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Introduction

“I can’t be girly, my father’s a soldier.”

This is an illustrated romance novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

My father’s a good man but he can be quite self-contradictory. He wanted me to be active in sports and be manly, but he also needed me to be as domesticated as my late mother.

Sure, I get it, his heart’s broken, and I must help him around the house. But that doesn’t mean that he has the right to control my every step, especially when I can trot around in stilettos instead of his ugly combat boots.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

❖   I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

❖   I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

❖   I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to A Femboy’s Blossoming.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I WAS IN THE BLEACHERS, sitting with my friends, braiding Hannah's hair. Hannah, the queen bee of our little clique, always insisted on having the perfect hairdo, and today she wanted a fishtail braid. The other members of our group, Rosie, Bailey, and Brent, watched closely, ready to offer their unsolicited critiques.

"Tim, you always make my hair look so good," Hannah said, checking herself out in the compact mirror she kept in her bag.

"You're like my personal stylist."
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"Yeah, well, I guess I have a knack for it," I replied, focusing on making the braid as perfect as possible.

"More like your personal servant," Rosie muttered under her breath, loud enough for all of us to hear.

"Rosie, be nice," Bailey scolded, though she couldn’t hide her smirk.

"Tim's just being helpful."

Brent, our resident gay guy who had his own queen bee vibes, leaned over and inspected my work.

"Not bad, Tim. But you might want to tighten the bottom a bit. It's looking a little loose."

"Thanks for the tip, Brent," I said, trying not to roll my eyes.

"I'll get right on that."

As I adjusted the braid, Hannah kept talking. "So, Tim, when are you going to finally admit you're gay? I mean, you spend all your time with us girls, and you're so good at all this girly stuff."

I felt my face heat up. This wasn't the first time they had brought this up.

"I'm not gay, Hannah. I just like hanging out with you guys. You're my friends."

"Yeah, yeah, whatever you say," Hannah replied with a dismissive wave.

"But seriously, you should just come out already. It'd make things a lot easier."

"He's not gay, Hannah," Brent interjected, defending me for once.

"Maybe he's just... figuring things out. Right, Tim?"

I shook my head. "Shut up."

As I finished the braid, I couldn’t help but think about my dad, Craig. He was the typical "that's my boy" kind of dad, always pushing me to do sports and manly stuff. But he also wanted me to be as domesticated as my late mom. It was a weird mix of expectations that I could never quite reconcile.

"There you go, all done," I said, tying off the braid with a small elastic band.

Hannah looked at herself again and smiled.

"Perfect. You're the best."

"Thanks," I replied, feeling a mix of pride and discomfort. I enjoyed doing this stuff, but it always came with questions I wasn't ready to answer.

"Alright, let's get to class," Bailey said, grabbing her bag. "We don't want to be late."

As we walked to our next class, I thought about how confusing everything was. I liked hanging out with my friends, and I loved how feminine clothes and hairstyles looked. I also looked up to cool guys and tried to convince myself it was just admiration.

And then there was my dad. How would he react if he knew what I really enjoyed?

I pushed the thought out of my mind and focused on the present.

It was the first day of my senior year, and I walked into the classroom with my heart pounding. I scanned the room for a familiar face, but my friends were nowhere to be seen. I took a deep breath and found an empty seat, hoping for the best.

Then I saw him. Gary, the ultimate jock, was sitting right next to my chosen seat. My heart started beating even faster. Gary was the guy every other guy wanted to be and every girl wanted to date. Tall, muscular, with an easy smile that made him look like he had everything figured out. I idolized him, though I tried to convince myself it was just admiration.

I slid into my seat, trying to act normal.

Class started, and I tried to focus on the teacher's introduction, but it was hard with Gary sitting so close. I could feel his presence, and my mind kept drifting back to him. Then, halfway through the lesson, Gary leaned over.
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"Hey, you got an extra pen?" he whispered.

I blinked, my mind racing. "Uh, yeah, I think so," I stammered, rummaging through my pencil case. My hands were shaking a little, and I could feel my face getting hot. I found an extra pen, but when I pulled it out, my heart sank.

It was bright pink.

He raised an eyebrow. "Got any other colors?" he asked, a small smile playing on his lips.

I shook my head, feeling embarrassed. "No, sorry. That's the only one I have."

He chuckled and took the pink pen from my hand. "Guess pink will have to do," he said, shaking his head in amusement. "Thanks, man."

I watched him start writing with the pink pen, feeling a strange mix of emotions. I had butterflies in my stomach, but I tried to push them away. This didn't mean anything. I wasn't gay. I was just... nervous around someone I admired.

Yeah, that was it.

As the lesson continued, I glanced at him now and then, watching him scribble notes with the pink pen. He didn't seem bothered by it at all. In fact, he seemed pretty comfortable with himself, which only made me admire him more.

By the time the bell rang, I felt a little more at ease. He handed the pen back to me with a grin. "Thanks again, Tim. See you around."

"Yeah, see you," I replied, feeling a bit more confident. Maybe this year wouldn't be so bad after all.
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When I got home after school, I found my dad in the garage, elbows deep in the engine of his old Mustang. The car was his pride and joy, and he spent hours restoring it whenever he had the chance. The garage smelled of oil and grease, a sharp contrast to the clean, fresh air outside.

"Hey, Dad," I called out, dropping my backpack by the door.

"Hey, Tim," he grunted without looking up from his project.

"How was your first day?"

"It was good," I replied, walking over to see what he was working on.

"Got a lot of homework, though."

"That's good," he said absently, tightening a bolt.

"Keeps you busy. Keeps you out of trouble."

I nodded, even though he wasn't looking at me. "Yeah, for sure."

There was a brief silence before he spoke again.

"I'm craving some meatloaf. Think you can make some for dinner?"

"Yes, Dad," I said, feeling a small smile tug at my lips. Cooking was something I enjoyed, something that made me feel at peace. "I'll get started right away."

"Thanks, kid," he said, finally glancing up with a small, tired smile.

"You're a good son."

I felt a warmth in my chest at his words. "No problem, Dad. Anything for you."

I left the garage and headed to the kitchen, pulling out the ingredients for meatloaf. As I worked, I felt a sense of calm wash over me. There was something soothing about chopping onions, mixing the ingredients, and shaping the meatloaf. It was like a little escape from the confusion and chaos of school.

As I slid the meatloaf into the oven, I started on the side dishes, humming to myself. The kitchen filled with the comforting smells of cooking, and I felt more at ease than I had all day.

I thought about the day, about sitting next to Gary and our awkward pen exchange. It was weird how something so simple could give me butterflies. But I pushed those thoughts aside, focusing on the task at hand.

By the time Dad came in from the garage, dinner was ready. He washed up and joined me at the table, digging into the meatloaf with a satisfied grunt.

"This is great, Tim," he said between bites.

"You really know your way around the kitchen."

"Thanks, Dad," I replied, feeling a swell of pride.

"I'm glad you like it."

We ate in comfortable silence, the kind that comes from years of familiarity. Despite our differences and the confusion I felt about myself, moments like this made everything seem a little simpler.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD PASSED, and I couldn't stop thinking about Gary. It was weird how much space he occupied in my mind. I wanted to be friends with him, but in what world would that happen? He was the ultimate jock, and I was... well, I was me.

I was sitting in the quadrangle with my clique—Hannah, Rosie, Bailey, and Brent—while we talked about boys, as usual.

"Noah is so cute," Rosie said, twirling a lock of her hair around her finger.

"But I heard he's dating that girl from the cheer squad."

"Halston's got the best smile," Bailey added dreamily.

"And those dimples? Swoon."

"John is totally my type," Brent chimed in with a dramatic sigh.

"If only he wasn't straight."

"Gary's so hot," Hannah declared, tossing her hair over her shoulder.
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"But I think he's gay."

My heart skipped a beat. "What?" I blurted out before I could stop myself.

Hannah shrugged. "Yeah, I mean, he hasn't shown interest in any of us. And we're, like, the hottest girls in school."

"Obviously, he's super gay," Brent agreed, rolling his eyes. "I mean, come on. If he doesn't want you guys, then what other explanation is there?"

Hannah pouted. "I don't care if he's gay. He's going to be mine."

I couldn't stay quiet any longer. "It doesn't work like that, Hannah."

Bailey turned to me with a raised eyebrow.

"What do you know, Tim?"

"Yeah," Hannah said, her tone sharp.

"What do you know apart from hiding the truth from your daddy?"

I felt a rush of anger and hurt. "That's not fair."

"Oh, come on, Tim," Rosie said, joining in.

"We're just trying to help you be honest with yourself."

I stood up, my face burning.

"You know what? I'm done with this conversation." I walked away, not looking back.

My heart was pounding as I made my way to a quiet corner of the school grounds. I felt so offended and alone. They were supposed to be my friends, but sometimes it felt like they didn't understand me at all.

