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An orphan boy, indifferent to life and the prospect of adoption, is unexpectedly taken in by a wealthy couple grieving the loss of their daughter. At first, his resemblance to their child seems to be the reason for his adoption, but as he settles into his new home, he begins to explore his identity beyond what was expected of him. What starts as an attempt to comfort his adoptive mother soon leads to a journey of self-discovery. With the unwavering love and support of his new family, he realizes that the life he thought was predetermined may hold more possibilities than he ever imagined.

As he grows into his new life, he faces the challenges of finding his place in the world, navigating school, friendships, and the expectations of those around him. His transition into a new identity is met with both joy and struggle, forcing him and his family to confront their emotions, fears, and unconditional love. Through it all, he learns that becoming oneself is not about meeting others' expectations but about embracing who one truly is.
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Adoption

My life was miserable. I grew up in an orphanage, abandoned by parents who never cared about me. I never met anyone who was kind or showed the slightest interest in me. I didn't expect much out of life either. I harbored no deep hatred or resentment, perhaps a little, but not enough to matter.

By the time I turned twelve, I was certain no one would ever want to adopt a child like me. I had no special skills, nothing that made me stand out. The only couples who spoke to me did so because they mistook my thin features for those of a girl, and the length of my hair only reinforced the illusion. I didn’t mind I was indifferent to the whole thing. If anything, I found it mildly amusing.

While the other children eagerly awaited visiting days, I never shared their excitement. In fact, I doubted I ever had, even before accepting that I would spend my entire childhood in that place. The idea of visitors never lit a spark in my eyes.

So, as usual, I remained by the window, reading a book, unfazed by the chaos around me. The others ran around, desperate for attention, but I kept to myself. I vaguely registered the women in charge whispering the name Betancourt with an air of reverence, as if royalty had arrived. It meant nothing to me. I stayed at my table, only moving to pick up my book when they started cleaning and grabbing an apple from the bowl before they took it away.

I wasn't really aware of what was happening around me. Lost in my book, I ignored the voices, the conversations, everything. I didn’t even notice when my classmates left, and silence settled over the room.

It wasn’t until I finished my apple that I set the book aside and noticed the man standing in front of me. He wore a black shirt and a brown coat, his chocolate-brown hair perfectly styled, as if he’d stepped out of a magazine. A well-groomed beard framed his strong jawline, and he was smiling as I stared at him, puzzled.
-What do you want? -I asked, grabbing a tangerine and popping a slice into my mouth.
-Young man, how dare you! -the manager snapped from her place by the door.
-Don’t worry -the man said with a smile, making the woman blush-. I understand this can be difficult.
I just shrugged.

She signaled to the woman and left the room, though not without peering through the window on her way out more out of nosiness than genuine concern.

-You see -he said, taking a slice of my tangerine-, I’ve been going around the house for a while, looking for someone special. I think I’ve finally finished my search. So, what do you say? Would you like to come home and surprise your new mom? His smile was straight out of a commercial.

-I don’t care -I said flatly.

-You don’t care? -He laughed loudly-. I’m sure all your classmates dream of this being adopted by a beautiful, well-to-do family. Though, I suppose it’s a bit wrong of me to say that. I just don’t understand how you can’t care.

-I’ll be honest -I said, closing the book-. It’s not that I’m rude or trying to insult you. It’s just that I don’t think I care about anything. I’ve been here for years, and even though no one ever showed interest in adopting me, I never felt the slightest concern about it. I’m not saying I don’t want you to adopt me, or that I do. I’m just saying I don’t really care what happens.

-Wow -he exclaimed, leaning back in his chair-. I didn’t expect that, but I appreciate your honesty. So, I think I should be honest too. -He pressed his fingertips together-. What I’m about to say will sound horrible, cruel, and just plain bad. My wife, Katya, has a certain… problem that prevented us from having children. When she finally got pregnant, we were overjoyed. We wanted to give the world to that baby. But life is cruel, and it took her away from us. I thought Katya would overcome the loss with time, but she fell into a deep depression instead.

He paused for a moment, adjusted the collar of his shirt, and smiled at me again.

