some point her arm ended up right behind me.

“You know,” she suddenly started, “when you first told me that you still saw me in me, despite how much I changed, I didn’t understand. Like, I look like a different person, I act completely differently, even how I move and what types of clothes I wear are just not as they were before. I look in the mirror and see myself, but I’m still surprised I can make that connection, because it’s just so different. But now, looking at you, I finally get it. You’re so different, so new, and yet… everything about you is just you, and that’s just so amazing,” she explained.

I nodded. What she said not only resonated with me strongly, but also reminded me just how badly I’d worded it when I said it.

“There’s something I wanted to talk about for a couple of days now, but since you were feeling so anxious I kept putting it off. When I did all my introspection, I thought about what things I did just to hide myself or because I was ‘supposed to’, and what I actually wanted to do, and… Hell, there’s no different way of saying it — I’ve known you for almost as long as I can remember, and you’re really close to my heart. Like, genuinely, you’re the most important person I’ve ever met, I don’t even know what I’d do without you, and I realized just how shit I was at expressing that for what were basically arbitrary reasons. I genuinely want to punch every single person who ever made me believe that I couldn’t show my affection towards my best friend, because it was ‘unmanly’ or whatever. So, I guess what I’m saying is that I want to do better from now on. I guess what I just said already counts, but let’s make it official — can I hug you?” She asked.

It was so much. I nodded, barely holding my tears back, and collapsed into her hug; but I also did something I would have never expected myself to do — I hugged her back.

At some point, I noticed Abigail started to cry too. I hugged a little tighter, and we cried together, and then we laughed, and then we cried again. I couldn’t even begin to express just how much I felt at that moment, but all the things she said made me realize many things too, and I hoped that I managed to somehow communicate just how much I appreciated her. I honestly expected myself to at some point panic, or try to retract into my anxieties or denial, but the sincerity of the moment had me completely disarmed in the best possible way.

At some point, we retracted ourselves from the hug, and I was left with this strange feeling. After getting to think about it a bit, I decided to act on it, and I leaned lightly on Abigail’s arm.

I looked up and asked, “Is this okay?”

She moved her arm to hold my other shoulder and pulled me a bit closer.

“Of course it’s okay,” she said, with a big smile on her face.

At that point, I realized something important — for once, I wasn’t worried about anything. It was all okay. It was all going to be okay.
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Original Title for a Magical Girl Story

 

It all began when a monstrous, but still man-shaped, entity that materialized in the school gym about fifteen minutes after the last class ended. I was still there because I disliked changing after P.E. with all the guys and their smells, so I waited it out in the toilet until they were all gone. Three local magical girls arrived soon after, and I hid in the unfortunately still rather smelly locker room.

Even as a person with a gift for a specific type of magic, I’d never thought I’d find myself right next to a magical battle, and even more, one involving magical girls. Most such battles that people noticed involved superheroes or such, while magical girls went mostly unnoticed, but that didn’t mean they didn’t have fans — and I just happened to be one of them.

Okay, let me clarify something; a lot of the time when you hear a guy say he’s a fan of magical girls, the appropriate reaction lies somewhere on the scale between ‘They’re about to say something gross’ and ‘RUN’, but… well, saying ‘I’m not one of those guys’ means exactly nothing, but I just… I just think they’re really pretty and cool and I really liked the designs of their wands and battle-dresses with so many pretty colors and… I just really like them, okay? And not in the fetish-y way, either, it was in a ‘thinking about this stuff makes me feel warm in the chest’ way.

Regardless, focusing more on the matter at hand, I saw all three magical girls looking tired, while the entity still seemed to stand strong at five meters tall, if not more. Two of them were being held by some sort of figures that radiated darkness. The remaining girl, one themed with pastel colors of pink, blue, and white, jumped towards the creature’s face. Her wand’s pink tip started to glow strongly as she was ready to swing it, when suddenly, she stopped. The creature caught one of her legs in its giant hand and it slammed her against the floor, causing it to crack. Then it picked her back up, and slammed her again. And again. And again.

