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Introduction
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I never thought that I would be standing here, on the threshold of a new chapter in my life, with the weight of my past on one shoulder and the promise of my future on the other.

My name is Abby, and I'm a transgender woman. Growing up, I always felt like I was living in someone else's skin. I struggled to understand who I was and where I fit in this world.

But, as I stood on that graduation stage, hand in hand with the boy I never thought would see me as more than just a friend, I finally felt like I had found my place.

And this is my story, of love, acceptance, and finding the courage to be true to myself.

Are you ready for a Transgender Romance ride?

I’m Lilly L. Wood 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 Shame to Love Me.


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

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions folder if it doesn't arrive on your inbox.


Chapter 1
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I remember the day I first laid eyes on Andrew. People called me Anthony growing up. I was sitting in my biology class, doodling absentmindedly in my notebook when he walked in.

He was new to our school, and the air around him seemed to shimmer with a certain excitement. I couldn't help but watch as he took his seat at the front of the room, my heart racing with a mix of fear and awe.

Andrew was everything I could ever want in a boy. He was smart, charming, and had a smile that could light up the darkest of rooms.

I couldn't believe that I, Anthony, a slight boy, had fallen head over heels in love with him. It was a shame, really, that I could never let him know how I felt.

Growing up as a boy had been a constant struggle for me. I always felt like I was living in the wrong body, that I was meant to be someone else entirely.

I remember the day I first realized that I was transgender, like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. But it was also the beginning of a journey filled with pain and uncertainty.

I was lucky enough to have a family that supported me, but the rest of the world was not so kind. I was constantly bullied and made to feel like I didn't belong, like I was some sort of freak. I learned to keep to myself, to not draw too much attention to myself. It was a lonely existence, but it was better than the alternative.

So there I was, sitting in biology class, daydreaming about Andrew and all the things I wished I could tell him. But I knew that I could never let my feelings be known.

It was a shame to love someone like me. I was broken, damaged, and undeserving of love. And so, I resigned myself to a life of unrequited love, a constant ache in my heart that I knew I would never be able to shake.

But as I sat there, watching Andrew work through a problem on the board, I couldn't help but feel a glimmer of hope. Maybe, just maybe, there was a chance for me to be happy.

Andrew was so focused on the task at hand that he didn't even notice when I walked over to his desk and kicked his deck of Magic: The Gathering cards, sending them flying across the floor.

I had seen him playing with them during breaks and I thought that maybe, if I got his attention in this way, he would finally talk to me. But I was too afraid to do it in a normal way.

The whole class turned to look at us and a hush fell over the room. Andrew's eyes met mine and I could see the confusion and hurt in his gaze. I quickly looked away, feeling embarrassed and ashamed of my actions. I knew I had gone too far.

"What the hell, Anthony!" Andrew exclaimed, his voice filled with anger. "Those cards are my prized possessions!"

I didn't say anything, just stood there awkwardly as he gathered up his cards. The other students were starting to whisper amongst themselves and I could feel the weight of their stares upon me.

"You're such a bully, Anthony," one of them snickered. "Always causing trouble."

The room was silent once again as Andrew made his way back to his seat. He shot me one last angry look before turning back to the board. I wanted to sink into the floor and disappear.

It was a cold winter day and the classroom was drafty. We were studying in a Catholic school and the crosses on the walls seemed to be watching me, judging me for my actions. I felt like a monster, a freak, and I hated myself for it.

Andrew didn't talk to me for the rest of the class, and I couldn't blame him. I had messed up big time, and there was no way I could make it right. The only thing I could do was try to keep my distance from him and hope that he would eventually forgive me.

But as I walked home that day, the cold wind whipping against my face, I knew that it was a lost cause. He would never see me the way I saw him, and it was a shame to have acted like I did. I was unworthy of his love and attention, and I would just have to live with that.

Later that day, I hung out with my best friend Mikki, who was even meaner than I was. We were fourth-graders and our witty banter was one of the things that bonded us together.

"Anthony, you can't like Andrew," Mikki said as we walked down the street. "He's a nerd. You should like Paul, the basketball varsity. He's got muscles and is way cooler."

"I don't care," I replied, trying to keep the sadness out of my voice. "I like Andrew for who he is, not for how cool he is."

Mikki rolled his eyes. "You're so weird, Anthony. No one wants to date a nerd."

I felt a pang in my heart at his words, but I tried not to let it show. "I don't care what anyone else thinks. I like who I like."

Mikki just shrugged and changed the subject. We started making fun of our teacher, Daisy, who had a funny accent and always smelled like roses. We made up silly songs about her and giggled until our sides ached.

Even though Mikki didn't understand my feelings for Andrew, I was grateful to have him as my friend. He always made me laugh and took my mind off of the difficulties of being a transgender girl in a world that didn't always accept me.

But as the day went on, I couldn't shake the feeling of sadness that had settled in my heart. It was a shame to love someone like me, and I was starting to believe that it was a shame to love Andrew too. He was everything I could ever want in a boy, but I was afraid that he would never feel the same way.

It was a cold winter day and my heart felt even colder. I knew that I had to push these feelings down and pretend like they didn't exist. But it was hard, especially when all I could think about was Andrew and the way he made my heart race.

After hanging out with Mikki, I decided to skip my homework and spend the night watching Sailor Moon. I was obsessed with the show and often imagined myself as Usagi and Andrew as Mamoru. It was silly, but it made me happy.

As I watched, I suddenly had an idea. I decided to prank call Andrew several times, just to hear his voice. I knew it was childish, but I couldn't resist. I dialed his number and listened as it rang.

"Hello?" Andrew answered, sounding slightly annoyed.

I hung up, giggling to myself. I called again and this time, I put on a silly voice. "Is this the boy who stole my heart?"

Andrew sighed. "Anthony, is that you?"

I couldn't help but giggle again. "Yep! Just wanted to hear your voice."

Andrew chuckled. "Well, you heard it. Now, can I go back to my homework?"

I said goodbye and hung up, feeling a little bit silly but also a little bit happy. I continued watching Sailor Moon and imagining that I was Usagi and Andrew was Mamoru, dreaming of a world where everything was perfect and I was loved for who I was.

Later that night, my parents came home from work. My dad was a real estate agent and my mom was an opthalmologist, and they were always busy. But at that very moment, they found time arguing about something.

"I heard from one of my patients that you've been texting other women," my mom said, her voice shaking with anger.

My dad rolled his eyes. "It's nothing, just work stuff."

"Work stuff?" my mom repeated, sounding skeptical. "I don't believe you, David. You always have an excuse."

I tried to tune out their argument and went to my room. I was still feeling a little bit silly after prank calling Andrew, so I decided to do something creative.

I borrowed my older sister Mary's colored pens and started to draw a picture of Andrew and me, kissing on a notebook page.

It was silly and childish, but it made me happy. As I drew, I let my imagination run wild, imagining a world where Andrew and I were together and everything was perfect.

The argument between my parents continued in the background, but I barely noticed. I was lost in my own little world, where the only thing that mattered was Andrew and me.

It was a silly fantasy, but it was all I had. And as I drifted off to sleep with the picture of Andrew and me next to my pillow, I couldn't help but think that maybe, just maybe, it could be real.


Chapter 2
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The next day at school, I was called to Mrs. Brickwall’s, the principal's office. My heart sank as I walked down the hallway, wondering what I had done wrong.

When I arrived at her office, I was greeted by her stern-looking visage—ugly as she was mean. "Anthony, I heard that you wrote a poem about your gender identity," she said, her voice cold and judgmental.

I nodded, feeling ashamed. I had written the poem as a way to express myself and to work through my feelings, but I never thought anyone else would read it.

"I'm not sure if you understand the implications of what you've done," the principal continued. "This is a Catholic school, and we have standards to uphold. Your poem is inappropriate and goes against everything we stand for."

I felt a tear roll down my cheek as she scolded me. I was just trying to be true to myself, but it seemed like no one cared.

Just as I was about to leave the office, the door opened and Andrew walked in. "Wait a minute," he said, looking at the principal. "Anthony should feel free to express herself and her gender identity. That's what this school is supposed to be about."

The principal looked taken aback, but Andrew continued. "Anthony's poem is beautiful and honest, and she should be proud of it. I won't stand by and watch her get scolded for being herself."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Andrew was standing up for me, defending me against the mean principal. It was a moment that would stay with me forever.

They continued their heated argument, but in the end, Andrew's words won out. She grudgingly apologized and allowed me to keep my poem.

As we walked out of the office, Andrew smiled at me. "You're brave for expressing yourself, Anthony," he said. "And I'm proud of you."

I couldn't help but smile back, feeling grateful for Andrew's support. I felt like he really understood me. And as we walked down the hallway together, I couldn't help but think again that maybe, just maybe, my silly fantasy was becoming a reality.

After our encounter with the principal, I offered to treat Andrew to lunch as a way of saying thank you for standing up for me.

But Andrew declined, saying that he had soccer practice. I was disappointed but also understood. Soccer was his passion, and I didn't want to get in the way of that.

Feeling a bit down, I made my way to the cafeteria to meet up with my best friend Mikki. As soon as I saw him, I couldn't help but gush about what had just happened with Andrew. Mikki listened intently, his eyes wide with excitement.

"You won't believe what just happened, Mikki!" I exclaimed. "Andrew stood up for me and defended me to the principal! It was so romantic!"

Mikki grinned. "Finally, someone who appreciates you for who you are!" he said. "I always knew that Andrew was a keeper." As we chatted and laughed, John, a shabby loser from a higher grade came up to us and started complimenting me.

"You look so pretty today, Anthony," he said. "You look like a real girl!"

I rolled my eyes, used to getting unwanted compliments from boys who thought they were being charming. But Mikki burst out laughing, taking the situation and making it into a funny moment.