They thought Gary was gay, and they kept trying to push me into admitting I was too. But I didn't accept that. I couldn't be gay. There had to be some way to prove it.

Maybe if I dated a girl, they'd stop bothering me. But who? I scanned the courtyard, looking at the groups of students scattered around. There were plenty of cute girls, but none of them really interested me.

Not like Gary did. I shook my head, trying to push that thought away.

I needed to focus. If I could just find a girlfriend, everything would be fine. I'd show them all that I wasn't gay. I sighed, feeling the weight of the decision pressing down on me.

Just then, the bell rang, jolting me out of my thoughts. I grabbed my bag and stood up, heading to my next class. Maybe I'd figure things out later. For now, I had to survive the rest of the school day.
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Back in the classroom, I tried to push the earlier conversation out of my mind and focus on math. Mr. Rubenstein, our math teacher, was at the front, droning on about quadratic equations. I was half-listening, doodling in my notebook, when he called on Gary.

"Mr. Thompson," Mr. Rubenstein said, adjusting his glasses.

"Solve the equation on the board."

Gary stood up, looking a bit lost. He walked to the board and stared at the problem, shifting uncomfortably.

"Uh, I think... you need to factor it?" Gary said hesitantly, glancing back at Mr. Rubenstein.

Mr. Rubenstein sighed loudly.

"Well, Mr. Thompson, are you asking me or telling me? Come on, try to use that brain of yours."

He frowned, clearly struggling.

"I, uh, don't really get this part. I think you... combine like terms?"

Mr. Rubenstein rolled his eyes. "Combine like terms? Really? That's your answer? It's no wonder you can't keep up with the class, Thompson. You're always busy with sports and girls, aren't you?"

I felt a surge of anger. It wasn't fair how Mr. Rubenstein was treating Gary. He didn't deserve to be humiliated like this.

"Mr. Thompson, do you even know what factoring is?" Mr. Rubenstein continued, his voice dripping with sarcasm. "Or should we go back to basic arithmetic for you?"

Gary's face turned red, and I could see he was trying hard to keep his composure. My fists clenched under the desk. This was too much.

"Maybe if you spent less time trying to look cool and more time studying, you wouldn't be such a disappointment," Mr. Rubenstein sneered.

I couldn't stay silent any longer. "That's not fair," I blurted out, surprising even myself.

Mr. Rubenstein turned his icy gaze to me.
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"Excuse me, Mr. Harding? Did you have something to add?"

I swallowed hard but kept my voice steady.

"Gary's trying his best. There's no need to call him names."

The room went silent. Mr. Rubenstein stared at me for a moment before speaking. "Well, Mr. Harding, if you think you know so much, why don't you come up here and solve the problem yourself?"

I hesitated but then stood up, walking to the board. I could feel everyone's eyes on me, but I focused on the equation. Taking a deep breath, I started to solve it, explaining each step as I went.

When I finished, Mr. Rubenstein looked at the board and then back at me.

"Well, at least someone knows what they're doing," he said begrudgingly.

"Good, but the way you just talked to me is unacceptable. You better watch your tone if you don’t want me to send you to the principal’s office.”

“So… sorry, Mr. Rube—"

“You may sit down."

I sat back down, my heart still pounding from my confrontation with Mr. Rubenstein. I thought I had done the right thing by standing up for Gary, but as soon as I was seated, Gary turned to me with a scowl.

"You didn't have to defend me with your gay ass," he hissed under his breath.

I felt like I had been slapped.

"What?" I whispered back, completely shocked. I had just tried to help, and this was the thanks I got?

He leaned closer, his eyes narrowed. "I don't need your help. Especially not from someone like you."

I was so mad I couldn't say anything. My mind was racing, trying to process his words. It felt like all the air had been sucked out of the room. I wanted to scream at him, to tell him how unfair he was being, but I couldn't find the words.

Mr. Rubenstein continued his lecture, oblivious to the storm brewing inside me. I clenched my fists under the desk, trying to keep my emotions in check. How could Gary be so ungrateful? I had put myself on the line for him, and he just threw it back in my face.

For the rest of the class, I sat in silence, seething with anger and hurt. I didn't understand why he had reacted that way. Maybe I never would. All I knew was that I had done what I thought was right, and somehow, it had all gone wrong.

Lunchtime rolled around, and I made my way to our usual table, feeling the weight of the morning pressing down on me. As I approached, I noticed the girls and Brent all had raised eyebrows, exchanging looks.

Hannah saw me coming and put her purse on the empty seat next to her.

"You can't sit with us until you kneel and beg for mercy," she said, her voice cold.

I stopped in my tracks, a surge of anger bubbling up inside me. I was already fuming from Gary's ungrateful comment and Mr. Rubenstein's unfair treatment. Seeing all of them with proud look on their faces was the last straw.

"You know what, screw you, Hannah," I snapped, my voice shaking with anger and hurt. I turned on my heel and stormed away, not giving them a chance to respond.

I headed to the soccer field, clutching my brown bag lunch. I found a quiet spot under the bleachers and sat down, tearing open my sandwich with shaky hands. The anger slowly gave way to sadness, and I felt tears prickling at the corners of my eyes.

As I ate, I couldn't help but think about everything that had happened.

Why was everything so messed up? I tried to be a good friend, a good student, a good son, but it never seemed to be enough.

Sitting there, I let a few tears fall, hoping no one would see. I needed to get a grip, to figure out who I was and what I wanted. But right now, all I felt was confusion and pain.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I had made a decision. I was done being treated like crap. I was going to make a change, starting with trying out for a varsity team. Maybe if I joined a sport, people would take me more seriously. But the problem was, I didn't know which sport to choose.

I stood in front of the gym, watching the different teams practice. Basketball was out—I was way too short. Football was also a no-go; I was too skinny and didn't fancy getting tackled to the ground every day.

I wandered around, feeling a bit lost, until I noticed the tennis courts. A few guys were practicing, their movements quick and precise. I watched them for a while, realizing I might actually be good at this. I was pretty agile and had good dexterity, thanks to all the video games I played.

"Hey," I called out to one of the players. "Is there a tryout for tennis?"

The guy, a senior named Mark, looked up and nodded.
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"Yeah, we have tryouts tomorrow after school. You interested?"

I nodded. "Yeah, I think I am."

"Cool," he said with a grin.

"We could use some new blood. Be here at three sharp, and bring your A-game."

"I'll be there," I replied, feeling a surge of determination. This was it. This was my chance to prove I wasn't just the guy who hung out with girls and got pushed around.

The next day, I showed up at the courts with a mix of nerves and excitement. Mark greeted me and handed me a racket.

"Alright, let's see what you've got," he said, gesturing to the court.

I took a deep breath and stepped onto the court. The first few rallies were a bit shaky, but I quickly found my rhythm. My agility and quick reflexes came in handy, and I started to hold my own against the more experienced players.

"Not bad," Mark said after a particularly intense rally. "You've got potential."

I smiled, feeling a sense of accomplishment.

"Thanks. I've been watching videos on YouTube."

"Well, keep it up," he said. "We'll make a player out of you yet."

As the tryout continued, I felt more and more confident. This was something I could do, something I could be good at. And maybe, just maybe, it would help me earn the respect I deserved.

When the tryout was over, Mark clapped me on the back.

"Welcome to the team."

"Thanks," I said, grinning from ear to ear.

"I'm looking forward to it."

Walking home that day, I felt a new sense of purpose. Joining the tennis team was just the beginning. I was done letting people walk all over me. This was my time to stand up and show everyone who I really was.

Dinner that night was meatloaf again, my dad's favorite. I sat across from him, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement. I couldn't wait to tell him the news.

"Hey, Dad," I began, trying to sound casual.

"Guess what? I made the tennis team."

He looked up from his plate, a big smile spreading across his face.
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"That's great, Tim! I'm really proud of you."

I grinned, feeling a warm glow of pride. "Thanks, Dad. I'm pretty excited about it too."

"So, you're gonna be the next Roger Federer, huh?" He said with a chuckle, taking another bite of meatloaf.

"Actually," I said, feeling a bit playful, "I was thinking more along the lines of Maria Sharapova."

He paused, a confused look crossing his face.

"But... that's a girl, Tim."

I shrugged, not missing a beat. "Well, she's pretty iconic."

He blinked, clearly taken aback.

"Iconic, huh? Well, I guess she is pretty famous."

"Exactly," I said, feeling a small victory.

"Plus, she's a great player. Why wouldn't I look up to her?"

He shook his head, still looking a bit shocked but also amused.

"You've always been a bit different, Tim."


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS LATER, I found myself in a strange place. I was happy not to be tangled up in the clique's drama anymore, but I really missed talking about girly stuff. All the constant chatter about sports with Mark was getting so boring, and I felt uninspired.