-I’m desperate. I don’t think Katya can go through another pregnancy. The idea of adopting was always on the table, so I’ve looked everywhere for someone who could remind her of our daughter. When I saw you, I thought it was all over. I thought you were a girl, and that you’d be thrilled to come home with us. But the world is a cruel place.

Though little ever caught my attention, I listened to this man’s words carefully. I could feel his pain, his worry, the weight of his desperation.

-You’re right, sir -I said, meeting his gaze-. This is a cruel world. But listening to you, I also realized there’s still happiness. His words left me feeling both sad and hopeful. -I’m sorry I’m not what you expected to find. And I’m sorry I can’t show more interest. But I’ll tell you this: I won’t refuse if you decide to adopt me. And if you do, I’ll make an effort to leave this apathy behind.

His eyes sparkled. He ran his fingers across his face, wiping away the tears, and smiled again.

-My name is Mark, but you can call me whatever you want. I’ll never force you to do anything -he said, kneeling down to meet my gaze-. What’s your name, young man?

-It doesn’t matter. My parents never gave me one, and no one here bothered to either. If I ever had a name, I’ve chosen to abandon it. I’ll take the one you give me.

-You’re far too mature for your age -he said, his voice softening-. And while I admire your intelligence, you’re still just a child. You deserve to live like one. I’ll take care of everything. Come on, let’s go home.


New Home

Mark was kind the entire time. He explained how his attorney would handle all the paperwork and even made a generous donation to my former home.

During the drive, he kept talking about where my new house was, how happy Katya would be, how excited he was to bring me home. But when he noticed me staring out the window, lost in thought, he fell silent.

I never imagined I’d find myself in this situation. My life was about to change in ways I couldn’t have dreamed of. The Betancourt home would introduce me to a whole new world.

The house was a stunning property in the suburbs. The lawn was perfectly manicured, and the wood exterior was painted a pristine white. It looked like something straight out of a movie.

When we arrived, Mark helped me out of the car and knelt in front of me.
-Katya will be surprised, but I think she’ll take it in the best way.

He took my hand and led me to the door. We stepped inside, and he smiled at me reassuringly. I squeezed his hand instinctively as he called out for his wife.

A beautiful woman in a wine-colored woven dress descended the stairs. When she saw us, her hands flew to her face, and tears streamed down her cheeks. I instinctively tried to hide behind Mark, as if I’d done something wrong. But then I saw her smile, radiant and warm, as she approached. She knelt in front of me, wrapped her arms around me, and hugged me tightly. When she pulled back, her smile was even more beautiful, and she took Mark’s hand. That was the first family hug I’d ever had.

They led me to a huge room my new room. Sunlight filtered through the leaves of a tree outside, casting soft, golden patterns on the walls. The room was silent, but not the cold, empty silence I was used to. This silence felt warm, comforting. I stood there for five minutes, staring at the bed, while Mark and Katya watched from the doorway. Eventually, they left, and I was alone.

I could hear them talking downstairs. Katya sounded overjoyed, her voice bubbling with excitement as she listened to Mark’s explanation. I sat on the bed, which felt like it was made of clouds. I’d never felt so comfortable. I collapsed onto it, sinking into the softness, as Mark tried to explain to Katya that I wasn’t actually a girl. Though surprised, she didn’t seem to mind. They were both happy, and for the first time, I think I shared that feeling too.

The days passed one after another as I adapted to my new life. Everything was so different that it was hard to get used to no longer being with my classmates, having a room all to myself, and receiving all of Katya’s attention during the day. She was always by my side, whether I was studying, watching TV, or reading. She never bothered me; she was kind and respectful, just like Mark. He, on the other hand, would take me to play in the yard or the park whenever he could.

Little by little, I settled into this new routine. After a month, I took an entrance exam for the first year of high school. Though it was mostly a formality given how well-connected my new family was the result was surprising: 9.8.

Mark and Katya were overjoyed. Their affection seemed endless, both emotionally and materially. As a reward for my grade, they gave me a brand-new, state-of-the-art phone and a beautiful laptop.