"Thanks, I think," I said, smiling despite myself. "But I already am a real girl."

Mikki and I continued to laugh and joke, enjoying each other's company in the noisy and crowded cafeteria.

Later that evening, I was still on a high from the events of the day as I watched Sailor Moon on my bed. The adventures of Usagi and Mamoru only fueled my romantic fantasies about Andrew.

Suddenly, an idea struck me. I remembered my older sister Mary's yellow dress, the one she wore on her school dance last year. I had always admired how it hugged her curves in all the right places. I wondered what it would look like on me.

I tip-toed to Mary's room, carefully avoiding the creaky floorboards. I pushed open her door and was hit by a wave of girly goodness.

Her room was a pink and purple oasis, with posters of pop stars and fashion models adorning the walls. I was in awe at how different her room was from mine.

I approached her closet, my heart racing. I was afraid of getting caught, but I couldn't resist the temptation to try on the yellow dress. I slipped it over my head and turned to face the mirror.

As I looked at my reflection, I was shocked at how beautiful I looked. The dress hugged my hips and flowed elegantly down to my ankles. I twirled around, watching as the fabric danced in the air. For a moment, I felt like a real girl, confident and carefree.

Suddenly, I heard the sound of the front door opening. I rushed back to my room and jumped under the covers, pretending to be asleep.

As my sister Mary came into the room to say goodnight, I held my breath, hoping that she wouldn't notice the dress was missing. But she was too tired from her late-night study session at university to notice anything.

I breathed a sigh of relief and snuggled deeper into my bed. Despite the close call, I couldn't help but smile. I had never felt more alive or like a real girl than I did in that yellow dress.

However, moments later, guilt started coursing through my body.

I knew she was going to be upset when she woke up to find her dress missing. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I stepped out of my room and into hers.

"Mary, I'm sorry," I said, tears welling up in my eyes. "I just wanted to try it on and feel like a girl for once."

She looked at me, then at the dress, then back at me. "Oh, Anthony," she said, her voice breaking. "Why did you have to take my dress? And wear it?"

I could feel the tears streaming down my face. "I'm sorry, I just wanted to see what it would be like," I explained. "I wanted to feel like a girl, even just for a little while."

She sighed and walked over to me, putting her arms around me. "It's okay," she said, holding me close. "I understand how you feel. I just wish you would have told me first."

I nodded, still crying. Mary held me for a long time, until my tears finally subsided. She then pulled back and looked at me with a sad smile. "Come on, let's get you out of that dress and back into your own clothes," she said. I nodded, grateful for her understanding.

As I stood there, in Mary's yellow dress, I could feel the weight of her warning on my shoulders. I knew how important it was to keep my gender identity a secret from our parents.

They only accepted me as a gay boy, and I was scared of what they would say or do if they found out that I was actually a transgender woman.

Mary put her arm around me and gave me a comforting squeeze. "Don't worry," she said, "I've got your back. We'll figure this out together."

I leaned into her embrace, grateful for her support. I didn't know what the future held, but I was glad to have my sister by my side. I just hoped that someday, I would be able to live as my true self without fear.

We hugged for a moment longer, then Mary went to her closet to find something for me to wear. As I got dressed, I couldn't help but think about how lucky I was to have such an amazing sister. I may have been struggling with my identity, but at least I had her to help me through it all.

I continued by gushing about Andrew to her then the questions started. "So, tell me more about this Andrew?" she asked, intrigued.

"Well, he's kind and smart," I replied, my cheeks flushing red. "And he stood up for me today when the principal was giving me a hard time."

She raised an eyebrow. "Really? That's quite brave of him. What's his family like?"

"I don't know much about his family," I admitted. "But I do know that he comes from a rich Spanish family. They even own real estate properties in Manhattan."

"Wow! Is he handsome? That’s the most important thing to know." Mary said, teasing me.

I felt my face getting even redder. "Yeah, he's cute. He has dark hair and big brown eyes. And he's got this smile that just makes my heart skip a beat."

Mary giggled. "Well, you're certainly smitten with him. What are you going to do about it?"

I shrugged. "I don't know. I'm too scared to talk to him. And I don't want him to know that I like him. It's hard enough already just trying to navigate through school as a transgender girl."

"I'll always be here for you, no matter what. And we'll keep your secret safe."

We sat there for a while, talking about Andrew and about my feelings for him. And as the night went on, I couldn't help but slip into another one of her dresses, feeling like a princess in a fairy tale.


Chapter 3

[image: ]

It was the start of senior high, and I had just turned 18. Time really flies by fast. I was still at St. Francis Academy of Light, the all-boys catholic school in Brooklyn, New York.

I was still in the closet about my true gender identity but my sister Mary was always there to support me.

She started giving me birth control pills to help with my physical transition and to keep our secret safe from our parents.

I was feeling a little more confident about myself now, so I started dressing in clothes that showed off my feminine figure. I wasn't wearing female clothes yet, but I was still pushing the limits.

I was also wearing just a little bit of makeup and I started to get some attention from the guys. Even though they knew I wasn't a girl, they still appreciated my looks and it made me feel good about myself.

As I jogged around the track during P.E. class, I felt someone's eyes on me. I turned my head and saw Paul, the handsome blonde jock, wolf-whistling at me.

"Hey Anthony, nice butt you got there," he said with a smirk.

I felt my face turn red as embarrassment washed over me. I tried to ignore him and focus on my running, but I couldn't shake the feeling that everyone was looking at me.

"Thanks?" I mumbled, trying to play it cool.

"You know, you're looking pretty hot these days," he continued. "What's the occasion?"

I bit my lip, feeling shy and unsure of how to respond. I was never one to draw attention to myself, and the thought of everyone looking at me made me feel vulnerable.

"Just feeling good, I guess," I said with a shrug, trying to hide my discomfort.

As I continued my laps, I couldn't help but think about the journey I had been on. From my struggles with my gender identity to embracing my femininity, it was a journey that I was still on, and one that was far from over.

But, despite my nerves and insecurities, I was proud of who I was becoming and the person I was growing into. And if someone like Paul found me attractive, well, that was just a bonus.

As I tried to hide my embarrassment and shyness from Paul's catcalling, Mikki came running towards me. "Abby! What was that all about?" he asked, panting from running.

"Oh, it was nothing," I replied, still feeling flustered from Paul's attention.

"Nothing? It looked like he was flirting with you!" he exclaimed.

I couldn't help but observe the jealousy in his voice. Mikki had a huge crush on Paul, who was the school's heartthrob and captain of the soccer team. It was no secret that he wanted him to notice him.

"It's just Paul being Paul. You know how he is," I said, trying to play it down.

"Yeah, I know," he sighed. "I wish he would notice me for once."

I felt bad for Mikki and placed a comforting arm around his shoulder. "Don't worry, Mikki. Your prince charming will come soon," I said, trying to cheer him up.

Mikki smiled and we headed to the locker room, continuing our conversation about Paul and our future prospects. Despite his crush on Paul, his catcalling still made me feel a little nervous.

I was still in the process of accepting my gender identity, and the attention from the boys was still new to me. But, I couldn't help but feel a little flattered as well.

As the years went by, I couldn't help but stop thinking about how Andrew had transformed into this gorgeous and masculine young man.

He was one of the top performers in our school, excelling in both academics and sports. He was popular among the guys, and even the girls from the nearby all-girls school were swooning over him.

Every time I see him, my heart feels heavy. He was someone who used to be my friend and defender, but now he was just out of reach for me.

I would catch myself admiring him from afar, thinking about the times when we used to hang out together and talk about anything and everything.

But now, he was just a distant memory. A symbol of what could have been, if only I was born a girl. The reality is, I will always just be Abby, the transgender girl in a boys' school. The thought of him ever seeing me as anything more than just a friend seemed impossible.

As I was walking to my next class, I saw Andrew walking into the gym. I had a strong urge to watch him play tennis. So, I hid behind the post just outside the door, trying to listen to the sound of the ball being hit back and forth.

I was just admiring him from a distance, trying to take in every detail of his game. He was so good, effortlessly moving around the court, hitting the ball with power and precision.

I couldn't help but feel sad about how unreachable he had become. He was now this handsome, confident, and successful young man, and I was still just trying to navigate the complexities of life as a transgender teen.

As the game came to an end, I sighed and walked away from the post. I was happy for Andrew, but at the same time, I couldn't help but feel a little bit jealous of all the things that he had that I wanted for myself.

I still had a long way to go, but for now, I just had to focus on making it through senior year and then see where life takes me.

As I approached my classroom, I saw Paul standing at the door, with a cheeky grin on his face. I sighed and tried to slip past him, but he blocked my way.

"Whoa, whoa, not so fast," Paul said, holding his arms out to the side. "You can't just walk into class without paying the toll."

"What toll?" I asked, trying to keep my cool.

"The toll is a lunch date with me," Paul said, winking. "What do you say? Are you ready for a good time?"

I felt my anger rising. How dare he think he could just dictate my movements like this? I was about to snap back with a sharp retort, but I took a deep breath and reminded myself to stay calm.

"No, Paul," I said firmly. "I'm not interested in having lunch with you. Now please, let me into class."

"Oh, come on," Paul said, still blocking my way. "Don't be such a buzzkill. Just one little lunch date. What's the harm?"

"The harm is that I don't want to have lunch with you," I said, trying to control the annoyance in my voice. "Now please, step aside."

Paul sighed and finally moved out of the way, but not before giving me a final smirk. "Your loss," he said. "I'll see you at lunch."

I walked into the classroom, fuming. How dare he think he could just push me around like that? I was going to have to put Paul in his place once and for all.

I walked towards Mikki, trying to figure out what was going on. I could sense that something was bothering him and I wanted to know what it was.

"Mikki, what's wrong?" I asked, trying to keep my voice calm.