We were in the gym, and he was going on about tennis again. "So, did you see the match last night?" he asked, his eyes lighting up.

"Warner was on fire!"

"Yeah, I saw it," I replied, trying to sound enthusiastic. In truth, I was feeling pretty drained.

"He played well."

"Played well?" He laughed. "He was amazing! That backhand shot in the third set was unbelievable."

I nodded, but my mind was elsewhere. I missed the easy conversations with the girls about fashion, makeup, and all the things that made me feel connected. Talking about sports all the time was just... dull.
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"You know," I said, trying to steer the conversation a bit, "I've been thinking about getting a new haircut. Something different."

He gave me a puzzled look. "A new haircut? What does that have to do with tennis?"

"Nothing, really," I admitted, feeling a bit sheepish.

"Just wanted to change things up a bit."

He shrugged. "Well, whatever makes you happy, I guess. But seriously, did you notice how Warner—"

I tuned him out, nodding along as he continued his tennis rant. I needed something more, something that made me feel like myself. The gym echoed with the sounds of people working out, but all I could think about was how much I missed the girly stuff.

As he kept talking, I realized I had to find a balance. I couldn't just abandon everything I loved because I was trying to fit into a new mold. Maybe it was time to reconnect with that part of myself, even if it meant stepping out of my comfort zone.

"Hey, Mark," I interrupted, "I'm going to head out early today. Got some stuff to take care of."

"Sure, man," he said, barely missing a beat in his tennis analysis.

"Catch you later."

I walked into the barber shop, but something caught my eye—a newly opened salon across the street. It was pink and glittery, with inviting lights that made it stand out. Without thinking, I found myself heading over there instead.

The moment I stepped inside, I was greeted by a tall, gorgeous woman with big boobs and an infectious smile.

"Well, look at what we got here," she said in a thick southern accent. Her name tag read "Zandra."

I felt my face heat up. It was my first time encountering a trans girl, and I didn't know what to say. "Uh, hi," I mumbled, trying not to stare.

She laughed, a rich, warm sound. "Stop lookin' at me like that, sugar, or else I'mma eat you up."

I blushed even more. "I, uh, I want a haircut."

"Alright, sweetheart," she said, leading me to a chair.

"What kind of cut are we thinkin' today?"

"I want to keep the length," I said, looking at my reflection.

"Just something cooler."

"Hmm," Zandra mused, running her fingers through my hair.
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"How 'bout we try some layers? Maybe give you some bangs too?"

"Sure," I agreed, trusting her judgment.

As she worked, she chatted away, making me feel at ease. "You know, you got such pretty hair. These layers are gonna look fabulous on you."

I smiled, feeling more relaxed. "Thanks, Zandra."

When she finished, she stepped back and admired her work. "Well, look at you, pretty boy," she said, beaming.

The other workers in the salon gathered around, nodding and teasing.

"He's a natural beauty," one of them said, and the others agreed.

I looked in the mirror again, barely recognizing myself. The bangs and layers made me look more attractive, not too boring. I felt a rush of happiness and confidence.

"Thank you, Zandra," I said, still staring at my reflection.

"Anytime, honey," she replied with a wink.

“Now take this,” she said—handing me a goody bag to promote their new salon.

"You come back and see us, y'hear?"

"I will," I promised, feeling a new sense of excitement. As I left the salon, I couldn't help but smile. This was just the change I needed, and it was only the beginning.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I found myself staring at my tennis uniform in the dim light of my room. I didn't like it—it was too loose, hanging off me like a sack. I sighed, knowing I needed to make some adjustments.

I had learned to sew after my mom died. It was a skill that came in handy more often than not. I pulled out my sewing kit and got to work, taking in the sides and adjusting the seams. It took a while, but when I was done, the uniform fit me perfectly.
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I tried it on, admiring myself in the bathroom mirror. With my new haircut and the better-fitting uniform, I felt shapely, even sexy. It was a strange but wonderful feeling.

After that, I decided to clean my nails. I had a goody bag with some clear nail polish and Merthiolate from Zandra during my last visit to the salon. I liked a bit of color, but I was too scared people would judge me if I wore colored nail polish. With the Merthiolate, I could at least explain it if anyone asked.

I carefully cleaned my nails with Merthiolate, giving my nails a slight tint then finished them off with the clear nail polish. I smiled at the result. It wasn't much, but it made me feel more like myself.

As I looked at my reflection one last time, I felt a surge of confidence. I was starting to find my own style, my own way of expressing myself. And it felt good.

The next day in class, Mr. Rubenstein walked in with a serious look on his face. He adjusted his glasses and cleared his throat. "Alright, class, listen up. Starting next week, we'll be implementing a peer-to-peer program."

The room filled with groans and whispers. The students who were good at math were clearly not thrilled about this new development.

"This program," he continued, ignoring the complaints, "is designed to help those who are struggling in my class. You'll be paired up, and those of you with higher grades will assist those who need a bit more help. Don’t worry, I’ll give you extra credits for this."

I glanced around the room. My classmates looked annoyed, shifting uncomfortably in their seats. I knew this was going to be a tough sell.

He began reading off names, pairing students together. The list went on and on, and I could see the dread building on the faces of the high achievers.

“Josie Perez, you’ll be teaching Lisa Van der Woodsen.”

“Eww,” Lisa said—causing the class to erupt in laughter.

“Like I want to teach a dog how to fly,” Josie retorted—causing the class to laugh even more.

“Gus Colby, you’ll be in charge of Macy Herrington.”

Finally, he got to me.
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"Tim Harding," he announced, "you'll be paired with Gary Thompson."

I felt my stomach drop. Gary? Of all people? I glanced over at him, expecting him to look annoyed too, but to my surprise, he seemed happy. He even gave me a small smile.

Great, I thought. Just great. I was still annoyed from our last encounter, but despite myself, I felt butterflies in my stomach. Why did he have this effect on me?

"Alright, everyone," Mr. Rubenstein said, wrapping up the announcements.

"I expect you all to take this seriously. Your first meeting will be next week."

As the bell rang and we gathered our things, Gary walked over to me.

"Looks like we're partners," he said, still smiling.

"I thought you didn’t want help from people like me," I replied, trying to keep my voice steady.

Gary chuckled. "Come on, Tim. You can’t still be mad about that. That was weeks ago."

I forced a smile. "Yeah, whatever."

As we left the classroom, I couldn't help but feel a mix of annoyance and excitement. This was going to be interesting, to say the least.

Later that day, I headed to tennis practice, feeling a mix of excitement and nerves. I was ready to debut the outfit that I had just sewn. As I changed in the locker room, I felt a flutter of anticipation.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped out of the locker room. The other boys chuckled as I walked by, their eyes lingering on my new uniform. I tried to ignore them, focusing on finding Mark.

I spotted Mark across the court and made my way over to him. As soon as he saw me, his expression darkened. He marched over and grabbed my arm, dragging me back to the locker room.

"What the heck is this?" Mark demanded, his voice low and angry.

I was shocked—not expecting his mean response. "What's wrong?"

He pointed at my uniform. "What did you do to your uniform? And what's with your nails? Are you gay or something?"

I felt a surge of annoyance. "What's it to you? I like my uniform this way."

He shook his head, clearly frustrated. "You're not playing in that uniform, Tim. You hear me?"

I pushed past him, my anger boiling over. "Who cares what you think? It's just a stupid uniform!"
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His voice followed me as I stormed out. "You're not playing in that, Tim. I mean it!"

I didn't stop. I rushed to a corner of the soccer field, below the bleachers, and collapsed, the tears finally spilling over. I couldn't understand why everyone had to be so cruel. All I wanted was to feel comfortable in my own skin, but it seemed like no one would let me.

As I sat there crying under the bleachers, I smelled something strange—smoke. I looked up and saw Gary leaning against a post, a cigarette in hand.

"Oh shit," I muttered, quickly wiping away my tears.

He noticed me and walked over, concern etched on his face. "What's wrong?"

I sniffled, trying to compose myself. "How can you smoke in school?"

He smirked. "Well, I'm the boss. Now, why are you crying?"

"It's nothing," I said, my voice shaky. "Just personal stuff."

He didn't buy it. He crouched down and forced me to look at him.
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"Come on, Tim. What's really going on?"

I felt a lump in my throat. I wanted to break down and tell him everything—the pressure, the confusion, the fear. But I was so tired of people thinking I was weak or gay.

"I don't have time for this," I snapped, pulling away from him. I got up and ran as fast as I could, not looking back.

I ran all the way home, my heart pounding and my mind racing. I burst through the front door, ignoring my dad's questions. I went straight to my room and slammed the door.

Throwing myself onto the bed, I let out a muffled scream into my pillow. Why was everything so hard? Why couldn't people just let me be?

I felt like I was drowning in emotions—anger, sadness, frustration. I didn't know how to deal with it all. Tears streamed down my face as I lay there, feeling completely alone.