School itself wasn’t difficult for me. What I found harder was socializing. It wasn’t that I was a misfit; I was just quiet and slow to form friendships. That was one of the reasons my tutors were called to school for that and another situation.

Katya showed up on time, dressed casually but beautifully as always. She wore a gray blouse with black leggings and over-the-knee boots, her hair tied back in a ponytail. Seeing her in the administration hallway made me feel horrible. This was my fault.

-Don’t worry, love. Everything will be fine -she said, holding my hand and reassuring me with a gentle smile.

Katya was ready to fight tooth and nail for me, but the psychologist’s words caught her off guard. While there was nothing inherently wrong I had good grades and was slowly improving my relationships with my classmates the teachers were concerned about my demeanor and the way I expressed myself in writing. I remembered Mark’s words: maybe it wasn’t normal for a child to be so mature and emotionally reserved.

The recommendations were simple: engage in age-appropriate activities, encourage socializing with classmates, and make friends. But the news hit Katya hard. Her wine glasses became a regular part of her lunches, and I overheard her talking to Mark, her voice tinged with worry. I felt like I’d failed them, like I wasn’t the child they’d hoped for.

I was so sorry for causing trouble, but when I apologized, they only seemed sadder. I didn’t know what to do.

Despite my efforts, I couldn’t improve the situation much. My classmates remained just that classmates. I had no real friends. Mark often expressed regret for not being able to spend more time with me, and Katya spent some nights crying. It wasn’t just about me; I also overheard her grieving for the little girl she had lost.

I began to feel like it was all my fault. If only I had been born a girl, maybe everything would have been better for them. After all, that’s what Mark had said when we first met. The weight of that thought pressed heavily on me, and I didn’t know how to make things right.


The decision

One night, while Mark was away at a business meeting and Katya sat drinking wine as she watched the rain, I slipped out of my room and quietly made my way to the closed door down the hall. I had been inside the room before, but only in their company never alone. It wasn’t that they had forbidden me; I simply respected their mourning and understood how much they cherished the memory of their daughter.

But tonight, I had a plan. I was terrified it might make everything worse, but there was also a chance it could bring Katya some happiness.

I stepped inside and silently searched the closet. My eyes fell on an outfit: a pink plaid jacket paired with a pleated skirt, perfect for a young lady. In the drawers, I found white stockings, and in the mirrored cabinet, a pale pink headband. When I opened the shoe cabinet, I discovered a pair of pink sneakers with a thick heel and a thin strap, along with a matching pink purse.

Putting everything on was a bit of a challenge. The stockings took me forever I didn’t want to ruin them. But when I finally finished, I stood in front of the mirror and looked at myself. I found pink lipstick, brushed my hair, and secured the headband. The transformation was complete.

The truth was, my features were delicate, and in those clothes, I looked like a girl ready to attend a formal party with her parents.

My heart felt like it was about to burst out of my chest as I walked down the stairs. I moved slowly, careful not to trip in those unfamiliar shoes. My posture was stiff, but I was determined. I was doing this because I wanted the people who had adopted me to be happy, I wanted her to be happy.

I hesitated as I approached the kitchen light. Katya’s back was turned, and it didn’t seem like she was going to notice me on her own. So, I took a deep breath and called out to her.

-Mom -I said as sweetly as I could-, I want us to watch a movie together.

Katya turned, her eyes widening in surprise. I had never called her before. When she saw me standing there, dressed as I was, tears immediately filled her eyes. She rushed over and hugged me tightly, and we both cried for what felt like minutes. She called me sweetheart, and I called her mom.

We went to the living room, where she gently wiped my tears. We watched a movie together, her arms wrapped around me, her lips occasionally brushing my forehead. In that moment, I realized I had never been so happy in my entire life.

The next day, Katya carefully stored the clothes I had worn, handling them with great care and affection. She thanked me profusely for the gesture but assured me it wasn’t necessary and apologized if it had made me feel uncomfortable in any way.

As more days passed, things continued to improve. I had come to truly recognize Mark and Katya as my parents. While the first time I called him dad wasn’t as emotional as when I called Katya mom, his face still lit up with joy. Slowly but surely, I was settling into my new life.

