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Introduction

“Why do I suddenly feel the need to wear girly clothes…”

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

∞∞∞

I’ve already come to terms that my case was hopeless. I was ready to say goodbye to my friends, family, and dreams. I still considered myself lucky, albeit being born with a weak heart.

However, I didn’t know that there was still hope—but with it came plenty of changes… feminine changes that I wasn’t sure I was prepared for.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I WAS SITTING AT MY OLD, creaky desk in the corner of my room that night, the one with scattered pencils and worn erasers strewn about. The only sound in the room was the occasional car passing by outside, and the soft, almost whisper-like hum of my laptop.

It was getting late, and the dim lamp on my desk was struggling to keep the shadows at bay.
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My sketchbook lay open in front of me, a blank page staring back as if challenging me to fill it with dreams I knew I might never reach. Normally, I’d lose myself drawing buildings and imagining structures more stable than my own heart, but tonight was different.

Tonight, the weight of my own reality was pressing down hard.

My brother Daniel had called earlier in the evening, all loud and excited after winning another football game. He was always the star, both on the field and off.

"Hey bro! Coach says there's a scout coming to the next game! Can you believe it?" His voice had been vibrant, full of life and dreams that were just within his grasp.

"Sounds great, Dan," I had managed to reply, forcing a smile into my voice.

"Knock 'em dead."

After we hung up, I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like—to have something so monumental within my reach, to have hopes and dreams that didn’t feel like they were a mile away.

The pencils felt heavy in my hand as I started to draw. Not a building or a skyline, but something far darker. The lines took shape almost on their own, and before I knew it, a coffin appeared on the paper. Its dark, angular form seemed so out of place amidst the usual curves and arches of my architectural designs. But tonight, it felt fitting.
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My heart gave a weak thud against my chest, reminding me of its fragility. Dr. Henderson’s words from the last visit echoed in my head, "Morty, I'm afraid the news isn't good. Your condition is deteriorating faster than we’d hoped. We need to consider a transplant seriously now."

A transplant. The word alone was enough to send a shiver through me. I wasn't sure I was ready to face that yet, to acknowledge how serious things were. Drawing this coffin, it was morbid, sure, but it was also a release. A way to face my fears head-on, even if it was just on paper.

There was a gentle knock at my door, and it creaked open to reveal my mom, her nurse's scrubs replaced by her usual evening wear of sweatpants and a soft tee. "Honey, it's getting late. Don't you think you should get some rest?" Her voice was soft, always tinged with that maternal worry that had doubled since my diagnosis.

"I will, Mom. Just... one more sketch," I murmured without looking up.

She paused in the doorway, watching me for a moment. "Okay, sweetheart. Just don’t stay up too long. Remember what Dr. Henderson said about getting enough rest."

"I know," I replied, a bit too sharply. I regretted the edge in my voice immediately as she gave a small, resigned nod and closed the door softly behind her.

Alone again, I turned back to my sketch. It wasn’t just a coffin now; I had begun adding a tombstone too. Morbid curiosity pushed me to inscribe it, my hand trembling slightly as I wrote out a hypothetical epitaph.

Here lies Morty Stewart, a dreamer who could have been an architect.

It was too real, too poignant, and suddenly I couldn’t breathe. My chest tightened, and I dropped my pencil, my hand going instinctively to clutch at my shirt, feeling the uneven beat of my heart beneath.

“Why?” I whispered to the empty room.
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“Why does it have to be like this?”

Tears blurred my vision, spilling over and dropping onto the page, smudging the graphite lines. I was scared, more scared than I’d ever admit out loud.

Scared of dying, scared of living half a life, scared of leaving my family behind.

Drawing a deep, shaky breath, I wiped my eyes with the back of my hand. I looked down at the mess of tears and pencil on the page and pushed the sketchbook away. Enough for tonight.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD PASSED since I sketched that dark, hopeless picture of a coffin and a tombstone with my name on it. Sometimes I couldn't help but think that maybe I had manifested my own demise because here I was, lying in a hospital bed with machines beeping all around me, and a cannula hissing oxygen into my nose. It felt surreal, like a bad dream I couldn’t wake up from.
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The room was sterile and white, a stark contrast to the warmth of my messy bedroom filled with sketches and dreams. I was getting used to the rhythmic sound of the oxygen machine, a constant reminder that every breath was a struggle.

My mom, in her scrubs, popped in more often than the other nurses. She worked in this very hospital, which was both a blessing and a curse. Every time she came in, her smile was a little too forced, her eyes a little too bright, as if she was trying to shield me from her own fear.

"Hey, Morty," she'd say, checking the monitors before turning her full attention to me. "How are you feeling today?"

"Like a fish in a bowl," I replied, trying to make light of the tubes and wires.

"Just watching the world from my little glass tank."

She chuckled, but I could see the worry lines deepen around her eyes.

"You've always had a way with words," she sighed, adjusting my blanket. "Try to get some rest, okay? I’ll be just down the hall if you need me."

"Thanks, Mom."

The door would click softly behind her, leaving me alone with my thoughts again. I often wondered if she ever cried in the break room or in her car after her shift. It must've been hard for her to see me like this, her youngest son hooked up to all these machines.

Dad had been visiting daily, despite the construction site he managed being almost two hours away. His hands, rough and calloused from years of labor, were surprisingly gentle when he patted my hand or adjusted my pillows.

"Mort, how's my brave boy today?" he would ask every time he walked in, his voice a booming contrast to the quiet hum of the hospital.

"Hanging in there," I would manage to say, offering him a weak smile.

"That's my boy," he’d say with a nod, sitting heavily in the chair beside my bed. We didn’t talk much about the future or make any plans. We stayed in the present, talking about mundane things like the weather or his latest project. It was easier that way.

Then there was Daniel, my brother, who came in every evening after his classes or football practice, still wearing his university hoodie, looking exhausted but trying to hide it.

"Hey, Morty, guess what? Coach showed us some new plays today," he'd start, animatedly talking about his day, trying to fill the sterile room with a bit of normalcy.
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"That's cool," I’d respond, my voice weaker than I wanted. I loved hearing about his life; it made me feel connected to the outside world, to a life where not everything revolved around hospital schedules and medical charts.

But as much as I loved their visits, I could see the toll it was taking on all of them. They were trying so hard to be strong for me, to smile and make jokes, but the sadness was always there, lingering in their eyes, hidden behind their tired smiles.

One particularly rough night, when the pain was bad and I felt like each breath might be my last, Mom stayed late after her shift. She held my hand, her presence a silent strength in the dimly lit room.

"Morty, you've always been the strong one, you know," she whispered, brushing a lock of hair from my forehead.

"I don't feel very strong, Mom. I feel like... like I'm just waiting for the end."

She squeezed my hand, tears glistening in her eyes.

"I know, honey, I know it's hard. But you’re not alone. We're all here with you."

I nodded, fighting back my own tears. It was one of those moments when the reality of my situation hit me hard. I wasn't going to get better; this was the end of the road for me.

And as much as I hated to admit it, I was scared.

Not just of dying, but of what my death would do to my family.

"I love you, Mom," I said, the words heavy with all the things I needed her to know.

"I love you too, Morty. So much," she replied, her voice breaking as she leaned down to kiss my forehead.

Later that night, I drifted into a deep sleep filled with vivid dreams where I wasn't just a spectator of my own life. In these dreams, I was a well-known architect. The visions were detailed and clear—I was standing in front of a grand building with my name etched across the entrance, Morty Stewart, Architect.

People were walking in and out, admiring the structure, discussing how the innovative designs were changing the city's skyline. It was everything I had ever wanted.

But, as dreams often do, it shifted without warning. The grand building in my dream twisted and morphed into a hospital. The corridors were long and empty, echoing with the sound of my own footsteps. It was eerie, how the hospital of my dreams resembled the one I was actually in—sterile and impersonal, yet filled with a sense of urgency.

I woke abruptly, the dream fading as reality clawed its way back.

It was the wee hours of the morning, and something was wrong.

Very wrong.

I tried to sit up, but a sharp, crushing pain enveloped my chest. My breaths were short and labored, each one a battle.

"Mom!" I managed to gasp out, the word barely a whisper. Panic set in as I struggled for air, my hands trembling as they clawed at the sheets while I managed to press the emergency button.

The response was immediate. The door flew open, and my mom rushed in, her face etched with fear.
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"Morty!" she cried out, moving swiftly to my side. She hit the emergency button beside my bed as she tried to assess my condition.

"I can't... breathe..." I choked out, the room starting to spin around me.

"Hold on, sweetheart, just hold on," she pleaded, her hands moving over me in a flurry, adjusting my oxygen. But it wasn't helping. The room was closing in, and I felt like I was being crushed under the weight of my own failing body.

Nurses and a doctor burst into the room, a blur of motion and urgent voices.

"His oxygen levels are dropping!" one of the nurses shouted, adjusting the machines frantically.

"We need to intubate him, now!" the doctor declared, his voice firm, cutting through the chaos like a knife.

"No, please, no," I gasped, the fear of that procedure overwhelming me. The thought of a tube forcing air into my lungs was terrifying, but the alternative...

"It's going to be okay, Morty. We're here with you," my mom assured me, holding my hand tightly, her presence a small comfort in the storm.

The medical team moved efficiently, preparing the equipment for intubation. I could hear the beeping of the monitors, each tone more urgent than the last, a stark reminder that my heart was not just weak—it was failing.

"Do something!" my mom cried out, her voice cracking with despair.

"We are, ma'am. We're doing everything we can," the doctor reassured her, though his eyes were full of serious concern as he looked down at me.

The pain was unbearable now, a crushing force on my chest that wouldn't relent. I felt a cold sweat break out across my forehead, and my vision blurred into darkness around the edges.

"Morty, look at me," my mom said, her face hovering above mine, her eyes searching mine for any sign of the son she knew.

"You are so strong. You can fight through this."

But I wasn't sure if I could. It felt like the fight was already over, like I was just going through the motions of a battle I had lost from the start.

The doctor inserted the tube, and a rush of cold air flooded my lungs. It was uncomfortable, scary, but slowly, it became easier to breathe. The crushing pain didn’t subside completely, but it dulled, becoming something I could bear.

"You're stable for now, Morty," the doctor finally said after what felt like an eternity, his voice a mixture of relief and caution.

My mom didn't leave my side, her hand gripping mine as if she could transfer her life force into me through that simple touch.

"You're going to get through this," she whispered, more to herself than to me.

I wanted to believe her. I wanted to believe that this wasn't the end. But as I lay there, staring at the white hospital ceiling, listening to the beep of the heart monitor, I couldn't help but think about my sketches, my dreams, and how far away they all seemed now.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS AFTER my near-miss with death, the monotony of the hospital room was briefly broken by a visit from my brother. He walked in with that same energetic bounce he always had, his university hoodie damp from the spring drizzle outside.

“Hey, Morty, you won’t believe the game last night!” Daniel started, his face alight with excitement as he pulled a chair closer to my bed.

“We were down by three, and then, in the last quarter, I caught the winning touchdown. It was epic, man.”

I tried to muster a smile, but it felt hollow. “Sounds amazing,” I said, my voice flat, the words not quite reaching my eyes.

He paused, his smile faltering as he studied my face.

“You okay, man? You don’t seem into it today.”

I shifted uncomfortably in the bed, the sheets rustling softly under me. The room suddenly felt too small, the walls too close. “I don’t know, Dan. I just...” I paused, the words heavy on my tongue.

“I don’t want to hear anymore.”

His brow furrowed, confusion written across his features.

“What do you mean?”

I took a deep, shaky breath, my heart pounding uncomfortably against my chest. “You do know I’m going to die, right? Call it envy, or whatever you want, but hearing about all the amazing things happening for you, while I’m stuck in this bed... It’s hard, Dan. Really hard.”
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For a moment, he was speechless. His mouth opened slightly, then closed, no words coming out. Then, slowly, he reached out, his hands gripping mine, his eyes earnest and pained.