"I hate this," I whispered to myself. "I hate feeling like this."

I knew I had to find a way to get through it. I couldn't keep running from my problems. But right now, all I could do was cry and hope that tomorrow would be a little bit better.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I was sitting in class, my phone buzzing with texts from Mark. I glanced down to see another message pop up: "Why did you skip practice?" followed by, "I have your new uniform."

I didn't want to wear the new uniform. It wasn't just about the uniform itself; it was about making my own decisions and standing up for what I wanted. I sighed and put my phone away, trying to focus on the lesson.

[image: classroom setting]

Gary was sitting next to me, tapping his pencil on the desk. I took a deep breath, deciding it was time to make another decision.

"Hey, Gary," I whispered.

He looked over at me, raising an eyebrow. "Yeah?"

"For the peer-to-peer thing," I began, feeling my nerves kick in, "I prefer if we do it at my place instead of yours."

Gary smiled and shrugged. "Sure, you're the boss."

I felt butterflies in my stomach at his easy agreement. "Thanks."

As class continued, I felt a sense of relief wash over me. I was starting to take control of my life, little by little. It wasn't easy, but it was necessary.

Later, I stood outside the school, waiting for Gary. When he pulled up in his sleek Maserati, I couldn't help but be impressed.

He rolled down the window. "Hey, Tim. Ready?"

I hesitated. "My house is just five blocks away."

He smirked. "I don't walk."

I rolled my eyes, trying to hide my amusement. "Fine."

I reached for the door handle, but he stopped me. "Wait." He got out and walked around to the passenger side, opening the door for me.

I felt a rush of excitement. "Thanks," I said, sliding into the seat.

As I settled in, I glanced out the window and saw my old clique in the distance. They were whispering and looking our way, and Hannah was glaring at me with a look of pure disdain.

"Everything okay?" he asked, noticing my distraction.

"Yeah," I replied, trying to shake off the unease.

He nodded and got back into the car.
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As we drove off, I couldn't help but feel a mix of nerves and excitement. Sitting next to Gary, I felt like I was on the edge of something new and different. It was both thrilling and terrifying.

We reached my house, and I directed him to park in the driveway. "Thanks for the ride," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

"No problem," he replied with a grin. "Let's get started."

When we arrived at my house, I saw Dad sitting in the living room, eyes glued to the football game on TV. As I led Gary inside, Dad glanced up, a grin spreading across his face.

"Dad, this is Gary," I said, gesturing to him.

Gary gave a friendly wave. "Nice to meet you, Mr. Harding."

Dad's eyes lit up. "Gary, huh? You follow football?"

Gary nodded enthusiastically. "Absolutely. Who's playing?"

"Packers and Bears," Dad replied, his excitement palpable. "Pull up a chair, son."

I rolled my eyes. "Dad, I have to teach him for my credits."

Dad chuckled, not taking his eyes off the screen.

"Ah, the classic peer-to-peer system."

"More like archaic," I muttered, nudging Gary towards my bedroom.

He chuckled and followed me. Once we entered my room, he paused, looking around in surprise. "Wow, your room is... really clean and dainty. Doesn't look like a guy's room."

I shrugged, feeling a bit self-conscious. "I like to keep things in order."

He sat on the edge of my bed, still looking around. "It's nice. Different, but nice."

I pulled out my math notes and sat at my desk. "Alright, let's get started. What do you need help with?"

He sighed, running a hand through his hair. "Pretty much everything. Math isn't really my strong suit."

I nodded and flipped open the textbook. "Okay, let's start with the basics."

As I began explaining the concepts, I could feel the tension in the room. He was listening intently, but there was an undercurrent of something else—something unspoken. I tried to focus on the lesson, but my mind kept wandering.

"You're really good at this," he said after a while, interrupting my thoughts.

I smiled, a bit embarrassed. "Thanks. I guess it comes naturally."

He leaned back on his hands, looking at me thoughtfully.

"You know, you're not like most guys at school."

I raised an eyebrow. "What do you mean?"

He shrugged. "You're different. In a good way. You don't try to act tough or anything. It's refreshing."

I felt a blush creeping up my cheeks. "Uh, thanks, I guess."

He leaned forward, his expression serious. "No, really. I mean it. I think it's cool."

I cleared my throat, trying to focus. "We should get back to the lesson."

He nodded, but I could see the curiosity in his eyes. "Yeah, sure."

We continued with the math problems, but the tension was still there. It was like an invisible thread connecting us, pulling us closer together.

Later in the session, I handed Gary a sheet of practice questions.

"Alright, try to answer these. Let's see how much you've learned."

He nodded, taking the paper and focusing on the problems. While he worked, I pulled out my clear nail polish and started retouching my nails. I loved the way they looked when they were shiny.

He looked up, wrinkling his nose. "What's that smell?"

I held up my hand, showing off my nails. "It's clear nail polish. I love it when they're shiny."

He shook his head, a small smile playing on his lips. "You're something else."

I shrugged, blowing on my nails to dry them faster.

"What can I say? I like what I like."

He went back to his test, and I watched him work for a bit. He was really trying, and it showed. When he finished, he handed the paper back to me.

"Alright, let's see how you did," I said, taking the paper and blowing on my nails one last time.

As I went through his answers, I was impressed. "Hey, you got 5 out of 10 correct. That's a big improvement."

He didn't look pleased with himself. "Only 5? That's barely passing."

I put a hand on his shoulder. "Gary, this is great. You're making progress. Don't be so hard on yourself."

He sighed but nodded. "Thanks. I guess you're right."

I was about to move on to the next set of problems when he spoke again. "You still haven't told me why you were crying that day."

I continued to pretend to blow on my nails, avoiding his gaze. "It's nothing."

He wasn't having it. "Come on, Tim. You can tell me."

I sighed, knowing he wouldn't let it go. "It's because of Mark from the tennis team."

He raised an eyebrow. "Mark? What about him?"

I hesitated, then continued. "He didn’t like how I altered my uniform to be more… snug. He said I'm not allowed to play unless I wear the regular uniform."

He chuckled, shaking his head. "What an idiot. Forget that team."

I looked at him, feeling a mix of relief and frustration. "Yeah, I guess."

We went back to the math problems, and I helped him through some more difficult concepts. Despite the earlier tension, the atmosphere between us was lighter now. We joked around a bit, and he seemed more relaxed.

As the session came to an end, he packed up his things. "Thanks for all your help, Tim. I feel like I'm actually starting to get this stuff."

I smiled, feeling a sense of accomplishment.

"Anytime, Gary. You're doing great."
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He looked at me, a thoughtful expression on his face. "You know, you're not just good at math. You're good at making people feel better too."

I blushed, not sure how to respond. "Uh, thanks. I try."

He laughed and gave me a playful punch on the arm.

"See you around."

"Yeah, see you," I replied, watching him leave.

As I closed the door behind him, I couldn't help but feel a strange mix of emotions. He was starting to see me in a different light, and I wasn't sure what to make of it.

The next day, I was walking to school, lost in my thoughts about the study session with Gary. As I turned the corner into the hallway, I was suddenly swarmed by my old clique. They were so chatty, so friendly, and so welcoming that I was completely taken aback.

"Timmy!" Hannah exclaimed, wrapping me in a hug. "We've missed you!"

I blinked, surprised. "Uh, hi, Hannah. Hi, everyone."

Rosie grinned, her eyes sparkling. "You should hang out with us again, Tim. It’s been too long."

Bailey nodded eagerly. "Yeah, we’ve missed our favorite stylist."

I felt a mix of emotions. Part of me was wary, but another part of me was relieved. I had missed them too. I missed talking about girly stuff and having fun. I was so done with sports talk and schoolwork all the time.

"Really?" I asked, still a bit cautious. "You want me back?"

"Of course!" Hannah said, linking her arm with mine.

"We need you, Timmy. It's not the same without you."

I smiled, feeling a warmth spread through me. "I’ve missed you guys too."

Brent, ever the dramatic one, threw his arm around my shoulders.

"We’re a family, Tim. We stick together."

"Yeah," I said, feeling a little emotional. "I guess we are."

Rosie laughed. "Remember the time we tried to give Brent a makeover, and he ended up looking like a clown?"

Everyone burst into laughter, and I couldn’t help but join in. It felt good to be back with them, to laugh and reminisce.

"Come on," Bailey said, pulling me towards the one of the quadrangle seats. "Let’s catch up."

As we walked, they filled me in on all the gossip I’d missed. Hannah talked about her latest crush, Rosie complained about a teacher, and Bailey shared a funny story about her little brother. Brent, of course, had all the latest fashion tips and celebrity gossip.

I listened, feeling a sense of belonging. This was what I had been missing. This was home.

Soon after, we reached the spot and settled in. Hannah leaned in, her eyes serious. "So, Timmy, what have you been up to? We haven’t seen you in ages."