But then came another night when Katya sat crying, a glass of wine in her hand. There had been moments like this before, and though I wanted to cheer her up, I could still feel the weight of her sadness. Determined to help, I returned to the closed room. This time, I chose a black blouse paired with a white jacket and a matching tubular skirt. Booties and a white headband completed the outfit. I felt more confident this time.

I walked into the kitchen, where Katya sat, and gently said,

-Mom, put that cup down.

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with a wistful smile.

-You don’t have to do this, sweetheart -she said, her voice soft but tinged with guilt-. We’re supposed to be your parents. We’re supposed to take care of you, not the other way around. I know this must be a hassle for you.

-I don’t care -I said firmly-. It’s just clothes. It’s the same as wearing pants and t-shirts. I don’t mind, and if it makes my mom happy, then I’m happier too.

She hugged me tightly, and we talked more about it, though we didn’t come to a clear conclusion. As I had told her, I truly was indifferent. Sure, I could feel the difference between one type of clothing and another, but in the end, it didn’t really matter to me.

That situation happened a couple more times. She even promised to put her wine glasses away so I wouldn’t feel the need to dress like that. But I held my ground. I knew that even if she cut back on the wine, her melancholy would still linger. And if spending evenings with her “daughter” brought her joy, then I was happy to do it.

-That day at the orphanage -I told her-, when Dad asked me my name, I said I didn’t have one and that I’d be happy to use whatever name he chose. I was indifferent then, and I feel the same way now, Mom. I can wear the clothes you choose for me. I can be your daughter if you want me to, and I’d be very happy.

Those words made Katya pause. She began to reflect deeply, researching and reading extensively on the subject. She even found some tests and activities to help explore the topic further. We talked about it over and over, openly and honestly. For my part, I also started researching transsexuality, trying to understand myself and the situation better.

I overheard her one day asking Mark how he felt about the possibility of raising me as a woman. To my relief, it didn’t seem to bother him. He promised to support me in whatever I needed and even admitted that my feminine traits didn’t surprise him.

I understood the situation well. It was a delicate balance, but I was aware that my parents had adopted me, in part, to heal from the loss of their daughter. They might need me to fill that role, even if they didn’t say it outright. After more reading and reflection, I came to certain conclusions and decided to take matters into my own hands. I came up with a plan.

My parents had packed some clothes to donate to the orphanage. I rummaged through the boxes and found a black pleated skirt, a pair of sandals, and a wine-colored sleeveless turtleneck blouse. I quietly took them to my room, along with some cosmetics from my mother’s vanity.

On Saturday morning, before breakfast was served, I was already dressed and groomed like a proper young lady. I used my schoolmates as a reference, and the result was perfect.

When they called for breakfast, I walked into the dining room with a cheerful smile. I saw my parents’ eyes light up for a moment, and that made me smile genuinely.

-Mom, Dad -I said, sitting down at the table-, I have something to tell you.


Changes

That day, my speech shifted. I confessed that I liked dressing in feminine clothes though, in truth, I was indifferent and that I hadn’t dared to tell them before. I told them I hoped they would accept me knowing this, but that I would adapt to whatever they decided.

Both being open-minded, they didn’t find it troubling, but they wanted to understand what I truly wanted. Thanks to my research, I was able to answer their questions thoughtfully and confidently. I sat with my legs crossed, smiling and laughing as sweetly as I could, trying to show them I was comfortable in my own skin.

When they asked me to leave the clothes aside because they were meant to be donated, I even pouted a little, saying I really liked them and wanted to keep them. At first, Mark explained that we should help those who had less, but then Katya pulled him aside to the kitchen. I listened as they discussed the situation. Katya pointed out that this behavior was typical of someone my age.

-I think this is the first time I’ve seen him act like a teenager -she said-. Well, like a teenage girl. Maybe he didn’t do it before because he didn’t feel comfortable as a boy.

They talked more about it in private and eventually agreed to take the situation slowly. They wanted me to speak with a psychologist before making any final decisions, but in the meantime, I could continue with my routine as before with the added freedom to dress at home however I wanted.