“Morty, I... I didn’t realize. I thought if I focused on the good stuff, it would help—help both of us. I love you so much, and the thought of you not being here... I guess I thought if I kept looking forward, I could move on faster when... if...”

He couldn’t finish his sentence, his voice choked with emotion.

With a swift motion, he moved closer and wrapped his arms around me, pulling me into a tight hug. I could feel his body shaking as he held me, the unspoken fears and pain we both carried mingling in the silence.

“It’s killing me, seeing you like this,” he whispered, his voice muffled against my shoulder.

I held him back, the gesture awkward with the various tubes and monitors.

“It’s okay. I get it. I’m scared too.”

We sat like that for a while, just holding onto each other, finding comfort in the presence of family. It was a rare moment of vulnerability for both of us, a crack in the façades we’d built up over the past few weeks.

The door opened quietly, and Mom walked in. Her face was pale, her eyes red-rimmed, and her usual composed demeanor was absent. She stopped short when she saw us, her hand covering her mouth.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt,” she said, her voice quivering.

“No, it’s okay, Mom,” Daniel said, pulling away and wiping his eyes.

“What’s wrong?”

She took a deep breath, steadying herself before she spoke. “It’s... It’s about the other young man who was on the waitlist for a heart transplant. He... he passed away last night. He was just about your age, Morty.”

The room fell silent, the weight of her words hanging heavy in the air. My heart sank, a cold dread settling in my stomach. It was a stark reminder of my own fragile grip on life.

She moved closer, her eyes searching mine.
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“I’m so scared,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Daniel stood up, pulling Mom into a hug.

“We’re all scared, Mom. But we’re here together, right? We’re not going to stop fighting.”

I reached out, touching her arm.

“We’re here, Mom. And we’ll keep being here, every step of the way.”

She nodded, tears rolling down her cheeks as she squeezed my hand.

“Thank you, boys. I don’t know what I’d do without you both.”

We stayed like that for a while, a family bound by love and the shared pain of impending loss, comforting each other in the face of an uncertain future. At that moment, the hospital room felt a little less like a prison, and a little more like home—because home wasn’t just a place, it was the people you filled it with, the love and the shared moments of truth, however painful they might be.

Later that night, we tried to make the hospital room feel a bit more like home. Dan had lugged his laptop over, and we were watching "Just Go With It," the Jennifer Aniston and Adam Sandler movie. It was silly and light-hearted, exactly what we needed. Even in the cramped, clinical room, we found reasons to laugh.

The sound of our laughter mixed with the occasional beeps of the hospital machinery, creating a strange but comforting symphony of normalcy.

Mom had popped some popcorn in the nurses' lounge and brought it back in a large bowl. We passed it around, the buttery smell filling the room. Dad, sprawled in his usual chair, threw a kernel at Dan who caught it with his mouth, making us laugh again.

"Just like old times, huh?" Mom said with a smile, watching us.

"Yeah, just with a bit more... sterile," I replied, managing a weak chuckle.

We were halfway through the movie when the door burst open. Nurse Helen, one of Mom’s close friends from the cardiology department, stood there, slightly out of breath and wearing a huge grin.

"Sorry to interrupt," she said, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

"What’s up?" Mom asked, pausing the movie. The sudden change in her friend's demeanor was enough to make us all take notice.

Helen took a moment, her breath catching up with her excitement.
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"I know this is really unexpected, but we just got a call. There’s a donor... a heart donor."

The room went silent, the weight of her words sinking in. My heart, sick as it was, began to race.

"The donor’s name was Mandy McBright," she continued, her voice softening.

"There was a car accident, and... and she didn’t make it. But she was young, healthy, and a registered donor here at Mary Jill’s Heart Center."

Mom's hand flew to her mouth, tears instantly springing to her eyes. Dad stood up, his chair scraping back against the linoleum. Dan’s face was a mixture of shock and hope.

"And," Helen added, "we need to prep Morty for surgery, like, now."

"Surgery?" I echoed, my voice small. The room started to spin a little.

"Now?"

"Yes, honey," Mom said, coming over to hold my hand.

"This is it. This is your chance."

Happiness, disbelief, and fear collided within me. I had spent so long coming to terms with my likely fate that the sudden shift toward life was overwhelming.

"But... I thought... I mean, I was ready to..."

"I know, sweetie," Mom said, her voice cracking.

"But this is a good thing. A really good thing."

Dad came over, his usual stoic demeanor replaced with a visible tremble.

"Morty, this is what we’ve been hoping for. You’re going to get through this."

Dan knelt beside the bed, trying to catch my eye.

"Bro, you’re the toughest guy I know. You’ve got this. We’re all here for you."

Their words were meant to be comforting, but panic gnawed at my insides. Everything was moving too fast. Just hours ago, I was laughing and now I was facing a life-altering surgery. It felt like too much.

"Helen, are you sure?" I asked, needing to hear it all again.

She nodded vigorously.

"Absolutely, Morty. It’s happening. We’ve got a team ready. We need to go now to prep you. The sooner we operate, the better the chances for a successful transplant."

As they began to wheel me out of the room, Mom stayed close, her hand gripping mine.

"I’m right here, Morty. I’ll be right here when you wake up."

The lights of the hallway blurred as we moved, the reality of the situation settling in. I was scared—terrified really—but also grateful. Grateful for this second chance, for Mandy McBright’s generosity, and for the love of my family that enveloped me in the most terrifying moment of my life.

"Let’s do this," I finally said, more to myself than anyone else. My voice was barely a whisper, but it carried the weight of my resolve, however fragile it might have been.

As we reached the operating room, the doors swung open to reveal a team of people all dressed in scrubs, moving with purpose. The cold air of the room hit me, and I shivered, not just from the temperature but from the magnitude of what was about to happen.
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"We’re going to take good care of you, Morty," one of the surgeons said, offering me a reassuring smile as they began to administer the anesthesia.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN TWO WEEKS since the operation, and I was finally going home. The hospital room, which had become my temporary world, was now packed up into a couple of bags. Dad was double-checking them, making sure we hadn’t left anything behind.

"Got your charger, your sketchbook... What about your headphones?" Dad asked, zipping up the main bag and giving it a pat.

"They’re in the front pocket," I replied, feeling a strange sense of excitement mixed with the surreal knowledge that I was leaving the hospital room not for another surgery, but for home.

Mom, still in her scrubs, was organizing some last-minute paperwork for my discharge. Her shift was starting soon, but her focus remained on me until everything was finalized.

"All set," she announced with a relieved smile.

"Just need to hand these over to Nurse Helen, and then I can see you guys off."

I nodded, feeling an unfamiliar surge of energy. For the first time in a long time, I was walking on my own, no wheelchair in sight. The new heart beating in my chest felt strong, its rhythm confident and reassuring. It was like having a powerful new engine in an old car—everything felt more capable, more possible.

As I wandered over to the bathroom, catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror was almost a shock.

"Wow, that’s crazy," I murmured, taking in the paler-than-usual face staring back at me. My hair was a mess, and a scruffy beard had taken up residence on my chin, making me look like I'd been lost in the woods for weeks.

"Hey, can someone grab me a razor?" I called out, turning to see Dad rummaging through another bag.

"Sure thing," he said, pulling out a small shaving kit.

"Here you go. Don’t go slicing that pretty face of yours."

I chuckled, a sound that felt good on my lips. "I’ll try not to."

Shaving was a mundane task, something I had done countless times before, but this time it felt like shedding the last remnants of my old, sickly self. The razor glided over my skin, clearing away the rough bristles, and with each stroke, I felt a bit more like the person I used to be—or maybe, the person I was becoming.
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"There, I don’t look like a hobo anymore," I joked as I examined my clean-shaven face in the mirror. The reflection showed a young man ready to start over, to build a life that had been on pause for far too long.

Dad knocked on the door frame, peeking in.

"Looking sharp, son. Ready to head out?"

"More than ready," I replied, my voice steady and sure.

We made our way down the hospital corridors, the click of my shoes on the tile a stark contrast to the silent roll of wheelchair wheels. It felt good to be on my feet, to feel the steady beat of a heart that wasn’t mine by birth but was mine by a miracle of modern medicine and human kindness.

Mom walked alongside us, her nurse ID badge still dangling from her neck.

"I’ll catch up soon, okay? Just have to start my shift. But call me when you get home. And, Morty," she paused, turning to look at me directly, "I’m so proud of you. You’re going to do great things. I just know it."

"I know, Mom. Thanks for everything," I said, feeling a warmth spread through me that had nothing to do with the summer sun waiting outside.

As Dad and I approached the car, he tossed the bags into the backseat before turning to help me in. But I waved him off, managing by myself.

It was important, somehow, to do this on my own.

The drive home was quiet, contemplative.
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Dad occasionally pointed out changes in the neighborhood or mentioned small tasks that needed doing around the house, but I was lost in thought, watching the familiar streets roll by.

My mind wandered to the future—to sketching, to designing, to living a life full of possibilities now that I had been given a second chance.

When we pulled into the driveway, the sense of coming home was overwhelming. I stepped out of the car, taking a deep breath of fresh, home air. It smelled like freedom, like opportunity, like life.

"Welcome home, Morty," Dad said, clapping me on the back as we walked up to the front door.

"Thanks, Dad," I replied, feeling a smile spread across my face.

"It’s good to be back."

And as I stepped over the threshold, leaving the shadow of illness behind me, I felt ready. Ready to embrace whatever came next, with a strong heart and a renewed spirit, in a home that had waited patiently for my return.

Waking up in my own bed the next day was a relief, a real sign that things were starting to get back to normal—or as normal as they could get for someone who'd just had a heart transplant.

The morning light seeped through my curtains, dimmed by the overcast sky outside. I could hear the gentle patter of rain against the window, the kind of sound that felt comforting, like a steady reminder that life goes on.

I pushed the covers back and made my way to the window, pulling the curtains aside. It was raining, a soft, steady drizzle that brought the fresh, clean scent of spring right into my room.

For the first time, I found myself genuinely appreciating the season. Vermont’s spring had always been just another season to me, one I watched pass by from hospital windows or through brief glances from my room.

But today, it felt different—like a symbol of renewal, of things beginning anew. This spring wasn’t like the others; this time, I was a part of it.

As I turned away from the window, my gaze swept across my room. It was the same room I had left weeks ago, but something about it felt off. It wasn’t messy—the hospital stay had cured me of any tolerance for disorder—but it was drab, almost depressingly so.
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The walls, once a comforting shade of blue, now seemed dull. The bedding, a simple gray duvet, looked stark against the plain surroundings.

With a sigh, I decided I needed a change. Feeling more energized than I had in months, I made my way to the kitchen to brew some coffee. The familiar aroma filled the air, a nostalgic reminder of mornings spent planning out sketches and designs before my health had declined.

Sipping the hot coffee, I stood at the kitchen counter, pondering. My room was like a blank canvas now, and it was time to add some color, some life to it. It was too boring, too reminiscent of the sterile hospital rooms I’d spent too much time in.

I pulled out my phone and dialed my mom’s number, waiting for her to pick up.

“Hey, Mom,” I started as soon as she answered, keeping my tone light.

“I was wondering, where did you keep the extra curtains and bed sheets? Oh, and maybe those rugs we stored last spring?”

“Good morning to you too, Morty,” she replied with a chuckle.

“Feeling creative today?”

“Yeah, something like that,” I admitted.

“I just think my room could use a bit of a refresh, you know?”

“I think that’s a wonderful idea,” Mom said, her voice warm and encouraging.

“Let’s see, the curtains and bed sheets are in the linen closet upstairs. And the rugs should be in the garage, tucked away in those storage bins.”

“Thanks, Mom. I think it’s time for a little project,” I said, feeling a spark of excitement at the thought of transforming my space.

