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Introduction

“Are those… wings!? Are those… breasts!? Is that a…?”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I never believed in magic—just good lighting and better editing. As an ambitious documentary filmmaker clawing my way out of community college, the only thing I cared about was landing the hosting gig of Earth Explorations.

That is, until the network paired me with Peter Smith—Harvard golden boy, my rival in every way—and sent us into the deepest woods of Oregon for a trial shoot.

Then I peed in the wrong spot. One cursed fairy ring later, I woke up with wings, a new body, and a name I’d never dared whisper out loud.

Now I had to navigate ancient dwarf spirits, a bitter crow-winged enemy, and the uncomfortable truth that Peter was starting to look at me differently. And worst of all?

I was starting to look at myself differently too.

This was supposed to be my big break. I didn’t expect it to be the beginning of becoming someone… magical.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, magical feminization, enemies to lovers, romantic comedy, gender swap romance, 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 The Femboy Fairy.


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

∞∞∞

THE GRAVEL crunched under the tires of the beat-up rental as I pulled off the narrow road, dust swirling in the side mirrors like smoke from a bad decision. Timbershade Forest didn’t look like much from the edge—just a thick sprawl of trees with uneven trunks and overgrown moss like it hadn’t seen proper attention in decades.

Perfect for mystery shots, terrible for Wi-Fi.

“Looks like a horror movie waiting to happen,” I muttered, slamming the door shut. My boots sunk slightly into damp soil, and I adjusted my camera bag over my shoulder. One bag. One tent. One shot at not going back to editing videos for conspiracy YouTubers who paid in crypto.

A black SUV rolled in behind me like it owned the place. Of course.

Peter Smith stepped out, crisp khakis, button-up shirt too white for nature. His camera case looked more expensive than my entire student loan. His hair was neat. His posture upright. The kind of guy who probably had an espresso machine in his tent and wiped his gear down twice a day. Harvard boy.

“Collins,” he said, giving me a tight nod like we were colleagues, not competitors.

“Smith,” I replied, tossing back the same energy with a little less polish.

He looked around, unimpressed. “Bit humid.”

“Didn’t know your degree came with a weather forecast.”

His lips twitched, just slightly. A smile? Nah. Probably just recalibrating how little he cared.

We both knew why we were here. The network—VisionQuest Media—was launching Earth Explorations, a high-concept, low-budget docu-series aimed at young, curious, budget-travel nerds. The kind who believed in sustainable water bottles and thought camping was quirky. They wanted a fresh host. Apparently, their execs couldn’t decide between two rising names in indie doc circles: me, Fred Collins, the community-college kid with a gritty reel and fast edits, and Peter Smith, Harvard alumnus with a voice like NPR and a portfolio that screamed “trust fund baby with time.”

Their solution? Throw us into the wild together, film a sample expedition, and pick a main host. The other one would get stuck as the “fun sidekick,” aka background noise.

The competition started now.

“You didn’t have to wait for me,” Peter said as he opened his hatch.

“I would’ve caught up.”

“Didn’t wait. I got here early. You were just late.”

He glanced at his watch. “I’m precisely on time.”

God, I hated how precise he was.

We hiked a short distance off the road, following the markers the producer had sent—bright orange tape tied lazily around branches. They really spared no expense. After ten minutes, we reached the designated clearing: a flat patch of ground shaded by towering pines, a small creek gurgling nearby, and an odd cluster of mushrooms shaped like a circle right in the middle.

“Fairy ring,” I said, pointing to it with a stick.

“Technically, yes,” Peter replied, kneeling to examine it.

“Formed by mycelial expansion. A natural fungal phenomenon. Not actual fairies.”

“Gee, thanks. Was just about to sprinkle glitter on it and make a wish.”

He ignored me and started setting up his tent with the kind of efficiency that only came from having practiced at home. I, on the other hand, wrestled with my poles like I was trying to arm-wrestle a ghost. I’d camped before, sure, but not with someone judging my every move like I’d just insulted their compass.

“I think your flysheet’s inside out,” he said without looking up.

“Pretty sure that’s just how I like it.”

He finally gave me a full glance.

“You’re not going to last a week if you treat this like a field trip.”

“And you’re not going to last a day if you keep acting like you’re my professor.”

Another twitch of a smile. What was his deal?

Eventually, we both had our tents up—mine crooked but standing, his stiff like it had come with a certificate. I walked toward the creek to fill my bottle, taking in the surroundings. There was a hush here that didn’t feel like normal quiet. It was layered, like the forest was listening. Watching.

“Locals call this place Whispering Pines,” Peter said, standing beside me.

“Apparently there’s some folklore about spirits in the woods. Curses. Dwarfs, even.”

“Curses,” I echoed, raising a brow. “You believe in that?”

“I believe in not pissing off locals by mocking their traditions.”

“Relax. I’m not gonna pee on a tree and summon a gnome.”

“You’d be surprised,” he said, voice dry.

We ate separately, mostly out of stubbornness. I could tell he was already mentally logging every shot he needed, every voiceover cue. Me? I liked finding the story once I was in it. Letting the weirdness lead me. That’s why I got hired for that viral doc on haunted diners across Route 66. Sure, my sound was crap, but the emotion was real.

Soon after, the sun dipped low, casting long shadows. As I lay on my sleeping mat, I could hear Peter typing notes into what sounded like a Bluetooth keyboard. Probably syncing his files to the cloud through a satellite signal, knowing him.

I turned toward the tent wall and whispered, “Try not to dream about spreadsheets, Harvard.”

And then I let the forest have me.

Morning brought dew, gnats, and Peter already scribbling in his leather-bound field journal like we were in the Galápagos instead of backwoods Oregon. I shoved a protein bar in my mouth and grunted something that passed for a greeting.

He didn’t look up. “You shouldn’t wander too far from camp.”

“I’m not twelve.”

“No, but you’ve got the impulse control of one.”

“Wow. Did they teach insults at Harvard, or are you just naturally gifted?”

That got a look, at least. Flat, unimpressed. The kind of look that made me want to walk even farther.

I needed to pee, and the last thing I was going to do was aim toward some communal log fifty feet from where Peter was journaling his thesis. I grabbed my water bottle and ducked past the tree line, deeper into the woods, ignoring his voice behind me.

“Just avoid the mushroom clusters!” he called.

“Some locals say they’re dwarf dwellings. And cursed.”

I rolled my eyes so hard it hurt.

The man couldn’t stop himself. Dwarf dwellings. Please.

I trudged through ferns and snapped twigs under my boots until I found a wide cedar with thick roots and a soft bed of moss behind it. Good enough.
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I unzipped and sighed in relief as I let go. The breeze picked up all of a sudden—gentle at first, then colder, sharper, as if it curled around me on purpose.

I looked up.

The branches didn’t sway, but the air did. It moved strangely. Like it had direction.

Behind me, the moss shimmered.

The mushrooms—those odd, circular ones—glowed faintly. Not white. Not yellow. More like... blue.

“What the hell...” I muttered, shaking off and stepping back.

I blinked a few times, rubbed my eyes, but the shimmer was gone. No glowing. Just a weird chill, like I'd forgotten a birthday or walked into the wrong room. I zipped up, glanced around, and headed back toward camp, faster this time.

Peter looked up as I returned, chewing on some kind of granola mix.

