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Introduction

“What do I really want for Christmas?”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was forty-three, newly retired, and hollowed out by a life that looked perfect from the outside. A successful branch manager for a clothing company. Financially secure. Completely alone. When my only real friend died, I realized I had no one left who truly knew me—especially not the part of me I’d buried since I was a teenager. So I rented a forgotten cabin in Aspen for the winter, convinced solitude would be easier than truth.

Then I met Lucas.

He was calm, steady, and entirely unthreatened by my silence. While snow fell and Christmas crept closer, something inside me began to wake up. Old rituals returned. Secrets I’d sworn were gone resurfaced—dresses, wigs, makeup, mirrors. The girl I’d only ever allowed to exist at night came back, stronger, more insistent, impossible to ignore.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, gradual feminization, friends-to-lovers, coming-of-age, and first-time feminization 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 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 All I Want for Christmas is to Be a Girl.


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 RETIRED at forty-three, which sounded impressive when I said it out loud and felt hollow every time I sat alone afterward. My last day as branch manager ended without ceremony. No cake. No awkward applause. Just a handshake from HR, a carefully worded email about “grateful years of service,” and a cardboard box that held a framed certificate, two branded mugs, and a blazer I’d never liked but wore anyway because it looked authoritative.

I’d been good at my job. Too good, maybe. I knew how fabric fell on bodies, how lighting changed skin tone, how a woman could walk into a fitting room uncertain and walk out straighter-backed, convinced. I told myself it was just retail instinct. Product knowledge. Leadership.

But there were moments—too many—when I lingered in the women’s section longer than necessary. When I adjusted a mannequin’s scarf with more care than any manager should. When I caught my reflection in the mirror behind the cash wrap and felt something twist in my chest, sharp and familiar.

I left the building that afternoon without looking back.

Ethan would’ve laughed at that. He always said I treated my life like a perfectly merchandised store window—beautiful, controlled, and impossible to enter. He’d died the previous winter, suddenly, inconveniently, taking with him the one person who’d known me longer than my job title.

When I got home that night, I poured a drink I didn’t want and sat on the couch in silence. No meetings tomorrow. No emails. No reason to shave.

I thought freedom would feel louder.

Instead, it felt like standing in a room after the music stopped, unsure whether the party had ended or simply moved somewhere else without me.

Aspen wasn’t a dream destination. It was an eraser.

I chose it because it was cold, expensive, and anonymous. Somewhere no one expected anything from me. Somewhere I could disappear politely.

The drive up the mountain was slow, the road narrowing as snow piled higher along the edges. Pine trees crowded in like silent witnesses. The air felt thinner, sharper, almost accusing. I told myself I liked that.

The Airbnb was worse than the listing suggested.
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The cabin sat alone, set back from the road, its porch sagging slightly under the weight of old snow. Inside, the heater rattled like it was arguing with itself. One lamp flickered. The couch smelled faintly of dust and something sweet, like forgotten perfume.

I stood in the center of the living room with my coat still on and laughed once, quietly.

Of course.

This was exactly the kind of place no one else would want for Christmas. No garlands. No tree. No cheerful clatter of family dinners or forced joy. Just silence, a working fireplace, and a long winter stretching ahead of me like an unanswered question.

I set my suitcase down and noticed a full-length mirror leaned against the wall near the bedroom. It didn’t belong with the rest of the furniture—too intentional, too personal.

I looked away quickly, my pulse picking up for no reason I was ready to name.

Aspen was supposed to be temporary. A pause. A reset.

I told myself I wasn’t running from anything.

There was a knock an hour later, firm but unintrusive.

I opened the door to find a man about my age, maybe a few years older, holding a bundle of firewood under one arm and a small space heater under the other. He wore a heavy jacket, worn boots, and the kind of calm expression that suggested he didn’t rush unless it mattered.

“Daniel?” he asked.

I nodded.

“I’m Lucas. Owner. I figured you’d be freezing by now.”

He stepped inside without waiting for permission, setting the heater near the couch and adjusting it with practiced ease. He moved like someone who knew the space well, who understood its flaws and accepted them.

“Sorry about the draft,” he said. “This place has… character.”

“That’s one word for it,” I replied, surprised to hear humor in my own voice.

He smiled—not wide, not charming. Just warm. Real.

“I brought extra blankets too. And if the fireplace gives you trouble, call me. Any hour.”

I watched him as he spoke, the way his presence filled the room without demanding it. He didn’t look at me like a customer or a problem to solve. Just a person who’d arrived, carrying something invisible and heavy.

“Thanks,” I said. “I wasn’t sure anyone would be around.”

He hesitated, just a beat. “Not many people rent this one in December.”

“Why not?”

He shrugged. “Too quiet for most.”

The words settled between us, soft and exact.

Before he left, his eyes flicked briefly toward the mirror by the bedroom door. Not curious. Not judging. Just noticing.