I shrugged, trying to play it cool. "Just, you know, school stuff. Helping Gary with math."

Brent raised an eyebrow. "Gary? The jock?"

"Yeah," I said, feeling a bit defensive. "He’s actually not that bad."

Rosie smirked. "Sounds like someone’s got a crush."

I blushed. "No, it's not like that. We’re just friends and I told you, I’m not gay."

Hannah nudged me playfully. "Sure, Timmy. Whatever you say."

Despite the teasing, I felt happy. I was back with my friends, and it felt like I was finally finding my place.

As the bell rang and we headed to our classes, I couldn’t stop smiling. Maybe things were starting to look up. Maybe, just maybe, I could have the best of both worlds.

In class, Mr. Rubenstein was in one of his moods, asking for recitations. I sat there, my stomach twisting into knots. He went around the room, calling on different students. Finally, he called on Gary.

"Mr. Thompson, solve the equation on the board," Mr. Rubenstein said, his tone sharp.

I felt a surge of nervousness for Gary. I wanted him to do well, to prove that our hard work yesterday paid off. He stood up, walked to the board, and stared at the problem for a moment. Then, with a steady hand, he began to solve it.

The classroom was silent as he worked through the steps. When he finished, he turned to Mr. Rubenstein, waiting for his verdict.

Mr. Rubenstein looked at the board, then at Gary.

"Correct," he said, almost grudgingly. "Good job, Mr. Thompson."

I felt a rush of pride. Gary had done it. I smiled at him, and he gave me a quick nod of thanks as he sat back down.

During lunch break, I was hanging out with my clique in the cafeteria. We were chatting and laughing, catching up on all the latest gossip.

Brent suddenly blurted out, "There's a new Tekken game coming out! Have you guys seen it? I love Nina's new costume!"

I perked up. "Nina? Please, Anna is so much better."

He gasped in mock horror. "Tim, how could you? Nina is a queen!"

I laughed. "Anna's the real queen, and you know it."

We bantered back and forth, and it felt like old times. Then, Hannah leaned in, a mischievous look in her eyes.
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"So, Timmy, tell us about Gary. What's he like?"

I shrugged, trying to play it cool. "I just teach him math, that's all."

Hannah wasn't satisfied with that. "Come on, Timmy. What’s his favorite color? Favorite food? Does he have a girlfriend?"

I felt a bit cornered. "I don't know. We don't talk about that stuff. I just help him with math."

Rosie smirked. "You must know something. Does he have any pets?"

I shook my head. "I really don't know."

Bailey jumped in. "What's his favorite sport? Besides football, obviously."

I sighed, feeling a bit overwhelmed. "Guys, I really don't know. We haven't talked about any of that."

Hannah pouted. "You're no fun, Timmy."

I rolled my eyes playfully. "Sorry to disappoint."

Despite the barrage of questions, I felt happy. It was good to be back with my friends, even if they were a bit nosy.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

LATER THAT DAY, I stood outside the school with my clique, waiting for Gary. The girls were chattering away, and Brent was scrolling through his phone, but I kept glancing at the corner, waiting for Gary's car to pull up.

When it did, and he stepped out, the reaction was instant. The girls swarmed all over him, except for Hannah, who maintained her queen bee status by pretending not to be interested. They were all talking at once, bombarding him with questions.

"So you're going to Tim's house?" Rosie asked.

"Do you guys hang out often?" Bailey added.

"What's Tim like as a tutor?" Brent chimed in, a playful smirk on his face.

Gary looked a bit overwhelmed. He glanced at me, then grabbed my hand.
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"Excuse me, ladies," he said, pulling me towards the car.

"We have to go."

As we got into the car, I noticed that his face was bright red. It was adorable and I couldn't help but smile.

"Aren't you used to girls gawking over you?" I asked, teasingly.

He rolled his eyes. "Well, yeah, but your friends are like hyenas."

I laughed. "Welcome to my world."

He shook his head, still blushing. "Thanks for saving me back there."

"Anytime," I replied, feeling a bit proud of myself.

As we drove off, the conversation flowed easily. We talked about school and math, and it felt good. The tension from our first meeting was gone, replaced by a growing friendship.

When we arrived at my house, Dad was in the living room watching another football game. Gary greeted him politely, and they exchanged a few words about the game before we headed to my room.

"Your dad's pretty cool," he said as he sat down on my bed.

"Yeah, he's alright," I replied, setting up my books. "Ready to get started?"

He nodded. "Let's do it."

While Gary was answering some questions, he opened his bag to pull out a liquid eraser. The bottle and brush reminded me of nail polish, and I couldn't help but smile. But then, something else caught my eye.

"What's that?" I asked, pointing to a bundle in his bag.

He glanced at it and shrugged. "Oh, it's a wig. My mom asked me to deliver it to my aunt later. She has a boutique."

I felt my cheeks warm with excitement. "Can I see it?"

"Sure," he said, pulling it out.

The wig was beautiful, the same color as my hair. I couldn't stop looking at it, feeling a mix of curiosity and longing.

"Do you want to try it on?" he asked, noticing my interest.

"No, don't be ridiculous," I replied, though I was clearly tempted.

"Come on, it's just a wig," he insisted. He playfully put it on his head, making me chuckle.

He handed it to me. "Don't worry, I won't look."

With shaking hands, I took the wig and excused myself to the corner of the room. I slipped it on and turned to the wall mirror. I froze, staring at my reflection. I looked like a girl, and somehow, I liked the feeling.

I couldn't stop looking.

Not long enough, his voice broke the spell. "Wow, you look like a girl..."
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"Do I?" I asked, looking at myself again.

He smiled. "Yeah, you do."

I took off the wig, my heart racing. "It's ridiculous," I said, though deep inside, I loved it.

He shook his head. "Why did you take it off?"

I shrugged, trying to act casual. "Just felt silly."

We went back to the math problems, but I couldn't stop thinking about how I looked in the wig. Pretending to write more questions for him, I felt a mix of confusion and excitement.

Moments later, I checked Gary's paper and felt a surge of happiness. "Hey, you got 7 out of 10 this time. That's awesome!"

He grinned. "Really? That's great!"

We high-fived, both of us feeling the excitement. I decided to bring up something that had been on my mind. "By the way, my friends have been asking about your favorite color, hobbies, and all that stuff."

He raised an eyebrow. "Your friends or you?"

I chuckled. "Dream on."

He leaned back, a thoughtful look on his face. "No offense, but I don't like any of your friends."

I was taken aback. "Why not? They're the hottest girls in school."

He shook his head. "Not really. Your friends are so aggressive, a bit vile, to be honest. They're not... feminine if that makes sense, you know?"

I blushed, thinking about what he said. "Well, yeah, I guess they can be aggressive at times."

I hesitated before asking, "So, you're not... gay?"
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He let out a hearty laugh.

"I don't have to like your friends to be straight, Tim."

I felt a mix of relief and confusion. Before I could say anything else, he changed the subject. "You know, you looked really good in that wig. Why don't you wear it again?"

There was tension in the air, and I felt my face heat up. "Well, it's getting late, and you have to take it to your aunt's."

He nodded, but I could see the curiosity in his eyes. "Yeah, you're right. Maybe next time."

As he packed up his things, I couldn't help but feel a sense of connection. We were getting to know each other, little by little, and it felt good.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY during class, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I discreetly took it out and saw a text from Mark.

"Tim, if you don't come to practice after school, we're dropping you from the team."

I felt a surge of annoyance. I liked playing tennis, but I hated the uniform. The thought of being kicked off the team filled me with fear. I took a deep breath and texted back, "Fine!"

I shoved my phone back into my pocket, trying to focus on the lesson. But my mind kept drifting back to the ultimatum.

Why did it have to be so difficult?

Why couldn't they understand that the uniform made me uncomfortable?

As the bell rang, signaling the end of class, I felt a knot of anxiety in my stomach. I had to go to practice, but I didn't have to like it. One step at a time, I reminded myself. One step at a time.

Later, as I headed to the locker room, I saw Mark waiting for me. He crossed his arms, looking impatient.

"You got my message," he said.

"Yeah, I got it," I replied, trying to keep my voice steady.
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"Good. We need you. But you have to wear the regular uniform."

I sighed, feeling defeated. "Fine. I'll wear it."

Mark nodded, satisfied. "See you out there."

I changed into the uniform, feeling uncomfortable as always. As I walked out to the court, I couldn't help but feel a mix of frustration and determination. I was going to play, but I wasn't going to let this stop me from being who I was.

Filled with fury, I stepped onto the tennis court with a determination I hadn't felt before. I was going to play, but I wasn't going to let Mark or anyone else intimidate me. The anger gave me strength, and every time I hit the ball, I felt a surge of power.

During the match, I came close to hitting the ball right at Mark's face multiple times. The team was cheering, getting caught up in the intensity of the game. His glares only fueled my determination.