“You okay?” he asked, one brow raised.

“Fine.”

“You’re pale.”

“Your face is pale.”

“You were gone for almost twenty minutes.”

“Twenty minutes is a stretch. I was peeing, not getting baptized.”

He shrugged, but his eyes lingered longer than they needed to. I busied myself with checking the drone batteries, though my hands were weirdly tingly. Like I’d touched a live wire and hadn’t let go.

That night, I couldn’t sleep.

Not from discomfort. Not even from Peter’s obnoxious snoring—or maybe that was an owl. I don’t know. It was something else. My skin buzzed, like I was vibrating from the inside out. Every time I closed my eyes, color exploded behind my lids—violet flashes, golden arcs, shapes I couldn’t name.

I turned over, tossing off the sleeping bag.

The tent glowed faintly.

Not from my flashlight. It was off.

From me.

“Shit,” I whispered, looking down at my arms. They sparkled—only slightly, like someone had dusted me with glitter.

I pulled my hoodie over and rubbed at my skin. It faded. Maybe a trick of the light. Maybe something I ate. But then the dreams came.

I wasn’t even sure I was asleep.

I was floating.

No—flying.

Above trees, above clouds, my hair longer than ever, flowing behind me like it had a life of its own. My body felt different. Lighter. Curvier. Breasts? That couldn’t be right. I looked down—no chest hair, no roughness. Just smooth skin and… wings.

I had wings. Transparent, glowing wings that beat like hummingbird hearts.

I spun in midair, laughing, and it didn’t even sound like my voice.

Then it all twisted. The sky cracked. The wind turned into whispers.

“Return what was taken… bring it back…”

I fell.

I jolted awake, drenched in sweat, my legs tangled in my sleeping bag.

Outside, something was moving.

Crunching leaves. A soft thud. Then a flutter. Not birds. Not squirrels. Something closer.

“Peter?” I hissed.

No answer.

I unzipped the tent, stepping out into the moonlight. Everything was still—eerily still. No wind, no bugs, no chirping.

Then I saw him.

Peter stood just outside his tent in boxers and a hoodie, holding his flashlight low like he was trying not to spook anything.

“You hear that?” he whispered.

I nodded. “Dreams. Weird ones.”

He looked at me. His expression was off. Not scared. More... annoyed.

“I thought you were messing with me,” he said. “Throwing rocks, whispering. But you were in your tent.”

“I wasn’t whispering.”

“Then what the hell was that?”

We both turned toward the trees. A blue shimmer passed through the trunks.

Neither of us spoke.

I don’t know who moved first—maybe him—but we both backed toward our tents like someone had just flipped the rulebook on what was real. The breeze returned, soft this time, curling around our ankles like smoke.

“I told you not to mess with the mushrooms,” Peter said quietly.

I wanted to tell him to shut up. That he was being ridiculous. That curses didn’t exist.

But my skin was still sparkling. Just faintly.

And I didn’t say a word.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE FIRST thing I felt was wrong. Not the usual groggy, sore-back-from-bad-sleep kind of wrong. This was deep-in-my-bones, reality-shifted, why-does-my-skin-feel-like-satin kind of wrong. My eyes flew open.

Light poured into the tent from somewhere—it wasn’t sunlight, more like ambient glow, and for a second I thought maybe Peter had set up a lantern as a passive-aggressive wake-up call.

Then I saw my hands.

Slim. Small-boned. Delicate. Nails longer than I remembered, natural-looking but glossy.

I sat up fast—way too fast—and my chest bounced.

My chest bounced.

“Shit—no, no, no, what the hell—” My voice cracked higher than usual, panicked and breathy.

I scrambled to my knees, heart racing, tugging at the hoodie I’d thrown on the night before. It stretched tighter than usual. I yanked it upward—and froze.

Two round, unmistakably feminine breasts stared back at me. Pale, soft, full.

“Jesus Christ,” I gasped, clawing at my pants. But there were no pants.

Just some soft, sheer thing like a nightgown, thin fabric brushing smooth thighs that hadn’t seen stubble in days. I wasn’t wearing underwear. I wasn’t wearing anything I owned. And where my dick used to be—nothing. Not flat. Not tucked. Just… gone.

I screamed. Loud. Like final-girl-in-the-horror-movie loud.

Peter came crashing through the tent flap, shirt half-on, camera strapped across his chest like it was part of his anatomy.

“What the hell are you—” He stopped, blinking. “What the f—Fred?”

“Don’t look at me!” I yelled, turning away and tugging the hoodie back down like it mattered.

He stared for a solid ten seconds before his mouth worked again.

“Is this a joke? Are you seriously—what are you wearing? Is this some kind of… drag thing? A field bit? Did you bring a wig?”

“It’s not a wig!” I snapped. “And it’s not a costume!”

He kept blinking. “Are you messing with the competition? Trying to get clicks with a gender reveal? I swear to god if you’re livestreaming this—”

“I’m not livestreaming anything!” I stood—floated, actually, without realizing it—my feet hovering a few inches off the tent floor.

Peter stumbled back, eyes wide. “Oh my god, you’re levitating.”

“I KNOW!”

We both screamed at the same time.

“What the hell is happening?” he shouted.

“Do you think I planned this?” I shouted back, hands flailing, hoodie slipping off my shoulder to reveal even more cleavage than I was emotionally equipped to process.

“You look like a magical stripper!”
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“I WOKE UP LIKE THIS!”

I burst out of the tent, wings—yes, actual wings—fluttering behind me, translucent and glittering in the morning light like stained glass. They caught the air before I could figure out how to control them, and I stumbled mid-air into a bush, crashing hard into a bed of moss.

Peter chased after me, grabbing my arm.

“Okay. Stop. Just breathe. Are you high?”

“No!”

“Did you get into something last night?”

“Not unless forest air is laced with estrogen and fairy dust!”

We glared at each other, breath heavy, until something shifted behind us. The trees rustled—not with wind, but with presence. The air stilled, thickened.

From behind a twisted tree stump near the mushroom circle, a figure emerged. He was maybe three feet tall, with bark-like skin, a bulbous nose, and moss-covered eyebrows thicker than mine had ever been. His eyes glowed faint green, and his posture screamed "I’m not here for your crap."

“Finally,” he grumbled. “Someone screamed loud enough to get my attention.”

Peter stumbled back. “What—what is that?”

“Popoling,” the creature said flatly, brushing a splinter from his shoulder. “Forest dwarf. Spirit of this grove. You’re welcome for the makeover.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“You defiled our sacred ring,” Popoling said, jerking a thumb toward the glowing mushroom circle. “Took a leak right in the center. Classy.”

“I—I didn’t know!”

“You never do,” he muttered. “You humans wander in with your cameras and your waterproof boots, stomping around like you invented moss. Well, nature fights back, sweetheart.”

Peter stepped between us. “Turn him back.”

Popoling’s eyes narrowed. “Her.”

“What?”

“She’s Frida now,” Popoling said. “And I don’t do take-backs without balance.”

“I don’t want to be Frida!” I yelled.

He shrugged. “Should’ve thought of that before you pissed on ancient magic.”

Peter rubbed his forehead. “Okay. Okay. What do we have to do?”

Popoling waved his hand. A small glowing spring appeared between the roots of a nearby tree. The water burbled weakly, barely a trickle.