“You’ll be warm enough now,” he said. “Get some rest.”

When the door closed behind him, the cabin felt different. Less abandoned. Less like a mistake.

I sat on the couch, staring at the heater’s soft orange glow, and realized something unsettling.

For the first time since I’d retired—since Ethan died, since the noise of my old life went silent—I didn’t feel completely alone.

And somehow, that scared me more than the quiet ever had.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I TOLD myself I was only browsing. That was how it always started—laptop balanced on my knees, the cabin quiet except for the hum of the heater, snow ticking softly against the windows like polite applause I hadn’t earned. I opened one tab, then another. Department stores. Discount sites. Places I knew well from the other side of the counter.

A wig appeared first. Shoulder-length. Soft waves. The model smiled like she knew something I didn’t. I added it to the cart and immediately felt my pulse spike, heat rushing up my neck.

I deleted it.

Then a sweater dress. Cream-colored. Long sleeves. Something a woman might wear on a cold December night, paired with boots and confidence. I imagined the fabric clinging, forgiving in the right places.

Delete.

Black tights. Practical. Sensible. Delete.

Ankle boots with a low heel. Not dramatic. Not trying too hard.

Delete.

My cart was empty again, and my hands were shaking anyway.

I leaned back and closed my eyes, and without warning, Ethan was there.

Not the version from the hospital, or the quiet phone call that ended him, but Ethan as he’d been at work—laughing too loud, unapologetically himself. My assistant at the time, Jenna, used to tell the story like it was office folklore.

“You remember that inventory night?” she’d said once, smiling. “When Ethan found the returns bin?”

I remembered.

Ethan had pulled out a silk blouse someone had brought back, held it up against me with theatrical seriousness. “Daniel,” he’d said, tilting his head, “don’t tell me you don’t see it.”

I’d laughed, mortified, glancing around the empty floor. “You’re ridiculous.”

“Try it on,” he’d insisted, already tugging it over my shoulders, pairing it with a scarf he found draped over a mannequin. He’d stepped back, hands on hips. “See? Softer. Happier.”

I’d told him to stop. I’d told him someone might come in. But for a split second—just a dangerous, delicious second—I hadn’t hated the reflection.

Jenna had finished the story with a shrug. “He said you’d thank him one day.”

The memory tightened my chest now, sharp and aching. Ethan had known. Or at least, he’d suspected. And I’d survived years pretending not to understand myself while my best friend had lived openly, honestly, and briefly.

I opened my eyes.

The cart was still empty.

I re-added everything.

Wig. Dress. Tights. Boots.

My heart raced, shame and excitement tangling together until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. When I clicked checkout, my hands were trembling so badly I had to steady them against my thighs.

I didn’t look away from the screen until the confirmation email arrived.

The first morning in the cabin felt borrowed, like I was living inside someone else’s pause.

I woke early, disoriented by the silence. No traffic. No distant sirens. Just the faint creak of wood settling and the soft hiss of the heater pushing against the cold. For a moment, I lay there staring at the ceiling, waiting for the familiar pressure of obligation to arrive.

It didn’t.

I made coffee in the small kitchen, the kind that tasted stronger simply because there was nothing else competing for my attention. I drank it standing by the window, watching snow drift lazily from the sky. Everything outside looked intentional, as if the world had been arranged just for observation, not participation.

By midmorning, the walls began to close in on me—not aggressively, just insistently. I pulled on a coat and stepped outside, letting the cold snap against my skin like a reprimand. The path into town was quiet, the snow packed down by earlier footsteps that had already softened at the edges.

Aspen moved at a different pace than I was used to. People walked without urgency, hands tucked into pockets, faces relaxed. Store windows glowed warmly, their displays understated and tasteful. I passed cafés, galleries, boutiques—places I knew how to understand professionally but had never quite known how to enter personally.

I caught my reflection in a shop window and paused.
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There I was: well-dressed, neutral, anonymous. A man no one would look at twice. The thought settled heavily in my chest, though I couldn’t have said why.

I wandered without a destination until hunger nudged me into a small café. The warmth inside wrapped around me immediately, the air rich with coffee and baked bread. I ordered something simple and sat by the window, watching snow collect on coats and eyelashes, watching people come and go in pairs, in groups, with ease.

I felt like an observer in my own life.

On the walk back, I saw Lucas again.

He was outside the cabin, shoveling snow from the path with slow, deliberate movements. He looked up when he heard me approach, leaning on the shovel like he wasn’t in a hurry to finish.

“Figured you’d want a clear walk,” he said.

“Thanks. I didn’t ask.”

He smiled faintly. “Most people don’t.”

We stood there for a moment, the cold stretching the silence without making it uncomfortable. He asked about town. I told him it was quieter than I expected.

“That’s why I stayed,” he said, then seemed to reconsider and added, “Some people hate it.”

“I don’t,” I replied, surprised at how quickly the answer came.