At some point, the creature stopped, but it was too late — the girl’s eyes closed, and her wand fell out of her hand onto the floor. Just then, when the remaining two broke free, the creature disappeared in the cloud of black smoke, taking its minions and the unconscious girl with it.

“What. In the actual fuck. Just happened,” the magical girl in a dress in shades of pinks and oranges with some white accents said.

“We… we lost. That’s what happened,” responded the other one. She had theme colors of purple and yellow, with white and black elements too.

“It… it took Luna… Just when she was finally starting to…” She paused for a moment before yelling, “That’s not fair! If there’s anyone it should have taken, it would be me! I’m the sloppy useless one!”

The other one walked up to her and grabbed her by the shoulders. “Hey, look at me. It shouldn’t have taken you. It shouldn’t have taken anybody. We need to calm down and go. It doesn’t know we can feel where she is; we’ll take it by surprise if we show up quickly.”

“But if she couldn’t take it down, what chance do we have?”

“It doesn’t matter. We have to try — for her. Now, to address the elephant in the room.” She looked directly at me. “I know you’re here. You better leave quickly too, unless you want this mess to be blamed on you. Now let’s go, Ellie.”

“W-wait, are you going to leave her wand here?” I asked.

The pink and orange girl, apparently named Ellie, sniffed. “We can’t take it. A wand can only be picked up by the girl it belongs to.”

I guess this was the time my gift finally became useful. “Can I try to pick it up?”

“It will harm you if you do,” the other girl said, her arms crossed.

“I… might be able to avoid that,” I said, as I hesitantly walked towards the wand.

Surely enough, when I moved my hand near it, it started to emit miniature pink bolts that hurt as they hit me. I didn’t move my hand away, instead I closed my eyes, and spoke to it, “Don’t worry, I don’t want to use you. The one you belong to needs you, but she can’t get to you. I just want to help you help her by bringing you to her, I promise.”

The pain stopped, and when I opened my eyes, I was free to move my hand to pick the wand up. It was white, with a light blue line going along its whole length in a spiral, and at the end was the pastel pink rounded star.

“Umm, what did you just do?” asked Ellie.

“I… It’s hard to explain. I can kinda communicate with, uhh… not-alive things. T-that’s my gift, I guess,” I responded.

“Okay then, looks like you’re coming with us. Now come on, we really need to hurry,” said the other girl, as she started to walk towards the exit.

Both of their dresses started to glow, and fell apart into light particles that faded away and revealed some more practical (and more boring) sets of clothes.

I needed to run a little to catch up to them in the corridor.

“Name’s Cassie by the way. You?” said… well, the girl that wasn’t Ellie.

“Umm…” If I had to be honest, I’d never liked my name, but introducing myself with it at that moment felt especially wrong.

Cassie just sighed. “Nevermind.” After a bit of a pause, she added in a quieter tone, “I swear, it’s just like with Luna all over again.”

“Wait, do you think he’s—” Ellie started, before being interrupted by Cassie.

“I think it’s neither the time nor the way for you to be asking this question. Not to mention he’s literally standing right here.”

Well, that was awkward. And I had a feeling it would have been even more awkward if I actually had any idea what they were talking about.

“Oh, right, I should probably tell you — my gift is telepathy. It’s not, like, strong, but I can still read surface thoughts from the people nearby, that’s how I could tell you were there when we were fighting,” Cassie explained.

“But… I thought your gift was… you know…”

“Yeah, no, most magical girls have secondary gifts that usually are easier to find, since finding out if one’s a magical girl requires some rather specific circumstances,” she said.

“Wow, that’s so cool!” I accidentally exclaimed.

I very quickly realized that I probably shouldn’t have said that. Cassie didn’t even need to read my thoughts to be able to tell I was a fan of magical girls now and both of them were going to think I was a creep, which I probably deserved and— 

“Gross people don’t usually get panic attacks about that sort of stuff, you know. And, not to be rude, but we kinda have some rather urgent stuff to do, so it’d be for the better if you tried to stay calm, okay?” Cassie, of course, said.

“Okay,” I took a deep breath. “So, umm… where are we going?” I asked as we finally left the school.