“Our energy source is running low and without it, we cannot reproduce—one golden pebble, small, round, bright. Displaced years ago by idiot adventurers trying to loot the place. You bring it back. I consider reversing the curse.”

“Where is it?” I asked, hugging the hoodie tighter to my new, foreign body.

“Echofall Cliff,” he said. “Top of the falls. Not an easy climb. Protected by illusions and a few creatures that really hate winged things.”

Peter and I looked at each other. For the first time, neither of us had something snarky to say.

“Why us?” I finally asked.

“Because only humans can touch that pebble,” Popoling said.

Then he vanished, leaving a trail of sparkling spores behind.

I looked down at my hands again. Still slender. Still glowing faintly.

Peter exhaled, slow.

“Well... this is gonna be one hell of a sizzle reel.”

I faceplanted into a tree.

Not just bumped it—full body slam, wings first, with a grunt so loud a squirrel dropped a pinecone in panic. I groaned, untangling my legs from a vine and pushing off the bark with one glittery hand.

Peter didn’t even hide his smirk.

“You’re flapping too hard,” he said, camera rolling.

“Oh, thank you, flight instructor. So glad I have your Ivy League opinion on my wing technique.”

“I’m just saying, maybe stop doing it like you’re trying to slap God.”

“Maybe stop filming my humiliation.”

But I didn’t actually want him to stop. Not entirely. The camera lens had always been kinder to me than people. Even now, mid-transformation, half-fairy, half-trainwreck, something about being seen—even if it was through Peter’s judgy lens—made me feel like I still existed.

I hovered for a few seconds, shakily. My wings buzzed behind me, translucent and delicate but strong. When I got the angle right, I could lift a few feet off the ground. The wind they created messed with Peter’s hair, which was a nice bonus.

“You’re not terrible,” he admitted, lowering the camera.

“High praise from Harvard.”

He ignored that. “You’re glowing again.”

I looked down—my arms sparkled faintly, like moonlight through a wine glass.

“That’s new.”

“So’s the fact that I can hear everything. Like… too much.”

Birds chirped. Not just sound—words.

“Strange one. Changed one. Flying without knowing why.”

“What the hell…” I whispered, spinning in place.

Peter glanced around. “What?”

“I think… I can hear the birds. Like, understand them. Telepathically.”

He blinked. “Are you concussed?”

“Say that again and I’ll fly into your tent.”

But it wasn’t just birds. I could hear the trees. The grass. Everything whispered. Soft threads of language that bypassed logic and hit straight in the chest. Some of it made sense. Some of it didn’t. All of it felt alive.

“Frida,” Peter said suddenly, and I stiffened.

“What did you call me?”

He hesitated. “The dwarf did. I just—sorry. I mean, Fred.”

“No. It’s… it’s fine. Frida, I guess.”

It felt weird saying it out loud. But less weird than hearing Fred and seeing this body. Frida fit this glowing skin better than Fred ever did.

He sat on a log and pulled out his notes.

“Popoling said something else too. You remember?”

I hovered lower. “That only humans can touch the golden pebble.”

“Right. Which means you—” He pointed vaguely at my wings. “—you’re out. Technically not human anymore.”

“Great. So I’m cursed and useless.”

Peter frowned. “Not useless. You’ve got powers, remember? Flight. Invisibility. Telepathy. Glow-in-the-dark skin.”

I blinked. “Wait—what invisibility?”

“You disappeared earlier. Completely. You sneezed and poof, gone.”

I stared at him. “That wasn’t a trick?”

“No. It was horrifying. I thought you evaporated.”

“Jesus.”

We sat in silence for a moment. Then Peter stood, brushing off his pants.

“Well, it’s been… magical. I’m going to head back to the van and find a ranger or someone who deals with… whatever the hell this is.”

“What?” I turned sharply. “You’re leaving?”
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“I’m not equipped for this.”

“No one’s equipped for this!”

“I’m a documentarist, not a dungeon crawler.”

“We’re supposed to do this together!”

“That was before one of us turned into a woodland sex doll with dragonfly wings!”

I recoiled. “Screw you, Peter.”

“I’m being realistic. There’s a mystical glowing rock on top of a cliff that’s guarded by invisible illusions and forest spirits, and now I’m supposed to scale it while you hover around and whisper to chipmunks?”

“I didn’t ask for this! I didn’t wake up this morning hoping to tuck my nonexistent dick under a fairy dress and beg for your help!”

“I’m not your hero, Frida!”

“Then why are you even still here?!”

He didn’t answer.

He grabbed his backpack and started zipping it up. Methodical. Detached. Like he hadn’t just upended my entire world.

My chest tightened. I tried to float, but my wings drooped. A warm tear slid down my cheek, catching on the side of my nose before I could wipe it.

“I don’t know what I’m doing,” I said quietly. “Okay? I have no idea how to be this. I don’t even know if I want to go back. But I can’t do this alone.”

Peter froze.

I sat down hard on a rock, arms crossed, trying not to cry harder. The forest didn’t whisper anymore. It just… waited.

Peter sighed. Long. Heavy. Regretful.

He turned around and dropped his pack.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I was being a dick.”

“No argument here.”

He walked over, kneeling beside me. “You’re scared. I get it.”

“Do you?” I looked at him. “You’re always so… certain. About everything.”

“I fake it well.” He rubbed the back of his neck. “Look. I don’t know why the universe decided to drop a fairy curse on you of all people. But I’m not leaving you like this. We’re in it. Together.”

I exhaled. A weird calm settled over me, like my whole body stopped clenching.

We were interrupted by a pop. Not loud. More like a champagne cork.

Popoling stood on a mossy rock nearby, arms crossed.

“Done crying?” he asked.

Peter scowled. “Were you watching us?”

“I’m always watching. Can’t afford to be picky with entertainment these days.”

He handed Peter a rolled-up scroll. The paper shimmered like oil on water.

“Map to Echofall,” Popoling said. “But it’s not a GPS. It’s a riddle. Solve the verses, follow the signs. The forest protects the pebble. Expect magical interference. Also, maybe some mild hallucinations.”

“Neat,” I muttered.

Peter unrolled the map and read aloud:

“Where shadow leans and water sings,
The pebble rests beneath old wings.
Through thorns and echo, find your grace,
The heart will guide the rightful face.”

Popoling winked. “Good luck, kids. Don’t die.”

He vanished again, like glitter on wind.

Peter looked at me. “So… ready?”

I nodded, wings fluttering behind me, shaky but steady.

“Let’s go steal a magic rock.”


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

“YOU’VE GOT the map upside down,” he hissed. “I don’t have it upside down. North is this way,” I reasoned. “North is never that way. That’s where we came from,” he objected. “Peter, I have wings and a telepathic connection to woodland creatures. I think I know where the damn river is.”

“You said the squirrel told you to go east.”

“And I am going east!”

He huffed, snatched the shimmering scroll out of my hand, and turned it sideways like he was cracking the Da Vinci Code.

We were maybe thirty minutes into the trail when the terrain started acting... funny. The first sign was the moss. It shifted. Actively. Like it didn’t want us stepping on it. The second sign was the vine.

Not a vine. Vines. Dozens of them, weaving across the path like ivy on speed.