“Just take it easy, okay? Don’t overdo it,” she cautioned, always the nurse first.

“I will. Promise.”

After hanging up, I finished my coffee and headed upstairs to the linen closet. Opening it revealed a stack of fabrics in various colors and patterns.

I pulled out a set of blush pink curtains and a matching bedsheet with a subtle, leafy print. They were perfect for bringing some life into my room.

The garage was my next stop, where I found the rugs exactly where Mom said they’d be. I chose a small, soft rug in an earthy tone that would complement the pink of my new curtains and sheets.

Back in my room, I started with the bed, stripping off the old duvet and replacing it with the new sheets. It felt good to be doing something tangible, something normal. The curtains were a bit more of a challenge, but I managed to hang them with a little effort, the new color immediately changing the feel of the room.

I unrolled the rug last, placing it at the foot of my bed. Stepping back, I surveyed my handiwork. The room had transformed from a bland, uninspiring space into something warmer, more inviting.
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“This... this feels right,” I murmured to myself, a sense of satisfaction washing over me. It wasn’t just about the colors or the new setup. It was about making a space that felt like mine again, a space that reflected the new start I was given.

As I settled back into bed, now adorned with vibrant, welcoming colors, I felt a wave of gratitude. Grateful for the donor who had given me a new lease on life, for my family’s unending support, and for the chance to see the world anew. With my heart beating strong and sure within my chest, I felt ready to take on whatever came next, to build anew from the ground up, just like the fresh spring outside my window.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

IT WAS SATURDAY, a day when the usual rush of the weekday seemed to pause, allowing everyone a moment of respite. Mom didn't have to work, which was a rare treat for both of us. We were in the kitchen, enjoying our morning coffee, the aroma filling the room with its rich, comforting scent.

I noticed something slightly off as I glanced across the table at Mom.

"You've still got some eyeliner on," I pointed out with a slight chuckle.
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She touched her face self-consciously, then laughed. "Oh, I forgot to take it off last night. I was really tired." Her smile was easy, devoid of the usual stress that marked her features after a long shift.

As we sipped our coffee, I considered my plans for the day.

"Mom, could I have some money for art supplies?" I asked, the idea of a new project sparking a bit of excitement in me.

"Of course, sweetheart," she replied, nodding.

"I'll give it to you later. What are you planning to work on?"

"I'm not sure yet, but I think I want to try something different," I said, feeling a surge of creativity just thinking about it.

With my coffee finished, I headed to my bedroom, the newly redecorated space that now felt so much more like me. The morning light spilled through the pink curtains, casting a calm, inviting glow across the room.

As I passed by the window, the sight of blooming flowers outside caught my eye, their vibrant colors bold against the green backdrop of spring.

Inspired, I set up my sketching materials on the desk, the blank paper waiting for me to bring it to life. Today, I felt drawn to capture the beauty of those blooms, their delicate petals a stark contrast to the architectural lines I usually favored.

I began sketching, the pencil moving fluidly as I translated the soft curves and intricate details of the flowers onto the paper. It was peaceful, this quiet communion with my art, and I felt a lightness in my chest—a happiness that seemed to permeate my very being these days.

Lost in my work, I didn't hear Mom enter the room until she spoke.

"Wow, you've decorated it beautifully," she observed, looking around with a smile.

I looked up from my sketchbook, a bit surprised.

"You think so?" I asked, feeling a swell of pride at her approval.

"Yes, it’s lovely. But it’s not your usual style, is it?" she noted, her eyes scanning the changes I had made.

I put down my pencil and considered her words. "I don't know, I just feel so happy and light these days. I guess it’s influencing everything," I admitted, my gaze drifting back to the sketch.

Mom walked over and peered down at my drawing. "These flowers are beautiful, Morty. It’s good to see you branching out into new subjects."

"Yeah, it feels good to try new things," I replied, my thoughts reflective.

"I think... I think after everything that’s happened, I just want to embrace all the parts of life, you know? Not just the ones I used to focus on."

Mom nodded, her expression softening. "That’s a wonderful way to look at it. Life is full of different moments and feelings. It’s beautiful to see you embracing them."

We chatted for a while longer, discussing plans for the garden and what colors we thought would look nice for the upcoming summer. Mom shared her thoughts on some herbs and plants she wanted to try growing, and I listened, genuinely interested.

"Let me get that money for you now," she said eventually, remembering my earlier request. She left the room briefly and returned with some cash.

"Thanks, Mom," I said, pocketing the money with a smile.

"I think I’m going to look for some new colors today. Maybe some pastels."

"That sounds perfect," she agreed. "Enjoy it, Morty. It’s your time to explore."

After she left, I returned to my sketching, the peacefulness of the morning enveloping me once again. With each line and shade, I felt more connected to this new phase of my life, a phase where health and creativity merged into a beautiful, vivid tapestry of possibilities.
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The sketch I made that day was different from anything I’d done before. It was of a beautiful woman, soft, vibrant, and alive with the kind of beauty that only spring flowers possess.

After lunch, I decided to take a shower, the warm water soothing as it cascaded down my back. As I lathered up, I noticed the body hair that I’d largely ignored over the years. It felt out of place, as if it were part of an old me that I was ready to leave behind.

With a sudden resolve, I decided to shave it off. The idea of transforming, even in such a small way, made my heart race with an anticipation I hadn’t felt in a long time.

Finishing my shower, I felt lighter, almost buoyant. Today was a day for trying new things, for pushing boundaries. And I was ready to take another step—this time, into the world of painting. I’d always been content with my pencils and sketchbooks, but the thought of painting, of playing with colors and textures, was too exciting to pass up any longer.

With the newfound energy of decision, I dried off and headed to the mirror to shave. The razor slid over my skin, and in my haste and excitement, I nicked myself slightly. A small drop of blood beaded on the surface, and I paused, staring at my reflection. There was a moment of disconnect, a weird flicker of dissatisfaction with what I saw. It was fleeting, chased away by the surge of enthusiasm about buying my art supplies.

I dressed quickly, pulling on a pair of jeans and a comfortable t-shirt, my thoughts already on the vibrant paints and brushes I would soon be picking out. I grabbed my wallet, stuffed the cash Mom had given me into it, and headed out to the garage to grab my bicycle.

The day outside was beautiful, a perfect picture of spring. The air was filled with the fresh scent of blooming flowers; their colors, a vivid splash against the lush greenery, lifted my spirits even higher. I took a deep breath, feeling the crisp air fill my lungs, revitalizing me with its purity.

Hopping on my bike, I pedaled down the driveway, the gentle breeze playing through my hair. The streets were quiet, the rhythmic sound of my bike’s tires on the pavement a pleasant melody to my ears. I was lost in thought, daydreaming about the canvases I would fill, the strokes of color I would layer, when a sudden loud beep jolted me back to reality.

“What!?”

A pickup truck sped past, missing me by mere inches. I swerved, managing to keep my balance, but my heart raced from the close call. The truck pulled over abruptly, and a man jumped out, his face red with anger.

“Are you trying to kill yourself?!” he yelled, striding towards me.

Startled, I steadied my bike and faced him. “No, I’m sorry,” I replied, my voice calm despite my pounding heart.

“I just got distracted, I guess.”

He was fuming, hands on his hips, glaring at me. “You kids always daydreaming. You need to pay attention, especially on the road!”

I felt a flash of annoyance at his tone. Yes, I had made a mistake, but his reaction seemed over the top. Besides, who was he to call me a kid when we looked just about the same age.

“The street is wide, you could’ve just swerved,” I retorted before I could stop myself.
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“That’s not the point!” he shot back.

“You need to be careful. It’s not just about you. There are other people on the road, you know!”

His words stung, and I knew he was right—I should have been more careful. But his aggressive approach left me feeling defensive.

“I understand. It won’t happen again,” I said, trying to defuse the situation.

He huffed, took a deep breath, and finally nodded. “Just... be more careful, kid. Please.”

“I will,” I promised, and with that, he climbed back into his truck and drove away.

Shaking off the encounter, I pedaled on, my mood slightly dampened but my determination intact. The art store wasn’t far, and soon enough, I’d be standing in front of rows of paints, brushes, and canvases.

The bell above the door jingled as I pushed it open, stepping into the familiar scent of Earl's Art Supplies. It was a cozy shop, cluttered in the most charming way with easels, tubes of paint, and sketchbooks stacked against the walls.

Earl, the owner, was in his mid-fifties, with a mane of graying hair and glasses perpetually perched on the tip of his nose. He looked up from the counter, his face breaking into a wide smile when he saw me.

"Morty, it's been a while! Congratulations on the surgery," he called out, coming around the counter to greet me with a hearty handshake.

"Thanks, Earl!" I replied, returning his enthusiastic shake.

Earl's curiosity was as vibrant as the paints surrounding us.

"So, how did it go? They open you up like a car hood or what?" he asked with a chuckle, clearly more amused by his own idea of surgery than reality.

I laughed, shaking my head. "Not exactly, Earl. It's a bit more technical than that, and thankfully, less greasy."

He looked fascinated and a bit disappointed at the lack of mechanical drama.

"No wrenches or screwdrivers, huh? Well, that's good, I guess. They treat you well?"

"The best," I assured him, grateful for the successful operation and the medical team’s expertise, but ready to change the subject.

"Actually, I'm here to pick up some supplies, but not my usual stuff."

He raised his eyebrows, intrigued. "Oh? Moving on from pencils and sketchbooks?"

"Yeah, I'm finally going to try my hand at painting. I need some canvases and paints. Think I could use a bit of color in my life," I said, feeling a surge of excitement at the prospect.

"Painting, huh? That’s fantastic! What are you thinking? Landscapes, portraits?" Earl asked as he led me over to the rows of canvases.

"I’m not sure yet, maybe start with something abstract. I saw the blooms outside today, and the colors were just... they were calling out to me," I explained, my eyes wandering over the bright array of paint tubes and bottles.

"Spring will do that to you," Earl nodded sagely. He began pulling down various sizes of canvases, then directed me to the paints.
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"We’ve got some good acrylics that would be perfect for beginners. They’re forgiving and dry fast."

I gravitated towards the pinks, reds, and yellows, the colors vibrant and full of life. Each shade seemed to spark a different feeling, a different idea. I picked up several tubes, imagining the hues blending on the canvas.

"Going for the warm tones. Nice choice," Earl commented as he rang up my purchases. "These should brighten up any room—and maybe any mood."

"Let’s hope so," I replied, stacking the paints next to the canvases on the counter.

"And I just hope that arrogant dude doesn't try to kill me again on the way back."

Earl paused, the last paint tube in his hand. "What was that now?"

I realized I hadn’t told him about the incident with the truck driver.

"Oh, just some guy who thought I was a reckless kid on my bike. He gave me quite the lecture." I rolled my eyes, remembering the anger in the man’s voice.

"Ah, some people just need to chill out," he said, resuming the scanning of items.

"Well, don’t let it get to you. You’ve got some painting to look forward to."

"Yeah, that’s the plan," I agreed, feeling the earlier annoyance slip away, replaced by anticipation for the artistic exploration awaiting me.

After paying, I loaded my new supplies into my backpack, the weight of them comforting, like carrying a trove of potential treasures.

"Thanks, Earl. Have a great day!"

"Enjoy, Morty! And watch out for those road hogs," he called after me with a laugh, shaking his head as he returned to his register.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD ZIPPED BY, filled with the vibrant splash of new colors and experiences that seemed to paint my days brighter than the blooming flowers outside. I had ventured deeper into the realm of painting, moving from abstract bursts of color to trying my hand at portraits of women, capturing their expressions and the way light danced in their hair.

Each brushstroke felt like a discovery, a way to connect deeper with the world I was so keen to re-experience.

On one such spring afternoon, I found myself in the kitchen with a different kind of task at hand. My battle with body and facial hair, which seemed to grow back faster than I could manage, had led me to the drastic measure of waxing.
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Mom stood by the microwave, overseeing the process with an amused smile that creased her eyes.