Cassie looked around for a couple of seconds, before saying, “South.”

“It’s going to be one of the abandoned factories, isn’t it? Why does it always have to be an abandoned factory?” Ellie complained.

I looked towards nearby tram tracks, and sure enough... “Umm, if we want to go there using regular means, then I’m pretty sure that’s our ride.” I pointed at the tram arriving at the stop on the other side of the road.

“Shit,” exclaimed Cassie, and we started to run.

In the end, we did manage to catch the tram, at the cost of becoming absolutely exhausted. It took us a minute to catch our breaths, but, well, that was kinda normal. It also turned out that even without their super strength, I still had trouble keeping up with Ellie and Cassie.

At one point, the uncomfortable silence got interrupted by uncomfortable not-silence from Cassie, “Okay, I’m not gonna dig too deep, since you seem like a good person, but I need to know — about that ‘being a fan’ thing, what community you use for it.”

“Wha…?” I asked.

“You know, like a forum, Facebook page, subreddit, or… whatever the fuck Twitter has for this sort of stuff. It’s just that, you know, a lot of them are garbage, and it’s not always obvious, so I’m just making sure,” she explained.

Okay, that made sense, and from what I’d seen, it was a reasonable question to ask — that didn’t mean that admitting which one it was any less embarrassing, though. “It’s… Magical Girl Alliance,” I half-whispered.

I felt my face heat up.

“Huh, I… don’t know that one,” Cassie said, taking out her phone.

“Oh, I do!” Ellie stated excitedly. “I used to visit it all the time! I still do, sometimes. It’s really nice.”

“‘Magical girls fan site made for girls, by girls’, huh?” Cassie raised an eyebrow.

I felt ashamed. “I didn’t, like, make an account or anything. I don’t want to intrude more than I already do…”

“Well, you should make one, they’re really welcoming to everyone as long as you’re not a jerk, and you don’t seem like a jerk. You don’t seem like someone capable of being a jerk,” Ellie said.

“M-maybe I will, then,” I said, knowing full well I’d chicken out and never think about it again.

“I am curious, though, why are you a fan? Like, if you like people getting into huge fights, superheroes are much easier to observe and provide more material and variety. Like, I used to be really into magical girl stuff, but that was probably just, you know, foreshadowing,” Ellie asked.

“I don’t see how people get excited by supercops beating someone up with the knowledge that someone is very likely to be innocent. And even if they’re not, and they’re ‘evil’ and stuff, I still don’t like seeing anyone being harmed…” I responded.

“That’s fair. Then why?”

“I don’t know, it’s hard to explain besides the general coolness factor.” Well, there was one more thing, even if it was embarrassing. My voice started becoming quieter as I spoke, “And, I guess… The dresses are really cool and pretty and their colors are so beautiful and I just kinda like looking at them…” By the end, I was practically whispering, my face heated up more, and the familiar feeling in my chest returned. I idly wondered if Cassie could feel that last one.

Whether or not she did, she didn’t address it. “Do you know what those colors mean?”

“N-no…” I admitted.

“Figures. Well, that will make for one awkward conversation once it’s all over and we can talk about all the stuff in detail,” she said.

“W-what stuff?” I’d just assumed that after I delivered the wand, that would be it, and they’d never talk to me again.

“You know how the kind of creatures magical girls deal with can’t be meaningfully interacted with by anything other than our specific type of magic, and so we’re the only ones that can stop those? Well, without getting into any theories about how it works or what it could mean, your magic can interact with our magic.” She gestured at the wand in my hands. “And, well, as you can see from our current situation, we kinda need all the help we can get, so I was thinking of asking you if you could help us in the future. In ways that you can help, at least.”

“O-oh. Of course I can help,” I exclaimed, a bit too enthusiastically.

“Okay, how about we talk about it later, when we get the wand to Luna so she can recharge, kill the thing that took her, and you can actually calmly think it through, instead of making a rash decision?” Cassie asked.

“What do you mean by ‘recharge’?”