He rolled his eyes at me and spat out, "You're a snake, Anthony. You're a crush stealer."

I was taken aback by his sudden outburst. I had no idea what he was talking about. "What are you talking about?" I asked, confusion evident in my voice.

"You know what I'm talking about," Mikki said, crossing his arms over his chest. "You went after Paul, even though you knew I had a crush on him. And now you're after Andrew, who is clearly out of your league."

I was hurt by his accusations. I had no intention of hurting Mikki or going after anyone's crush. I thought we were friends, but clearly, I was wrong.

"Mikki, I don’t like Paul. And as for Andrew, I'm not going after him. I just admire him from afar," I explained, trying to make him understand.

But Mikki was having none of it. He continued to glare at me, anger still evident in his eyes. I sighed, realizing that there was nothing I could do to change his mind. I turned and walked away, feeling dejected and alone.

As I sat in my chair, waiting for the next class to start, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy as I watched Andrew walk into the classroom with Bailey, the new transfer student. They were both laughing and talking animatedly, looking like the best of friends.

Andrew had always been the epitome of perfection, with his chiseled features, broad shoulders, and impeccable academic performance.

And now, he was walking into class with Bailey, who was equally beautiful, with his long blonde hair and feminine figure.

I couldn't help but compare myself to Bailey. I had always been envious of Andrew's perfection and now, it felt like he had found someone even better, someone who fit him more perfectly than I ever could.

As they took their seats, I found myself looking away, feeling that pang of jealousy in my chest again. I didn't understand why I was feeling this way.

After all, Andrew and I had never been anything. But somehow, the thought of him being with someone else was unbearable to me.

Bailey was a young man who came from a wealthy family. His father was a successful litigator and his mother was a well-known socialite.

They had all the resources they needed, including private tutors and personal stylists. Bailey was used to getting what he wanted, and he used his wealth to his advantage. He was the epitome of extravagance, and it was this lifestyle that made him untouchable in the eyes of the principal.

Despite the all-boys school policy, the principal allowed Bailey to grow his hair down to shoulder length and wear semi-feminine clothing. The principal knew how Bailey's family had a powerful influence in the community and he didn't want to upset them.

Furthermore, she was also aware that Bailey was effeminate and understood that he needed to express himself in his own unique way.

"It's not fair. Why does Bailey get to walk around here with his pink lipstick and his pink bag? And I have to hide who I am, who I really am. I mean, what's the difference between him and me? We both look feminine. But I guess it's because he's rich and untouchable. I just wish I could be like him, free to express myself however I want. But no, I have to follow all these stupid rules, all these stupid dress codes. It's not fair. It's just not fair,” I thought.

As Bailey walked by, I couldn't help but notice him glancing back at me from head-to-toe. I felt a twinge of embarrassment wash over me as I sat there, feeling like a dull and faded version of Bailey.

With his beautiful blonde hair, dainty features, and stylish clothing, it was no wonder he caught the attention of everyone in the room.

And here I was, stuck in my plain school uniform, my bangs swiped to the side, and my face with hardly any makeup. It wasn't just the unfairness of the principal allowing Bailey to express his femininity so openly, it was the fact that I was still stuck in the shadows, constantly hiding and suppressing who I truly was.

I felt like a caged bird, yearning to spread my wings and soar, but constantly held back by the restrictive policies of this all-boys school.

I couldn't help but feel envious of Bailey and the freedom he had to express himself. And yet, as much as I wanted to hate him for it, I found myself drawn to him, curious about his life and story.

I couldn't help but wonder, how did he get to where he was? And could I ever find the same kind of acceptance and freedom in my own life?

Moments later, I was sitting in the cafeteria with Mikki, who still wasn't speaking to me, when Paul and his friends walked in.

They spotted Andrew and Bailey sitting together, laughing and having a good time. That's when Paul's teasing started.

"Hey Andrew, why are you hanging out with that sissy? You gay now or something?" Paul snickered.

Andrew's expression darkened. He stood up, towering over Paul. "I'm not gay, man."

Paul and his friends chuckled, but Andrew wasn't laughing. He crossed his arms over his chest and continued, "Bailey's a good gamer. He's been teaching me some new strategies. That's all there is to it."

I sat back, watching the exchange with a mixture of awe and sadness. Andrew had grown into such a confident and handsome young man, but it seemed like Paul's teasing wouldn't stop.

As Paul and his friends moved on to bother someone else, I wondered when I would find someone who accepted me for who I was, too.

As I sat at the table, I couldn't help but to interject and remind Paul of something. "Hey, Paul. Don't you remember? You asked me out to lunch earlier?" I said, trying to bring the attention back to what was actually important.

I frowned as I watched Paul shake his head and say, "What are you talking about, Anthony? I never asked you to lunch."

I felt my frustration boiling over. "Yes, you did! You blocked the door this morning and wouldn't let me in until I agreed to have lunch with you!" I exclaimed, crossing my arms over my chest.

He chuckled. "Oh, come on. That was just a joke, Anthony. I didn't actually expect you to agree to it."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. "A joke? You made me feel like I had to accept your offer just to get into the classroom!" I shot back, feeling my voice rising with each word.

Andrew jumped into the conversation, trying to diffuse the situation. "Hey, guys. Let's calm down and talk about this like adults."

But I was beyond listening to reason. "No, Andrew! This is serious. Paul can't just play with people's emotions like that," I said, still fuming.

Paul just shrugged, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. "Relax, Anthony. It's not a big deal. I'm sure you'll find someone else to have lunch with."

That was the final straw. I was done with this conversation and with Paul. I turned on my heel and stormed out of the cafeteria, my anger and frustration still boiling inside of me.

As I ran away from the cafeteria, I couldn't help but wonder why Mikki didn't follow me. I thought he was my friend, someone who I could always count on.

But now, I felt so alone. The tears started streaming down my face as I thought about all the times we had laughed and played together.

I tried to push the thoughts away and focus on something else, but my mind kept returning to the hurtful words Mikki had said to me. Was it all just a game to him? Did he really see me as a snake and a crush stealer?

I was so lost in my thoughts that I didn't even realize where I was going until I found myself in the empty playground. I sat down on a swing, still crying, and tried to make sense of everything that was happening.

Why did things have to change? Why did everyone have to turn against me? I thought I had finally found a place where I belonged, but now it all felt like it was slipping away.


Chapter 4

[image: ]

Three months later, I sat alone in the library, surrounded by books and silence. I used to love coming here, lost in my thoughts and imagination, but now it was just a reminder of how lonely I was. I had no friends left, not even Mikki.

It all started when Paul asked everyone to bully me. He was trying to hide the fact that he liked me, and it worked. The rumor spread quickly and soon enough, no one wanted to be friends with the "snake" who stole crushes and caused trouble.

I tried to make new friends, to explain that it wasn't my fault, but no one wanted to listen. They all believed the lies and rumors. And so, I was left alone in the library, with no one to turn to and no one to confide in.

I sighed and opened a book, trying to forget my troubles, but the words blurred before my eyes as tears streamed down my face.

As I sat there, feeling more alone than ever, I saw Bailey and Mikki walking toward me. I tried to ignore them, but their footsteps grew louder and closer until they were standing directly in front of me.

Bailey sneered at me and said, "Hey, loser, what's up? Still no friends?"

Mikki chimed in, "Yeah, and still poor, too. How are you ever going to afford gender confirmation surgery?"

I felt the blood drain from my face. How could Mikki, someone I thought was my friend, know about my deepest secret?

I stammered, "What are you talking about?"

Bailey smirked, "Oh, Mikki and I are friends now. He told me all about you."

I felt a surge of anger and betrayal. I couldn't believe Mikki had shared my private information with Bailey. And now, they were using it to hurt me even more.

I stood up and grabbed my bag, trying to keep the tears from falling down my face. "I don't want to hear it," I said, and walked away from them as fast as I could.

As I walked, I thought about how I had been so wrong about Mikki. I thought he cared about me. And now, my secret was out there for the whole school to know. I felt more alone and vulnerable than ever before.

I could feel the knot in my stomach tightening on the way to the principal’s office. I had a zilch idea as to why I was called. And as I walked into Mrs. Brickwall's office, I knew for sure. Her face was scrunched up in anger, and she didn't even bother to look up from the papers on her desk as I walked in.

"Anthony," she said, her voice low and menacing. "Sit down."

I did as I was told, trying to calm my racing heart.

"I just received some troubling information," Mrs. Brickwall continued. "Apparently, you've been taking birth control pills illegally."

I felt a shock go through me. How could she know? And then it hit me. Mikki.

"Yes," Mrs. Brickwall continued. "Your friend Mikki informed me. He was very concerned for your well-being."

I felt a mix of anger and betrayal. How could Mikki do this to me? I thought he was my friend. I thought she understood.

"I want you to bring your parents with you tomorrow," Mrs. Brickwall said. "We're going to have a little talk about this. And I promise you, you're in big trouble."

I left the office in a daze, feeling like my world was crashing down around me. How could Mikki do this to me? And how was I going to face my parents and explain all this to them?

As I knelt on the ground, tears streaming down my face, I begged Mrs. Brickwall to keep my secret. "Please, Mrs. Brickwall, I'll do anything. Just don't tell my parents. They won't understand. I promise I'll be better, I'll follow the rules," I cried.

That's when I saw Andrew walking by. He stopped and watched the scene unfold, but he didn't do anything to help. I was alone, begging for mercy, but no one was there for me.

Mrs. Brickwall just looked down at me, her expression unyielding. "I'm sorry, Anthony, but rules are rules. Your parents need to know what you've been up to. You will come to my office tomorrow with them," she said sternly.

I looked up at Andrew, pleading with my eyes for him to do something, but he just shrugged and walked away. I was left on the ground, broken and defeated, as Mrs. Brickwall walked back to her office, leaving me to face the consequences of my actions.