He studied me then—not intensely, not intrusively—but with a kind of careful attention that made me suddenly aware of myself. Of how I stood. Of how I held my hands.

“If you need anything,” he said, gesturing vaguely toward the cabin, “you know where to find me.”

I nodded, watching as he turned back to his work. The scrape of the shovel against stone echoed softly as I went inside, the sound lingering longer than it should have.

That night, I lay in bed listening to the wind move through the trees, my body tired but my mind restless. Something about the day felt incomplete, like I’d arrived at the edge of something unnamed.

I hadn’t come here looking for answers.

But the quiet was already asking questions.

The box arrived the next day. I waited until night, as if daylight itself might judge me. I locked the door, drew the curtains, and placed the items carefully on the bed like offerings. The cabin felt smaller then, closer, every surface aware of what I was about to do.

The wig came first.

I held it in my hands, surprised by its weight, its softness. Sliding it on felt ceremonial, awkward and intimate at the same time. I adjusted the cap, fingers clumsy, breath shallow. When it finally sat right, a familiar shiver ran through me—recognition without explanation.

Makeup next.

My hands shook as I opened the compact. Foundation went on unevenly, too much on one cheek, not enough on the other. Mascara smudged. Lipstick strayed past the line. I laughed once, breathless, then swallowed the sound like it was a secret I might lose if I let it escape.

I pulled on the tights, then the sweater dress. The fabric slid over my body and settled there, warm and forgiving. When I stepped into the boots, my balance wobbled, and I steadied myself on the dresser, heart pounding.

That was when the music started.

I hadn’t realized I’d queued it, but suddenly Mariah Carey filled the room, bright and unapologetic. All I want for Christmas is you. The song I’d heard a thousand times in stores, in cars, in other people’s lives.

I turned toward the mirror.

She looked back at me—unfinished, imperfect, real. The mirror didn’t laugh. It didn’t recoil. It simply reflected what was there: someone trying. Someone who wanted.

My throat tightened, and I whispered the question before I could stop myself.

“What do I want for Christmas?” I asked my reflection. The answer rose unbidden, terrifying in its clarity.

I took everything off too quickly.

The wig came off first, then the dress, the tights, the boots lined back up with care that bordered on reverence. Makeup wiped away in uneven strokes, proof erased before it could become evidence.

When I was finished, I stood there in my usual clothes, breathing hard, the cabin quiet again.

I folded each item carefully and placed them back in the box. I closed the lid.

But I didn’t throw it away.

I slid it under the bed instead, where it would stay—waiting, patient, unchanged.

That was new.

I lay down and stared at the ceiling, Mariah’s voice still echoing faintly in my head, and understood something small but irreversible had shifted.

The girl I only visited at night hadn’t disappeared this time.

She’d stayed.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE NEXT day, I decided not to go anywhere. It wasn’t a conscious choice so much as a surrender. The cabin felt quieter than it had the day before, like it was waiting to see what I would do with it. I made coffee, drank it slowly, then made another cup I didn’t finish. By midmorning, I was still in my robe, pacing from window to window, the snow outside unchanged, endless, patient.

I stayed inside because outside required a version of me I wasn’t ready to assemble.

I closed the bedroom door and pulled the box from under the bed.

This time, my hands didn’t shake as much.

I laid everything out carefully, lining the items up as if order might lend me courage. I started with the wig, adjusting it more deliberately than the night before. I tugged gently at the cap, experimenting with how it framed my face, how the hair fell against my cheeks. I tilted my head, turned side to side, learning angles the way I once learned how to wear authority.

Makeup came next, slower now. More intentional.

I blended the foundation carefully, wiped away excess, tried again. I leaned closer to the mirror, breathing evenly, correcting small mistakes instead of panicking over them. When I applied mascara, my lashes clumped, and I laughed softly—not with shame this time, but with something closer to fondness.

“You’re learning,” I murmured to my reflection, surprised by the tenderness in my own voice.

I practiced standing.

Not stiff, not guarded. I shifted my weight, rolled my shoulders back, softened my stance. I remembered watching women walk through the stores I managed—how their confidence didn’t come from occupying space aggressively, but from inhabiting it fully. I tried to mimic that, letting my hips move just a little more freely, my arms rest instead of brace.

Then my voice.

I barely let it rise above a whisper at first, testing the shape of words, the way sound lived in my throat. It felt fragile, like glass, but also thrilling. I spoke nonsense—my name, fragments of sentences, apologies to no one. Each sound felt like a small rebellion.

And then the memories came.

Not gently.

I was fourteen again, barefoot on cold tile, my heart hammering as I pulled a skirt over my hips in my parents’ bedroom. It had belonged to my mother, floral and faded, and I remembered the way the fabric had moved when I turned, the way my chest had tightened with something dangerously close to joy.