“We don’t get physically hurt when transformed, we just lose energy. The wands, besides channeling our magic, also work kinda like batteries for it, and they can give it back too. So she’s probably just asleep and the wand will most likely help her recharge faster. Oh, and, uh, since other people aren’t supposed to be able to touch wands, there is a possibility that it might be draining you a bit,” she explained.

“Oh, I see.” I looked at the wand. “Are you storing energy from me?” I felt the answer come to me, and looked back up at Cassie. “She doesn’t know.”

“She?” Cassie raised her eyebrow again.

“Oh! Luna calls her wand ‘she’! Is that why you called it that?” Ellie asked.

“Most likely. Items tend to pick up on this kind of stuff,” I responded.

Cassie got up from her seat. “Okay, that’ll be our stop,” she said, as the tram started to stop.

It seemed like Ellie wasn’t kidding about it always being an abandoned factory, since the two of them appeared to be rather familiar with the part of the city that was filled with those. It didn’t even take them ten minutes to find the building Luna was in, and that was including the time it took us to walk there.

Only when we reached the entry door did Cassie and Ellie decide to transform, and, well, it was a rather astonishing sight. They took out their wands, which produced a multitude of ribbons of light of colors that matched their outfits, which then enveloped them, only to dissipate and reveal the beautiful dresses they were now wearing. I’d already seen them transformed before, and I’d sure as hell looked at a lot of pictures of various magical girls on the internet, but seeing the transformation, and the resulting outfits in front of me, it was just… a lot. My chest got warm and tingly again, as I just… looked at them. But even despite the overwhelming feelings, I still wanted more.

Wait.

Why would I want more? What for? What did ‘more’ even mean in this context? I wasn’t just going to ask a girl if I could touch her dress or anything, that would just be straight up creepy.

But… there was still that feeling in my chest; it was almost like… longing?

I tore my eyes away from the girls before they could notice my creepy stare, and shook my head as I tried to get my thoughts back to the important stuff. Whatever this ‘more’ was, it was just an unrealistic fantasy; I should be happy with what I had. It hurt, not physically, but it hurt, but I knew I needed to do this.

“Okay, I’m gonna scout the place,” Ellie said, as she opened the door and peeked through it. “Eep!” She whisper-yelped. “It’s right there! The smaller ones are also there; didn’t see Luna, though.”

Cassie took a peek. “She’s probably somewhere deeper in the building.” She looked at me. “Look inside and tell me if you have any ideas you can help with that don’t involve trying to talk to the big monster that would crush you before you had a chance to speak a full word.”

I looked through the door, and sure enough, there it was, the big monster shaped like a man. Its face was featureless, but it still mimicked movement of looking side to side, as if on the lookout. The smaller dark figures were standing in all sorts of places around the big, empty storage room — now that I could focus on them, I noticed something very strange.

“Okay, I might have something — the smaller ones, they aren’t made out of the same stuff the big one is made out of, in fact, they aren’t made out of the same stuff as anything I’ve ever seen, but I think my gift is, like, tuned to a similar frequency as them or something, so I might be able to talk it out with them,” I said.

“And what makes you think that, if you can explain?” Cassie asked.

“The fact that my gift doesn’t involve me knowing what things are made of, and that those things are currently far outside of my range, and I can still feel them, even now, without looking,” I explained.

“I see… That’s still too dangerous. I’ve seen how strong these things are; they could very easily kill you,” Cassie said.

I took a second to think before I remembered something. “Earlier, when you fought the thing, did the smaller ones actually attack you, or did they just try to hold you down?”

“The second one, but—” Cassie started, before being interrupted.

“Listen, we need to do something, and I don’t see us having much of a chance against that thing with all those shadowy figures in our way,” Ellie said, then looked at me. “Okay, an important question — do you want to try what you suggested?”

I looked at the wand in my hand, then back up at both of them. “Y-yes.”

Cassie sighed, “Okay, then. Let’s do this.”

Turns out ‘this’ meant kicking the door open very loudly and walking in like it was nobody’s business, which, to be fair, had a rather large coolness factor to it, even if it meant that all the dark figures almost instantly appeared right in front of us. Aaaand they were getting closer.