"Make sure it's not too hot. You don't want to burn yourself," she advised, her tone a mix of amusement and motherly concern.

I eyed the container of wax with a mixture of trepidation and resolve.

"How do I know if it's just right?"

"It should be warm, not hot. Like a comfortable bath," she explained, taking the container out to test it herself. She dipped a finger in, then nodded in approval.

"Seems about right. Ready?"

"As I'll ever be," I sighed, bracing myself for what I imagined to be a rather painful experiment.

Mom handed me a wooden spatula smeared with the warm wax.

"Just spread it where you need to, apply the strip, and pull in the opposite direction of hair growth. Quick and swift—that’s the key."

I nodded, mentally preparing myself. I applied the wax to a small patch on my arm, the sensation weirdly therapeutic. The strip went on next, and with a deep breath, I yanked it off. The sting was immediate, a sharp surprise despite my preparations, but when I saw the strip, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of achievement.

"Not so bad, huh?" Mom chuckled, her eyebrows raised in mild surprise.

"I guess not," I admitted, feeling oddly empowered.

"It’s kind of satisfying, actually."

Mom shook her head lightly, her smile wide. "Look at you, taking up new hobbies left and right. First painting, now waxing. What’s next, skincare?"

I laughed, a bit sheepishly.

"Well, I might have already tried your mud pack the other night."

"Really?" Mom looked delighted by the news. "And? What did you think?"

"It was... refreshing. Made my skin feel really smooth," I confessed. The truth was, I had enjoyed the mud pack more than I thought I would. It was another form of self-care that I had never considered before, something that made me feel good in a way I hadn’t expected.

Mom leaned against the counter, her arms crossed but her demeanor soft. "I’m glad you’re taking the time to take care of yourself, Morty. After everything you’ve been through, you deserve a bit of pampering."
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"It’s more than that, Mom," I started, pausing to collect my thoughts.

"It’s like I’m rediscovering things—simple pleasures I took for granted or never bothered to try. Each new thing I do, it’s like adding color to a canvas that I thought was already finished."

"That’s a beautiful way to put it," Mom said, her voice thick with emotion.

"You’re filling your life with new experiences, new joys. It’s wonderful to see."

We spent the next hour talking and laughing as I continued my waxing adventure, Mom providing tips and occasionally helping with tricky spots. It was more than just a lesson in grooming; it was a bonding experience, one that brought us closer.

By the time we were done, my arms were smooth, and I felt a curious blend of relief and pride. I cleaned up the area, putting away the waxing supplies with a new respect for the process.

"Thanks," I said as we finished cleaning up. "For helping me with this and, well, for everything."

"Always, Morty," she replied, pulling me into a hug. "I’m just happy to see you happy."

As she left the kitchen, I stood by the window, looking out at the spring day. The flowers outside seemed to mirror the changes in me, each petal a testament to growth and renewal. With a smile, I thought about my next painting, perhaps a portrait combined with the vibrant hues of spring—a celebration of this new phase of my life.

Walking into my room after a long day of painting, the first thing that caught my attention was the pile of freshly laundered clothes on my bed. The smell of fabric conditioner wafted up, comforting and familiar, a scent that always made the room feel more like a sanctuary.

As I sifted through the clothes, appreciating the clean, crisp feeling, my hand brushed against something unusually soft.

Pulling it out from the stack, I realized it was a pink cardigan. It wasn’t mine; it must have been my mom’s, caught up in my laundry by mistake. The fabric felt incredibly soft between my fingers, surprisingly pleasant, and for a moment, I just held it, enjoying the texture.

I stood up, intending to return it to her, but something stopped me. Curiosity—or perhaps it was the unexpected comfort I felt from the fabric—prompted me to do something I hadn’t considered before.

I glanced at my closed door, ensuring privacy, before slipping the cardigan over my shoulders.

The material was softer than anything I owned, gently hugging my frame. It was warm, comforting, almost like an embrace. Curious and a bit daring, I stepped in front of the bathroom mirror to see how it looked.

The person staring back at me was familiar yet different. The pink color cast a healthy glow on my face, and the fit, while slightly snug, surprisingly suited me. I turned from side to side, observing the way it changed my appearance, the way it seemed to soften my features.

For a moment, I allowed myself to enjoy the reflection. The cardigan didn’t just feel good; it made me feel... attractive. There was a certain appeal to the more feminine style, something that resonated deeper than I expected. A warmth spread through my chest, a glow of acceptance for this secret experiment.

But then, practicality set in. I shook my head, a chuckle escaping my lips at the absurdity of the situation.
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What was I thinking?

I’m a guy, I thought. Yet, as I took it off, the fabric brushing against my skin for the last few seconds, I couldn’t deny the reluctance that tugged at me.

I folded the cardigan neatly, a part of me wanting to tuck it away in my drawer, to keep this feeling a secret just a bit longer. But I knew I couldn’t. It wasn’t mine to keep.

“Morty, dinner’s ready!” Mom’s voice called from downstairs, breaking through my thoughts.

“Coming!” I called back, clutching the folded cardigan. I took a deep breath, steeling myself to hand it back to her, to act as if nothing significant had happened.

When I reached the kitchen, Mom was setting the table, her back to me.

“Hey, I think this ended up in my laundry by mistake,” I said, holding out the cardigan.

She turned, a smile lighting up her face as she took it from me.

“Oh, thank you, sweetheart. I’ve been looking for this all day.”

“No problem,” I replied, trying to keep my voice casual. We sat down to eat, the usual chatter about our day filling the space between us. But my mind was elsewhere, replaying that moment in front of the mirror, the feelings it had stirred.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD PASSED since the cardigan incident, and the memory hadn't faded in the slightest. If anything, it had grown stronger, a constant whisper in the back of my mind urging me to explore this new facet of myself further. Today, buoyed by a surge of determination, I decided to act on that impulse. I would buy something for myself, something that felt right.

The day was beautiful—typical of spring in Vermont, but always breathtaking as if I was seeing it for the first time. I hopped on my bicycle, feeling the familiar thrill of freedom as the wheels turned beneath me. The air was crisp, filled with the scent of blooming flowers and freshly cut grass, a perfect backdrop for a day of personal exploration.
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As I pedaled down the street, the sun was high in the sky, casting a warm glow over everything it touched. Birds chirped melodiously, providing a natural soundtrack to the vibrant scene around me. I imagined myself wearing a cardigan similar to my mom’s, soft and pink, perhaps fluttering slightly in the breeze. The thought brought a smile to my face, and a sense of anticipation hummed through me.

Lost in my daydreams, I was abruptly pulled back to reality by a harsh beep. My heart sank as I steadied the bike, already knowing what was coming next.

Sure enough, the same pickup truck from last week pulled up beside me, and the same guy, barely older than me, jumped out with a scowl on his face.

“Hey, kid! You again! Are you trying to get yourself killed?” he yelled, his hands gesturing wildly.

I braked to a stop, my initial shock turning into annoyance.

“Look, it’s a beautiful day. Can we not do this right now?”

“This is serious! You kids never pay attention,” he continued, seemingly oblivious to my attempt to calm the situation.

“I said I’m sorry, alright? I’m paying attention, really. But you don’t have to scream at me,” I replied, my voice firm. The last thing I needed was another lecture, especially not when I was about to do something important for myself.

He huffed, crossing his arms as he glared at me.

“You’re always sorry, but are you learning? Be responsible!”

I took a deep breath, trying to keep my cool.

“I am being responsible. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have things to do.”

“Yeah, like running into traffic!” he shot back, but the anger seemed to deflate from him slightly, replaced by a reluctant concern.

“Just... watch where you’re going, okay?”

“Fine, bye, old man!” I retorted without thinking, the words slipping out in my irritation. He wasn’t much older than me, but at that moment, it felt like a suitable comeback.
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His eyes widened, and for a second, I thought he might yell again, but instead, he shook his head and climbed back into his truck without another word. I watched him drive off, the tension slowly ebbing from my shoulders.

Shaking off the encounter, I continued on my way. The streets were lively with people enjoying the day, and shops displayed their spring collections, bright and inviting. When I finally reached the clothing store, I took a moment outside to steady my nerves.

The town store was a quaint and cozy place, far from the sprawling malls of the city. Its charm lay in its simplicity and the personal touch it offered to each customer. As I walked in, the bell above the door jingled cheerfully, announcing my entrance. The only staff present was the woman at the cash register, who glanced up and offered a warm smile, which I returned.

With a deep breath to steady my nerves, I began to navigate the narrow aisles, heading towards the women's section. My heart thumped audibly, a mix of excitement and nervousness at this bold step.

I noticed the cashier watching me, her curiosity obvious but not unkind. She probably wasn’t used to seeing someone like me in this section.

Smiling awkwardly, I continued my exploration. The men’s section beckoned with its familiar items, but that wasn’t what I was here for today. My gaze wandered, and soon I was standing before rows and rows of spring dresses and cardigans, their colors bright and inviting under the soft lighting of the store.

I paused, letting my eyes linger on a particularly beautiful floral

dress, its pinks and greens vibrant against a backdrop of softer hues. It was stunning, and my heart raced at the thought of such beautiful garments. I reminded myself, "You're a guy, Morty," trying to anchor myself to reality, but the flutter in my chest wouldn’t subside.

After a moment’s hesitation, I reached out and touched the fabric of the dress, allowing myself this small pleasure. The softness of the material under my fingers felt like a silent permission to appreciate beauty in all its forms, regardless of societal norms.

Resolute, I picked out a soft, pink cardigan similar to the one that had started it all. It was lovely, but as I held it in my hands, my gaze strayed back to the dress.

On impulse, I lifted the dress and, with a quick glance around to ensure no one was watching, draped it inside the cardigan. It felt daring, a small act of rebellion against my own insecurities.

Clutching the cardigan with the hidden dress, I made my way to the register, my palms sweaty and my heart still racing. The cashier was organizing some receipts, but she looked up as I approached, her expression friendly.

"These are beautiful choices," she remarked, unfolding the cardigan and pausing as the dress slipped out slightly.

"Oh, that’s for my mom," I blurted out, the lie slipping out before I could think.

"Her birthday is coming up, and I thought she might like it."

"That’s so sweet!" the cashier exclaimed, her eyes lighting up.

"I wish my son would think of something like that for me. You have good taste."

"Thank you," I murmured, feeling a mix of relief and guilt at her praise. I helped her fold the items properly, ensuring the dress was neatly concealed within the cardigan.

She rang up my purchases, and I handed over the cash, my fingers trembling slightly.

"Have a great day," she said, handing me the bag with a knowing smile.
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"I’m sure your mom will love these."

"I hope so," I replied, managing a small smile as I took the bag.

Stepping out of the store, the fresh spring air felt like a cleansing breath. I mounted my bicycle, the bag secured in the basket, and began the ride home. The pedals turned under my feet, each rotation taking me further from my old self-imposed limits and closer to a new understanding of who I could be.

The ride home was exhilarating. With every push forward, I felt a growing sense of excitement about the possibilities that lay ahead.

As the houses and trees passed by in a blur, my thoughts raced ahead to the moment I would try on the dress. The idea alone was thrilling, a secret adventure that awaited me in the privacy of my room. The anticipation of seeing myself in the mirror, transformed, filled me with a joy I hadn’t known I was missing.

By the time I reached my house, my initial shyness at the store seemed like a distant memory. I was ready to embrace this new part of my journey, eager to discover how the beautiful fabrics would look and feel.

I closed my bedroom door quietly, turning the lock with a soft click that sounded final, like the sealing of a private world. My heart pounded with a mix of nervous excitement and anticipation as I set the bag on my bed and slowly unpacked the items I had purchased.

The dress and cardigan lay there, innocently beautiful and unassuming, their tags still fluttering slightly from the movement.