I’d stood in front of the mirror then, too. Younger. Softer. Hopeful in a way I didn’t yet have language for. I’d wondered what it would feel like to wake up like that every day. To be a girl without explanation. Without fear.

The door had opened behind me.

My father’s shout had cut through the room like a crack of lightning. I remembered the way his face had twisted—not confusion, not concern, but rage. Pure and immediate.

I didn’t remember all the details. Just the impact. The sharp pain. The way the floor rushed up to meet me. The sound of my own crying, high and humiliating, as he yelled words that burned deeper than the blows.

I tore the skirt off myself afterward, shaking, desperate to erase what I’d done. I learned quickly after that. Learned how to hide. Learned how to bury parts of myself so deep I almost believed they’d never existed.

Back in the cabin, my reflection blurred as tears filled my eyes.

I ripped the wig off first, then the dress, my movements frantic, like I was being chased by a ghost I’d carried for decades. I wiped the makeup away harshly, skin reddening under my hands. When I sank down onto the bed, fully dressed in my old, neutral clothes again, the sob that tore out of me felt ancient.

I cried for the child who’d been punished for wanting. For the girl who’d learned to only exist at night. For the man I’d become because fear had been such a good teacher.

When the tears finally slowed, I lay there empty, staring at the ceiling, terrified by how close I’d come to something true.

I couldn’t stay in the cabin after that.

I showered, dressed, and forced myself outside, the cold air biting sharply enough to ground me. My eyes felt swollen, my chest raw, but movement helped. So did coffee.
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The café was busy when I arrived, warm and humming with low conversation. I stood in line, rehearsing my order, when a ripple of awareness moved through the room—subtle but unmistakable.

I followed the direction of people’s glances and froze.

Mariah Carey sat near the window, oversized sunglasses on, wrapped in a soft coat, her children beside her, laughing quietly over pastries. Two bodyguards stood nearby, watchful but relaxed. She looked… normal. Glowing, but normal. Like a woman allowed to exist without performing.

My heart began to race for an entirely different reason.

I told myself to leave her alone. She deserved her quiet. Her privacy. But the song—that song—had threaded itself through my life in ways I was only just beginning to understand.

I gathered my courage like it might run away if I waited.

When I approached, one of the bodyguards shifted, but Mariah looked up and smiled before anyone could stop me.

“Yes?” she said warmly.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted. “I don’t want to interrupt. I just—your song. All I Want for Christmas Is You. When you were writing it… who was the ‘you’?”

She studied me for a moment, something knowing flickering behind her glasses. Then she leaned in slightly, lowering her voice.

“I can’t say that, darling,” she replied. “But you?” She smiled, slow and conspiratorial. “You look like you already know what you want for Christmas.”

She winked.

I stumbled through a thank-you and retreated, my coffee forgotten, my heart pounding with something dangerously close to permission.

I almost ran back to the cabin.

Lucas was outside when I arrived, standing near the porch with a canvas propped against the railing, brush in hand. He was painting the trees, the strokes loose but confident, like he trusted the image to find itself.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” he said gently.

“You won’t believe what just happened,” I replied, words tumbling out as I told him everything, my hands animated, my voice lighter than it had been in years.

He listened, smiling, eyes bright. When I finished, breathless, I gestured around us. “This place… it’s charming. I don’t understand why I’m the only guest.”

Lucas hesitated, then shrugged. “I’m not ready to market it widely yet.”

“Why not?”

He glanced at the cabin, at the unfinished rail, the unpainted trim. “It never feels finished. Never enough.”

Something in his voice mirrored something in me.

“You’ll get there,” I said softly. “Some things don’t need to be perfect to be worth sharing.”

Our eyes held for a moment, tension humming between us, fragile and unspoken.

Then fear crept back in.

I looked away first.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I HADN’T planned it. That was the truth I kept repeating to myself as I stood in the bedroom, the cabin unusually alive with sound—footsteps outside, the low murmur of a voice carried through the walls. Lucas was nearby. I knew that. I’d known it the moment I heard the crunch of snow on gravel, the unmistakable rhythm of someone moving around the porch.

I should have waited. I should have put the box back under the bed and made coffee like a normal person. I should have chosen safety.

Instead, I closed the bedroom door.

The thrill came first, sharp and immediate, followed closely by terror. My heart thudded so loudly I was sure it could be heard through the walls. Every movement felt magnified—the soft slide of fabric, the whisper of tights being pulled into place.

I dressed carefully, more carefully than before.

The sweater dress slipped over me like it belonged there, warm and familiar now. I adjusted the wig with practiced hands, smoothing it down, tucking stray strands behind my ears. In the mirror, I saw someone steadier than the night before. Still nervous, still imperfect—but standing.

I paused, listening.

Lucas’s voice drifted faintly through the cabin as he spoke on the phone, his words indistinct but calm. The knowledge that he was there—close, unsuspecting—made my breath hitch. I imagined him knocking, imagined the door opening, imagined being seen like this without warning.