However, as the days passed, an opportunity arose when my dad suggested we all go to the movies. I seized the moment and told them I wanted to go dressed as a girl. They hesitated, unsure if it was too soon, and wondered if it might be better to wait until after my first appointment with the psychologist.

-It’s okay -my mom finally said-. Maybe this experience will help him figure out what he really wants.

-You’re right -Dad replied-. She can always talk to the psychologist about it during her first appointment.

The outing itself wasn’t drastically different from many others except now, I was dressed as a girl. I tried my best to embody femininity, observing other girls and mimicking their mannerisms. My mother noticed, but she seemed to take it well, interpreting it as a genuine interest in learning and exploring.

After my appointment with the psychologist, where I shared details about my trip to the movies, the dress I bought at the plaza afterward, and how happy I felt in my new life, the doctor became convinced that I was truly a girl.

The following Monday, my treatment began. I would have weekly appointments with the psychologist, and I was also given some supplements nothing aggressive or drastic, just to help regulate and stabilize my hormonal flow.

I finished the school year at my current institution before transferring to a new one as a young lady as Angelina, the only daughter of the Betancourt couple, adopted after the tragic loss of their firstborn. My status as a transsexual was never a secret, and I embraced it fully.

There’s something I must confess I became a bit spoiled. Being the only daughter of a wealthy family, I was pampered constantly, and I fully embraced the role of a strawberry girl, girly, fashionable, and a little extravagant. The sadness and melancholy I once carried were gone. I was happy. I had my friends who are amazing, by the way and my parents adored me. I adored them too.

Though I had transformed into a beautiful young lady, I was still just as smart. I finished my homework quickly so I could go out with the girls. Those years were filled with joy, laughter, and a happiness I had never known before.

Of course, I wasn’t just adored by my parents my grandparents loved me dearly too. Even my aunt, who initially seemed a bit distant because I was adopted, quickly became a close friend. Though my parents sometimes got upset with her for giving me dresses or heels they didn’t approve of (even though they were absolutely divine), she understood that I was growing up. For my 15th birthday, she gifted me a stunning, shiny silver dress that reached mid-thigh. I kept it hidden in my closet so my parents wouldn’t get mad.

One day, while chatting with my aunt about clothes, she showed me her closet. She was single and had no interest in starting a family, so she spoiled me endlessly. Everything in that closet was breathtaking not the “good girl” clothes I usually wore, but the wardrobe of a confident, stylish woman. The dresses were at least a hand above the knee, with daring necklines and sexy cutouts. But one dress caught my eye: a velvety black dress with sheer sleeves and a sweetheart neckline.

-It’s beautiful! -I exclaimed, unable to contain my excitement.

-If it’s your style, niece -she said, laughing and placing her hands on my shoulders-, I’ll lend it to you whenever you want.

-Auntie -I said, looking at her earnestly-, you’re a sweetheart.

-My closet is your closet, my child -she replied with a warm smile.

-Though I don’t think I can wear everything you have here -I added, glancing at the more daring pieces.

-Do I give you bad advice? -she winked-. When you go out, wear something your parents will approve of, and then before the party, you can change into something more… you.

We both laughed, but then I grew quiet, my expression turning serious.

-It’s not just that, Auntie. It’s just that, well… you know -I said, feeling a little embarrassed as I sat down on the bed.

-What’s wrong, baby? -she asked, sitting beside me and placing a comforting hand on my shoulder.

-Those dresses, with those necklines… I can’t wear them -I admitted, my voice trembling slightly.

Tears blurred my vision as the weight of my thoughts spilled out. She hugged me tightly while I talked. I hadn’t fully realized it before, but I had initially decided to be a girl to make my parents happy. Now, though, I wanted to be a woman. I felt like they only wanted me to stay their little girl forever, but I wasn’t that anymore. Their little girl was growing up.


Bad attitude

I could talk like a girl, dress like one, and behave like one because that’s what I truly wanted. But unlike my friends, my body hadn’t matured in the same way. At first, I thought it wouldn’t matter to me, but now, seeing them, I realized what I truly desired.