Now or never.

I took a step forward and gestured for them to stop. “Wait!”

They did stop walking, and I felt their confusion.

“Yes, and I can understand you too.”

I saw in the corner of my eye that Cassie and Ellie already were in front of the monster, I just had to figure out the right thing to say.

“I don’t want to fight you.” Great start, of course I didn’t; they’d kill me if they wanted to. “I don’t want anyone to fight you. And for you to have to fight anyone.” Okay, that’s better. “If you agree to the ‘not fighting’ thing, I promise that I won’t let those two,” I gestured at Cassie and Ellie, “fight you either.” Actually, now that I thought about this… “The big one, it’s trying to make you fight us, right? But you don’t want to? We’re here to take it down, so I think we might have a common goal here.”

At that moment, I saw Cassie flying in our direction after being hit. “Watch out!” I yelled, and impulsively moved to try to catch her.

I somehow managed to support her back with my hands as she neared the ground, but the force was too much and I felt myself lose my footing.

But then I didn’t. We slid across the floor, with only my feet on the ground, which somehow provided far more stability than they should have.

When we finally stopped, and Cassie got back on her feet, I looked at one of the shadow figures. I could have sworn I saw it give me a tiny nod before all of them disappeared.

Or at least, they seemed to do so, but I could still feel one of them. I looked in the direction of said feeling, and found the big monster, or, more specifically, the bracelet on its hand.

Oh.

Then I noticed said hand move towards Ellie, who was seemingly repeating the mistake that got Luna caught, but then her leg moved out of the way, and straight into the featureless face of the monster strongly enough to create a small shockwave.

The monster teleported away, and Ellie did the closest thing to superhero landing you could do in a skirt right after having done a backflip in the air.

“Well, that didn’t do anything to it,” Ellie said as she got up. “Felt fucking good, though.”

“Are you okay?” Cassie looked towards Ellie.
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“Yup, you?” Ellie asked

“I’m fine,” Cassie answered, then looked at me expectantly.

“Oh, right, I’m okay too,” I said.

“Okay then, let’s move while you explain what the deal is with the shadow things,” Cassie said.

We started to walk hastily as I tried to explain what I’d felt in those moments. “Well, first of all, they might actually be made of shadows. I think.” We entered a corridor that seemed to have multiple branching paths. “I’m also pretty sure that the bracelet that summons them wasn’t made with an intention to use them for fighting. Might have even been an intention to specifically not be used for that.”

We hit a dead end in the first branch to the right and turned away.

“Do you think that’s why they just held us down instead of fighting us?” Ellie asked.

“Most likely, yes. Like, they seemed really eager to listen to me when I started talking about not fighting.” As we entered a more promising sub-corridor, I realized something. “Okay, one disclaimer I really need to add is that, like, I’m using human words here because I don’t have anything more accurate, but those are still just objects without, like, thoughts or anything. It’s just that the magical objects that do things seem to have their functions much more ingrained in their beings than, for example, electronics, which is probably why I’m able to communicate with them like that, but in the end, they’re still just things mindlessly following the objectives they were created for; otherwise, they’d be more Cassie’s area of expertise than mine,” I explained.

We took a couple of turns in the corridors that started to resemble a labyrinth, but Cassie was still confidently going forwards.

“Oh, so you can’t talk to computers? I was actually going to ask about that,” Ellie said.

Just as I was about to respond, Cassie stopped and said, “She’s there,” while pointing at the wall. “She’s just sleeping.” Both she and Ellie breathed sighs of relief. “She’s just two meters away, on the floor.”

“On the floor? That monster, couldn’t it even just sit her in an office chair of something?” Ellie said. I couldn’t tell if it was mock outrage or serious, or both.

It was probably both though.

Cassie pointed to a door ahead. “That’s probably our way in; the question is, how do we deal with the very real possibility of that thing waiting for us there?”

“Well, the way I see it, without all those extra sets of eyes, it’ll be much easier to land a surprise attack. I’m going to distract it for a bit, while the two of you go to make sure Luna’s alright,” Ellie said.