For a moment, I just stared at them, allowing the reality of what I was about to do to sink in fully. Then, almost reverently, I removed my everyday clothes—my "boy" clothes, which suddenly seemed so plain, so distinctly not me in this moment.

I unfolded the dress, its fabric soft and inviting under my fingers, and slipped it over my head.

The feeling was indescribable. The dress embraced me gently, the material whispering against my skin as it settled around my body. It was a sensation of rightness, of pieces falling into place that I hadn't even realized were askew.

With a trembling breath, I reached for the cardigan, draping it over my shoulders to complete the ensemble. The soft pink fabric was warm, comforting, like a hug.

Turning to face the mirror, I took in my reflection slowly. The person looking back at me was both familiar and startlingly new. The hue of the dress brought out a softness in my features, and the cardigan framed my face with a gentle grace.

I felt beautiful.

Not just externally, but in a deep, pervasive way that radiated from inside.

I couldn't help but smile, my reflection doing the same in a silent exchange of joy. Feeling a sudden burst of giddiness, I began to spin, just to see the dress swirl around me. The room whirled into a blur of colors, soft pinks and greens and yellows melding into a lovely disarray.

I laughed, the sound bright and free, and kept spinning until dizziness overtook me, and I flopped down onto the bed, still chuckling.

Lying there, the dress spread out around me like petals of a blooming flower, I felt a profound sense of peace. It was as if, for the first time, I was seeing myself clearly, unobstructed by the expectations and labels the world had placed upon me.

The joy of the discovery was intoxicating, and I lay there for a long while, simply basking in the newness of it all, until sleep, gentle and unbidden, claimed me.

When I awoke, the room was dim, the light of day fading into the soft glow of early evening.

For a moment, I was disoriented, the fabric of the dress a confusing caress against my skin. Then, memory flooded back, and a smile curled my lips.

But reality intruded swiftly; the sound of laughter and the clinking of dishes drifted up from downstairs. My family was home—Mom, Dad, and Dan—likely preparing dinner.

A pang of sadness struck me as I sat up, the fabric of the dress rustling softly. I couldn't go down like this. The thought of their confusion, or worse, their dismay, pressed heavily on me.

Reluctantly, I stood and, with a sigh, began to remove the dress and cardigan.

Each piece was folded with care, a silent apology to them for hiding them away after they had brought me so much joy. I tucked them neatly under my bed, a temporary hiding place until I could figure out what to do next.

The weight of sadness was palpable as I redressed in my usual clothes, the fabric feeling rough and foreign against my skin now.

As I looked back at the mirror, the boy who stared back seemed a little lost, a little less vivid without the soft hues that had, for a brief time, allowed him to shine. I touched the mirror, a quiet promise to myself that this wasn't the end of my journey.

"Hey, Morty! Come on down, dinner's ready!" Dan's voice, cheerful and oblivious, called from below.

"Coming!" I called back, forcing a smile as I opened my door. As I made my way downstairs, the fabric of my jeans and t-shirt felt all wrong, but the memory of the dress, soft and perfect, was a secret warmth against my heart.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD SLIPPED BY since I first tucked away the dress and cardigan under my bed. Since then, my hair had grown longer, brushing just past my ears, a length I found myself quite fond of. It framed my face differently, softening my features in a way that I liked when I caught my reflection in the mirror.

Lately, I had been spending a lot of time in front of that mirror.

After that first exhilarating experience with the dress, I had started secretly buying more women's clothes. Each piece was a treasure, hidden away in my room, only brought out to transform the space into a sanctuary where I could explore this new side of myself.
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Tonight, as the stars twinkled, I pulled out a box from under my bed. It was new, something I hadn't dared to venture into until now—makeup.

The idea had come from countless hours spent watching videos online, many of which discussed not just the techniques of makeup but also stories of transgender people. Their stories echoed in my mind, resonating with a part of me I was only just beginning to understand.

Sitting down at the small desk I used as a makeshift vanity, I spread out the makeup items one by one: foundation, concealer, some blush, eyeshadow, and a lipstick that I had chosen after much hesitation in the store. The array was modest, but to me, it felt like an array of tools for transformation.

I picked up the foundation first, uncertain but eager. The videos made it look so easy, a few swipes, some blending, and you had a perfect canvas. My hands were shaky, though, as I dabbed it onto my skin, trying to mimic the motions I'd watched so many times. The texture was smoother than I expected, and as I worked it over my skin, I watched the minor imperfections disappear, watched my face become something slightly less familiar but excitingly new.

"Okay, next step," I murmured to myself, reaching for the concealer. I applied it under my eyes, covering the shadows that had always made me look tired. The transformation was subtle but noticeable, at least to me, who had scrutinized every angle of my face over the past few weeks.

By the time I got to the eyeshadow, I felt a bit more confident. The tutorials suggested starting with a light color on the lid, so I swept a soft, shimmery beige across each eyelid, fascinated by the way it caught the light.

Then, hesitantly, I added a darker shade to the crease, enhancing the depth of my eyes.

The blush was simpler, just a dusting of color on the cheeks that made me look healthier, more alive. But it was the lipstick that truly transformed me.

The color was a bold red, a stark contrast to anything I had ever worn, but as I traced the outline of my lips and filled them in, I couldn’t help but feel a rush of exhilaration. It was like watching someone else take shape in the mirror, someone beautiful and confident.

Standing back, I took in the full effect. The person staring back at me was me, but also not me. They were someone who felt freer, bolder, more in tune with their outer appearance and inner reality.

I spun around, a laugh escaping my lips at the joy of it all. The laughter was a release, a sound of pure happiness that filled the room.

But as the laughter faded, a wave of anxiety replaced it. This was me, this was who I wanted to be, but it was also a secret. How could I step out of this room and be this version of myself in front of others—my family?

The thought of coming out, of explaining this part of myself, was daunting. I didn’t know where to begin or what to say.

I sat back down, staring at my reflection.

"Who are you?" I whispered, not just curious but needing to know.

That night, I lay in my bed, the ceiling a familiar blur of shadows cast by the streetlamp outside my window. The layers of foundation, the contouring around my cheeks, and the red lipstick felt like a mask of bravery I wasn't ready to remove quite yet.
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As I stared into the dimness, my mind wandered, thoughts swirling as chaotically as the ceiling shadows. An absurd idea crept into my contemplation: could this sudden shift in my identity, this pull towards a more feminine expression, be influenced by the heart beating within me?

Could Mandy McBright, whose tragic demise had given me this new lease on life, be shaping my desires from beyond?

I almost laughed aloud at the notion. It was like something out of a bad science fiction novel—my personality, my self being influenced by the heart of another. Yet, the thought lingered stubbornly, a whisper in the back of my mind that refused to be silenced.

"Ridiculous," I muttered to myself, turning over in bed, the sheets rustling softly under me.

"A heart is just a muscle, it doesn’t hold memories or desires. It can't make you someone you're not."

But the idea of Mandy McBright stayed with me, her heart now a part of me. I wondered about her, about the life she led, the dreams she held, the person she was.

Were there lingering traces of her essence within the cells that now powered my body?

Science would say no, but something less tangible, more mystical, teased at the edges of my rational mind.

I shifted again, uncomfortable with where my thoughts were heading. It was easier to attribute these new feelings to something as concrete as the heart of another than to acknowledge that they might have been a part of me all along, hidden beneath layers of societal expectations and self-denial.

With a heavy sigh, I tried to push the thoughts away, focusing instead on the reality of my situation. I was Morty—just Morty. Not Mandy, not anyone else.

Yet, wasn't I also discovering a new identity?

One that felt as real and vital as the one I had always known?

Perhaps what I was going through wasn't an unveiling of a hidden truth but an evolution, a metamorphosis propelled by the literal change of heart I had undergone.

The idea comforted me somewhat. It wasn't about becoming someone else but growing into more of myself. Maybe the heart beating within me wasn't imbuing me with a new identity but amplifying a part of me that had been suppressed, unacknowledged.
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A smile touched my lips, painted crimson red, as I considered this. It was a beautiful, if daunting, thought. With every beat of my new heart, I was exploring depths of myself I had never known existed.

And that exploration, while scary, was also exhilarating.

Eventually, the exhaustion of the day's emotional rollercoaster caught up with me. My eyelids grew heavy, the makeup feeling like a mask that was both a shield and a declaration. As sleep finally enveloped me, I drifted off with a sense of acceptance.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, as I was in the bathroom peeing, Dad’s voice boomed from downstairs, pulling me back from my thoughts.

"Morty! You coming down?"

"Yeah, coming!" I called back, hastily flushing and washing my hands. But as I lifted my gaze to the mirror, my heart skipped a beat. My face still wore traces of last night's makeup, a stark reminder of the secret I had fallen asleep in.

"Shit, shit," I muttered, my pulse racing.

Frantically, I turned the shower on and grabbed a bar of soap and began scrubbing at my face, the foam mingling with the remnants of foundation and lipstick. I rubbed so vigorously that my eyes started to sting, the soap creeping into the corners and setting them on fire.

"Ow, damn it!" I exclaimed, splashing water frantically to ease the burn.
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Finally, convinced I'd removed all evidence and my face probably a shade too red from the ordeal, I grabbed a towel and patted down, wincing a bit at the raw sensation left by my panicked scrubbing. Taking a deep breath and hoping there was no lingering sign of makeup, I headed downstairs.

"What took you so long?" Dad asked the moment I appeared in the kitchen, an eyebrow raised in mild suspicion.

"Bad stomach, sorry," I mumbled, the first excuse that came to mind, trying to keep my voice steady.

Dad just shrugged, seemingly accepting this explanation, but before I could let out a sigh of relief, the front door opened. My stomach dropped when I saw who entered. It was the same guy who had nearly run me over with his truck, the one who'd called me 'kid' and lectured me about road safety.

Our eyes met, and his expression mirrored my shock, an awkward recognition passing between us.

I stood frozen, words failing me.

"This is Bobby Vanderkamp," Dad introduced, oblivious to our previous encounters. "He's our town’s mailman but he also works as a construction worker on the side. He’s going to be helping us build the greenhouse. Since you'll be the only one at home most days, I want you to help him out."

I could only nod, still processing the fact that Bobby, the last person I wanted to see, was now someone I’d have to work with. Inside, I felt a mix of annoyance and resignation. Outwardly, I forced a polite smile.

"Nice to meet you," I said, extending a hand more out of courtesy than desire.
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"Likewise," Bobby replied, his voice neutral as he shook my hand. There was a moment of awkward silence where the previous tension lingered unsaid.

“This is my son, Morty.”

"So, uh, when do we start?" I asked, trying to sound enthused about the project and not the forced partnership.

"Tomorrow morning, bright and early. We'll start by laying down the foundation and mapping out the area," Dad chimed in, already moving towards the garage to presumably show Bobby some tools.

"Sounds good," I managed to say, though the thought of spending hours with Bobby was anything but.

As Dad and Bobby headed out to the garage, I lingered in the kitchen, my thoughts racing. This was not how I had imagined my day going. Dealing with Bobby in such close quarters was going to be a challenge, especially considering our less-than-friendly history.

I wondered if he remembered me as vividly as I remembered him, and whether that awkwardness would bleed into our working relationship.

Over the next few minutes, I tried to mentally prepare myself for the coming days. It would be a test of patience and diplomacy, working with someone who had already managed to get under my skin. But, resolving to keep the peace, I decided to give Bobby the benefit of the doubt. Perhaps he wasn't all bad. Maybe we could even clear the air about the past incidents.

The next day, the sunlight hadn’t even fully announced the morning when I found myself wide awake. It was just past seven, a good two hours before Bobby was expected to arrive.

Lying in bed, the events of the previous day replayed in my mind, particularly the unexpected and somewhat unwelcome task of working with Bobby on the greenhouse. Despite my initial reluctance, a part of me felt compelled to prove something—not just to him, but to myself.

I wasn’t the careless kid he thought I was. I was responsible, capable even.