Later that day, I was sitting on the couch, my knees drawn up to my chest, my eyes downcast. I was scared, scared of what my parents were going to say, scared of their reactions. I had never been this scared in my life.

"Mom, Dad, there's something I need to tell you," I said, my voice quivering.

My dad put down the newspaper he was reading and looked at me, concern etched on his face. My mom stopped knitting and looked at me as well.

"What is it, Anthony?" my dad asked.

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "I'm transgender," I said, finally uttering the words that had been trapped inside me for so long.

There was a moment of silence, and then my dad spoke. "What do you mean you're transgender?" he asked, his voice not unkind.

I explained to them what being transgender meant, how I felt trapped in the wrong body, how I wanted to live my life as a girl. My parents listened to me intently, not interrupting once.

When I finished speaking, my mom took my hand and said, "Anthony, we love you no matter what. You're our child and we'll always love you."

Tears streamed down my face as I realized that my parents loved me for who I was, and not just for who they thought I should be. I was finally able to be myself, to live my life as the person I was meant to be. It was a liberating feeling, and one that I would always treasure.

"Mom, Dad, there's something else. Mrs. Brickwall, the principal, wants to talk to us tomorrow," I revealed, feeling a knot form in my stomach. "She knows about my birth control pills and wants to discuss it with us."

"What birth control pills?" my dad asked, furrowing his brows.

I took a deep breath and began explaining everything, about wanting to transition, about Mikki and Bailey, about Mrs. Brickwall finding out. Their expressions went from confusion to shock and finally, understanding.

"We'll go with you tomorrow and talk to Mrs. Brickwall," my mom said, placing a comforting hand on my shoulder. "No matter what happens, we love you and accept you for who you are."

Tears continued streaming down my face as I hugged them both, feeling relieved and grateful for their unconditional love. I knew it wouldn't be easy, but with their support, I felt like I could face anything.

“Where did you get the pills?”

I reluctantly told my mother that Mary helped me get the birth control pills. I could see the anger in her eyes when I mentioned Mary's name.

"Mary!? Are you sure!?" My mother asked, her voice filled with anger.

I nodded, tears welling up in my eyes. I was scared that my mother would be mad at me and Mary.

"I can't believe she would do something like this," my mother continued, shaking her head. "I need to have a talk with her!"

I could feel my heart sinking, I didn't want my sister to get in trouble because of me. But at the same time, I was grateful that I had someone who cared enough to help me.

As my mother left the room, I sat there feeling a mix of emotions. I was happy that my parents were supportive of me, but I was also scared of what would happen next.

I walked into the principal's office with my parents, feeling anxious and scared. My heart was pounding in my chest as Mrs. Brickwall welcomed us and gestured for us to take a seat.

"So, I've called you here today because we have a serious issue to discuss," Mrs. Brickwall said sternly. "Anthony has been taking birth control pills illegally."

My mother gasped. "What do you mean illegally? How did you find out?"

"One of your classmates informed me," Mrs. Brickwall said, looking at me with disapproval.

"Who was it?" My father asked, his voice stern.

"What does this have to do with expelling Abby!?" My mother interjected, her voice rising.

"I'm afraid that Anthony’s actions go against the values of this Catholic school," Mrs. Brickwall explained. "As a Catholic institution, we cannot allow her to continue to attend here as a transgender woman."

"What?" I exclaimed, tears streaming down my face. "But I'm still the same person, just with a different body."

"I understand that, Anthony, but the rules are the rules," Mrs. Brickwall said firmly. "We have a duty to uphold the teachings of the Catholic Church."

"This is unacceptable," my father said, standing up. "You can't just expel her for being who she is."

"I'm sorry, but we have no choice," Mrs. Brickwall said, also standing. "I'll give you some time to think about it, but the decision will stand."

My parents and I left the office in a daze, trying to process what had just happened. I felt like my world had just been ripped apart, and I didn't know how to fix it.

As my parents and I sat in the booth at the diner, I could tell my mother was really mad about what had happened at the school. She kept repeating that she couldn't believe the principal would expel me just for being a transgender woman.

“We should sue the school," my mother exclaimed. "They can't just expel you like that. It's discrimination."

I looked at my father who had been quiet throughout the entire discussion. I could tell he was still processing everything.

"Mom, I don't want to sue the school," I said softly. "I just want to find a new place where I'll be accepted for who I am."

My mother looked at me with a pained expression. "But Anthony, you can't just give up like this. We need to fight this. We need to stand up for your rights."

"I know, Mom. But I just want to focus on moving forward and finding a new place where I can be happy," I said, my voice cracking with emotion.

My father finally spoke up. "Anthony, your mother is right. We need to fight for your rights. We can't just let this go. You deserve to be treated with respect and dignity."

I looked at my parents, grateful for their support but also feeling overwhelmed by everything that was happening. I just wanted to find a place where I could be myself and not have to fight for my rights every day.

But I also knew that I had a family who loved and supported me, and that meant everything to me.

As I took a bite out of my burger, I couldn't help but think about the look on Andrew's face. He looked like he wanted to talk to me, but was hesitating. I was so focused on this thought that I didn't even realize when I started to drift off.

Looking out the window, I saw the snow falling softly from the sky, creating a peaceful and calming scene. The sun was setting, casting a warm orange hue on everything.

But even the serene beauty of the snow couldn't shake the worry from my mind.

Why did Andrew look like that?

Was he going to say something important? I just couldn't shake the feeling that something was off.

As I was lost in my thoughts, my mother's voice brought me back to reality. "Anthony, are you okay? You look like you're a million miles away," she said, concern etched on her face.

"I'm okay, Mom. I'm just thinking," I replied, trying to put on a brave face.

But deep down, I was scared. I was scared of what the future held and how everything would turn out. I just hoped that everything would work out for the best.

I still couldn't help but think about Andrew as my mother was dialing our lawyer friend. I wondered once more about what he wanted to say to me.

Did he know what was happening? Did he want to help me? I felt lost in my thoughts until my mother's voice brought me back to reality.

"Hello? We need your help. Something terrible has happened," my mother said, speaking rapidly into the phone.

I was only half paying attention as my mother explained the situation with Mrs. Brickwall and the school. My mind kept drifting back to Andrew.

I just couldn't shake the image of him looking like he wanted to talk to me, but he was hesitating. I wonder what he would have said if I had given him the chance.

The cold winter air and the falling snow outside the diner window was a sharp contrast to the heated conversation happening inside.

I watched as the snowflakes drifted down, each one unique and beautiful. It was a peaceful moment in an otherwise chaotic day.

But as soon as my mother hung up the phone, the peace was gone. She was livid and determined to take the school to court. I couldn't help but feel a little overwhelmed by it all.

I just wanted to go to a school where I was accepted for who I was. It was a lot to take in, but I was grateful to have my family's support.

"Mom, I don't want to sue the school. I just want to be accepted for who I am," I said, turning my gaze back to my parents. "Can we go see a gender specialist instead? Maybe they can help me figure out what's next for me."

My mother put down the phone, her eyes meeting mine. "Are you sure, Anthony? We can still fight for you. This isn't fair."

"I know, Mom. But I don't want to fight anymore. I just want to focus on myself and my journey. And I think seeing a specialist is the first step," I replied, determination in my voice.

My father nodded, putting a hand on my mother's. "Okay, Anthony. We'll do what you want. Let's go see a specialist and get you the help you need."

I felt a surge of gratitude towards my parents, who despite their initial shock, were still willing to support me and help me through this difficult time. I was ready to take the next step in my journey to being my authentic self.


Chapter 5
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Three days later, I was sitting in a small room with the gender specialist, Mrs. Brown, my heart pounding in my chest. I had been so nervous about this appointment, but I knew it was important for me to get a professional opinion on my gender identity.

The specialist looked at me with kind eyes and asked me a series of questions about my feelings and experiences. I told her everything, from my earliest memories of feeling like I was in the wrong body, to my struggles in school and my fears about the future.

She listened intently and nodded as I spoke. When I was finished, she smiled and told me that she believed I was indeed a transgender woman.

She said that she would be happy to write a letter of support for me and my family as we started our journey towards gender affirmation.

I felt a wave of relief wash over me. Finally, after all these years, someone had validated my identity. I left the office that day feeling lighter, like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders.

I was ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead, because for the first time in my life, I felt like I was on the right path.

Moments later…

As I approached my house, I noticed someone leaning against the door. My heart skipped a beat as I realized it was Paul. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves before walking towards him.

"Hey, Anthony," Paul greeted me with a small smile.

"Hi, Paul," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

"How have you been?" he asked, shoving his hands in his pockets.

"Good, I guess," I said, my eyes avoiding his. "What brings you here?"

"I was wondering why you haven’t been going to school," he said simply, his eyes never leaving mine.

I felt a pang in my chest as I recalled how unfair my expulsion was. "Long story…" I admitted, my voice cracking.

"So what I heard about what happened with Mrs. Brickwall was true? I'm sorry I wasn't there for you," he said, regret clear in his voice.

"It's okay," I said with a shrug. "I have my parents and Mary to support me."

"I want to be there for you, Anthony. I don't care that you're transgender. I just want to be your friend," he said, his eyes sincere.

I felt a warm feeling in my heart, grateful for his understanding. "I'd like that, Paul," I said with a small smile. Mikki should be the one visiting me but I was happy to know that at the very least, someone remembered my existence.

We stood there in silence for a few moments, the only sound being the soft rustling of the leaves in the wind. Then, Paul broke the silence.

"Can I take you out for some hot chocolate?" he asked, a hopeful look in his eyes.

I smiled, my heart overflowing with happiness. "I'd like that, Paul," I said.