“Are you seriously suggesting you’ll take this thing on one on one?” Cassie asked.

“Don’t need to beat it or anything, just make sure it doesn’t attack y’all for, like, thirty seconds. I can do that much.”

“Okay then, let’s go,” Cassie sighed.

Well, it turned out Ellie was right about the surprise attack. She ran with enough force to leave holes in the concrete, to then bodyslam the monster in a way that also allowed her to stab it with her wand.

As the two flew into a wall, me and Cassie ran towards the girl lying on the floor. Cassie turned her onto her back and I put the wand in her hand. She lifted Luna’s head and I put my bag under it for support.

Luna stirred, and her eyes opened weakly to look at Cassie. “H-hi,” she said.

Cassie took her hand and squeezed it. “Thank god you’re okay.”

“Mhmm,” Luna murmured. Then, she looked at her wand, and at me, and back at her wand, then smiled. “I see you made a friend.”

Loud noise of Ellie landing on the floor drew our attention.

“Stay here, I’ll go help her,” Cassie said.

Before she could enter the battle, Ellie made another dash attack, and just as it looked like it was about to connect, the monster disappeared in the cloud of black smoke again. This time though, the smoke shifted, instead of vanishing, and moved with an outstretched bit enveloping Ellie. Suddenly, the smoke materialized back into the being, which now held Ellie’s waist in its hand.

“Shit,” Ellie said, before being thrown into a wall with enough force to crack it and make the floor shake.

Cassie launched herself at the thing, ready to swing her glowing wand at full force, but when she jumped into the air, the monster took a step to the side and caught her with its fist, which it then slammed into the ground with her. Then it lifted the fist, and as it got ready to punch down again, she managed to get into a roll out of the way. Unfortunately, she didn’t recover fast enough to be able to dodge the giant’s leg as it kicked her in the direction of a wall she then crushed into.

Both Ellie and Cassie were still moving, but they kept failing to get up. I heard Luna struggling next to me, but when I looked at her, she couldn’t even lift her head up and gave up. The monster started to walk towards Cassie, probably to finish the job, and there wasn’t anyone that could stop it.

Well, so much for not talking to the giant monster that could easily kill me.

I stood up and yelled, “Hey!”

Its head turned to me. Yup, still no eyes, that was so weird.

“That’s right! Now, what’s your goal here? Why are you doing this?” I asked.

Its whole body now turned in my direction, and as it took a step, I could feel the answer. It was created with only one purpose, and that was destruction. Great.

“Y-you do realize that even if you succeed here, you will still be stopped at some point, right? There’s more magical girls out there. Don’t you want to keep existing?” I asked.

See, I made an assumption based on the fact that, just like living beings, most objects preferred to continue existing; there was a certain resistance to change that’d make an object no longer itself. What I didn’t consider in my attempt to stall, however, was that the object made solely of its intent to destroy would still consider destruction of the self to not be a bad thing in any other way than that it would stop it from destroying other things.

And now I found myself right in front of the monster, which was taking a swing at me.

“Eep.” I closed my eyes, knowing that I wasn’t nearly fast enough to get out of the way.

But instead of the pain of almost certain death, I felt something similar.

When I opened my eyes, I found the creature’s fist terrifyingly close to me, but not moving, and I could tell it didn’t know what to do.

It eventually fell on its knee and held its fist, mimicking a reaction to pain.

Then the figure of shadow materialized in front of me, and looked back at me, then towards the monster again. One by one, more shadow figures appeared in front of me, until all twelve of them were standing between me and the thing that had just tried to kill me. I could feel that what I just did convinced them to help me.

The monster got up, looking ready to attack, but then one of the figures lost its shape to dash through it and materialize on the other side, which seemed to damage the giant.

Two figures ran to grab the bracelet on the thing’s hand, while others started to dash through it, at first one by one, but then they started to do it in groups. At a point when the monster seemed really weakened, the bracelet slid off its hand, and shrunk back to a size that would fit a human.

Just as the monster looked like it could barely stand anymore, the attacks stopped. Besides one that was holding the bracelet, the rest of the shadows gathered in a half circle around the giant, and just like that, all of them dashed through it at once, delivering the final blow.