-I want to be like you, Auntie -I said, looking into her eyes.

-Oh, precious girl, you are beautiful -she replied, gently wiping my tears-. Maybe we had our differences at first, but when I got to know you, I saw how much you love your parents and how, deep down, you’re a beautiful young woman.

-No -I said, my voice tinged with frustration-. I’m not a child anymore. I’m about to turn 16. I’m not a little girl. No one understands me. My parents still dress me like a doll, and Grandma treats me like I’m five years old.

-Oh, sweetheart -she said, pulling me into a hug-. You’re my beautiful niece, and we all love you so much. We’ll talk to your parents about how you feel. I’m sure they’ll support you. They need to understand that you’re growing up.

We got into her car, and on the way home, we listened to music we both loved. She encouraged me to sing along, trying to lift my spirits. It was so much fun spending time with her the hours flew by. When we arrived home, she was smiling, and I felt a little lighter.

-How did it go, baby? -my mom asked, placing her hand on my knee and smiling warmly.

-We had a great time, Mom -I said, though my eyes stayed downcast.

-What’s wrong, honey? -my dad asked, setting his book aside and leaning forward.

-There’s something Angelina wants to talk to you both about -my aunt said, giving my hand a reassuring squeeze.

The look on my mom’s face was hard to read beyond surprise or concern, there was something else, something deeper. My parents moved closer to me, their expressions softening, and as always, they were warm and understanding.

-It’s about my treatment -I said, feeling a little self-conscious-. I’ve already talked to the psychologist and the endocrinologist. I asked them, and they think I’m old enough to start hormone therapy for breast development.

-But you’re still too young -my mom said gently-. Wait a little longer, give your body time. If you still feel the same way at 18, we can look at alternatives.

-I’m not a little girl anymore -I said, my voice rising with frustration-. You don’t want to see it. You want me to stay your little girl forever, but all my friends are growing up, and I’m not.

-Did you put these ideas in her head? -my mom snapped, turning to my aunt-. Ever since you started taking her shopping, she’s been more rebellious and dressing more like you.

-What the hell, sister? -my dad interjected, his voice sharp-. I’m sorry, but what the hell? Don’t drag me into this argument about clothes. We don’t all want to dress like elementary school principals.

-Go to… -my mom started, then took a deep breath-. I’ll be clear: I don’t like the ideas you’re giving my daughter.

-But they’re not even my ideas -my aunt shot back-. The girl has grown up, and if she had the confidence to tell me, it’s because she feels like she’s not being heard.

-We’ve always supported her, from day one -my mom said, her voice firm but tinged with frustration-. I just don’t want her to rush. Everything in its own time. But between all the media and her aunt dressing like that, she gets confused and wants to speed things up.

-All my friends already look like women except me. I still look and dress like a girl. And even though everyone at school is nice, the truth is, I’m falling behind. I thought you’d support me, but I see you don’t -I said, tears streaming down my face as I ran to my room.

-Angelina -my mom called after me, her voice filled with sadness.

-Let her go -my dad said quietly-. She’s at that age.

-Do you really want me to just leave her alone? -my aunt demanded, her voice rising.

-A few years ago, we would’ve given anything for her to have these outbursts and stop behaving like a robot, pardon the words. But maybe Irina is right. Partly right.

-How cute, Mark -my mom said sarcastically, crossing her arms.

-I know she’s your daughter, and I shouldn’t interfere, but I love that young lady very much. It hurts me to see her so sad -my aunt said, her voice softening.

-That’s what she has her mother for -my mom snapped, her anger flaring again-. I don’t want you to keep being a bad influence on her. You know she’s a special case, and we do everything to protect her.

-And that’s why you should understand that she’s going to grow in a special way. That’s why she has her therapy and treatment, isn’t it? You should consider that before closing yourselves off to her needs.

-We appreciate your concern, Irina -my dad said, his tone calm but firm-. We’ll take it into account. We’re grateful that you’re close to Angelina and that she trusts you. But we’ll figure out how to help her, so don’t worry.