Moments later, the warmth of the place started enveloping me. Paul already gulped half of his order, a steaming cup of hot chocolate in front of him. I took a deep breath and broke the ice with a smile creeping on my face.

"Hey," he said, giving me a warm smile.

"Hi, Paul," I replied, sitting down across from him. I fiddled with my own cup of hot chocolate, my mind going to the appointment I had earlier in the day.

"So, how was the appointment that you mentioned earlier?" Paul asked, sensing my nerves.

I took a deep breath and looked at him, "I saw a gender specialist today. I've been wanting to do this for a while now, and I finally mustered the courage to take the first step."

"That's great, Anthony," Paul said. "What did they say?"

"They confirmed what I already knew, that I'm transgender. And I want to be called Abby, instead of my birth name, Anthony," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Paul smiled and took my hand, "I'll call you whatever you want to be called, Abby. And I'll support you through this whole process. I miss you, Abby. I want you back in school."

Tears welled up in my eyes and I squeezed his hand, "Thank you, Paul."

We sat in silence for a moment, sipping on our hot chocolate and enjoying each other's company. It felt like coming home, like everything was finally falling into place.

“Paul, I want to go back to school too," I said, my voice wavering. "But Mrs. Brickwall has made her decision. I'll just have to continue my studies next year."

His eyes grew wide with concern. "Abby, you can't just drop out of school. You won't graduate with your class," he said, his voice filled with worry.

I sighed, "I know, Paul. But what can I do? Mrs. Brickwall has made it clear that she doesn't want me there."

He leaned forward, placing his hand on mine. "Abby, we'll figure something out. You can't just give up on your education like this."

I nodded, feeling grateful for his support. "Thanks, Paul. I really appreciate it. But right now, I just need to focus on getting through this and figuring out what's next for me."

Suddenly, Paul leaned in and I could feel his warm breath on my cheek. My heart skipped a beat as he whispered, "I've missed you so much, Abby."

I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment as I realized what was about to happen. I gently pushed him away and stood up, grabbing my coat and bag. "Paul, I'm sorry," I stammered. "I just can't do this right now."

He looked hurt as I quickly walked out of the diner, my heart pounding in my chest. I knew I had to be honest with him, and with myself. I couldn't pretend to be someone I wasn't, and I couldn't ignore the feelings I had for someone else.

I was saving my first kiss for the man I loved, Andrew. And no matter how much Paul cared for me, I knew that he would never be the one for me.

Moments later, I was lying on my bed, surrounded by posters of my favorite anime characters on the walls. I was watching Sailor Moon, one of my all-time favorites, and my mind couldn't stop thinking about Andrew and Paul.

Both of them have been a big part of my life, and I didn't know what to do.

Andrew was my childhood friend, someone I had known for years and trusted deeply. I felt comfortable around him, and I knew he accepted me for who I was. On the other hand, Paul was new to my life.

He was charming, funny, and always made me feel special. He made me feel like a young woman should feel, but I wasn't ready for a kiss. I was saving my first kiss for the man I loved.

I sighed and turned off the TV. I felt torn between them, and I didn't know what to do. I just wanted to be happy, and I didn't want to hurt either of them.

I closed my eyes and tried to think, but my mind was too overwhelmed. I needed to distract myself.

As I made my way to my sister's room, I couldn't help but feel excited to try out some of her makeup. I had always been fascinated by the way Mary could transform her appearance with just a few swipes of a brush.

When I finally entered her room, I was greeted by the sight of her vanity table covered in an array of colorful cosmetics. I approached it hesitantly, feeling like a kid in a candy store.

I started by playing around with her eyeshadow palettes, experimenting with different colors and techniques. I found it to be a fun and relaxing activity, something that allowed me to escape from my thoughts for a little while.

But as I continued to experiment, I couldn't help but think about Andrew and Paul. I felt torn between the two of them and didn't know what to do.

As I gazed at myself in the mirror, I realized that I wasn't just playing around with makeup anymore. I was discovering a side of myself that I had never explored before.

I was starting to understand that my journey to finding my true identity was just beginning, and I was excited to see where it would take me.


Chapter 6

[image: ]

Five days later, I was lounging on my bed, listening to music and trying to decide which nail polish color to go for, when my mom burst into my room. "Abby, the secretary of the principal just called," she exclaimed. "They're letting you back into school!"

I sat up, surprised. "Really? Just like that?" I asked, not believing my ears.

Mom nodded, a huge smile spreading across her face. "Yes, really! It looks like they've had a change of heart, and they want you back in school as soon as possible."

I was overcome with emotion, a mixture of relief and joy. I had missed my friends, my teachers, and even the classes I loved. And now, I would finally be able to go back to school and be treated like any other student.

"Thank you, Mom," I said, tears welling up in my eyes. "This is the best news I've heard in a long time."

Mom hugged me tightly. "I'm so happy for you, Abby. You deserve this chance, and I'm so proud of you for standing up for yourself."

I hugged her back, feeling grateful for all the love and support I had from my family. And with that, I went back to painting my nails, but this time with a huge grin on my face.

Moments later, I called Mary over the phone and asked her if I could try on some of her clothes. She agreed and I was so excited. I loved trying on my sister's clothes, she always had the best outfits and the latest fashion.

As I rummaged through her closet, I found the perfect outfit for my first day back at school. A pink sundress with a white cardigan and some cute sandals. I twirled around in front of the mirror, feeling so confident and beautiful.

I continued to try on different outfits, each one making me feel more and more like the real me. It was a feeling I had never experienced before, and I cherished it. I couldn't wait to go back to school and show everyone who I truly was.

Finally, I settled on the pink sundress. I glanced down at the girly clothes I had laid out on her bed. They were so different from what I was used to wearing, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of sadness as I remembered Mrs. Brickwall's strict rules about what I was allowed to wear at school.

I sat down on my bed and let out a deep sigh, thinking about all the times I had felt frustrated and limited by the school's strict dress code.

It was one thing to not be able to wear the clothes I loved, but it was another thing entire to not be able to express my true self.

But as much as I wanted to wear the clothes Mary had offered me, I knew it wasn't possible. I couldn't risk getting in trouble with Mrs. Brickwall again, not after everything that had happened.

So instead, I gathered up my old clothes and got dressed, trying to push down the disappointment that was threatening to take over.

As I looked in the mirror, I told myself that it was just for now, that someday I would be able to wear what I wanted and be true to myself. But for now, I had to settle for what I had, and keep pushing forward, one step at a time.

The very next day, As I walked into the classroom, I could feel all eyes on me. It had been a while since I last set foot in this place and I was nervous.

But then, Paul appeared, greeting me with a smile and a hug. "Welcome back, Abby!" he said proudly, not minding if his friends were teasing him for being nice to me.

"They can call me gay, but I don't care. You're my girlfriend and that's all that matters," he continued, holding my hand.

I was shocked by his boldness, but at the same time, I felt loved and supported. Just then, Angelo, his friend, stumbled upon us, looking shocked and surprised to see Paul holding my hand. "What's going on here?" he asked, with a confused look on his face.

Paul stood up to him, with a firm voice, "Abby is my girlfriend and I don't care what you or anyone else thinks. So, if you don't mind, we're going to the classroom now."

He led me to my seat, and I sat there in disbelief, feeling grateful for having a friend like Paul. Despite the strange looks and whispers from some classmates, I felt more confident and accepted than ever before.

After three subjects, as I walked down the hallway hand-in-hand with Paul, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of happiness and nervousness. Suddenly, Andrew appeared before us, a look of shock and confusion etched on his face.

"Hey guys," he said, eyeing us up and down. "What's going on here?"

Paul squeezed my hand reassuringly and replied, "Anthony, I mean, Abby's my girlfriend now."

Andrew’s eyes widened. " Really?" he asked skeptically. "Since when?"

"Since yesterday," Paul said, smiling. "I asked her out and she said yes."

He lied, but I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement at the thought of being Paul's girlfriend. But Andrew seemed to be in a state of disbelief.

"But she's...you know," Andrew stammered, glancing at me. "Are you sure about this?"

Paul didn't miss a beat. "Of course I'm sure," he said, sounding a little defensive. "I love Abby for who she is, and I don't care what anyone else thinks."

I felt a warm, fuzzy feeling in my chest as I heard Paul's words. He really did care about me, despite everything that had happened.

"Wow," Andrew said, sounding a little awed. "I never would have thought you'd do something like this, man."

Paul shrugged. "I guess you never know what life's going to throw at you," he said. "But I'm happy, and that's all that matters."

With that, we continued on to our classroom, hand-in-hand. And as I walked through the door, I couldn't help but feel grateful for Paul's unwavering support and love.

However, I was a little taken aback by Andrew’s question. Wasn't he the one who always stood up for me and supported me when it came to my gender identity? Why was he acting so transphobic now?

I was both mad and confused. Why was Andrew questioning our relationship like this? I didn't expect this kind of reaction from him. I just hoped that he would be happy for us.

Three days later, I was sitting on the bleachers watching Paul play tennis in the gym with his friends. I couldn't help but appreciate his kindness and all of a sudden, I started gushing about his appearance.

His blonde hair was so bright under the gym lights, his blue eyes were so captivating, and his body was toned and strong. It was clear that he worked hard to take care of himself and it paid off. I couldn't help but be enamored by him.

I was just admiring Paul's muscles as he played tennis when I heard Mikki and Bailey approach. "Oh great, here come the mean girls," I thought to myself. I tried to hide my annoyance as they sat down beside me on the bleachers.

"Hey Abby, or should I say Anthony?" Mikki sneered.

Bailey chimed in, "I thought Paul was just being nice, but now I see he's actually gay for you."

I rolled my eyes. "Can you two just leave me alone?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady. But Mikki and Bailey just laughed and continued to harass me. I wished I could just disappear, but instead I sat there and took their insults, feeling defeated.