After practice, we headed to the locker room. I could feel the tension in the air as Mark approached me, his eyes narrowed.

"Did you do that to humiliate me?" he demanded, his voice low and threatening.

I met his gaze, trying to stay calm. "No, I just did my best."

He scoffed, his face twisting with anger. "Let's see about that," he said, his tone dripping with menace.

I watched as he stormed off, my heart pounding. I had stood up to him, but I knew this wasn't over. Still, I felt a sense of pride. I had played my game, my way.

As I changed out of my uniform, I thought about what had happened. I didn't want to be at odds with him, but I wasn't going to back down either.

[image: A moon over a ship  Description automatically generated]

Later that evening, I sat down for dinner with my dad. The usual smell of meatloaf filled the kitchen, a comforting scent that made the day's events seem distant. As we began eating, Dad asked about school.

"So, how's everything going at school?" he asked, his voice casual.

I started talking, almost forgetting that I was supposed to be careful about how I acted around him. "It's been good. I'm back with the girls, and we're hanging out a lot. Also, practice was tough today. I almost got dropped from the team because I altered my uniform into something that looks more appealing, ugh, it’s whatever."

Dad's fork clattered onto his plate, and he banged the table, making me jump.

"Why do you talk like that?!" he snapped.

"And I've been noticing your nails. They're shiny and pink!"

Fear gripped me. I looked down at my hands, trying to hide them.

"It’s just… Merthiolate."

Dad's face twisted in anger. "I did not raise a gay son. You better start shaping up, Tim, or I’ll kick you out of my house!"

Tears welled up in my eyes, and I couldn't hold them back. I stood up and walked out of the dining room, feeling my dad's eyes boring into my back. I rushed to my room, slammed the door, and threw myself onto my bed.

The tears came hard and fast.

Why couldn't he understand?

Why did everything have to be so difficult?

I buried my face in my pillow, wishing I could disappear.

I felt suffocated, the weight of everything pressing down on me.

I needed to feel close to someone who understood and that’s when I did it again. My mom’s belongings were tucked away in a chest at the foot of my bed. I hadn’t opened it in years.

But tonight, I needed her more than ever.

With trembling hands, I opened the chest. The familiar scent of her perfume wafted up, a bittersweet reminder of the woman who had been my world. Tears welled up in my eyes as I gently sifted through her things. There were her favorite scarves, the jewelry she used to wear, and at the bottom, neatly folded, was one of her dresses.

I lifted the dress out, feeling its soft fabric between my fingers. It was a simple dress, pink with white polka dots, but to me, it was a treasure. I held it close, closing my eyes.

"Mom, I wish you were here," I whispered, my voice breaking.

"Nobody understands what I feel."

As I stood there, clutching her dress, an idea began to form in my mind. It was crazy, but maybe it was exactly what I needed. I carefully laid the dress on my bed and found a pair of her stockings, still in perfect condition. My heart pounded as I looked at them.

"I'm sorry, Mom," I whispered, feeling a mix of guilt and anticipation.

"I don't mean to disrespect you, but it just feels right."

With my hands shaking, I carefully put on the stockings. The fabric was cool against my skin, sending a shiver up my spine. It was as if I could feel my mom's presence, comforting and understanding.
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I walked over to the mirror and looked at myself. Tears streamed down my face as I took in my reflection. I didn’t look like Tim. I looked like someone new, someone more complete. It felt right, but it also felt overwhelming.

"Mom," I whispered, staring at my reflection, "is this what you felt like? Is this who I'm supposed to be?"

The emotions were too much. I sank to the floor, hugging myself and sobbing. The dress, the stockings, everything felt like a connection to her, but also to a part of me I was only beginning to understand.

"I'm sorry, Mom," I said again, my voice choked with tears. "I didn't mean to, but it feels so right. It feels like I'm closer to you."

As I sat there, a strange sense of calm began to wash over me. The tears still flowed, but the weight on my chest began to lift. I felt connected to my mom, to myself, in a way I never had before. It was as if she was there, holding me, telling me it was okay to be who I was.

The guilt and fear slowly ebbed away, replaced by a tentative sense of acceptance. I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror again. This time, I didn't see someone trying to fit into a mold. I saw someone discovering who they were meant to be.

I took a deep breath, feeling a newfound strength. "Thank you, Mom," I whispered, touching the mirror.

"I miss you so much."

I felt like I was on the right path, guided by my mom's love and my own growing sense of self.

The next day, I would face the world again, but tonight, I allowed myself to feel everything. The pain, the loss, the confusion, and the tentative joy of discovering who I was. I carefully took off the dress and stockings, folding them with reverence and placing them back in the chest.

As I climbed into bed, I felt lighter, more hopeful. My mom's presence lingered, a comforting reminder that I was not alone. I closed my eyes, holding onto that feeling as I drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I was sitting with the girls during lunch. They were all chatting and laughing, but my mind was elsewhere. I hadn't spoken much since the incident with my dad, but today, Hannah seemed particularly focused on me.
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"Timmy, what's going on with you and Gary?" she asked, her eyes gleaming with curiosity. "You spend so much time together. Did you ask him already? What's his favorite color? Does he have a girlfriend? What does he do for fun?"

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat.

"I don't know, Hannah. We don't talk about that stuff."

She frowned, clearly not satisfied with my answer. "Come on, Timmy. You must know something. What about his favorite food?"

I shook my head. "I really don't know."

Her patience was wearing thin. "You're as useless as ever, Tim. Just braid my hair."

Something inside me snapped. I couldn't keep pretending everything was fine, and I couldn't keep lying to protect Hannah's feelings.

"You know what, Hannah?" I said, my voice shaking with anger.

"Gary doesn't like any of you. He thinks you're all aggressive and vile. He said you're not even feminine!"

The table fell silent. The other girls stared at me in shock, and Hannah's face turned bright red.

"What did you just say?" Hannah asked, her voice dangerously low.

"You heard me," I replied, feeling a strange mix of fear and relief.

"He doesn't like you. He thinks you're mean and pushy. And honestly, he's right."

She stood up, her eyes blazing with fury.

"How dare you say that to me? After everything I've done for you? And all this talk about femininity, who does he consider feminine, you!?"

"Everything you've done for me?" I scoffed.

"All you've ever done is boss me around and make me feel like I'm not good enough."

Rosie jumped in, trying to calm the situation. "Guys, let's not fight. We're friends."

But I couldn't stop. "Friends? You call this friendship? All you do is use me for your own benefit. Well, I'm done with it."

Hannah's eyes filled with tears, but she quickly blinked them away.

"Fine. If that's how you feel, then leave. We don't need you anyway. You’re not only closeted, you’re also a snoozefest."

I grabbed my bag, feeling a surge of anger and sadness.

"You know what, Hannah? I'm better off without you."

With that, I turned and walked out of the cafeteria, leaving the shocked silence behind me. As I made my way to a quiet corner of the school, I felt tears prickling at my eyes. Everyone was just so mean, Mark, the girls, my father, they all thought that I was born to follow everything they said.

After school, I made a decision. I was done hiding who I was. I put on the uniform I had sewn, the one that fit me perfectly and made me feel like myself. As I walked to practice, I could feel the weight of my choice, but I knew it was the right one.
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When I arrived at the tennis courts, Mark spotted me immediately. His face turned red with anger, and he stormed over to me.

"Tim, what the hell are you wearing?" he shouted, his voice echoing across the courts.

I stood my ground, refusing to back down. "My uniform. The one I made."

He glared at me, his fists clenched. "I told you, you can't wear that. It's against the rules."

I felt a surge of anger and defiance. "Rules according to you? I don't need this. If I can't dress the way I like, then drop me!"

The other players had gathered around, watching the altercation with wide eyes. Some were whispering to each other, while others stood in stunned silence.

He stepped closer, his voice low and menacing. "You think you can just do whatever you want? This is a team, Tim. We have rules."

"I don't care about your made-up rules," I shot back, my voice shaking with emotion.

"I care about being myself. And if you can't accept that, then I don't want to be part of this team."

There was a murmur of shock from the crowd. I could see some of the players nodding in agreement, while others looked unsure.

"You're making a big mistake," Mark said, his eyes narrowing.

"We need you on this team. But not if you're going to act like this."

I took a deep breath, feeling a sense of clarity. "Then drop me. I'm not going to change who I am just to fit in."

With that, I stormed out of the court and started walking home.

The day had been exhausting and I felt a deep sense of somberness. The weight of the tennis racket didn’t help either. As I rounded the corner from my school, I saw Gary's car pulling up beside me.

"Hey, Tim," he called out, rolling down his window.

"I thought you had practice today."

I sighed, not wanting to go into details. "Gary, please, not today. I have so much on my mind."

He looked at me with concern. "I know, but we have an exam next week. I really need to pass."