-It’s a difficult age. Rebelliousness is normal. But you know that, despite all the pampering, she’s a very intelligent young woman. Give her some credit.

-We know -my mom said, her voice softening slightly-. We’ll talk to her and the doctors. You’ve actually been very mature about this, Irina. It seems Angelina has been a good influence on you.

-How funny, Mark -my aunt replied, her tone light but with a hint of sarcasm.

I was glued to my door, listening to everything. When my mom came upstairs to bring me dinner, she still seemed upset. I pretended to be asleep and didn’t answer. She quietly entered, placed a tray on my table, gently caressed my hair, and kissed my forehead before leaving.

The next day, I felt a little remorseful. I remembered the first time my mom had kissed my forehead, how safe and loved it had made me feel. But now, it seemed like she didn’t understand me. Maybe she was just jealous that I had a good relationship with her sister. I mentioned the argument briefly to my friends because they noticed I was sad, but I didn’t go into details. They assumed it was about a dress my aunt had given me, and I didn’t correct them.

For the next three days, I barely spoke to my parents. It made them sad, but I stayed firm in my position or at least I tried to. That resolve wavered one afternoon when I saw my mom standing by the window, a glass of wine in her hand, staring out at nothing. The sight felt like a stake through my heart.

I locked myself in my room and cried. It felt like, for a moment, I had forgotten how much I loved my parents. I thought that if they had adopted a “real” girl, they wouldn’t have these problems. I cursed everything myself, the situation, the world. Overwhelmed by guilt and anger, I grabbed a pair of scissors, my mind clouded with thoughts of hurting myself.

But before I could do anything, my mom burst into the room and stopped me with a hard slap. Her eyes weren’t filled with hatred, just a deep, aching mix of sadness and helplessness.

-Don’t you ever think about doing something like that again -she said, her voice firm but trembling-. Not ever.

-I’m sorry, I’m so sorry -I sobbed, clinging to her chest-. I just wanted to make you happy. Forgive me for not being the daughter you deserve.

-Angelina -she said, her voice rising slightly but softening as she cupped my face-. You are perfect. Listen to me, down to the smallest detail I wouldn’t change a single thing about you. You’re the most beautiful thing that could’ve come into our lives. We love you more than you can imagine. I’m sorry if I got jealous of my sister, but it hurt me that you didn’t come to me first.

-I knew you’d say no -I admitted, my voice breaking-. And I didn’t have the courage to say anything to you. Forgive me.

-There’s nothing to forgive -she said, gently wiping my tears-. It’s just that… -she paused, her voice softening as she caressed my face- I didn’t realize when my little girl grew up so much.


Crisis

The following sessions with the psychologist were attended by both of my parents. After some analysis, my medication was adjusted, and the results were quite positive. With the reinforced therapy, my mood improved significantly. Additionally, my mom updated part of my wardrobe, choosing pieces that were youthful but still had a girly touch.

When it was time to discuss the topic that had sparked all of this, I overheard my mom making a call the day before the appointment.

-Tomorrow is Angelina’s appointment -she said, her tone serious-. I wanted you to come with us. No, I wanted to invite you. Okay? See you then.

The first glances between my mom and aunt were a bit tense, but as we drove and they began to talk, their differences smoothed out. By the time we arrived at the office, they seemed much more relaxed.

-Is it safe? It’s not dangerous, right? -my mom asked, looking directly into my eyes-. I’m sorry, I’m just worried about my little girl.

-She’s no longer a child. It’s normal for someone her age to be concerned about her appearance -the psychologist replied calmly-. She’s young, but because of the adjustments we’ve made to her medication, I think we can increase the dosage slightly next month. And perhaps, in a few months, we can consider the breast augmentation procedure. Typically, development concludes around age 24, and that’s when we can discuss implants. But for now, these changes should be enough to help her feel more comfortable in her body.

-Would that help her to…? -my aunt gestured to her own chest-. You know.

-Irina -my mom said, her tone warning but not harsh.