With that thought nudging me, I swung my legs out of bed and decided to start the day with a purpose. A small, perhaps petty part of me wanted to impress Bobby, to show him a side of me he hadn't seen. Cooking him breakfast seemed like a good start—a peace offering and proof of my maturity.

As I padded into the kitchen, the quiet of the early morning was soothing. I pulled out the ingredients I would need from the fridge and pantry. Eggs, bacon, bread, and some fresh tomatoes and herbs from our small garden—perfect for a hearty breakfast.

First, I set the bacon to cook in a large skillet, enjoying the sizzle as the strips hit the hot surface. The aroma began to fill the kitchen, a smoky, savory scent that felt like the essence of a comforting morning.

While the bacon cooked, I whisked together several eggs in a bowl, adding a splash of milk to make them fluffier. To this mixture, I chopped some chives and a bit of parsley for color and flavor, stirring them into the eggs. The herbs were still dewy from the garden, their freshness a reminder of the new day.
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As the bacon turned crisp, I removed it from the skillet, placing it on a paper towel to drain. In the rendered bacon fat, I poured the egg mixture, reducing the heat to let them cook gently. The eggs sizzled softly, the edges bubbling up as they slowly firmed.

While the eggs did their work, I sliced the tomatoes and arranged them on two plates alongside some washed lettuce leaves—simple, yet they added a burst of color and freshness to the meal.

“I’m a genius,” I said.

Next, I attended to the toast. I placed several slices of bread in our old toaster, pressing the lever down with a satisfying click. As I waited for the toast, I flipped the eggs, now fluffy and lightly browned at the edges, ensuring they were cooked yet still tender.

The toaster sprang up, the slices golden and crisp. I buttered them quickly, the butter melting into the warm bread in enticing, little pools.

With everything cooked, I assembled the plates. I laid out the bacon strips, added a generous helping of the scrambled eggs, and placed the toast alongside. Each plate was a careful arrangement of color and texture, the reds of the tomato, the greens of the lettuce, the golden-brown of the toast, and the rich yellowness of the eggs.

Stepping back, I surveyed my work—a breakfast fit for a king, or at least a hungry greenhouse builder. It was simple, but each component was made with attention and care.

Just then, I heard a knock at the door. It was only just after eight. Bobby was early. My heart skipped a beat as I wiped my hands on a towel and hurried to the door.

"Morning, Morty. Hope I’m not too early," Bobby said as I opened the door. He looked a bit surprised to see me up and about so energetically.

"Not at all," I replied with a smile, more confident than I felt.

"I actually made breakfast. Thought we could eat before getting started."

Bobby’s expression shifted from surprise to something softer, almost appreciative.

"That sounds great, actually. Thanks."

We settled at the kitchen table, and I served the plates I had prepared. The initial awkwardness soon gave way to a comfortable silence, punctuated only by the sounds of forks against plates.

As we ate, I found myself relaxing. Bobby wasn’t so bad, I realized. Maybe we had gotten off on the wrong foot, but today felt like a new beginning—a chance to start over, to build something, both a literal greenhouse and perhaps a bridge over our past misunderstandings.

"So, you cook often?" Bobby asked, a note of respect in his tone that hadn’t been there before.

"Yeah, when I get the chance," I responded, pleased with the shift in our dynamic.

"It’s a good way to start the day."

Bobby nodded, taking another bite of his breakfast.

"Well, you’re good at it. This is excellent."

"Thanks," I said, a warm glow of pride rising in my chest.

Suddenly, I found myself increasingly anxious. My heart was beating unusually fast, an erratic drumming in my chest that seemed out of place for such a calm morning. I tried to focus on the meal, on the casual conversation, but a part of me felt inexplicably jittery.

"So, Bobby, what exactly do you do?" I ventured, eager to shift my focus from the unsettling sensations within me.

He set down his fork, wiping his mouth with a napkin before answering.

"Well, I'm kind of an all-around guy. Of course, delivering mail as you already know but yeah, carpentry, masonry, electronics, even a bit of plumbing," he explained, his tone modest, but I could see a spark of pride in his eyes as he listed his skills.

"That's impressive," I responded genuinely, intrigued despite myself.

"You must be pretty busy then."

"Yeah, it keeps me on my toes. How about you, Morty? What are you into?" he asked, turning the conversation towards me.

I hesitated, my spoon halfway to my mouth.

"I'm interested in designing buildings and houses," I started, then paused, the next part harder to articulate.

"But I've stopped recently."

His interest seemed piqued. "Why's that? If you don't mind me asking."

I chewed on my lip, contemplating how much to share. The truth involved my heart condition, something I wasn't ready to delve into with someone I barely knew.

"I don’t know, I guess I got bored," I lied, hoping he'd leave it at that.

But Bobby seemed genuinely interested, not just making conversation. "That's a shame. Designing sounds fascinating. Could I see some of your drawings? If you don't mind."

I felt a surge of nervousness. Sharing my sketches felt personal, almost intimate, but Bobby's earnest interest made it hard to refuse.

"Um, sure, let me get them," I said, rising from the table.

I went to my room and pulled out a folder from my desk. It contained several sketches and plans I had worked on over the years. They were detailed, a product of countless hours spent learning and practicing, mostly from online tutorials and articles.

As I handed the folder to Bobby, my stomach tightened with nerves.

He took the folder, opening it and spreading some of the drawings out on the kitchen table. He studied them intently, his brow furrowing as he traced the lines with his finger.

"These are really something, Morty," he said after a few moments, his tone impressed.

"Are you sure this is just a hobby? These look like real house plans."

I felt a flush of pride mixed with embarrassment. "Yeah, nothing formal. Just a lot of YouTube and reading," I admitted, trying to sound casual even though my heart was still racing.

"That's very smart," he commented, his gaze shifting from the drawings back to me.

"You have a real talent here. Ever think of pursuing this seriously?"

I shrugged, the compliment sinking in slowly. "Maybe, someday. It’s just been a hobby for now."

We continued eating, the atmosphere shifting slightly. The butterflies in my stomach fluttered wildly, a mix of nerves and a peculiar excitement. His interest in my work, his easy acceptance of my self-taught skills, it felt validating in a way I hadn’t expected.

As we cleared the table together, the earlier awkwardness between us seemed to have melted away, replaced by a budding respect. It was strange to think how this morning had started, with my nervousness about his visit, and now here we were, discussing designs and building techniques like old friends.

"Thanks for showing me your work, Morty," he said as he stacked the last of the dishes in the rack.

"And for breakfast. You've got skills in the kitchen and on paper."

I smiled, the earlier jitters slowly settling into a sense of accomplishment. "Thanks, I appreciate it."
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As he nodded, ready to head out to the garden to start on the greenhouse, I felt a sense of anticipation for the project. Working with Bobby might not just be bearable; it might actually be rewarding.

My initial apprehension had transformed into a cautious optimism, and as I watched him grab his tools, I realized that today had marked the beginning of something new, something unexpectedly good.

The sun was already high and fierce in the sky by the time Bobby and I stood surveying the plot of land where the new greenhouse would stand. I felt out of my element, unsure about what I was supposed to do or how I could be of any help with something that seemed to require far more physical strength than I possessed.

He seemed to read my hesitation. He turned, wiping his brow with the back of his hand as he sized me up.

"You don’t look like you do much heavy lifting," he remarked, a half-smile playing on his lips.

"Yeah, so I've been told," I responded, trying to mask my discomfort with a small laugh. The truth was, physical labor wasn't exactly in my repertoire, and standing here, under the sweltering summer sun, I felt even more out of place.

"Don't worry, I've got just the task for you," he said, walking over to a large toolbox. He pulled out a tape measure and handed it to me.

"Can you handle measuring out the dimensions? We need to mark where we’re going to lay the foundation."

"Sure, I can manage that," I said, taking the tape measure. It was a relief, a task that didn't involve lifting or digging but still felt significant.

He started laying out the corners, driving stakes into the ground, and I followed his instructions, measuring the distances carefully. The job required attention to detail, something I was more comfortable with. As we worked, I couldn't help but watch Bobby. The way he moved about the task was efficient and confident, and I felt a strange flutter in my stomach watching him.

He was a lot taller than me, his body, straight out of a romance novel cover. His face was rugged, with sharp features that seemed to catch the light of the sun, highlighting a strong jawline and deep-set eyes that were focused intently on the task.

As the day grew hotter, beads of sweat formed on his brow and his shirt clung to his body, outlining his physique. The heat seemed unbearable, and eventually, Bobby paused, looking as though he'd reached his limit with the heat.

"This is ridiculous," he muttered, and without much ceremony, he pulled off his shirt, revealing a chest and abs that were toned and slick with sweat. He wiped his face with the discarded shirt, then tossed it aside, returning to work in just his jeans and boots.

I swallowed hard, trying to focus on the measurements, but my eyes were invariably drawn to him. The way his muscles shifted under his skin as he moved, the way sweat trailed down his chest—it was almost mesmerizing. I felt a heat rise in my cheeks that had nothing to do with the summer sun.
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"Everything okay with those measurements?" Bobby called out, breaking my reverie.

"Uh, yeah, all good," I stammered, quickly looking down at the tape measure in my hands as if it required my full attention.

We continued working, and I tried to keep my mind on the task, but my thoughts kept drifting. I was surprised at my reaction to Bobby, this mix of admiration and attraction that was new and confusing. It wasn't just his physical appearance, which was undeniably attractive, but also the way he handled himself with such assurance and skill.

As the afternoon wore on, we made significant progress. Bobby seemed pleased with our work, and despite the initial awkwardness, I felt a sense of accomplishment. "Not bad for a day's work," he said, surveying the marked-out plot with a satisfied nod.

"Yeah, it looks great," I agreed, feeling a camaraderie that had been absent at the start of the day.

"You did good, Morty," Bobby said, clapping a hand on my shoulder.

"Thanks for your help today."

The touch sent a warm thrill through me, unexpected but not entirely unwelcome. "Thanks for teaching me the ropes," I replied, my voice steady despite the tumult of emotions inside me.

As we packed up the tools, I knew today had changed something in me. Working alongside Bobby, feeling the unexpected rush of attraction, had opened up new layers of my own identity that I was only beginning to explore. As I locked up the toolbox, I felt a mix of nervous anticipation and excitement for what the next day of work would bring, for the continuation of this unexpected journey alongside someone who was quickly becoming more intriguing by the moment.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

AFTER A WEEK working with Bobby, my emotions were a tangled mess. It wasn’t just the heat of the summer or the physical labor that left me exhausted each evening; it was the turmoil inside me, feelings I hadn’t anticipated and didn’t fully understand.

Never before had I found myself attracted to a man, but there was something about Bobby—his easy confidence, his rugged good looks—that had my heart racing like a schoolgirl with a crush.

One night, seeking some sort of clarity, I decided to take another step in exploring my identity. The package I had nervously ordered finally arrived—an elegant wig with long, flowing locks.

My own hair had grown out, but not enough to fully express the femininity I felt inside. As I opened the package, the silky strands slipped through my fingers, a stark contrast to the roughness of the day's work.

With a deep breath, I set up my small makeup table with all the essentials I had slowly accumulated: foundation, blush, eyeshadow, and the bold lipstick that had become my secret armor. The ritual of applying makeup was becoming familiar, yet each time, it felt like a discovery of a new part of myself.

Once the makeup was done, I carefully placed the wig on my head, adjusting it until it sat perfectly. The transformation was immediate and startling. The person who looked back at me from the mirror was undeniably feminine, her features softened and enhanced by the makeup and flowing hair.

For a moment, I was taken aback by my own reflection.

"Would Bobby like me like this?" The question slipped out unconsciously, a whisper into the quiet room. The thought was ludicrous, of course. Bobby, with his easy masculinity and straightforward demeanor, probably had no interest in someone like me—a boy teetering on the edge of a gender he hadn't been born into.
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"Nah, he's probably into real girls," I muttered to myself, a pang of sadness accompanying the words. Yet as I gazed at my reflection, another thought took hold.