I hovered slightly above the ground, flapping slow, keeping us from getting tangled. Peter trudged like a man whose khakis were the only thing keeping him civilized.

“Don’t step there,” I warned, pointing to a thick patch of moss ahead.

“Why not?”

“It’s humming.”

“Humming?”

Sure enough, a low vibration tickled the soles of my feet. The moss was... alive. Or enchanted. Or annoyed.

Peter stepped on it anyway.

Immediately, the vines surged up and wrapped around his ankle.

“Shit!” he yelped, tumbling forward.

“Nice one.”

“I thought you were hovering with purpose, not just floating around to look majestic!”

I dropped beside him and yanked at the vines. They resisted—hard—but my grip was stronger than expected. I gave one good pull, and the vines recoiled like I’d shocked them.

Peter blinked. “Okay... you’re freakishly strong.”

“Fairy perks, I guess.”

He stood, brushing himself off, cheeks red. “Next time just say ‘hey, the moss will attack you.’”

“I did.”

“No, you said it was humming.”

“And now you know humming means run.”

We trudged forward. Well, I floated. He trudged. The path narrowed into a tunnel of twisting roots overhead, filtering the sunlight into soft green hues that made everything look like a dream you’d barely remember. The air grew thicker, damper, fragrant with wild herbs and wet bark.

The arguing didn’t help.

Every time we bickered, the forest reacted. Branches creaked. Leaves rustled. Once, a tree dropped an entire heap of acorns on Peter’s head mid-rant.

“Okay,” I said after he swore for the third time.

“New rule: we don’t talk unless it’s helpful.”

“Agreed.”

We made it about twenty silent steps before I muttered, “You breathe loudly.”

“Not helpful.”

The laughter started near the ridge.

At first I thought it was Peter—some smug chuckle—but it wasn’t human. It echoed. Multiplied. Came from the trees, the wind, everywhere.

Tiny voices giggling, whispering, mocking.

“Lost ones… winged freak… clever boy…”

Peter stopped dead in his tracks. “You hear that?”

“I hear everything, remember?”

“Fantastic. Haunted brambles. Great production value.”

We kept going, now neck-deep in thorny brush that parted for me but closed right back up on Peter. I had to fly behind and push back branches so he didn’t come out of this with a face full of scratches and a soul full of rage.

The laughter got louder the more frustrated we got.

When I tripped over a root and faceplanted into a patch of clover, they howled.

When Peter stepped in a mud pit up to his shin, they screeched.

At one point, a voice whispered right in my ear.

“Is he worth it, little changeling?”

I spun around. Nothing.

Peter was ahead, cursing as he tried to scrape moss off his boots with a stick.

“Something’s toying with us,” I muttered.

“Something thinks it’s funny.”
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We climbed until we reached a narrow rope bridge. It swayed lazily over a foggy ravine, the drop too deep to see the bottom.

Peter eyed it. “This wasn’t on the map.”

“Maybe it’s a shortcut.”

“Or maybe it’s a test.”

“Isn’t everything in this cursed forest a test?”

He stepped onto the bridge first, carefully. It groaned under his weight, but held.

I floated beside him, wings keeping me at eye-level as he crept forward. He tried not to look down.

“Don’t look down,” I offered.

“Thanks.”

“I mean it.”

“Frida—”

One of the ropes snapped.

He pitched forward, arms flailing, catching onto one side just before falling through the gap.

“Peter!”

I dove, grabbed him under the arms, and flapped hard. The wind kicked up. My wings strained, muscles burning—but he lifted.

Dead weight, my ass. He was all abs and pride.

“Don’t drop me!”

“I’m trying not to, you glorified luggage!”

We landed safely on the other side. Peter collapsed onto the dirt, panting, eyes wide.

I hovered above him, arms crossed.

“That’s twice now.”

He looked up. “Twice what?”

“I’ve saved your ass.”

“Right,” he said, sitting up. “Should I start a tally?”

“You could start with a thank you.”

He didn’t say it immediately.

Instead, he looked at me. Really looked.

Like the fight had drained out of him and left something else—something quieter. Not awe. Not confusion. Something more curious. Studying.

His gaze traveled from my hair—long and tumbling over my shoulders now—to my face, my body, my wings. But it didn’t feel creepy. Just... real.

“You don’t look like Fred anymore,” he said softly.

I swallowed. “You think?”

He nodded slowly.

And for once, he didn’t have a comeback.

We sat there, side by side, the ravine breathing mist below us. The laughter had stopped. The forest was quiet again. Watching.

Not mocking.

Observing.

Maybe even approving.

Later that night, the flowers glowed when I touched them.

Not in a flashy, Disney-princess way, but soft—like embers settling into velvet petals. I traced my finger along the edge of one near the fire pit, and the light spread, pulsing gently from flower to flower like a heartbeat. Within seconds, the clearing looked like something out of a dream, bathed in silver and soft pink hues. Fireflies hovered, blending in so well I couldn’t tell where the magic ended and the real world began.

Peter sat cross-legged across from me, elbows on his knees, watching the petals with quiet eyes.

“That’s the third time today you’ve done something that makes me question everything I know about physics,” he said.

I shrugged. “I think I just… feel what they need. They were cold.”

He poked the fire with a stick. “You talk about flowers like they’re your kids.”

“They’re warmer than people,” I muttered.

A soft crackle from the fire filled the silence. I floated down onto a mossy patch beside him, wings flickering in rhythm with the firelight. He passed me a protein bar. It tasted like chocolate and sadness, but I took it anyway.

“You always this quiet after almost dying?” I asked.

He gave a short laugh. “Depends on the day.”

Then, a beat. A shift in his face.

“My dad owns a shipping empire,” he said suddenly. “Boats, cargo, ports—the whole global logistics thing. Very legacy-focused. I was supposed to take over.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You? Wearing a suit and yelling at port managers?”

“Exactly.” He smiled faintly. “Instead, I told him I wanted to make documentaries about rainforests and endangered birds. He looked at me like I’d announced I wanted to become a clown.”

“Did you?”

“Almost. Documentary filmmaking is basically just circus work with fewer benefits.”

I laughed. He didn’t.

“Anyway,” he continued, “he said I was throwing away a dynasty. Said I’d regret it by thirty. I’m twenty-six and still not sure if he’s right.”

“Why tell me?”

He looked at me. Not Fred. Not the rival. Me. Frida.

“Because you remind me of someone who does whatever the hell they want. Like the rules don’t apply.”

I snorted. “You’ve met me for what? Forty-eight hours? Most of those I spent screaming or falling into bushes.”

“Still,” he said, “you’re fearless.”

I leaned back on my elbows, staring up at the moonflowers swaying overhead.

“I’m not fearless,” I said. “I’m exhausted.”

Peter said nothing. Just waited.

“My dad was a wrestling coach. Big dude. Neck thicker than his wrist. I was supposed to be him—jock, aggressive, loud. I played baseball just to make him proud, even though I was more into editing footage of our games than actually playing.”

I fiddled with a blade of grass between my fingers.

“I wore his expectations like a jersey I couldn’t take off. Even now… even like this,” I motioned to myself, “I can still hear him saying, ‘Real men don’t cry, Fred.’”

Peter’s eyes were softer than I’d ever seen them.

“That’s bullshit,” he said.

“I know. But when you hear something long enough, it builds a home in your head. Even when you evict it, it leaves furniture behind.”