My hands trembled as I applied lipstick, pressing my lips together, checking the line twice. I practiced standing still, then turning slowly, the way I might if someone were watching. My posture softened. My shoulders relaxed.
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For a moment, I let myself pretend.

Pretend that this was normal. That dressing like this wasn’t an act of rebellion or bravery, but simply preparation. That I might step out of the room and be met with acceptance instead of shock.

A floorboard creaked outside the door.

Panic surged through me, hot and dizzying. I froze, staring at my reflection, caught between wanting to be discovered and wanting to disappear. The silence stretched, taut as a wire.

Then the footsteps moved away.

I sagged against the dresser, laughing quietly, breathless with relief and something dangerously close to disappointment. I stripped everything off in a rush, folding the clothes with shaking hands, hiding them away just as the knock came at the door.

“Daniel?” Lucas called. “Everything okay?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice steady despite my racing heart. “Just… unpacking.”

“Take your time,” he replied, already retreating.

I sank onto the bed, pulse still roaring, the echo of her—of me—lingering like perfume in the air.

That evening, Lucas knocked again.

I opened the door dressed plainly, deliberately. Jeans. Sweater. Neutral. He leaned against the frame easily, as if he’d always belonged there.

“I was thinking of heading into town,” he said. “There’s a place that does decent food even this late. Thought you might want to join me.”

The words landed heavier than they should have.

Dinner. In town. With him.

Panic flared instantly, sharp and overwhelming. My mind raced through possibilities I wasn’t ready to face. As who? As what? The image of the girl in the mirror clashed violently with the man standing here now, and the gap between them felt impossibly wide.

“I—” I started, then stopped.

Lucas waited. He always did.

“I’m not sure,” I said finally. “I mean, I haven’t really—”

“Hey,” he interrupted gently. “No pressure. Just thought I’d ask.”

Relief and disappointment tangled together in my chest. I nodded, grateful and frustrated all at once.

“Another time,” I said.

He smiled, unoffended. “Another time.”

After he left, I stood alone in the doorway for a long moment, staring out at the snow-covered path. The invitation echoed in my mind, not as a missed opportunity, but as a question I hadn’t answered.

I didn’t sleep much that night.

By morning, the decision had settled in me like a quiet certainty. I found Lucas outside again, this time sanding down a section of the porch railing, his sleeves rolled up, sawdust clinging to his hands.

“Hey,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

He looked up, smiling. “Morning.”

“There’s something I want to ask you,” I said.

He set the sander aside immediately, giving me his full attention. “Okay.”

I took a breath. Then another.

“About dinner,” I began. “If the invitation still stands.”

“It does.”

“I’d like to go,” I said, words tumbling out faster now. “But… not like this.”

He didn’t interrupt. Didn’t fill the silence.

“I mean,” I continued, my hands twisting together, “I don’t want to pretend. I don’t want to feel like I’m leaving something important behind.”

Lucas studied me for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then he spoke, his voice calm, grounding.

“I saw you through the window yesterday… in girls' clothes. Tell me,” he said, “how you want to be seen.”

The question hung between us, gentle and profound.

I opened my mouth, then closed it again, heart pounding with fear and hope in equal measure. The answer was there, waiting, but saying it felt like stepping off a ledge without knowing what waited below.

“I’m not ready to say it yet,” I admitted softly.

“That’s okay,” he replied without hesitation. “We’ll go at your pace.”

Something loosened in my chest at that—something tight and knotted for years. For the first time, the possibility of being seen didn’t feel like a threat.

It felt like an invitation.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I STARTED getting ready too early. The sun hadn’t even finished slipping behind the mountains when I pulled the box from under the bed and set it on the quilt, my hands already damp, my heartbeat out of rhythm. I told myself I just wanted time. Space. Control. But the truth was, I was terrified of running out of courage if I waited.

Tonight wasn’t like the other nights.

This wasn’t rehearsal. This wasn’t secrecy or ritual or the quiet safety of locked doors and drawn curtains. Tonight, someone else would see her. Not by accident. Not by force. By choice.

Mine.

I showered first, longer than necessary, letting the hot water pound against my shoulders as if it might knock the fear loose. I shaved carefully, methodically, every stroke deliberate. I lingered over my skin afterward, applying lotion with slow, almost reverent attention. I wanted to feel soft. Prepared. Worthy.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel, the cabin felt impossibly still.

I opened the box.

The wig was first again, because it always was. I set it on its stand and plugged in the small styling tool I’d bought online, watching the light blink on. My hands shook at first, but muscle memory—hard-won over the last few nights—guided me. I brushed the hair gently, section by section, smoothing it down, coaxing it into soft waves. I adjusted the part twice. Then a third time.

Too much. No—better.

I held the wig up, studying it, then caught myself smiling nervously, like I was about to meet someone important.