The entity started to dissolve. This time, instead of black smoke, it dissolved into nothingness, until it was completely gone.

Huh.

I looked blankly at the space where the monster used to be, blinking a few times.

I was shaken out of… whatever that was, by a nudge from the only remaining shadow figure.

Wait, all the other people still couldn’t get up; that was awkward. I should probably sit down.

Another nudge. I looked down, and noticed the shadow figure offering me the bracelet.

“N-no, I don’t want it,” I said.

It extended the arm with the bracelet in it further.

“Fine, I’ll keep it, but I’m not going to use it.”

When I neared my hand to the bracelet, it started to glow. I heard a gasp or two, but I was too busy being a completely rational person, reaching to touch the unknown glowing object.

Why did I do that? Because some part of me knew it was the moment. Did I have any idea what it being the moment meant? Absolutely not.

So anyway, back to the potentially dangerous situation. When I touched it, it exploded in light, causing me to flinch away. Almost instantly, I was surrounded by light from all sides.

Now I was kind of wondering where the thing that was supposed to run on shadows got so much light from, but I also understood that I was really confused and probably still shocked from a near-death experience less than half a minute ago, so I decided to go with the flow and react when necessary.

I looked down to realize that not only was I also glowing, but also that the glow that was me was shifting its shape. The only thing I could compare it to was probably when Cassie and Ellie transformed.

I was honestly just thankful that all the glowing wasn’t actually blinding; in fact, it seemed to have a calming effect on me. Well, that, or all the shifting my body was doing had somehow removed the adrenaline from my system. Or both.

Huh, the bracelet was also changing shape, interesting. And by interesting I mean how rude of it to just close me inside this light thing without any things to distract myself from the situation I found myself in with! Rude, I tell you!

Reluctantly, I looked down at my body again. Yup, still light. And, given the background that was also literally just light, it was rather difficult to tell any details, which meant I was free to remain blissfully ignorant about whatever was happening.

Actually, the me light stopped shifting. I looked up at the bracelet to see it too seemed to again have a solid shape, a shape of… a wand. Not a wand like Luna’s one, but still distinctly a wand.

I looked at it expectantly, and got the feeling I should probably grab it. Well, I was about to do that, but then it rudely interrupted with all the light stuff!

Anyway, I extended my arm again, and grabbed the bracelet-wand solidly.

Suddenly, my surroundings were the generic factory room once again, my body and wand no longer made of light. There also was this weird gust of wind surrounding me for a split second, which startled me enough to cause me to fall on my butt.

Good, I was just about to sit down anyway!

There was something Luna-colored covering a huge chunk of my vision, but that didn’t make sense, Luna was supposed to be somewhere to the right. I looked somewhere to the right, and there she was! Then what were blue, pink and white suddenly doing in front of me? And why were they shaped like a particularly puffy dress? And why was it on me, while still looking like it wasn’t being worn by someone who’d look disgusting in a dress?

I had very many thoughts and feelings about all this.

“Umm…” I said.

Yup, that about covered it.

Okay, so maybe I wasn’t doing this whole ‘words’ thing very well at the moment, but in my defense, I didn’t expect to be sabotaged by my own voice being so different and not awful.

My rollercoaster ride straight to panic attack was interrupted by tapping on my right shoulder. I turned my head and it was Luna. She was close. I’d have said hi, but I was currently busy doing this thing where you’re panicking and start breathing really fast.

She proceeded to grab both of my shoulders and look me in the eyes. “Hey, try to focus. I know a lot just happened, but I need you to focus and try to take slower, deeper breaths, okay? You can do this.”

It was amazing how big of a difference having someone to ground you made. Being grounded had a positive effect of letting me breathe normally again, but it also had a side effect of my thoughts no longer being a rushing mess, which allowed everything that just happened to start sinking in.

“See, I told you you could do this.” Luna smiled at me, and for whatever reason, I found it hard not to smile back.

But ultimately, the everything else of the current situation quickly returned me to my worried state. “W-what just happened?” I said, my voice shaky and soft, as if it was about to fall apart — please ignore how that doesn’t make any sense.