I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of everything pressing down on me.

"Fine," I said, opening the car door and sliding in.

The ride home was quiet, both of us lost in our thoughts. When we arrived at my house, I got out of the car and started towards the door. My dad was standing in the doorway, his eyes narrowing as he saw my outfit.

"What in the hell are you wearing?" he demanded, his voice harsh.

“Hi Mr. Harding,” Gary greeted awkwardly.

I paused, feeling a knot tighten in my stomach. "It's my tennis uniform."

Dad's face twisted in confusion and anger. "Why does it look like a girl's blouse?"

I felt the heat rise to my cheeks.

"Dad, can we talk about this later? I have to help Gary."

He stepped forward, trying to ease the tension. "Mr. Harding, I really need Tim's help with my math. We have a big exam coming up."

Dad looked between the two of us, clearly unhappy but unable to argue. "Fine."

Soon after, Gary and I headed to my room, the tension from outside lingering in the air. As we sat down with our books, I tried to push the day's events out of my mind and focus on helping Gary.

"Alright," I said, opening my textbook. "Let's get started."

He gave me a small, encouraging smile. "Thanks, Tim. I really appreciate this."

As we worked through the math problems, I felt a sense of normalcy returning. Helping Gary was a distraction, something to focus on besides the chaos of my life.

But in the back of my mind, I knew the confrontation with my dad was looming.

After our lesson, he reached into his bag and pulled out a small bundle. He looked at me with a shy smile. "Hey, Tim. I need to tell you something."

I raised an eyebrow, curious. "What's up?"

He took a deep breath. "I didn't really need a lesson today. I just wanted to give you this but you didn’t seem in the mood so I lied." Slowly, he handed me the bundle.

I unwrapped it carefully, my heart racing. Inside was a wig, reminiscent of the one I had tried on before. I felt a lump in my throat, deeply touched by his gesture.

"Gary, this is... I don't know what to say," I whispered, my voice trembling.

"Don't be shy," he said gently. "Try it on."

I hesitated for a moment, then slowly put the wig on.
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As I adjusted it, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I looked different, yet somehow more like myself.

He stepped closer, his eyes locked on mine. The air was thick with tension, and I could feel my heart pounding. We were so close, almost leaning in for a kiss when the door burst open.

My dad stood in the doorway, his face a mask of rage.

"What in the hell is going on here!?"

Gary quickly stepped back, raising his hands defensively.

"This isn't what it looks like, Mr. Harding."

But Dad wasn't listening. He lunged at me, his eyes blazing with fury.

"You little freak! I did not raise you to be like this!"

I was paralyzed with fear as Dad swung his fist, but Gary moved between us, taking the blows meant for me.

"Stop! Leave him alone!"

He shouted a string of expletives, each word cutting deeper than the last.

"You think this is acceptable? In my house? Get out, both of you!"

Gary grabbed my hand, pulling me towards the door.

"Come on, Tim. Let's go."

We ran out of the house and into Gary's car, both of us shaking with fear. As we drove away, the reality of what had just happened began to sink in. I felt a mix of gratitude and guilt for what Gary had done.

"Thank you," I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Gary glanced at me, his face pale.

"Wow, your dad’s really something."

As we sped down the road, I knew that things would never be the same.
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Gary drove us to his home, and as we pulled up, I was stunned. It was a mansion, a sprawling estate that seemed to belong in a movie.

"Wow," I whispered, unable to hide my awe. "You live here?"

He gave me a small smile. "Yeah. Come on, let's get inside."

We walked up to the front door, and it swung open before we could even knock. A woman with a kind face and warm eyes stood there, looking worried.

"Gary! What happened? Who is this?"

"Mom, this is Tim," he said, gently guiding me forward.

"We had some trouble at his house. I'll explain everything."

Gary's mom led us inside and sat us down in a cozy living room. She looked at the bruise on Gary's face and then at me, her concern evident.

"Tell me what happened."

He took a deep breath and began to explain. "Tim's dad walked in on us while we were studying and saw that he was wearing a wig. He… misunderstood and got really angry. He tried to hit Tim, but I got in the way."

I was shocked at how openly he spoke about what had happened, and even more surprised at how his mom didn't react to me wearing the wig.

She looked at me with nothing but compassion.

"Oh, Tim," she said softly, reaching out to hug me. I felt a rush of emotions, missing my own mom so much in that moment. Tears welled up in my eyes as I hugged her back, feeling a maternal warmth I hadn't felt in years.

His mom held me for a moment longer, then pulled back, still holding my shoulders.

"You can stay here with us, Tim. You're safe here."

I was overwhelmed. "Thank you. I don't know what to say."

Moments later, with an ice pack in tow, she smiled, brushing a tear from my cheek and handing it to Gary. "Our generation is different. We understand that everyone has their own path. Your dad will come to realize his mistake, but until then, you're welcome here."

"And thank you for helping Gary with math. I don't know what I'd do without you. I’ve already planned our family summer vacation and Gary should be with us, not studying over the summer."

I felt a mixture of relief and gratitude. "I'm just glad I could help."

Later that night, I was tossing and turning in the guest room. It was so big, so luxurious—nothing like I was used to. The high ceilings and expensive furniture made me feel out of place. I couldn't sleep.

Finally, I decided to check on Gary. I quietly slipped out of bed and headed to the kitchen. I grabbed an ice pack from the refrigerator, hesitating for a moment. Maybe he was already asleep. But I couldn't shake the feeling that I needed to make sure he was okay.

Gathering my courage, I walked to his room and knocked softly. After a moment, the door opened. He stood there, shirtless and wearing only boxers. My heart skipped a beat, and I swallowed hard, feeling a blush spread across my face.

"Hey, I just... came here to give this to you," I stammered, holding out the ice pack.

His eyes softened, and he took the ice pack from me.

"Thanks."

I stood there awkwardly, unsure of what to do next.

"Is there anything more?" he asked, his voice gentle.

I shook my head, feeling shy. "No, that's all. Goodnight, Gary."

"Goodnight, Tim," he replied, giving me a small smile.

I turned and headed back to the guest room, my mind racing. As I lay down, I couldn't stop thinking about my dad. He was probably worried about me, even if he was angry. The events of the day played over and over in my mind, and I wondered how things would be when I went back home.

But for now, I was safe.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, Gary and I sat beside each other in class. The morning light streamed through the windows, but my thoughts were clouded.

"I have all my books at home," I muttered, staring at my empty desk.

He looked at me, his expression serious. "You can't go back there."

I sighed, feeling the weight of the situation.

"He's still my father, Gary. I can't abandon him just like that."

He frowned but nodded. "Fine, but I'll go with you. Just in case he tries something funny again."

I felt a wave of gratitude wash over me. "Thanks, Gary. I appreciate it."

The bell rang, and we headed to our next class. All I could think about was going home and facing my dad. The idea filled me with a mix of dread and defeat.

After school, Gary drove me to my house. The tension was palpable as we approached the front door. I took a deep breath and knocked. There was a long pause before the door finally opened.
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My dad stood in the doorway, not looking at me. His face was a mask of cold indifference.

"I'm... I'm here to get my stuff," I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper.

He didn't say a word, just stepped aside to let us in. The silence was deafening, and I felt tears prickling at the corners of my eyes. I had never seen my dad so cold.

Gary and I moved quickly, gathering my clothes, books, and other belongings. The tension in the air was almost unbearable. As I packed, he tried to make small talk to lighten the mood, but it didn't help much.

"Seriously, a Cinderella book? Do you need this?" he asked, holding it up.

"Yeah, thanks," I replied, my voice thick with emotion.

As I was finishing up, I spotted a picture frame on my nightstand. It was a photo of the three of us—me, Dad, and Mom. We were smiling, happy, a real family.

I picked it up, my hands shaking.

I looked at Gary, who gave me a sympathetic nod. "It's okay, Tim. Take your time."

I carefully placed the photo in my luggage, feeling a lump in my throat. This was harder than I had imagined. Closing the luggage, I took one last look around my room. It felt like I was leaving a part of myself behind.

We headed to the door, and I turned to face my dad one last time. He still wouldn't look at me.

"Dad, I... I'll be staying at Gary’s."

As we were about to head to his car, my dad suddenly scoffed.

"Kids today are really ungrateful."

Something inside me snapped. "Ungrateful? Dad... I can't believe you could say that."

My dad turned to face me, his expression hard.

"When Mom died, I took over the house," I began, my voice shaking with emotion. "I was only a kid, and I was preparing your meals, cleaning the house, doing your laundry, because you couldn't do 'girly' stuff. I followed everything you wanted. I even joined the tennis team so we could have more in common because I never really liked sports."

His face softened, taken aback by my words. I continued, unable to hold back.

"I've been a good son, and you're the one who's kicking me out just because I want to dress up like a girl."