“Okay,” I whispered. “Okay.”

The outfit took longer.

I’d laid out three options on the bed earlier, each one discarded and retrieved again like I was negotiating with myself. Too plain. Too much. Too obvious. Too apologetic. I finally settled on the sweater dress—the same one, but now paired with a belt that gave me shape, tights that felt sturdier, boots I could actually walk in.

I wanted to look like someone who belonged.

Makeup came next, and this time I took my time. I corrected mistakes instead of panicking. I blended until my wrist ached. I wiped away and reapplied lipstick until the shade felt right—soft, but intentional. When I stepped back from the mirror, wig on, dress in place, I barely recognized the woman looking back at me.

She looked… real.

That was when the fear hit.

Hard and fast, like a wave breaking against my ribs.

What was I doing?

I gripped the edge of the dresser, breathing shallowly as my thoughts spiraled. People would stare. Someone would laugh. Someone would know. I imagined whispers, phones lifted, faces twisting with amusement or disgust. I imagined Lucas’s expression changing, regret flickering across his face as he realized what he’d agreed to.

My chest tightened, vision blurring.

“I can’t,” I whispered, panic clawing up my throat. “I can’t do this.”

I tore the wig off and dropped it onto the bed, then fumbled at the belt, hands clumsy, desperate to undo everything before it could undo me. Tears spilled over, hot and humiliating, as I sank down onto the edge of the mattress.

A knock sounded at the door.

I froze.

“Daniel?” Lucas’s voice, gentle. Concerned. “You okay in there?”

I swallowed hard, dragging my sleeve across my face. “I—just a minute.”

There was a pause. Then, softly, “Take all the time you need. I’m not going anywhere.”

Something in his tone—steady, unhurried—cut through the panic just enough for me to breathe again. I pressed my palms to my thighs, grounding myself, then stood slowly.

I put the wig back on.

When I opened the door a few minutes later, Lucas was leaning against the railing outside, hands in his pockets. He straightened when he saw me, eyes widening just slightly—not in shock, not in alarm, but in recognition.

“You don’t have to do this,” he said immediately. “We can stay in. We can go tomorrow. Or never. This is your call.”

I searched his face, looking for hesitation, for discomfort. I found none.

“I want to,” I said, my voice trembling but firm. “I’m just… scared.”

He nodded. “That makes sense.”

He didn’t reach for me. Didn’t rush me. Just stood there, solid and present, until my breathing evened out.

“When you’re ready,” he said, “we’ll go.”

The cold hit me first.

The moment I stepped outside, the air sliced through my tights, sharp and immediate, sending a shiver up my spine. Snow crunched beneath my boots, louder than I expected, each step announcing me to the world.

I wanted to turn back.

Instead, I lifted my chin.

Lucas walked beside me, close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from his coat. We didn’t speak at first. Words felt too fragile, too likely to crack under the weight of what this moment meant.

As we made our way toward town, I became acutely aware of everything—my posture, my gait, the swing of my arms. I felt exposed, like my skin had been turned inside out.

People passed us.

A couple laughed as they hurried by, scarves pulled up to their noses. A group of teenagers clustered together, absorbed in their own world. An older woman smiled at me briefly, kindly, before looking away.

No one pointed. No one stared.

The absence of ridicule was almost disorienting.

Still, my heart pounded every time I caught someone’s gaze. I braced for impact that never came. With each step, the fear loosened its grip just a little.

Lucas’s hand settled at the small of my back as we crossed the street, warm and grounding. The simple, protective gesture sent a rush of something through me—relief, gratitude, something dangerously close to joy.

“You okay?” he murmured.

I nodded, unable to speak past the lump in my throat.
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By the time we reached the restaurant, my legs were shaking—not from the cold, but from the enormity of what I was doing.

The restaurant was warm and softly lit, the kind of place that smelled like garlic and wine and comfort. The heat wrapped around me as soon as we stepped inside, my cheeks flushing as sensation returned to my skin.

A hostess looked up, smiled, and gestured us forward.

“Two?” she asked.

“Yes,” Lucas replied easily. “Thank you.”

He didn’t hesitate. Didn’t qualify. Didn’t explain.

As we followed her to our table, something clicked into place inside me.

This was real.

We sat across from each other, menus in hand, and for the first time since I’d arrived in Aspen, I felt… present. Not split between who I was and who I wished I could be. Not hiding. Not pretending.

When the server arrived, Lucas smiled. “This is Danielle,” he said naturally, like he’d always known that name.

The sound of it—spoken aloud, in public—made my breath hitch.

I smiled too, heart swelling, and realized with sudden clarity that I wasn’t acting anymore.

I was living.

As the evening unfolded—conversation flowing easily, laughter slipping out unguarded—I felt something inside me settle. A quiet certainty. The girl I’d only ever visited at night was sitting here now, warm and seen, sharing a meal with someone who accepted her without question.