"I’m as pretty as a girl," I admitted, allowing myself a small smile. The girl in the mirror smiled back, her confidence a stark contrast to the uncertainty that typically plagued me.

The more I saw her, the more real she became, and a daring idea began to form.

Maybe I should show Bobby the real me.

The thought was terrifying but exhilarating. Yet almost as quickly as the idea came, doubts crowded in. I hadn’t even come out to my family; how could I consider revealing this side of myself to Bobby, someone I barely knew?

And what if he reacted poorly?

What if he told others?

The risks seemed enormous, the potential for heartbreak or worse, unbearable. I felt so confused, torn between the desire to be seen for who I really was and the fear of rejection and ridicule.

I spent a long time in front of the mirror, the wig now slightly askew, the lipstick a bit smudged from my nervous biting of my lips. The girl in the mirror looked as conflicted as I felt, her eyes full of questions that I had no answers to.

Eventually, I took off the wig and began to remove my makeup, each wipe erasing a part of the persona I had so carefully constructed. With every stroke, the familiar face of Morty returned, the contours of masculinity reasserting themselves, but the questions remained, echoing in the now quiet room.

As I put away the makeup and wig, I felt a deep sense of sadness.

The brief glimpse of the person I could be—the person I perhaps was meant to be—was fading with the evening light. I was left feeling more isolated than ever, caught between two worlds and fitting fully into neither.
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The next day, the morning light crept softly through the curtains as I reached for my phone, blinking against the brightness. A message notification glowed on the screen—Bobby. My heart leaped a little at his name, but as I read the message, a wave of disappointment washed over me.

Can't make it to work today. Something came up. See you tomorrow.

Though a part of me felt an undeniable pang of sadness at not seeing him, another part of me buzzed with an unexpected thrill. I had the whole house to myself for the day. It was the perfect opportunity to explore the part of myself that I usually kept hidden, to literally walk around in my own shoes—or heels, more precisely.

With a newfound excitement, I decided to make the most of this day. Inspired by none other than Martha Stewart, a smile played on my lips as I thought about the domestic goddess. After all, my real name was Morty Stewart—why not embrace the coincidence fully?

I headed to my room to pick out my outfit. Today felt special, deserving of my favorite ensemble. I chose a pink dress that flowed gracefully to mid-thigh, its soft color complementing the gentle sunlight streaming through my window.

Next, I selected a light, pastel cardigan to drape over my shoulders, providing a touch of warmth and style.

The wig was my crowning glory—long, lustrous locks that fell in gentle waves around my shoulders, transforming my appearance from the moment I slipped it on. With each piece, I felt more and more like the person I wanted to be, each item a step further into my true self.

Turning to my makeup, I applied a foundation that matched my skin tone perfectly, smoothing out any imperfections and creating the perfect canvas. I chose a subtle blush to bring a rosy glow to my cheeks and decided on a natural eyeshadow palette that enhanced my eyes without overwhelming them.

For my lips, I opted for a soft pink gloss, its light sheen reflecting my mood for the day.

Fully dressed, I stood before the mirror, taking a moment to appreciate the reflection staring back at me. The person in the mirror was confident, beautiful, and unapologetically herself.

"Today is going to be a good day," I whispered to her, and she seemed to agree.

My first task was the kitchen. I decided to bake something delightful, something Martha Stewart would be proud of. I settled on a lemon chiffon cake, light and airy, just like my mood. As I gathered the ingredients from the pantry and fridge, I moved with a grace and ease that felt natural and freeing.

The process of baking was therapeutic, the measuring and mixing a meditative dance. I hummed a tune under my breath as I worked, my skirt swishing softly around my legs. The oven warmed the kitchen, and soon the sweet, citrusy aroma of the cake filled the air, enveloping me in a cloud of domestic bliss.

While the cake baked, I moved on to tidying the living room, fluffing pillows, and dusting surfaces. Each movement was deliberate, each step taken with a poise that felt increasingly natural. The heels of my shoes clicked against the floor, a satisfying sound that echoed lightly through the quiet house.

Once the living room was in order, I checked on the cake, pleased to find it had risen beautifully—a golden dome of spongy perfection.

“It’s a good thing,” I said—with my best Martha Stewart impression.

I allowed it to cool on a rack, already planning the glaze that would top it, a simple mix of powdered sugar and fresh lemon juice.

With the cake cooling and the house looking more inviting, I took a moment to sit by the window, a cup of freshly brewed tea in hand. The sun had risen higher in the sky, its beams casting patterns of light and shadow across the room.

I felt at peace, fully immersed in the joy of being alone with my thoughts, free from fear or judgment. Just as I was settling into this quiet moment, the doorbell rang, pulling me from my reverie with a start.

Excited, I set down my cup, thinking of the package I was expecting— a pair of delicate stockings that were the final touch to my growing collection of attire. I hurried to the door, my heart light with anticipation.

"Amazon delivers happiness," I murmured to myself with a smile, playing with the edge of my cardigan.

However, when I opened the door, it wasn't a delivery driver with a box of stockings. It was Bobby, standing there with an expression that quickly shifted from casual to shocked.

"Morty, is that you?" he asked, his voice a mix of surprise and something I couldn't quite place.

For a moment, Morty was mortified—a pun that would have made me laugh under different circumstances. Caught in my dress and makeup, with nowhere to hide, I felt a wave of panic wash over me.
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"Please don't tell Dad," I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper. I couldn't bring myself to meet his eyes, fearing the judgment I might find there.

"Sure... sure," he replied, his initial shock giving way to a cautious neutrality. He scratched the back of his head, looking anywhere but at me.

"My meeting ended early, thought I’d work on the greenhouse for a half-day. Didn’t mean to startle you."

I nodded, feeling a strange mixture of relief and embarrassment.

"It’s okay," I said, stepping aside to let him through.

"Let’s... let’s go."

As we walked toward the backyard, an awkward silence hung between us. I was acutely aware of every step I took, the soft rustle of my dress sounding unbearably loud in my ears. He seemed to sense my discomfort and made an effort to shift the focus.

"Something smells really good," he commented as we passed back through the kitchen, his tone light, trying to ease the tension.

"I baked a lemon chiffon cake," I replied, grateful for the change in subject.

"It’s just cooling down."

"Can I have some?" Bobby asked, a hint of his usual easygoing demeanor returning.

"Sounds delicious."

I was taken aback by his casual request, as if seeing me in a dress was nothing out of the ordinary. It was confusing yet oddly comforting.

"Yeah, of course. Let me just get you a plate."

We walked back into the kitchen, and I busied myself with cutting a slice of the cake, thankful for something to do with my hands. Bobby took a seat at the kitchen table, watching me with a curiosity that no longer felt judgmental.

"Thanks, Morty," he said as I set the plate in front of him. He took a bite, his expression brightening.

"This is really good. You’re quite the baker."

"Thanks," I said, managing a small smile. I sat down opposite him, nursing my own slice of cake, the earlier panic slowly subsiding as we fell into a more comfortable silence.

After a few moments, he looked up from his plate, his gaze more serious.

"Morty, I didn’t mean to barge in on you like this. I hope I haven’t made things awkward."

I took a deep breath, considering his words.

"It’s not your fault. I guess I have some explaining to do."

"If you want to, I mean. Only if you’re comfortable," he added quickly.

I nodded, feeling a swell of gratitude for his gentleness. "I might not have all the answers yet, but I’m figuring things out about myself. Today was just me trying to be comfortable with who I am."

He listened, his face a mask of attentiveness.

"Everyone deserves that chance, Morty. To be comfortable, I mean."

His acceptance was unexpected, a gift I hadn’t known I needed.

"Thanks, Bobby. That means a lot, especially coming from you."

He shrugged, a small smile playing on his lips.

"We’ve all got our battles, don’t we? I respect that."
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As we continued to eat, the air between us felt lighter, the earlier shock and awkwardness dissipating like the steam from our warm slices of cake. The day had taken a turn I hadn’t anticipated, but as I sat there with Bobby, I felt a tentative hope that maybe, just maybe, everything would be okay.

After finishing our slices of lemon chiffon cake, we headed out to the backyard to resume work on the greenhouse. The air was still thick with the heat of a summer afternoon, and the lingering sweetness of the cake seemed to infuse a lighter mood between us.

"You know, Morty, you really could pass for a real girl," he said suddenly, as we measured and marked the area for the greenhouse foundation. His tone was casual, almost offhand, but it made me blush deeply.

"Uh, thanks," I replied, not entirely sure how to take the comment. Part of me thrilled at the recognition, while another part remained cautious, wary of reading too much into his words.

Bobby must have noticed my reaction because he quickly added, "I mean, it's impressive how well you pull it off."

I chuckled, the initial awkwardness fading.

"Well, I've had some practice." I gestured down at my attire, today choosing a simple sundress and cardigan ensemble, complete with the high heels I had grown surprisingly accustomed to.

"Isn't it hard to walk on the grass with those things?" Bobby nodded towards my heels, a playful challenge in his eyes.

I stepped carefully, demonstrating. "High heels have become my second feet," I confessed, managing a more confident stride than I felt.

"You get used to them."

The afternoon progressed with a surprising ease. As we worked, our conversation flowed more freely than before. We joked about the quirks of our makeshift construction work, and Bobby seemed genuinely interested in learning more about my interests, asking questions that felt both curious and respectful.

As we were installing polycarbonate windows, dark clouds began to gather overhead, a sudden shift in the weather that neither of us had anticipated. The first few drops of rain were light, almost teasing, but within minutes, a summer shower was upon us.

"Quick, under the awning!" he shouted over the sound of the rain pounding on the unfinished greenhouse roof.

We dashed for cover, laughing as we shook off the raindrops. Under the awning by the kitchen, we stood close, catching our breath, our laughter mingling with the rhythmic patter of rain around us. Bobby’s shirt clung to him, outlining his frame, and water dripped from his hair. There was a moment, charged and electric, where our eyes met and everything else seemed to fade away.

The air between us was thick with something unspoken, a tension that was both new and deeply compelling. I could feel my heart racing, each beat loud in the quiet that followed our laughter.

Bobby’s gaze dropped to my lips, and for a heartbeat, I thought he might lean in. My breath caught in my throat, anticipation coiling tight in my stomach. But just as quickly, the moment passed, and he stepped back, a sheepish grin spreading across his face.
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"Oh, I have to go," he stammered, looking as though he was trying to find a reason.

"See you tomorrow, Morty."

"Tomorrow," I echoed, my voice a whisper lost in the sound of the rain.

He gave me one last look, a mix of confusion and something like regret, before turning and walking away. I watched him go, my heart sinking even as I tried to hold onto the thrill of what had almost happened.

Left alone under the awning, the rain slowly easing off, I replayed the moment over and over in my mind. It had been so close, a near kiss that would have changed everything. Disappointment washed over me, but it was tinged with a strange sort of happiness. The connection between us had been undeniable, and for the first time, I allowed myself to believe that maybe, just maybe, there was a chance for something more.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN TWO WEEKS since I started presenting as a woman full-time around Bobby while we worked on the greenhouse. In that short period, I had come to a profound realization about myself—I wanted to live as a woman. This feeling went beyond dressing up; it was a deep, intrinsic truth about who I was, and every day that passed made it clearer.

Bobby and I had grown closer over these two weeks, and as the greenhouse neared completion, a new worry began to take root in my mind. I feared that once the project ended, so might our daily interactions. The thought of not seeing him every day filled me with a quiet dread.

Our time together had been filled with laughter, shared tasks, and moments that teetered on the edge of something more. We had come close to kissing more times than I could count, but each time, something held us back. Despite the frequent compliments he paid me, telling me how beautiful I was and that "any man would be lucky to have you," he had never explicitly expressed his feelings for me.