Paul was the only one who seemed to truly accept me for who I was, and even he was getting teased for it.

I didn't know how much longer I could take this.

"So, Abby, I mean, Anthony, did you think that Paul would actually stay with you forever?" Bailey asked, his voice dripping with malice. "When he goes to college, he's going to forget all about you. You're just a joke, a temporary entertainment. He's going to meet real girls in college and he's going to leave you."

I felt a knot form in my stomach. I knew deep down that what Bailey was saying was true, but I didn't want to believe it.

Paul had been so kind to me and I appreciated his support, but I was also aware of the challenges of our relationship. I just looked down at my hands, not knowing what to say.

Moments later, there he was, Andrew. He strode into the gym, his eyes fixed on Paul who was playing tennis with his friends. "Hey Paul!" he called out, his voice ringing across the room. "What do you say we have a little match? Winner gets twenty bucks."

Paul stopped mid-swing and looked up, surprised. "Really?" he asked, sounding skeptical. "You want to play me?"

Andrew nodded, a smirk playing on his lips. "Sure, why not? I heard you're pretty good. Let's see if you can keep up."

The crowd around us grew quiet, everyone eager to see what would happen next. I watched in awe as Paul and Andrew took their positions on the court, their bodies tense and ready for action. The sound of the ball hitting the racket filled the room as they started playing, the pace quickening with each passing moment.

I couldn't help but feel like this match was about more than just a game of tennis. It seemed like Andrew and Paul were fighting for something bigger, something more important. The tension in the air was palpable, and I found myself holding my breath as I watched the intense match unfold.

In the end, Paul emerged victorious, but the real winner was the crowd, who cheered and applauded as the two players shook hands and headed back to the bleachers.

I couldn't help but feel a rush of pride for Paul, and a flutter in my stomach as I watched him walk by, his muscles rippling under his shirt. I was torn between these two amazing guys, and I couldn't help but feel overwhelmed by it all.

Andrew walked out of the gym, frustration etched on his face after losing the game to Paul. Meanwhile, Paul rushed over to me, his body slick with sweat from the intense match. He enveloped me in a warm hug and I couldn't help but feel grateful for his affection.

Bailey and Mikki walked out of the gym, their faces filled with envy as they watched Paul hold me. It was a strange feeling, to be the center of attention in such a way, but Paul made me feel special and loved, even amidst the negativity from Bailey and Mikki.

"You're mine, Abby," Paul whispered in my ear, his breath hot against my skin. I felt my heart race at his words, but also a twinge of uncertainty.

As I was sitting on the bleachers watching Paul play tennis once more, one of my classmates approached me and told me that Mrs. Brickwall wanted to talk to me.

I was a bit nervous, but I got up and walked to her office. When I got there, she greeted me with a smile and apologized for the way she treated me before.

"Abby, I've been doing some thinking and I've realized that our dress code is too strict," she said. "And I have someone to thank for this change of heart."

She then revealed that it was Andrew who begged his father to talk to her. I was surprised and grateful at the same time. But at the same time, I felt torn between Andrew and Paul.

On one hand, I was grateful for Andrew's kindness and understanding. On the other hand, I was starting to develop feelings for Paul who was always so sweet and protective of me.

As I walked out of Mrs. Brickwall's office, I couldn't help but think about both Andrew and Paul. I didn't know what to do, but I was grateful for the newfound freedom I had in my school's dress code and I was excited to see what the future held.


Chapter 7
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As May rolled around, I was so excited to see the changes in my body. The hormone replacement therapy had worked wonders, and I was finally starting to develop breasts and a more feminine shape.

My hair had also grown past my shoulders, and I was thrilled to be able to style it however I wanted.

When prom season arrived, I was nervous about what to wear. I was grateful to Mrs. Brickwall for allowing me to dress up as a woman, but she warned me not to wear anything too revealing.

Despite the fact that the boys were able to ask partners from the all-girls school nearby, Paul still insisted on taking me to prom.

I felt incredibly lucky to have someone as supportive as Paul in my life. He didn't care what anyone else thought, and he was always there to stand up for me.

As we got ready for prom, I felt a rush of excitement and gratitude wash over me. I couldn't wait to dance the night away with Paul, and to finally feel like a normal teenage girl.

As I looked in the bathroom mirror, I couldn't help but think about my promise to Paul. He had said that he would be the one to kiss me after prom, and I couldn't believe that the moment was finally here.

I had always been self-conscious about my appearance, especially after starting my hormone replacement therapy. But now, my hair had grown past my shoulders and my body had taken on a more feminine shape. I was filled with excitement to see Paul and show him my new look, but also nervous about what the night would bring.

Would I live up to his expectations? I took a deep breath and reminded myself that Paul had always accepted me for who I am, and that was all that mattered.

With a smile, I started getting ready for the night of my dreams.

I started by shaving my legs, feeling the smooth skin under my fingertips as I glided the razor over my skin. I had never felt this way before, it was almost like I was preparing for a date.

I put on my dress, a beautiful pink dress that flowed down to my ankles, with a sweetheart neckline and a corsage to match my wrist. I saved up for it and it never failed to make me feel like a princess.

Then I went to Mary’s bedroom and started putting on my makeup, a little bit of foundation to even out my skin, some eyeliner and mascara to enhance my eyes, and some lip gloss to make my lips look plump and juicy.

I was so careful not to mess up my makeup, I wanted to look perfect for prom.

Finally, I put on my first high heels, feeling a little unsteady at first, but quickly getting used to the extra height. I twirled in front of the mirror, admiring how my dress flowed and how my hair, which had grown past my shoulders, swayed with my movements.

I felt confident and beautiful, ready to go to prom and enjoy the night with Paul. I was so excited that I was finally able to wear girly clothes and feel like a girl for once. I was so grateful for Mrs. Brickwall loosening the dress code and for Paul for supporting me through this journey. I couldn't wait for the night to start and for Paul to see me all dressed up.

As I walked down the stairs in my beautiful, flowing prom dress, I felt a wave of nerves and excitement wash over me. My parents gasped in awe as they saw me, my mom even bringing a hand to her mouth in surprise.

"Abby, you look absolutely stunning," my dad said, giving me a hug.

Just then, Mary called to wish me good luck. "You're going to be the most beautiful girl there, Abby," she said.

A few minutes later, there was a honk outside, and I knew it was Paul. As I walked out to meet him, I was blown away by his appearance. He was dressed in a sharp black tuxedo, his blonde hair styled perfectly, and a bouquet of red roses in hand.

"Wow," I breathed, admiring him.

"Wow yourself," he said, his blue eyes shining as he took in my appearance.

As we hugged, I felt like the luckiest girl in the world. Paul then greeted my parents and complimented their home, and my dad complimented his car.

"Nice car, Paul," my dad said.

"Thank you, Mr. Albright," Paul replied.

As I was getting ready to leave with Paul, my mother asked him his last name. "Vargo," he replied with a smile. My parents' eyes widened in shock, and they looked at each other in disbelief. "Are you related to the Vargo banking family?" my mother asked in amazement.

I was a little stunned myself. I had no idea that Paul was from one of the richest families in the world. "Yes," Paul replied modestly, "my father owns banks all over the world."

My parents were in awe, and I couldn't help but feel a little overwhelmed by the sudden realization of just how wealthy and influential Paul's family was. But despite all of this, Paul was still the same kind and considerate person I had grown to love, and that was all that mattered to me.

As we rode to the school, Paul's hand brushed against mine and I felt a jolt of electricity run through me. I quickly looked over at him and his blue eyes were sparkling in the dim light of the car. The air was heavy with anticipation, and I felt my heart beat faster.

"You look beautiful tonight, Abby," he whispered—causing my visage to feel warm.

"Thank you," I replied, looking down at my dress, feeling a little shy.

We sat in comfortable silence for a few minutes, just taking in each other's company. He held my hand in his, and I felt so safe and secure in his proximity. Every time I looked over at him, he would smile at me, and I couldn't help but smile back.

The ride to the prom felt like it passed in a flash, and before I knew it, we had arrived at the school. As we got out of the car, He took my hand and led me inside, and I felt like I was walking on air. I was so grateful to have him by my side and couldn't imagine this magical night without him.

As I walked into the grand ballroom, my heart skipped a beat. The room was decorated with elegant chandeliers and sparkling lights, giving off a warm and romantic glow. The sweet scent of roses filled the air, while soft music played in the background.

I could feel all eyes on me as I walked in, hand in hand with Paul. The boys were charmed by my beauty, their eyes lighting up as they took in my appearance.

On the other hand, the girls were jealous, their eyes narrowing as they saw me in my gorgeous dress.

I felt like a true princess, with Paul by my side and everyone admiring me. But as much as I was enjoying the attention, a part of me was nervous. I was still aware of my secret, and I feared that it would be revealed at any moment.

But for now, I was just going to enjoy this moment and let myself be swept away by the magic of the night.

I was standing by the punch bowl, feeling a bit out of place among the sea of fancy dresses and tuxedos, when I heard a voice behind me. I turned around to see Mikki and Bailey, both of them wearing hateful expressions.

"Well, look who's here," Mikki sneered, as he sauntered towards me. "It's Abby the freak show."

Bailey cackled, as he stepped closer. "Hey, Abby, what's up? How's life as a pretend girl?"

I took a step back, feeling the anger bubbling inside of me. Just then, Paul walked over to us, his smile fading as he saw the expressions on Mikki and Bailey's faces.

"What's going on here?" he asked, his voice a low growl.

Mikki smirked, as he picked up a cup of punch and splashed it all over my dress. I gasped, feeling the cold liquid soaking through the fabric.

"Oops," Mikki said, feigning innocence. "I'm so sorry, Abby. I didn't see you there."