The silence stretched, but it wasn’t awkward anymore. It was... full.

Then his gaze dropped to my mouth.

And I felt it—like gravity shifted. The air tightened. We leaned, just slightly, meeting halfway, a breath apart.

I could smell the cedar smoke on his hoodie. Feel the heat off his skin.

But then he pulled back. I blinked hard, like I’d been caught dreaming.

“Sorry,” he muttered.

“No,” I said quickly, “it’s okay. I just…”

“Me too.”

We looked away, both pretending to be fascinated by the fire.

After a moment, I spoke again. “Popoling said the pebble powers their spring, right?”

Peter nodded. “Without it, the spring dries out.”

“He also said it’s how the dwarves reproduce. Not, like, biologically—but magically.”

“If we don’t return it,” Peter said, piecing it together, “they go extinct.”

“And with them, the magic. The forest. Everything.”

The realization sat heavy between us.

“This isn’t just about changing me back,” I said. “It’s bigger than us.”

Peter reached out and touched my hand gently. His palm was warm. Solid.

“I’m not letting you do this alone,” he said.

I looked at our fingers. Interlaced now.

Neither of us said anything else.

The wind hushed.

The flowers pulsed above us, glowing like stars.

We lay back on the moss, shoulder to shoulder, under a canopy of living light. My wings folded beneath me, surprisingly comfortable. Peter’s breathing slowed.

And somewhere between the warmth of his hand and the hum of the forest, I finally fell asleep.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE ROAR of Echofall hit us before we saw it. Thunderous, endless, pouring from a cliff so high the top vanished into mist. Water cascaded over jagged rocks, crashing into a deep turquoise pool below. The air was thick with spray, cool and sharp on our skin. Every breath felt like sipping from the earth itself.

And there it was.

Near the top, nestled on a slippery, moss-covered ledge: the pebble. Golden. Small. Glowing like it had a heartbeat. Surrounded by white mist and sheer vertical rock.

“Well,” Peter said, wiping sweat from his brow, “I’ve seen easier ways to die.”

“I know, I’m sorry, but I really can’t lift you for an extended period. I don’t have that kind of strength. No ladder?” I teased, wings twitching behind me.

“Unfortunately, no fairy-proof rope bridge this time.”

He dropped his pack and pulled out harnesses, carabiners, and a coil of climbing rope. It was second nature to him, movements precise, methodical. I hovered beside him, watching silently.

“You’ve done this before?”

“Climbed half of Yosemite last year,” he said, buckling himself in.

“But not with illusions and whispering birds.”

“They’re not whispering today.”

He glanced up at the ledge, then at me.

“I’ll lead the climb. You hover beside me. Guide me if I miss a foothold.”

“Got it.”

“Also, if I die—tell my father he was right.”

“You’re not dying.”

He offered me a tight smile and began the ascent.

The rock was wet. Unforgiving. Every crevice seemed to shrink the moment he reached for it. I hovered a few feet beside him, wings fluttering hard to stay level, the spray dampening my lashes and making the whole world shimmer.

“Left foot,” I said. “There’s a notch.”

He reached. Grunted. Pulled himself higher.

We climbed in silence, save for the waterfall’s roar and the occasional click of metal on stone. Halfway up, the wind picked up. Cold. Whipping. Carrying with it… voices.

Peter slowed. His eyes glazed for half a second.

“What are you hearing?” I asked.

He didn’t answer.

I flew closer. He was staring at a crack in the cliff—no, at something inside it. A shape. A door?

Through the stone shimmered an office. Glossy floors. A skyline. And Peter, older, sharper, standing at the head of a boardroom with the same cold expression his father always wore in the photos I’d seen.

It wasn’t real.

“Peter,” I called. “Look at me.”

He blinked. Shook his head.

“What was that?”

“I think the mountain’s trying to tempt you.”

He nodded, swallowing hard. “It looked like I was back in the city. Running the company.”

“Did it feel good?”

“No.”

“But you hesitated.”

He didn’t answer. Just kept climbing.

Near the next ledge, the wind curled toward me. I felt it first in my spine—a warmth. A voice.

“Look at you, Frida.”

I turned—and there she was. Me. On a stage. Lights beaming down. Long gown, flawless skin, smiling while a crowd screamed my name. A name I liked. A name that fit.

Miss Earth Explorations.

A host. A star.

A woman.

Perfect. Desired. Known.

“Frida, come home,” the illusion whispered.

I reached out, fingertips brushing the vision—

“Hey!” Peter yelled.

I snapped back just in time to see his foot slip.

His hand lost the hold. His body swung.

I dove.

Wings sliced the mist. I caught him midair, arms locking around his waist just before gravity could claim him.

We crashed into the rock face, tangled together. His chest against mine. Breathless.

“Thanks,” he panted.

“Don’t make a habit of falling,” I said, voice shaking.

“I’d rather fall for you.”

We both froze.

He winced. “That sounded better in my head.”

I laughed, nerves and adrenaline mixing into something wild.

We climbed again. Harder. Faster.

No more illusions.

No more whispers.

Just the two of us, soaked to the bone, heartbeats matching, reaching for something glowing at the end of a curse.

The pebble gleamed just ahead. Close now. A few more feet.

Peter stretched, fingers trembling—and grabbed it.

It pulsed in his hand. Warm. Alive.

The wind stopped.

The mist cleared.

We were still there, hanging halfway off a cursed cliff, soaked and breathless—but the magic had shifted.

We had it.

Moments later, we didn’t say anything. We just stood there, on the jagged edge of the world, wind whipping around us, the waterfall roaring beneath our boots. The golden pebble pulsed softly in Peter’s hand, casting a glow so warm it made the mist feel like sunlight.

I looked at him—his soaked hair clinging to his forehead, his breath shaky from the climb, his eyes locked on mine like I was the only steady thing in this cursed forest.

He smiled, just slightly.

“We actually did it.”

“Doubt us more often,” I said, grinning.

We laughed. It started small, then louder, until we were holding our sides like kids who got away with stealing something. It was stupid. Joyous. Needed.

And then he pulled me in.
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No hesitation. No teasing. Just arms around my waist, his mouth on mine, warm and wanting and real. I kissed him back without thinking, hands cupping his face, wings fluttering behind me like they had a mind of their own.

No illusions this time. No almost.

Just us.

When we finally broke apart, he rested his forehead against mine.

“I was scared to admit it,” he said quietly. “That I started falling for you the moment you turned into someone new.”

“You mean when I got boobs and a better jawline?”

“No,” he said, brushing a strand of wet hair from my cheek.

“When you stopped embracing who you’ve become.”

I felt my chest tighten—not with fear, but something gentler. Something terrifyingly soft.

Then the sky cracked.

The clouds above us spiraled in an unnatural swirl, and the air turned sharp, almost metallic. My wings twitched. Peter gripped the pebble tighter.

“Something’s wrong,” I whispered.

The wind shifted.

And from the fog came the scream—a screech, high and inhuman.

A figure dropped from above, black wings slicing through the air. Humanoid, tall, clad in feathers and bone armor, her hair wild and silver, eyes glowing with storm-light.

She landed hard on the ledge, her boots skidding against the rock. One wing folded behind her back; the other extended wide and sharp like a blade.