He looked at me, struggling to find the right words.
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"But Tim... You know I've been in the army. What would people say about—"

"Other people?!" I interrupted, my voice rising.

"How can you care more about other people than your own child? Dad, I love you so much I'd do anything for you... but you can't change me just so that I can prove to you how much you matter to me."

I walked towards him, reaching out to hold his hand. He couldn't look me in the eyes, but I saw tears forming.

"Honestly, I don't know what I am. I don't know if I'm gay, I don't know if I'm a girl, but I'm definitely not a freak."

A small frown formed on his lips but I had more things to say.

“If you… if you try to change me, I wouldn’t know myself anymore. And I—and I’m not sure if the person you want me to be can love you as much as I love you now…”

Gary stepped forward, his voice gentle but firm. "Let's go..."

I nodded, giving my dad one last look. He was staring away, unable to meet my gaze. My heart ached, but I knew I had to go.

Moments later, as we were parked in the driveway of his house, the weight of the day's events began to lift. The sun was setting, casting a warm glow over everything, and for the first time in a long while, I felt a glimmer of hope.

"Thank you, Gary," I said, my voice filled with gratitude. "I don't know what I would have done without you."

He looked at me, his eyes soft and filled with something I couldn't quite place.

"Tim, I know you're confused right now. And honestly, I'm confused too."

I looked at him, surprised. "What do you mean?"

He took a deep breath, his gaze never leaving mine.

"It's with you that I see the perfect woman."

The words hung in the air, and my heart skipped a beat. Without thinking, I reached into my bag and pulled out the wig he had given me.

I put it on, feeling a sense of completeness wash over me.

"Thanks for making me feel like a natural woman," I whispered, tears forming in my eyes.

He leaned in, his hands gently cupping my face. "Tim, you are perfect just the way you are. I don't care what anyone else thinks. I care about you."

Our faces were inches apart, and I could feel his breath on my skin. The world seemed to fade away as he leaned in and kissed me, a kiss filled with tenderness and promise.

As our lips met, I felt a surge of emotions—love, hope, and a bit of fear. But mostly, I felt an overwhelming sense of rightness. This was where I was meant to be, with Gary, in this moment.

We pulled back slightly, our foreheads touching. "I'm scared about what the future holds," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

He nodded, his eyes never leaving mine. "Me too. But we'll face it together. One step at a time."
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I smiled, feeling a warmth spread through me. "Together."

We sat there for what felt like forever, holding each other close, whispering sweet nothings.

"You're not alone," he said softly.

I looked up at him, my heart full. "I love you."

He kissed me again, a soft, lingering kiss that made my heart race.

"I love you too, more than you could ever know."

As we stood in the fading light, I realized that this was just the beginning. Hand in hand, we walked into the house, ready to start our new journey together.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

TWO MONTHS HAD PASSED since I started living with Gary and his mom. Life had changed so much, and yet it felt more right than ever. I had become very close to Gary’s mom, enjoying the maternal presence I had missed for so long. She was kind, understanding, and always willing to share her stories with me. I loved helping her around the house, and she seemed to enjoy having me there too.

She had opened up about her past, telling me how hurtful her divorce was and how her parents couldn’t accept Gary’s father because he came from a poor background. Hearing her stories made me realize that everyone had their own battles, and it brought us even closer.

At school, I had started going by Tammy, wearing a wig every day. I would braid it delicately and it felt so good to fix my own hair instead of someone else’s. It felt right. It felt like me.
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The acceptance I found at Gary's home had given me the courage to embrace my true self. Gary was my rock, supporting me every step of the way.

One afternoon, Gary and I stood outside the school, holding our report cards. Our grades for the first semester were very good, a new thing for Gary. He beamed with pride, and I couldn’t help but smile at his excitement.

“Look at this, Tammy,” he said, showing me his grades.

“I’ve never had grades like these before. This is all thanks to you.”

I blushed. “You did the work. You’ve always had it in you, I just helped release it.”

He shook his head. “No, you did more than that. You believed in me.”

We started walking toward the car, hand in hand. Life had its challenges. Gary’s friends had disowned him after he publicly started dating me, but he didn’t care. I couldn’t be friends with my old clique either. They thought I was a snake who had taken Gary from Hannah, even though he had never liked her to begin with.

As we approached the car, we were surprised to see soldiers lined up, performing a march.

“What’s going on?” I whispered, squeezing Gary’s hand.

“I have no idea,” he replied, just as puzzled.

From the last row of soldiers, Gary suddenly saw his father, and I spotted my dad. We both froze in shock.

“Dad?” I called out, my voice trembling. “What are you doing here?”

Gary’s father stepped forward, a proud smile on his face.

“I’m here for you, Tammy. And so is your dad.”

My father stepped up, looking nervous but determined.
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“Tammy,” he began, his voice soft but steady, “I contacted Gary’s mom because I want you back. Not as my son, but as my daughter, or whoever you choose to be.”

Tears filled my eyes. “Really, Dad?”

“Yes, really...”

“…and it turns out that Gary’s father was my best bud in the army,” he added.

“I’m sorry for everything. I’ve realized that what matters most is your happiness. I don’t want to lose you.”

Gary’s dad clapped a hand on his shoulder. “I’m proud of you, son. Taking those punches for the person you love shows true strength.”

Gary looked at me, his eyes filled with emotion.

“This is surreal,” he whispered.

My dad stepped closer, taking my hand.

“Can you forgive me, Tammy?”

I nodded, tears streaming down my face. “Yes, Dad. I forgive you.”

Gary’s dad smiled warmly.

“We have a lot to catch up on. Let’s go somewhere we can talk.”

We followed them to his dad’s car. As we drove to the restaurant where Gary’s mom was waiting, I felt a sense of peace I hadn’t felt in a long time.

At the restaurant, his mom greeted us with open arms. She hugged me tightly, her eyes shining with joy.

“I’m so happy you’re here, Tammy.”

We sat down at a large table, the atmosphere filled with a mix of emotions—relief, happiness, and a bit of nervousness. My dad and Gary’s dad started talking about their days in the army, and I listened, fascinated by the stories.

“You know,” my dad said, looking at his dad, “I always knew you were a tough one, but seeing you here, supporting your son like this, is another thing.”

His dad nodded. “We all have our battles, but family is what matters most. I’m just glad we’re all here together.”

Gary squeezed my hand under the table, and I smiled at him.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“For what?” he asked, his eyes filled with love.

“For everything. For believing in me, for standing by me, and for making me feel like I belong.”

He leaned in and kissed my forehead.

“You do belong, Tammy. With me, with us. Always.”

The evening went on, filled with laughter, tears, and stories. It was a new beginning for all of us. We had come through so much, but sitting there with the people I loved, I knew that we could face anything together.

[image: inside restaurant setting no people no persons]

As the night drew to a close, Gary’s mom raised her glass. “To new beginnings,” she said, her voice filled with emotion as she leaned on his dad’s shoulder.

“And to love, in all its forms,” his dad said.

We all raised our glasses, echoing her sentiment.

“To new beginnings.”

THE END <3

Did you enjoy A Femboy’s Blossoming? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Very Girly Boys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Detentions Delights

Bullied constantly by a jock and now, the principal?

Was I really doomed to suffer this fate forever?

But then, my mother said otherwise after drawing out The Emperor and Wheel of Fortune cards. She told me that my life was about to change.

Story 2 – Old Maid

When my father died, I took over his role as the man of the house. Working odd jobs, doing gigs, and spending all of my earnings to support my family wasn’t a problem.

But when I stumbled upon the chance of discovering my glamorous alter ego and the chance at love, I started questioning if I was still okay with being the male version of an old maid.

Story 3 – The Farmer’s Daughter

She hated me… I reminded her of the man who left her for a younger woman… but she was my mother.

All I could do was run to him. The man who loved me unconditionally and raised me as his own. The man who showed me what it was to truly be alive.

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

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

Read Very Girly Boys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“I took it three times a day and the pain was gone… but with its disappearance, something else emerged, a bouncy pair that I wasn’t sure I was prepared for.”

Read Girly Prescription


Hello Lilly
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So, okay, I know that you can’t wait to read the book but I can’t help but share with you my excitement (I know, I don’t look too thrilled in that photo but it’s the only one I could find where I’m holding the telephone, lol) but trust me, I am!

I’ve created an exclusive Fansly(profile) where I post feminizing and enchanting audio clips to help you achieve your most dazzling version.

Apart from the hypnotic lessons, I also post bonus content such as photos and scalding real-life stories along with POV clips that can lull (or get your blood rushing) depending on your choice, xo.

I’ll be updating it weekly with new content so stay tuned.

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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Listen to Audiobooks


Find Femboys
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Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

I get a lot of e-mails but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

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

Visit Find Femboys


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!” “My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading A Femboy’s Blossoming – Gradual Feminization Romance.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.
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