Bailey snickered, as he walked away with Mikki, leaving me standing there, my dress ruined and my heart heavy. Paul stepped closer to me, his face full of concern.

“Are you okay?" he asked softly—glaring at Mikki and looking like he was about to punch him.

I looked up at him, tears welling up in my eyes. "I'm fine," I said, my voice shaking. "But I need to go clean up."

With that, I turned and walked away, feeling the weight of Mikki and Bailey's cruelty heavy on my shoulders.

I pushed open the door to the women's bathroom, my heart racing. I knew I wasn't exactly welcome here, but I had to go. I stepped inside, taking in the sound of chatter and laughter from the girls who were gathered inside. I made my way towards the row of stalls, trying to blend in as much as possible.

But just as I was about to close the stall door behind me, I heard a voice that I recognized all too well. Mikki. He and Bailey had followed me in. My stomach dropped as I heard Mikki's laughter, his voice ringing out in the bathroom. "Well, well, well, look who we have here," he sneered.

I tried to ignore him, but she wouldn't let up. He continued to ridicule me, telling the other girls who were lined up that I wasn't a real girl. I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment and anger. I wanted to lash out, to defend myself, but I was frozen with fear.

Just then, the bathroom door burst open and Andrew stormed in. I could hear the girls gasp as he marched over to where Mikki and Bailey were standing. "What are you doing?!" he demanded, his voice filled with anger. "Leave Abby alone!"

Mikki and Bailey sneered at him, but Andrew didn't back down. He stood up for me, defending me against their cruel words. But it was too late.

The damage was done. I couldn't take it anymore. I pushed past them, tears streaming down my face as I ran out of the bathroom and down the hall.

I found a quiet corner and sank down to the floor, crying. I was humiliated, ashamed, and alone. All I wanted was to be accepted, to be loved for who I was.

But instead, I was being torn down, belittled, and made to feel like I didn't belong.

Moments later, I was walking down the hall of the school, feeling overwhelmed and humiliated from what had just happened in the bathroom. I needed to get away from everyone and just be alone for a while.

That's when I caught a glimpse of Paul, kissing another girl. My heart sank as I watched in disbelief. I marched over to them and confronted him. "What are you doing?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Abby, it's not what it looks like," Paul tried to explain, but I was having none of it.

"Then what is it? Because it looks like you're kissing someone else while you're supposed to be taking me to prom!" I yelled.

Andrew, who had been following me, stepped in. "Paul, what are you doing? You're hurting Abby," he said, trying to defend me.

Paul turned to Andrew, his eyes filled with anger. "Stay out of this, Andrew. This has nothing to do with you," he said.

I couldn't take it anymore. The humiliation from Mikki, the argument with Paul, it was all too much for me to handle. I turned and ran away from the chaos, finding solace in the quiet of the library.

I sat down at one of the desks and buried my face in my hands, tears streaming down my face. It was supposed to be the best night of my life, but instead, it was turning into a nightmare.

As I wallowed in feeling defeated and heartbroken, Andrew suddenly appeared and sat next to me. "Abby, I know this night hasn't gone as planned, but I just wanted to tell you that I—“, but before he could finish his sentence, the announcements for the prom king and prom queen interrupted us.

My heart sank as I heard Andrew's name being announced as the prom king. I clapped for him but my attention was quickly diverted when Regina Woods from the all-girls school was announced as the prom queen.

Andrew stood up, looking proud and happy. "Abby, I have to go," he said before leaving the library.

Just as I was about to sink back into my sadness, Paul appeared in front of me. "Abby, I'm so sorry," he said. "I was drunk and I just wanted to feel a real girl's lips, but I never meant to hurt you."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. "You don't get to do this, Paul," I said, feeling the anger rising within me. "You don't get to kiss someone else and then just apologize and expect everything to be okay."

I stood up and stormed out of the library, heading straight to the gym where the prom was being held. I couldn't bear to be in the same room as Paul, or any of those people who just saw me being humiliated. I needed to be alone to process everything that had happened.

Mrs. Brickwall continued the announcements as Andrew and Regina basked in the glory. "Ladies and gentlemen, we have a special surprise for you all tonight," she announced. "We have a special award for the Star of the Night, and the winner is... Abby!"

The crowd erupted into applause and cheers, and I felt my heart swell with pride. I made my way up to the stage, ready to accept my award and give a heartfelt speech. But before I could even reach the microphone, Mikki barged onto the stage and snatched the mic from Mrs. Brickwall's hand.

"Wait a minute!" Mikki yelled, silencing the crowd. "Everyone needs to know the truth. Abby is a fake girl!"

The room fell silent, and I felt a wave of humiliation wash over me. I looked around and saw the looks of shock and disbelief on my classmates' faces. Mrs. Brickwall was livid, and she took the mic back from Mikki and scolded her for her cruel words.

But it was too late. The damage was done. I felt like my heart was breaking, and I knew I had to get out of there as quickly as I could.

I took off my heels and ran out of the gym, tears streaming down my face. I heard Paul calling out my name, trying to chase after me, but I was too fast. I ran until my feet hurt and I had no ride, feeling humiliated and heartbroken.

Moments later, as I sat on my front lawn, staring up at the twinkling stars above, my mind couldn't help but wander. I connected the dots and created a constellation of a beautiful woman, shining bright in the sky. But as I gazed at this creation, my heart ached with the memory of Paul.

Only hours before, I had won the Star of the Night award at prom, but my celebration was short-lived as Mikki had outed me as transgender in front of everyone. And to make matters worse, I had caught Paul kissing another girl. My fairy tale night had quickly turned into a nightmare.

But as I continued to look up at the stars, a new constellation caught my eye. It was a depiction of Andrew and me, the Prom King and Queen, dancing in the sky. I couldn't help but smile, imagining us as Mamoru and Usagi from Sailor Moon, twirling amongst the stars.

But even as I gazed at this romantic image, my heartbreak from Paul lingered. It felt like no matter how hard I tried to escape it, the pain was always there, just beneath the surface. Nevertheless, I found solace in the stars above, and the memories I had made with Andrew. And for now, that was enough.

Then I heard the sound of the front door opening and my sister emerged.

"Abby, what's wrong?" she asked with a concerned tone.

I lifted my head to look at her and she gasped when she saw the state I was in. My makeup was smeared and my hair was a mess. I must have looked a complete mess.

"Oh Abby, what happened?" she asked as she sat down next to me.

I told her everything that had happened that night, from the bathroom incident to Paul kissing another girl and Mikki revealing my secret in front of everyone. Mary listened to me as I cried and sobbed, her arm around me and pulling me close.

"I just wanted to fit in," I whispered through my tears. "I wanted to be accepted for who I am."

"You don't have to fit in, Abby," she said soothingly. "You are perfect just the way you are. And anyone who can't accept that is not worth your time or your tears."

I sniffled and looked at her, grateful for her love and understanding. She was my rock and always had been.

"Thank you, Mary," I whispered as I leaned into her embrace. "I don't know what I would do without you."

"You never have to find out, Abby," she said as she kissed the top of my head. "I will always be here for you, no matter what."

I closed my eyes and let myself be comforted by my sister's love. For the moment, I felt like everything was going to be okay.


Chapter 8
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The next day at school, I walked into class with a heavy heart, still reeling from the events of prom night. Paul was already in our usual seat, looking pale and worried.

He immediately stood up as I approached and reached out to touch my arm, but I pulled away from him.

"Abby, I'm so sorry about what happened. I was drunk, I didn't know what I was doing," he stammered, trying to explain himself.

But I was done with excuses. "You betrayed me, Paul. I don't want to talk to you right now." I said firmly and walked away to my seat.

Just as I sat down, Mrs. Honey Jones, our English teacher, walked in with a big smile on her face. "Good morning, class!" she greeted cheerfully. "I have wonderful news to share with all of you. Our principal, Mrs. Brickwall, has just informed me that you all are going to graduate!"

The entire room erupted in cheers and applause. I couldn't help but smile, despite my heartache, at the excitement and happiness of my classmates.

I couldn't take it anymore, seeing Paul try to come near me after everything that happened. I pushed him away, telling him that I never wanted to see him again.

Just then, I felt someone slip into the seat behind me. I turned around to see Andrew, who had switched seats to be closer to me. "Don't worry, Abby," he said, "I've got your back."

Paul wasn't giving up that easily, though. He stepped closer, his face contorted in anger. "What do you think you're doing?" he said, his voice rising.

Andrew stood up, his own face a mask of determination. "I'm protecting Abby from a jerk like you," he shot back.

I excused myself to the bathroom, I just needed to get away from the tension between Paul and Andrew. My heart was racing and I felt like I was about to break down.

I couldn't bear the thought of facing them again. So, I made my way to the library. It was my sanctuary, my peaceful place where I could think and breathe.

As I walked in, I felt the familiar calmness wash over me. The shelves of books surrounded me and the musty smell of old pages filled my nose.

I made my way to one of the back tables and sat down, taking in deep breaths. I closed my eyes and let the silence of the library envelop me. This was where I felt safe, where I felt like I could be myself.

I opened my eyes and let out a deep sigh. I had to face reality eventually. I couldn't stay here forever. I just needed a moment to collect my thoughts and compose myself. I stood up, straightened my clothes, and made my way back to class, ready to face whatever came my way.

Just as I was about to walk out, I was surprised to see a new librarian behind the desk. She had a warm smile and a gentle aura that made me feel at ease.

I approached her and before I knew it, I was pouring my heart out to her, telling her about the drama that happened at the prom, the rejection from Paul and the humiliation I felt from Mikki.

The librarian listened intently and when I was done, she took my hand and looked into my eyes. "Dear Abby, as a fellow trans woman," she said, "you have to focus on what's important, and that's your studies. You're a smart girl, and you have a bright future ahead of you. Don't let people like Mikki get to you, they only want to bring you down. You're a transgender woman, and you should be proud of who you are."