“Well, that was what we call The Moment. It’s when somebody with a potential to be a magical girl does something that demonstrates their virtues in a significant way. An object that was most significant to The Moment becomes a catalyst for the transformation, and becomes the person’s wand in the process, thus giving them the ability to realize their potential. It’s usually much… safer, though.” Luna explained.

Well, that made some sense; it definitely explained that weird feeling that it was The Moment I’d felt before.

That still left so much unexplained though. “But… why?” I asked eloquently.

“I’m afraid that one will require some effort from you to answer, so let me ask you this — did you ever feel like you wanted to be a girl?” she asked.

I… I couldn’t just answer this question, could I? I mean, there had to be some rule against it. And I definitely couldn’t answer it honestly, not in front of actual people. That would definitely be really bad and also why were my eyes hurting all of the sudden?

“Hey, look at me, please, I promise you it’s not bad,” Luna said. I slowly looked back up at her. “I can promise you that I won’t judge you for your answer, and you can trust me, because I went through the same thing when I first transformed.”

“R-really?” I asked shakily.

“Really. And I was really confused at first too. And that’s exactly how I know that embracing your feelings and realizing what they mean helps a lot.” She was smiling at me again with that big kind smile.

“I mean, I guess I kinda sort of maybe wanted to b-be a g-girl. A bit. Sometimes. Maybe. Maybe a lot instead of a bit, and a lot of times instead of sometimes. And I might have been e-envious too… And I had all these feelings and I really wanted something to be different and it hurt, but I couldn’t do anything about it… And I knew I shouldn’t say anything about it so I just tried to hide it but it was still there but I didn’t know what to do and… and…” If before I was on the verge of tears, now I was definitely crying.

Before I knew it, I was being hugged by Luna. “Shh, it’s okay, let it out.”

And so I did, I cried for a good couple of minutes. Even when I eventually stopped, I had a feeling it wouldn’t be nearly the last time I cried about this.

“So, have you connected the dots on what all that means?” she asked.

I shook my head.

“Well, there’s a certain group of people that feel this way about being a girl, and let me tell you, that group doesn’t include guys. And, well, guys don’t exactly become magical girls,” she explained.

“But I’m…” I started, before realizing the implications of what she was saying. I looked at her with hope and asked, “Really?”

“Really. It’s called being transgender, by the way. It’s pretty neat, except for all the parts that suck. That’s actually what the colors of our dresses represent,” she said.

Our dresses. I just remembered I was wearing a dress. I was wearing a magical girl dress. And despite being the same colors as Luna’s, the colors were distributed differently and it had a completely unique energy to it. It had a lot of ribbons, and a really puffy skirt, and the material was just so soft and comfy.

Was that what I always wanted? The rising feeling in my chest told me that, yes, I finally felt happiness instead of longing.

I got to be a girl, and a magical girl, and I got to wear a really pretty dress, and it was everything I’d ever wanted and more.

Seeing my mood finally brighten, Luna said, “Okay, let’s get off the ground.”

She took my hands and practically lifted me to my legs. I knew she had super strength and all that, but it still made me feel so light, which in turn left me feeling really warm and fuzzy.

Then, I realized that the colors in the corner of my eye were in fact Cassie and Ellie standing right next to us. And before I could even ask myself how they got there, I realized another thing — while Luna was definitely the shortest one of the three, I was now at least half a head shorter than Luna. More warm and fuzzy feelings happened.

“H-hi,” I muttered.

“Hi,” Cassie responded. “So, we have this little tradition for every time we take down a monster. It’s nothing special, we just go eat fast food together, but it’s still kinda nice. And, well, you were already going to be invited, but now…”

“You’re, like, triple extra invited,” Ellie finished for her.

“So are you up to it?” Cassie asked.

It… it felt like too much. I suddenly had everything I wanted, and I also had people who accepted me, and also kinda invited me to their group? It didn’t seem fair, it felt like I didn’t deserve it. But at the same time, it wasn’t really about that. I was already here, all those things were already here, and while I 