For the first time, Christmas didn’t feel like something to survive.

It felt like something to celebrate.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE RESTAURANT emptied slowly around us, plates cleared, candles burning lower as if even the light knew it was time to be gentle.

I kept hearing it—my name—echoing in my head.

Danielle.

Lucas said it again when the server came back with dessert. Said it casually, naturally, like it had always belonged to me. Like he hadn’t gifted me something holy just by speaking it out loud.

“Danielle wants the chocolate,” he said with a smile.

I laughed, a sound that surprised me with how easy it was. “I do,” I agreed. “Very much.”

Each time he used it, something in my chest loosened. Years of tightness, of caution, of bracing myself for impact, softened with every syllable. I wasn’t flinching anymore. I wasn’t waiting for correction or ridicule.

I was answering to myself.

When we stood to leave, Lucas hesitated just outside the restaurant, the cold already pressing in around us. Snow drifted down slowly, lazily, like the world was in no hurry at all.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

I nodded. “I’ve never been better.”

He reached for me then, tentative at first, giving me every chance to pull away. I didn’t. His hand brushed mine, fingers warm through my glove, and when our hands fully connected, the sensation shot straight through me.

“Danielle,” he said softly.

The sound of it—right there, under the open sky—undid me.

I leaned in before fear could return, before my mind could catch up with my heart. Our kiss was gentle, exploratory, lips meeting with reverence rather than urgency. I tasted wine and cold air and something sweet I couldn’t name.

I’d been kissed before.

But never like this. Never as myself.

Inside the cabin, the door closed softly behind us.

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward—it was charged. Thick. My body was already aware of Lucas in a way my mind was still catching up to. The warmth of the room contrasted sharply with the cold outside, my skin tingling everywhere my tights brushed against it.

Lucas didn’t touch me right away.

He stood there, looking at me—not inspecting, not hesitating, but seeing. The dress. The wig. The way I held myself, braced and hopeful all at once.

“You’re beautiful,” he said quietly.

The word hit me harder than I expected. I swallowed, my throat tight.

No one had ever said that to me like this. Not while looking at all of me. Not without irony or performance attached.

I stepped closer first.

That felt important.

When his hands finally came to my waist, I gasped—not from surprise, but from how natural it felt. Like my body had been waiting for this permission my entire life. His touch was warm, grounding, confident without being demanding.

We kissed again, deeper this time. Slower. His mouth explored mine like he was learning me, like he wanted to remember the shape of this moment. I felt myself soften into him, my hands clutching his sweater, grounding myself in the reality of his presence.

“I’ve never—” I started, then stopped, breath hitching.

He pulled back just enough to look at me. “You don’t have to explain,” he said. “Just tell me what you want.”

The answer came easily.

“I want you,” I said. “And I want to stay like this. As me.”

His hands slid up my back, unhurried, reverent. When he helped me out of the dress, his movements were deliberate, respectful, like undressing me was an honor rather than a goal. Every inch of exposed skin felt electric, alive.

Being naked like that—truly naked, without armor or apology—terrified me for a split second.

Then Lucas kissed me again, and the fear dissolved.
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He took his time with me. With my body. With my reactions. Every touch asked a question before it became a statement. When I responded—when my body responded—I felt something inside me unlock, years of tension releasing all at once.

I’d been intimate before. I’d shared bodies, exchanged heat, played roles.

This was different.

This was the first time I wasn’t pretending to be someone else’s idea of me. The first time my desire wasn’t filtered through fear or shame. The first time I let myself be held as a woman, touched as a woman, wanted as a woman.

When we finally came together, it was overwhelming in the best way—too much sensation, too much emotion, tears blurring my vision as pleasure and relief collided in my chest.

I clung to him, breathless, whispering his name like a prayer.

Afterward, we lay tangled together, my head on his shoulder, my body humming with aftershocks. He traced slow circles on my back, grounding me again, reminding me I hadn’t imagined any of it.

“That was… your first time like this?” he asked gently.

“Yes,” I said, my voice steady despite everything. “And I don’t feel broken.”

He kissed my forehead. “You never were.”

Th next day, I woke to music. Not faint. Not apologetic. But full and rich and unapologetic, spilling through the cabin like light through open curtains.

Mariah Carey filled the room, triumphant and joyful.

I opened my eyes and smiled.

I was dressed—soft sweater, tights, the wig settled just right. Not because anyone was watching. Not because it was a performance. Because it felt right. Because this was how I wanted to greet the day.

Snow fell outside the window, thick and gentle, blanketing everything in quiet possibility. The world looked new. Forgiving.

Lucas stirred beside me, blinking awake, then smiled when he saw me.

“Merry Christmas, Danielle,” he said.

“Merry Christmas,” I replied, my voice calm, sure.

We kissed again, unhurried, the kind of kiss that doesn’t ask for anything more than what already is. Outside, the snow kept falling. Inside, peace settled deep in my bones.