His words were kind, but they left me floating in a sea of uncertainty.

One afternoon, as we were putting the finishing touches on the greenhouse, I decided to breach the subject that had been weighing on my heart.
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"Bobby," I started, my voice hesitant as I handed him a tool. "The greenhouse is almost done."

He took the tool, nodding. "Yeah, it's looking great, isn't it?" His smile was warm, but he seemed oblivious to the undercurrent of my words.

"It is," I agreed, then took a deep breath. "I was just wondering, you know, what happens after..."

Bobby looked up, his eyes meeting mine. "After?"

"After we finish here. I mean, we've been spending a lot of time together, and I've really enjoyed it," I confessed, feeling my cheeks warm.

He paused, setting down the tool. "I've enjoyed it too, Morty. You're amazing to be around." His voice was sincere, his gaze intense in a way that made my heart skip a beat.

Encouraged, I continued, "Do you think we'll still, you know, see each other? After all this is done?"

His expression softened, and he took a step closer. "I'd like that," he said quietly.

"I really would."

The air between us was charged with unspoken words and unfulfilled desires. I wanted to ask him more—to ask if he felt the same confusing swirl of emotions that I did, if he ever thought about us as more than friends. But the words stuck in my throat.

Instead, I offered a small smile. "That's good to hear. Because I wasn't sure if... if you felt the same way."

He reached out, his hand brushing mine lightly.

"Morty, you're one of the most incredible people I've met. I don't know exactly how I feel yet, but I know I don't want this to be the end."

His touch sent a shiver down my spine, and for a moment, we stood there, close enough to blur the lines. Then, as if remembering where we were, he stepped back, his hand falling away.

"And you're right," he added with a more practical tone, perhaps to mask the intensity of the moment.

"Any man would be lucky to have you. Including me."

His words were a balm, yet they left me more confused than ever.

Did he see me as a potential partner, or was he just being kind?

"We should finish up here," he said, breaking the spell as he turned back to his work.
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As he continued his work on the finishing touches of the greenhouse, I felt a storm brewing within me. His actions and his words were at odds, his compliments floating like leaves on the wind—visible, but untouchable.

I tried to hold back, to maintain the composed image I had cultivated over these past weeks, but the frustration and confusion became too much.

"Bobby," I began, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside. He looked up from his work, a screwdriver in hand, and met my gaze.

"Yeah?" His casual tone, the slight furrow of his brow—it all made my heart race faster, a mix of nerves and a desperate need for clarity.

"You know what, that's not good enough," I blurted out, surprising even myself with the force of my words.

"I like you, Bobby, but I can't keep letting you leave me hanging like this."

He set down his tools, his full attention now on me, the confusion clear in his eyes.

"Morty, I—"

"No, let me finish," I cut him off, my words rushing out like a flood breaking through a dam.

"You said you'd be lucky to have me, but they're just words, Bobby. Just words and nothing else!" My voice was rising, a mix of neediness and annoyance, my insecurities laying themselves bare before him.

"Is it because I'm not girly enough? Is it because you still see me as a guy?"

His expression changed then, from confusion to something pained, something deep.

“Come on, be honest! I can take it! Tell me!”

"It's because I'm still healing!" he exclaimed, louder than he intended, his voice echoing slightly in the enclosed space of the greenhouse.

I recoiled slightly, not from fear, but from the rawness in his tone. Bobby rarely raised his voice, and the intensity startled me. He immediately seemed to regret his outburst, his shoulders slumping as he collected himself.

"I'm sorry for yelling," he said, his voice softening.

"I didn't mean to react like that."

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my racing heart.

"What do you mean you're still healing? What aren't you telling me?"

He sighed, a long and weary sound. He looked away for a moment, gathering his thoughts.
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"I just lost my fiancée... she died in an accident. I’m not sure if you’ve seen the news but her name was Mandy McBright."

The name hit me like a physical blow. Mandy McBright. The donor of my heart. The revelation sent a shiver through me, tears welling up unexpectedly.

"Mandy," I whispered, my voice trembling.

Bobby looked puzzled by my reaction, his brows knitting together in concern.

"Morty, what’s wrong?"

Through the tears, I managed to compose myself enough to speak. "I—I have a heart condition. Or I had one. I received a heart transplant not long ago." I paused, each word heavy with meaning.

"The heart I received... is a woman’s heart… and it belonged to Mandy."

The air between us was charged with an indescribable tension, a mix of shock, sorrow, and serendipity. He stared at me, his eyes wide with disbelief.

"You mean to tell me..."

"Yes," I nodded, my tears a silent testament to the emotional weight of our conversation.

"It’s her heart that beats in my chest now."

He stepped closer, his earlier reservations seemingly forgotten, replaced by a new understanding. He reached out tentatively, as if to touch the truth of my words as they hung palpable between us.

Without another word, he pulled me gently into an embrace, his body warm against mine. As we stood there, in the growing stillness of the greenhouse surrounded by the life we had cultivated both in flora and in our budding relationship, I felt a profound connection to him, to Mandy, to the heart that bound us inexplicably together.

Slowly, he leaned back to look at me, his hand cradling my face. The intensity of his gaze was overwhelming, and as he leaned in, our lips met in a kiss that was gentle yet fraught with emotion. I felt every barrier between us dissolve in that moment, each touch a spark, each breath shared a stitching of souls.

The kiss deepened, and I was acutely aware of every sensation—the press of his lips, the slight stubble against my skin, and the beating of my heart, strong and sure. It was a kiss that spoke of loss, of healing, of hope and new beginnings.

“I love you, Morty,” he said.

“I’ve been loving you since the first day I met you, Bobby,” I said back.

As we finally parted, both of us breathless, there was a silent acknowledgment that something profound had shifted. We were no longer just Bobby and Morty; we were two people inexplicably linked by fate, by grief, and now, by a burgeoning love.

As we stood in the greenhouse, the echo of our confessions hanging in the air, I felt a tumult of emotions swirling within me. The kiss had sealed a silent vow between us, a connection so deep it transcended the ordinary boundaries of relationships. Yet, despite the joy and love that his acceptance brought me, a shadow of fear lingered—the fear of coming out to my family.

The fragrance of the blooming flowers around us was almost intoxicating, mirroring the intensity of the moment. I looked up into his eyes, searching for the courage I felt slipping through my fingers.

"I'm scared," I confessed, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Telling my family, coming out—it all feels so overwhelming."

His hand reached out, gently brushing a stray lock of wig strand from my face. His touch was comforting, a simple gesture laden with unspoken support.

"You don’t have to be scared. Not about this. If they can’t accept you for who you are, then you have me. I’ll be with you every step of the way."

His words, so full of conviction and warmth, slowly seeped into my heart, easing the knots of anxiety.

"But what if they don't understand? What if they turn their backs on me?" The questions tumbled out, each one cloaked in a layer of fear.

His gaze intensified, his hand moving to cradle my cheek, anchoring me.

"Then we’ll face that together. But Morty, you might be surprised. Love can do that—surprise us when we least expect it."

I leaned into his touch, allowing myself to feel the full weight of his promise. "It’s just—all this time, hiding who I am, I never thought I’d have someone who would stand by me like this."

"We all deserve that. Someone who will stand by us no matter what." Bobby’s voice was steady, a rock in the current of my uncertainties.

"And I meant what I said—I love you, just as you are. And I want to help you share your truth, whenever you’re ready."

The sincerity in his words was palpable, and it bolstered my spirits. I took a deep breath, feeling a newfound resolve bubbling within me. "I love you too, Bobby. And hearing you say that, knowing I have your support—it makes all the difference."

He smiled, a radiant expression that lit up his entire face.

"How about we start small? Just one step at a time. There’s no rush."

"Just one step at a time," I repeated, the phrase becoming a mantra in my mind, a soothing balm to my frayed nerves.
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We stood together in silence for a moment, simply enjoying the connection that thrummed quietly between us. Then, impelled by a surge of spontaneous affection, I reached up and pulled him down for another kiss. This time, the kiss was soft and sweet, a reaffirmation of our earlier promises, filled with mutual respect and a deep, enduring love.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN TWO months since I'd begun seeing a gender specialist, delving into the depths of my feelings and identity. I learned that the heart I had received—the heart that had once belonged to Mandy—had nothing to do with my gender transition.

This realization came as a relief, confirming that my feelings weren't the result of some strange medical anomaly but were a true reflection of who I had always been, deep down.

The journey was far from simple. It had taken weeks of therapy to understand that what I experienced was gender dysphoria, something I had tried to bury since childhood. The sessions were often emotionally exhausting, filled with revelations that connected forgotten moments of my youth to the person I was today.
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Now, on a quiet Sunday morning, I found myself standing outside my parents’ bedroom door. My mom didn't have work today, and I knew it was the right moment to share everything with them. My heart raced as I raised my hand to knock, then paused, taking a deep breath to steady my nerves before entering.

My mom was sitting on the edge of her bed, reading a book. She looked up, her expression shifting to one of mild surprise as she noticed the serious look on my face.

"Mom, Dad," I began, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside,

"I need to talk to you about something important."

My mom set her book down, her full attention on me.

"Of course, Morty. What is it?" she asked gently.

“I’ve been seeing a gender specialist…”

I paused—and I couldn’t find myself to say more. She looked at me—her expression softening. Before I could continue, she held up a hand, stopping me. "You don’t have to explain anything if you’re not ready," she said.

Confused by her interruption, I watched as my dad, who had been quiet until now, stood and walked over to the cabinet in the corner of the room. He opened it and pulled out a collection of drawings and several photographs, then returned and spread them out on the bed in front of us.

"These are your drawings from when you were little—all of them girls," he said, his voice thick with unspoken emotions. He then picked up a photo, showing me at four years old, dressed happily in a princess costume.

"We thought you grew out of it," my mom continued, her eyes meeting mine with a mixture of sadness and understanding.

"And I’ve seen the clothes and makeup in your room, Morty. Did you think I wouldn’t notice?"

A mix of annoyance at her snooping and relief at her understanding washed over me.

"I... I didn’t know how to bring it up," I admitted, my voice trembling slightly.
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Her expression softened, and she reached out to take my hand, squeezing it reassuringly. "Our suspicions were raised when you started redecorating your room and that the feelings you had when you were younger might resurface. We just wanted to give you the space to figure it out yourself."

Tears welled up in my eyes as the weight of years of hidden truths began to lift.

"The gender specialist said that I’m not... I’m not who I was born as. I’m a woman, Mom, Dad. And I need to live as one."

My parents exchanged a glance—a silent conversation passing between them—before turning back to me. My dad’s voice was steady as he spoke.

"Morty, or whatever name you choose for yourself, we love you. We always have, and we always will. Whatever help you need, whatever changes you need to make, we’re here for you."

My mom’s eyes were teary, but her smile was warm and genuine.

"We just want you to be happy, to be yourself, no matter what that looks like."

Relief, profound and all-encompassing, flooded through me. I had feared this moment, imagined every possible outcome, but the reality was more supportive and loving than I could have hoped for.

As we sat together, talking through what this would mean for our family, discussing plans and possibilities for my transition, I felt a sense of homecoming. It wasn’t the end of my journey, but a new beginning, one filled with hope and the unconditional support of the two people who mattered most.
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Along with the blossoming of the summer roses, today marked the first day of the rest of my life, and for the first time in a long time, I was truly excited to see what the future held with a new heart… a woman’s heart.

THE END <3

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

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.

[image: A person posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]

Story 1 – Detentions Delights

Bullied constantly by a jock and now, the principal?

Was I really doomed to suffer this fate forever?

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

Story 2 – Old Maid

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

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

Story 3 – The Farmer’s Daughter

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

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

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

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

Read Very Girly Boys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“No, absolutely not! I’m the voice of this generation. I don’t want to be known as the crossdressing popstar!”

Read Pop Princess


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

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

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

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

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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 |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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