“Well, well,” she said, voice like broken glass. “The cursed ones succeeded.”

Peter stepped in front of me instinctively.

“Who the hell are you?”

She tilted her head, curious, then smiled.

“I am Awlektrika. Of the skyfolk. Of crowblood and nightshade. And you, little fairy, have stolen our last chance at survival.”

I pushed Peter gently behind me. “Hide. Now.”

“What?”

“She’s here for the pebble. She’s not playing around.”

He hesitated.

“Go,” I said, eyes never leaving her. “I got this.”

He ducked behind a jutting pillar of rock, reluctantly.

Awlektrika’s eyes narrowed. “How noble. Even cursed, you cling to human sentiment.”

“Funny. You don’t look like someone interested in conversation.”

She raised a hand, and lightning flickered between her fingers. “You don’t know what you’ve done. That pebble—once lost—was a gift to us. We’ve lived in the shadows while your kind fluttered under moonlight. Only crowmen belong to the forest, not gnomes, dwarfs, and fairies who save humans all the time! You should all die!”

“I didn’t ask to be this,” I said.

“But I’m not letting you take what we earned.”

“Earned?” she snarled. “You urinated on sacred land and bumbled into magic. You are an accident, not a champion.”

“Still managed to get here before you.”

She shrieked and lunged.

I flew up instantly, wings kicking up wind as I dodged her strike. Her remaining wing carried her fast, sharp talons swiping at my face. I twisted midair, invisible for a second, reappearing behind her with a burst of light.

“Tricks won’t save you! My powers have evolved!” she roared, unleashing a wave of black feathers that turned into slicing projectiles.

I held out my hands. A pulse of magic erupted—like a shield made of sound. The feathers dissolved midair.

“You’re not the only one who’s evolved,” I said.

She flew higher, trying to gain the advantage. I followed, spinning through the mist, wings aching from the pace. She tackled me mid-flight, and we tumbled downward, locked together, slamming into a ledge below.

I grunted, rolling away. She came at me again, claws ready.

“You think the world wants fairies back?” she growled. “There’s no room left for our kind. Not yours. Not mine. The humans have taken everything.”

“Then why fight me?” I shouted. “Why not fight them?”

“Because it’s easier to kill one race at a time!”

She struck with a blade of hardened wingbone. I caught it with my hand, the skin glowing bright gold.

Energy surged through me. The stone. The grove. Popoling. All of it flooded my blood.

I screamed, pushing her back with a wave of force that cracked the stone beneath us.

She crashed, stunned. One of her wings twisted awkwardly.

“I don’t want to kill you,” I panted.

She rose slowly, glaring, fury burning in her chest.

“This isn’t over!”

With a final cry, she spread her good wing and launched into the sky, spiraling upward. Feathers rained down. The other wing—damaged, hanging—trailed behind her like a torn flag.

I hovered there, heart pounding, breathing hard.

Peter emerged from his hiding place, jaw clenched. “You okay?”

I turned slowly.

“I didn’t even know I could do that.”

He walked up, wrapping his arms around me.

“You can do anything,” he whispered. And in that moment, even with blood on my knuckles and magic buzzing in my veins, I felt more real than I ever had before.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE PATH back to the grove felt shorter, though maybe that was just the weight of silence. Peter walked beside me, the golden pebble glowing faintly in his hand, pulsing like a heartbeat. I didn’t fly. I could have, but I didn’t. My wings were heavy after the battle. Or maybe it was my heart.

Every time I glanced at him, something twisted inside me. He hadn’t said much since Awlektrika fled. Just held my hand now and then, like I might vanish if he let go.

The mushroom ring came into view like a memory we’d been chasing. The spring in the middle burbled quietly now, its flow steady but soft.

Popoling stood beside it, arms crossed, tapping one tiny foot like we were late for an appointment.

“You’re not dead,” he said flatly. “Impressive.”

Peter held out the pebble.

Popoling’s eyes gleamed. “Took you long enough.”

“No warm welcome?” I asked, forcing a smile.

“I’d clap, but my kind considers that emotional overinvestment.”

He stepped forward and motioned for Peter to follow.

“Place it there,” he instructed, pointing to a small stone pedestal embedded in the roots of the spring’s tree. It had a perfect groove shaped for the pebble.

Peter hesitated, glancing at me.

“You ready?”

I didn’t answer. Just nodded, slowly.

He pressed the pebble into the slot.

A hum started—low, vibrating in the soles of our feet. Light swirled from the base of the spring, winding up around the trunk like ivy made of fireflies. The water bubbled harder, louder. The flowers lit up.

Popoling stepped back.

“Frida,” he said, voice softer than before.

“This is it. Reversal only goes one way.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “I know.”

Then it hit.

A jolt ran through my spine, fire rushing under my skin. I gasped, stumbling backward. My wings flickered—once, twice—then shattered into gold dust. My body shifted, bones tightening, softness draining like sand through cracks. My hair pulled upward, shorter. Breasts gone. That deep ache in my chest bloomed into something hollow.

And then I was Fred again.

I fell to my knees.

The world was too loud. Too bright. The forest didn’t whisper anymore. No telepathy. No hum. Just me. Just Fred.

Just wrong.

Peter crouched beside me. “Fred?”

I didn’t look at him.

He touched my shoulder gently. “Hey.”

“I’m fine,” I said, voice low. Sharp.

But I wasn’t.

I felt empty. Like something beautiful had been taken. Like I’d been flying, and someone cut the sky from beneath me.

Popoling approached, his expression unreadable.

“The spring’s restored. The energy will return to the forest.”

“And the fairies?” Peter asked.

“We can reproduce again. Slowly. It will take years, but we’ll survive.”

“And the crowmen?”

Popoling’s eyes darkened. “They’ll be back. They’re bitter. Desperate. But now that our power is restored, we have a fighting chance.”

I stood slowly, brushing dirt from my pants. My hands felt clumsy again. My chest tight.

“What now?” I asked.

“You leave,” Popoling said. “You return to your world. Pretend this didn’t happen, if that’s easier.”

I flinched.

Peter glanced at me, then said, “We won’t forget.”

Popoling gave the barest nod. “Good.”

He turned, fading into the trees with a trail of golden spores behind him.

Peter and I stood there, side by side, the silence stretching between us.

“You don’t feel like yourself,” he said quietly.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My mouth was full of loss.
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The network headquarters felt colder than I remembered. Not the temperature—though the air conditioning was set to arctic—but something else. The buzz of fluorescent lights, the echo of busy shoes on polished tile floors, the smell of reheated office coffee. After days in the woods, it was like being tossed back into a world that had moved on without me.

Peter walked beside me through the glass doors of VisionQuest Media, both of us dragging gear bags and wearing clothes that still smelled faintly like moss and sweat. Heads turned. A few interns whispered. Someone clapped.

We were back.

A week ago, I might’ve felt victorious. I would’ve puffed out my chest, cracked a joke, soaked in the attention. Now, I just nodded and smiled, trying to remember how to be Fred Collins again.

The screening room was already prepped. A small group of execs gathered around a long table—network producers, the PR girl, the finance guy who always wore turtlenecks. Laptops open. Coffee cups steaming. They waved us in like they were greeting returning astronauts.

Peter set up the hard drive, plugged it into the media server, and took his seat beside me without a word.