For the first time in my life, Christmas wasn’t about wishing.

It was about being.

And all I had ever wanted for Christmas—I already was.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

ONE YEAR later. I stood in front of the mirror again—but this time, I wasn’t asking it any questions. The woman looking back at me didn’t feel fragile or borrowed or temporary. She looked settled. Lived-in. Like someone who knew where she belonged even if she didn’t have all the answers yet.

Danielle.

The name fit the way my shoulders rested now, the way my smile came easily instead of cautiously. It fit the way my life had slowed into something intentional.

Aspen had stopped being an eraser and become a home.

The cabin no longer felt unfinished. Lucas had finally painted the trim. Fixed the railing. Left some imperfections on purpose. “Proof of living,” he called them. Guests came now—couples, writers, people in the middle of something—but they never stayed as long as I did.

I still walked into town most mornings for coffee. People knew my name. They knew my order. No one asked questions that mattered less than the truth I carried comfortably inside my own body.
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On particularly good days, Mariah Carey played loudly in the cabin while I cooked or danced badly or kissed Lucas in the kitchen for no reason at all. On quieter days, her music played softly instead, like a reminder of how far I’d come.

That Christmas song still made me smile.

Not because of what it promised—but because of what it no longer had to.

Lucas came up behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist, resting his chin on my shoulder. “You ready?” he asked.

I nodded. “I already am.”

Outside, snow drifted lazily from the sky, familiar and forgiving. Inside, the tree glowed softly, ornaments collected slowly over a year that had changed everything.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy All I Want for Christmas is to Be a Girl? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.
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“Along with the Estrogen and Anti-androgen, I took EVERYTHING, including the Risk of Falling in Love.”

It contains over 43,000 indelible words that will open your eyes to the possibility that transformation can lead to Happily Ever After. It is a brave story of a nurse who got kicked out of the house for wearing a dress and eventually meets an arrogant yet oh-so-charming doctor who will not only steal her parking slot, but also her heart.

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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“Eleven fine femboys, feminized by chance, self-discovery, and love.”
This is an illustrated novella collection, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy! No cross-additions guaranteed. You won’t find these best-selling stories in any of my other collections.


Story 1 – Secret Girlfriend
I didn’t expect that the price to pay to be walking the hallways with them would entail me, serving the jocks food and drinks every weekend… in his sister’s clothes.


Story 2 – Becoming My Mother
Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.


Story 3 – Female ID
It was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.


Story 4 – In The Navy
I didn’t expect that I’d be asked to slip into something more appropriate for the bedroom and not the ocean. Something that was so out of character and out of my job description. But then again, he was the Captain, it was his ship, and I had to follow his orders...


Story 5 – Cheerleader By Chance
When I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!


Story 6 – The Secretary
Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes. He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.


Story 7 – Old Maid
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 8 – Angel Baby
She was beautiful, kind, and had all the answers to my questions. But then, she started telling me to try the shoes of another person, and that pair… had six-inch heels.


Story 9 – My Crazy Girl
One night, I met that drunk girl in the subway station, my crazy girl who showed me how femininely beautiful this world could be and left me questioning if I was ready for it.


Story 10 – Miss Meow
During one of my overtimes, I decided to wear one of my creations—the ones that he deemed were trash. Soon after, night after night, I would prowl the dark streets and discover facets of myself in my tight and glossy leotard—letting everyone know how extraordinarily fun it was to be Miss Meow.


Story 11 – After Midnight
My hands started having a life of their own and clicked the Women’s Shoes category and then the cosmetics section. I thought the mystery ended with girly things. Little did I know, my nights would turn sleepless—prowling and yearning to satiate my novel hunger for… men. 

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 Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

I get a lot of emails, 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.

We have over 30,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

You don’t even need to upgrade to VIP to enjoy most of it.

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“Have you ever wondered who you could be if you stopped pretending?”

I used to live quietly—hidden behind my computer, my hoodies, and the mask of a man I wasn’t meant to be. Romance wasn’t something I believed in. Transformation? Even less. But then my landlord’s nephew moved in next door, and Adrian saw through me with alarming ease.

Where others saw hesitation, he saw softness. Where others saw a confused boy, he saw a girl waiting to breathe.

It started with a simple compliment… then a makeover… then a name I whispered only in the safety of his hands: Shay.

With every touch, every word, every moment he held space for me, the truth inside me grew louder.

He didn’t force me. He didn’t rush me. He just kept asking the question no one ever dared to ask: “Who do you want to be?”

And somewhere between the makeup wipes, the soft clothes, the mirror that reflected a stranger I longed to become, and the man who kissed me like I was already her…

I realized I wasn’t falling in love with him alone.

I was falling in love with myself—for the first time.

Read He Helped Me Become a Girl

Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.
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Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.
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Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading All I Want for Christmas is to Be a Girl.

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.

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)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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