Her words were like a balm to my soul, and I felt a sense of comfort wash over me. She continued, "And as for your love conundrum, that will come in time. Focus on becoming the best version of yourself and the right person will come along."

I thanked the librarian for her words of encouragement and left the library with a lighter heart. Her advice made me realize that I was enough, and that I didn't need to prove myself to anyone. I was proud to be a transgender woman, and I was determined to make the best of my future.

Three days later, it was graduation day and the air was filled with excitement and nervousness. The sun was shining and the sky was a deep blue.

I could see the tall, wide stage in front of me, surrounded by rows of seats where my classmates and their families were sitting. My own family was sitting in the front row, my parents beaming with pride and happiness.

I was both nervous and excited. I had worked so hard for this moment, but the events of the past days had me feeling uncertain. I thought about the conversation I had with the librarian and tried to focus on my studies, as she had advised.

But my mind kept wandering to my love conundrum and the possibility of running into Paul or Andrew at the graduation ceremony.

As I walked to the stage to receive my diploma, I felt a sense of accomplishment, but also a sense of fear. Would people still accept me after the events at the prom?

Would they still see me as a woman, or just a fake? My heart was pounding in my chest as I walked up to the stage, but I pushed those thoughts aside and tried to focus on the moment at hand. I was graduating high school, and that was a big deal.

I took my diploma with a smile, proud of what I had achieved. I looked out at the audience, and saw my parents' smiling faces, and I felt a sense of relief.

Regardless of what other people thought of me, my family loved me, and that was all that mattered. As I walked off the stage, I took a deep breath, ready for whatever the future held.

As I stood there in my graduation gown, surrounded by my classmates and teachers, I felt a nervous excitement build within me. Then, I heard Andrew's name being called out as the valedictorian. I watched as he made his way up to the podium, and a hush fell over the crowd.

Andrew started his speech with a powerful message about shame. He spoke about how it can hold us back and prevent us from living our lives to the fullest. He talked about how everyone should be proud of who they are and not let shame dictate their happiness.

As he continued, I felt a sense of understanding wash over me. I knew exactly what he meant and could relate to his words. Then, just when I thought he was about to end his speech, he stopped and looked straight at me.

My heart started pounding in my chest as I realized what was happening.

"I have been hiding my feelings for far too long, out of fear and shame," Andrew said, his voice ringing out across the audience. "But I can't keep hiding who I am any longer. I love Abby. Abby, the transgender student who has inspired us all with their bravery and determination."

The crowd erupted into applause and I felt tears streaming down my face. I was completely stunned by Andrew's confession and couldn't believe what was happening.

I looked around, seeing the smiles and support from my classmates and teachers. I realized that Andrew's speech was not just for me, but for everyone who has ever felt ashamed of who they are. It was a powerful moment that I will never forget.

I felt my heart racing as Andrew called me to the stage. I was stunned. I had never expected anything like this. I walked towards him, my legs feeling like jelly. I felt everyone's eyes on me, but I only had eyes for Andrew.

"Abby, I want to dedicate this award to you," Andrew said, holding my hand. "You may not have known it, but you were the reason I studied so hard. I wanted to impress you."

Tears filled my eyes as I looked into his warm, brown gaze. I was so touched by his words. I felt so loved and so seen. I had never felt this way before.

The audience was silent as they watched us, but then I heard clapping and cheering. I looked out into the crowd and saw Paul smiling, along with Mikki and Bailey, who were crying and touched by Andrew's speech.

I looked back at Andrew and squeezed his hand. I couldn't believe what was happening. This was the happiest moment of my life, and I was so grateful to have him by my side. I had never felt so loved and accepted.

"Thank you, Andrew," I whispered, smiling. "I love you too."


Epilogue
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As I stood there on the stage, hand in hand with Andrew, I couldn't help but feel overwhelmed with emotions. The applause, the cheering, and the tears of joy around me were a testament to the journey that I had taken to get to this moment. It was a journey filled with ups and downs, but in the end, it was all worth it.

Andrew's speech about shame and the importance of embracing who we are had touched me deeply. It was a message that I would carry with me for the rest of my life.And to think that he had dedicated his award to me, that he had worked so hard to impress me, was simply overwhelming.

As we walked off the stage, my parents hugged me tightly, tears streaming down their faces. They were so proud of me and I couldn't have been more grateful for their love and support. Andrew's parents were equally proud, beaming with happiness for their son.

Paul, Mikki, and Bailey had also approached us, smiling and congratulating us. It was a beautiful sight to see the people who once ostracized me, now embracing and celebrating my journey.

The day after, I agreed to go out and celebrate with Andrew. The warm May breeze brushed against my face as I walked hand in hand with Andrew towards Randall's Island Park.

We had been hiding our feelings for each other for years and tonight was our first date. My heart was beating fast with excitement, anticipation, and a little bit of nervousness. I had never been on a proper date before, and I was happy that it was with someone like Andrew who was kind, genuine, and accepting of me for who I am.

As we walked, he pointed out different constellations in the sky and told me stories about each one. I was in awe of the way he spoke with such passion and wonder, and I couldn't help but smile at the joy he brought into my life.

When we finally reached the spot he had picked out, I was amazed. He had brought a blanket and had set up a picnic basket under a beautiful old oak tree.

"Wow, this is amazing," I said, taking in the romantic ambiance.

"I'm glad you like it," he replied, his eyes shining with happiness.

We sat down on the blanket and started to enjoy our dinner. We talked and laughed, and I felt so at ease with him. It was like I had known him forever.

As the night went on, we both grew quiet, and I found myself getting lost in his eyes. They were so warm and inviting, and I felt like I could get lost in them forever.

"Abby," he said, breaking the silence, "I know we haven't been dating for very long, but I have to tell you something. I've been wanting to tell you for a while now, but I was scared. I was scared that you wouldn't feel the same way."

"Andrew, what is it?" I asked, my heart racing.

"I want to kiss you, Abby. I know it may sound crazy, but I can't help the way I feel. I've never felt this way about anyone before, and I don't want to lose you," he said, his eyes shining with emotion.

Tears prickled at the corners of my eyes as I looked into his, and I knew then and there that I felt the same way. "I want to kiss you too, Andrew," I whispered.

He leaned closer, and I could feel his breath on my cheek. Our lips met in a soft, tender kiss, and I felt like I was transported to a whole other world.

Andrew's lips were warm and soft, and I could feel his love in every movement of his mouth. He was gentle and slow, taking his time to savor every moment of our kiss. I felt myself melt into him, completely surrendering to the magic of the moment.

I could feel my heart skip a beat as our lips parted, and Andrew looked into my eyes. "I never want to let you go," he whispered, and I could feel my heart swelling with joy.

From that moment on, Andrew and I were inseparable. We faced challenges and obstacles, but our love for each other only grew stronger.

And every time we looked up at the stars, we would see the constellation of us, dancing in the sky. We were no longer just two individuals, but one, united by love and a future filled with endless possibilities.

Fast forward a few years, and Andrew and I were still together, stronger than ever. We had both pursued our passions and were now working in our respective fields. Our love story had become a source of inspiration for many, and we often received letters from people thanking us for reminding them that love knows no bounds.

I never thought that my journey as a transgender woman would lead me to this place, but I was so grateful for every step along the way.

It was a journey that taught me to love and accept myself for who I am, and to never let anyone's shame or judgment hold me back.

As I looked up at the stars on that beautiful graduation night, I couldn't help but smile. I was proud of who I was and the journey that I had taken to get here. I was proud of the constellation that I had created, and the beautiful, powerful woman that I had become.

The End <3

Did you enjoy A Shame to Love Me? In that case, I hope you could check out the bundle The Feminization Bible Volume One.

It contains five of my chart-topping feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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First Feminization Fiction – The Office Gurl

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.

Second Feminization Fiction – The First Lady

Wearing pearls, dress suits, and looking the part came easy… but dealing with the scandal of the century with the President was a whole ‘nother story.

Third Feminization Fiction – Barbie Gurl

From her rose-colored glasses, womanhood was sweet as candy, only to find out that it wasn’t as saccharine as she thought it would be. But then again… she’s Barbie *wink*.

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Beauty in the Brothel

In an underground T-Girl Brothel lies the dreams of transgender women, only to find out that they were all disillusions. Will her newfound beauty and bravery emancipate her sisters from the harrowing confinement?

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Oh Carol

It was the 8th day before Christmas when she decided to come out as a transgender woman. Yearning to feel what it was like to be coveted as a lady, she secretly wrote her wishes in her songbook.

On Christmas eve, the choirmaster stumbled upon her musings… then shared every detail from cover to cover with her choirmates.

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 The Feminization Bible V1


Other Titles
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“All she had to do was stick to the plan. However, fate prepared something shinier than a diamond ring.”

Read Diamonds Are A Gurl’s Best Friend
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It encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies
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It encapsulates three transgender romance stories of three sissies’ first time feminization, forced feminization, and sissy husband experiences with three dominant transgender women.

Read Romantic Sissies V1
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It encapsulates three transgender romance and MM stories of three sissies’ forced feminization fairy tales with dominant transgender women, futas, and romantic gentlemen.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One
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Transformed By T-Girls Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s first collection of her Prima Femina Romances books.

Read Transformed By T-Girls Vol. One
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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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Find a place with utmost privacy and join Lilly as she takes you back to 2007 when she experienced being coveted, objectified, and loved for the very first time.

Read My Cherry No More
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"Vicious and criminally sexy, that’s how they describe Stacey. Just how many notches on her bedpost should she accumulate to satiate her worldly desires?"

Read Stacey The School Sissy


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading A Shame to Love Me – A Clean Transgender 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.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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