“Alright, gentlemen,” said a woman in a blue pantsuit with a clipboard.

“Let’s see the magic.”

The lights dimmed.

The screen flickered.

And there it was—Timbershade Forest. The waterfall. The cliffs. The glowing flora. Wide, sweeping drone shots of the terrain, the mist, the moss trails.

But not me.

Not Frida.

Not the wings. Not the battle. Not Popoling or the glowing spring. Not Awlektrika’s screech or the flying duel above Echofall.

Just forests. Beautiful, raw, wild. But no fairy tale.

“What the hell…” I whispered.

Peter leaned in. “I swear I captured it.”

“I know.”

On screen, I was there—but only as Fred. Clips of us hiking, talking to the camera, pointing out terrain. None of the transformation. None of what mattered.

It was like she never existed.

The execs clapped when the footage ended.

“Damn,” said one of them. “That waterfall sequence is better than anything we got from the Andes shoot.”

“Absolutely stunning,” another chimed in. “That moss close-up? Chefs kiss.”

Blue Pantsuit turned to us. “So, uh... this ‘fairy’ stuff you mentioned in the pitch email...?”

She raised an eyebrow.

Peter and I glanced at each other.

“Just a running joke,” he said smoothly.

“Forest hallucinations. We were sleep-deprived.”

They laughed.

“Whatever it was, it worked,” said Turtleneck. “This is the kind of content we need for the launch.”

“We’ll go with Peter as the host,” someone added. “But Fred, incredible job on support.”

Peter cleared his throat. “Actually, I want to discuss that.”

All eyes turned to him.

He stood, slowly. Confident. Firm.

“Fred should be the lead host,” he said. “He did the interviews, the exploring, the narration. I ran backup. He deserves it.”

The room blinked.

Even I blinked.

“Peter,” I said under my breath.

“I mean it,” he continued. “Fred brought the story to life. He connected with the forest in ways I couldn’t. I’d be happy to be his cohost, but this isn’t my show.”

There was a pause. One of the producers leaned back in his chair.

“You’re okay being the sidekick?” he asked, skeptical.

“I’m okay, just as long as we keep working together,” Peter said.

More silence. Then a few nods.

“Alright,” Blue Pantsuit said. “We’ll draft up the contracts that way.”

Peter sat back down, calm as ever.

I looked at him, my throat tight. He didn’t look back—just focused on the black screen like it might light up again and show her.

We shook hands with the team. Smiled. Nodded through meetings and brand talks. They gave us gift bags and media schedules and ideas for future episodes. I thanked everyone with a voice that wasn’t quite mine.

Later, outside in the parking garage, I stood next to Peter’s car, staring down at the cracked pavement.

“You didn’t have to do that,” I said quietly.

“Yes, I did.”

I finally looked at him. “Why?”

He opened the driver’s door, paused, and then met my eyes.

“Because I fell in love with someone who didn’t want to be seen as a sidekick,” he said. “And I’m not going to help the world keep pretending she didn’t exist.”

I swallowed hard.

He got in and closed the door.

I watched his taillights disappear into the spiral.

When I got home, I sat on the edge of my bed in the dark.

My skin felt heavier than usual. My chest felt too flat. My hands too rough.

She was gone.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE MIRROR in my bathroom was cracked near the corner. I’d always meant to fix it, but it had become a weird metaphor—like part of me had always been slightly distorted, not quite complete. For the longest time, I used it without thinking.

Same face.

Same routine.

Shave.

Brush.

Move on.

But now, a week after coming back from Timbershade, I looked at that crack and saw myself clearly for the first time.

Not Fred.

Frida.

I’d already seen a gender therapist twice. Her name was Dr. Meeks, and she didn’t blink when I told her I had wings in the woods and lost them along with my body. She just asked, “What felt real to you?”

I told her everything.

The weightlessness. The flight. The way I lit up flowers without trying. The way Peter looked at me like I was someone new, and yet someone he’d always known.

“I want to transition,” I told her on our second session.

She smiled gently. “Then let’s help you start.”

I hadn’t touched the network contract. Not even a peek. It sat in my email inbox with a little red dot next to it, unopened.

Peter noticed. Of course he did.

He invited me to his apartment one night—takeout, his favorite stupid documentary about haunted airports playing in the background, both of us cross-legged on his couch.

“I didn’t sign,” I said suddenly, cutting off the third theory about ghost pilots.

He muted the TV and looked at me. “Why?”

“I can’t go back to pretending.”

He was quiet.

“I loved the forest. I loved… being her. I miss it so much it physically hurts sometimes.”

He reached for my hand. I let him.

“Then don’t pretend,” he said.

“I’m not ready to be on camera,” I admitted. “I don’t want the world watching me try to figure this out. I don’t want my transition to be a spectacle.”

“You don’t have to explain yourself to anyone.”

“I still want to be part of it,” I added quickly.

“I want to film it. Edit. Be behind the lens.”

He smiled. “Then you’ll be my camerawoman and editor.”

“I won’t be a sidekick.”

He squeezed my hand. “You’ll be the reason it’s watchable.”
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Three weeks later, I stood in front of the mirror again, only now the girl looking back wasn’t waiting for wings or magic. She wore a faded green hoodie, light makeup, and jeans that actually fit. My hair was shorter than it had been in the forest, but I was growing it again. My chest was still flat, but the hormones had started. My skin felt different already—softer, warmer.

And when I smiled, it wasn’t a mask.

Peter knocked on the doorframe behind me. “You ready?”

I nodded. “Let’s make a show.”

Out in the van, the gear was loaded. Cameras. Mics. Lenses I’d memorized the specs for. He would be in front of the camera, charming and brilliant. I’d be behind it, framing every shot with a quiet steadiness that felt just right.

We weren’t co-hosts anymore.

But we were something better.

The premiere aired on a Thursday night. No fancy launch party. No velvet ropes. Just Peter, me, and two bowls of overpriced popcorn on my couch while the glow of the screen lit up our living room.

Earth Explorations: Season Three, Episode One – Spirits of the Pacific.

Peter opened the episode standing on the white sand beaches of Samoa, wind tossing his hair, barefoot and grinning into the camera. Behind the scenes, I was the one adjusting the lighting, whispering cues through the headset, making sure he didn’t step on a crab.

We’d chosen this episode to start the series because of its heart. Peter had insisted—passionately—that we center it around the fa'afafine, Samoa’s third gender. The story was told with respect, with nuance. We interviewed elders, joined a community celebration, danced until our calves burned, and stayed up all night editing by flashlight.

I never appeared in the footage.

But you could feel me in it—in the way the camera lingered, in how the music faded in, in the softness of the shots that showed people not as curiosities, but as full human beings. It was the most seen I’d ever felt while being invisible.

The credits rolled. Peter’s name came up as Host. Mine, just beneath, as Director of Videography.

I bit my lip and waited.

Then my phone buzzed.

Then Peter’s.

Then all the phones.

Comments flooded in. Emails. Texts from execs.

By the time the second episode auto-played, the network had already posted a graphic:

“Earth Explorations Premiere Smashes Viewership Expectations. #1 in Its Timeslot.”

Peter looked at me, wide-eyed. “We’re trending.”

“I know,” I whispered, shocked at how calm I sounded.

Blue Pantsuit sent a thumbs-up emoji. Turtleneck sent us a champagne bottle emoji and then followed it with, “Wait, is this offensive? Should I send cake instead?”

It didn’t matter.

We had done it. And they loved it.

They didn’t even notice I wasn’t in front of the camera. Or maybe they did and didn’t care. The numbers were too good to question.

A week later, we had our first official team meeting. Conference room. Bagels. Everyone pretending to be casual while quietly vibrating from the success.

Peter led most of the meeting. I sat near the back, taking notes, occasionally chiming in about camera angles or upcoming locations.

When it ended and everyone filed out, he stayed behind, waiting for the last intern to leave before walking over to me.

“I have something for you,” he said, fishing something from his pocket.

It was a small box. Velvet. Gray.

I opened it slowly.

Inside was a delicate silver chain with a tiny gold pebble charm—an exact replica of the one we’d returned to the spring. Polished smooth. Just heavy enough to feel like something important.

I stared at it for a moment, silent.

Peter stepped closer. “You are magical even without wings,” he said quietly.

My throat closed up. It caught me completely off guard.

I took the necklace out of the box with trembling fingers, then let him clasp it around my neck.

It settled against my collarbone perfectly.

“I love you,” I whispered.

He leaned in, lips brushing my cheek.

“You’re my life,” he said.

And in that moment, I didn’t need the forest, or illusions, or even fairy dust. I had something better. I had me.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

TWO YEARS had passed. The world had changed, though perhaps not as much as I had. I stood behind the curtain of the new Earth Explorations studio—bigger, sleeker, with a wall-sized LED backdrop glowing faintly with a teaser of our next destination. Just beyond it, Peter was warming up the crew with his usual charisma, flashing that disarming smile that had made him the face of the show.

But this time, I wasn’t behind the camera.

I was stepping forward.

As co-host.

I adjusted my mic with practiced ease, catching my reflection in the polished surface of the camera lens. My hair was shoulder-length now, sun-kissed from weeks in Belize, and my face had changed in subtle ways that made everything feel… right. The hormones. The surgeries. The quiet mornings of makeup and affirmations. It had all led to this.

I was Frida Collins. Fully.

The wings never came back. I had hoped, once. For a while, I even dreamed of flying again, of lifting off the ground with a beat of magic and disappearing into clouds. But that magic had settled differently now. It lived in my senses, in the way animals still paused to look at me just a second longer, in how certain flowers bloomed when I brushed past. It was subtler, yes—but it was there.

Inside me.

A few minutes before the cameras rolled, a hum stirred behind my eyes.

Soft. Familiar.

“Frida,” came the voice—not out loud, but within me. “We need your help.”

I froze.

Popoling.

“Awlektrika’s back,” he said, the message carrying emotion like ripples in a pond. “She’s luring new explorers. Trying to remove the pebble again.”

My breath hitched.

“Come. Now. Before it’s too late.”

I turned from the curtain and found Peter instantly. He caught my expression and nodded without even asking.

Three hours later, we were back in Oregon.

The hike to Timbershade Grove felt like stepping into a memory—only the path was better marked now, overgrown but manageable. My boots crunched through dried leaves as we neared the grove, Peter just behind me, the camera slung but unused.

Neither of us had said much on the way.

We didn’t need to.

At the spring, it was chaos.

Three hikers—mid-thirties, GoPros strapped to their chests—stood in the glowing mushroom ring, slack-jawed and dazed, their eyes milky silver. One of them reached toward the pedestal where the golden pebble sat once again, softly glowing in the twilight. His fingers trembled inches from it.

A dark blur whipped past.

Awlektrika hovered above the spring, her feathers darker now, both wings whole again—though the left one had streaks of silver scars running through it like broken glass.

She saw us.

And sneered.
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“You,” she hissed.

Peter shouted first. “Don’t touch it!”

The hiker closest to the pebble blinked. Shook his head.

I darted forward, my hand out. “Get out of the circle. Now!”

The spell broke. The three men stumbled back, confused and pale.

“What… where are we?” one mumbled.

Awlektrika gave us one last, furious look—those glowing eyes burning like a final curse—then beat her wings hard and vanished into the canopy.

She didn’t fight this time.

She fled.

We rushed to the pedestal.

The pebble still sat there. But the moss around it had cracked. The slot had widened like if it were removed again, the energy wouldn’t come back.

“She was trying to destabilize it,” I said, panting.

“We have to seal it. For good,” Peter said.

Popoling materialized beside the spring, looking unusually tense.

“You came,” he said simply.

I nodded. “She’s getting smarter.”

“She won’t stop. We must close the slot. Lock it permanently.”

“With what?”

He pointed to the base of the tree, where a jagged, iridescent stone pulsed faintly.

“The core rock. It’s older than all of us. Strong enough to bind the magic.”

Peter knelt beside it and dug his fingers under the edge.

“It’s heavy,” he said.

“Together,” I said.

We braced our hands under it, lifting with effort. The thing weighed like guilt—dense, ancient. But inch by inch, we carried it to the spring. Popoling guided us.

We lowered it on top of the pebble, covering the pedestal’s opening like a puzzle piece. A pulse of light surged outward the moment it touched, blinding and warm.

The pedestal shifted, then sealed shut with a hiss, fusing the rock and the opening into one smooth mass. The moss around it bloomed instantly, bright green and full.

“It’s done,” Popoling said, softly.

Behind us, the hikers sat on the ground, rubbing their temples. Confused, but safe.

“What do we tell them?” Peter asked.

I looked at him, then smiled. “The truth.”

That night, we visited the local town hall in the village just outside Timbershade.

We met with the mayor, a gentle woman named Maribel who had heard whispers of fairy rings and shimmering birds her whole life but never expected two documentary filmmakers to prove them true.

When we explained what happened—leaving out only the bits that would get us locked up—she listened carefully.

Peter finished by saying, “We want to fund a permanent protection team for the spring. Guardians. Locals. People who understand the land.”

Frida added, “Not for us. Not even for the dwarves. For the forest itself.”

The mayor smiled, eyes bright.

“We’ll do it. I promise.”

The next day, the town held a small ceremony.

It was simple. Wooden stage. Folding chairs. Kids running barefoot in the grass.

But it was the most meaningful thing we’d ever stood for.

Maribel presented us with two medals—small wooden pendants shaped like mushrooms, carved with silver runes.

“To Peter Smith and Frida Collins,” she announced, voice clear, “who reminded us that magic is not just real—it’s worth protecting.”

Applause rang through the crowd.

Peter took my hand, and for once, I didn’t mind being seen.

Not as Fred.

Not even as Frida the fairy.

Just Frida.

The girl who flew once.

And learned to keep the magic within.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy The Femboy Fairy? 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.

[image: A person with blonde hair and red lipstick  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“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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“I was supposed to plan her wedding… not become the bride of his fiancé.”

Working for Hollywood's rising star Selene was my big break. I was just a quiet communications grad with no connections—until I found myself slipping into lip gloss, soft cardigans, and a lie that spiraled out of control.

And somehow, Donnie—Selene's fiancé—started looking at me like I was the one he wanted at the altar.

Now the dress is off, the secret's out, and the cameras aren’t the only thing catching the drama.

I never meant to steal her spotlight… but maybe this was never her story to begin with.

Read Confessions from The Closet

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 The Femboy Fairy.

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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