-It’s not magic -the psychologist explained-, but based on what I’ve observed and the reports from her sessions, I think this is exactly what she needs. In her particular case, it’s the best course of action. Female hormones can redistribute body fat, leading to changes like increased hip and breast development.

I sighed and brought my hand to my lips, feeling a mix of relief and nervousness. My mom squeezed my hand reassuringly.

-Of course, we need to be aware that there are several side effects, both desired and undesired -the psychologist added.

-Negative effects? -my mom asked, her voice tinged with worry.

-Weight gain and mood swings are common side effects -the psychologist explained-, so it’s important to monitor the treatment closely. Ultimately, the choice is yours, young lady.

I looked down at my hands, held tightly by my mom and aunt. My eyes wandered to my outfit: the black skirt that ended just above my knees, the natural-colored stockings that made my legs shine, the platform sneakers my aunt had gifted me, and the pale pink nail polish I loved so much. This wasn’t about making anyone else happy anymore, it was about me. I was a young lady, and I knew this journey wouldn’t be easy. I’d have to commit fully to my treatment, but I felt confident because I had my family’s support.

Though I understood what the doctor said that it wasn’t magic I couldn’t shake the hope that the treatment, both medical and psychological, would bring quick changes. I dreamed of soon becoming a young woman, just like my friends. But the truth was, it wasn’t until the sixth month that the changes began to show. My skin felt different softer, smoother and though it wasn’t drastic, my hips and bust had started to fill out.

During my sessions with the psychologist, I also realized I’d become quite a capricious child. Now, like my body, I need to mature. Deep down, I’d always been a bit of a softie with certain tastes, but I tried to shed some of that childishness. Of course, the hormones didn’t make it easy there were days when I felt everything so intensely that all I could do was cry.

During my appointments with the psychologist, I hardly talked about the topics that mattered most. In fact, I often went to the office with a certain apathy, maybe because my mom had insisted on the sessions, and they hadn’t been my idea. The truth is, there were times when I just wanted to rebel against everyone. I did bring this up with the psychologist, and it became the focus of our first few sessions.

As time went on, I found myself becoming unbearable. Without realizing it, I had grown ruder to my mom. Even my aunt complained about my behavior, but my response was always the same pushing her away in the process. It got to the point where my dad decided to sit me down and talk to me about my attitude. I stubbornly held onto the idea that I was right and everyone else was wrong.

-You know -he said, his tone serious-, not too long ago, you were very close to your mom. You did everything to make her happy. At first, I even thought you dressed the way you did just to get closer to her that you liked when she brushed your hair and treated you so sweetly. But it’s clear to me now that things have changed a lot. You’re grounded.

-I hate you! You too, everyone! -I shouted angrily before storming off to my room.

But after a few hours, I went downstairs to apologize. The truth was everyone in the family had been incredibly understanding about my radical mood swings. Luckily, after another two months, my emotions seemed to stabilize, and I was no longer grounded. I could go out with my friends again. I was close to starting high school, and it seemed like everyone in my group had different schools in mind. I’d be starting this new academic stage alone, and the thought terrified me.

Talking to my psychologist about my fears helped me ground my thoughts. She reminded me that high school would be different, no professors constantly watching over me, and with that freedom came the risk of encountering cruelty, something I was deeply afraid of.

-You’re a pretty girl, Angelina -she told me-. Since you were little, you’ve had delicate features, and with your parents’ support, your transition has been handled in the best way possible. But not everyone is so lucky. Many girls like you can’t start their treatment until they’re adults, and they endure very difficult years until then and even after. Yet, no matter how feminine or pretty you look, you’ll still encounter people who won’t understand and will be cruel. The next stage of your life won’t be easy, but growing up, unfortunately, hurts.

Those weeks leading up to high school were filled with anxiety. While the school authorities had no issue with my condition, I had no idea how my classmates would react. In middle school, it was a small group, and everyone had been kind. Now, I didn’t know what to expect. Even something as simple as using the bathroom felt like it could become an ordeal.

I knew it wouldn’t be easy, but I had the support of my family and my friends, even if they weren’t at the same school. From the first day, I was open about my transition with all my classmates. That raised a lot of eyebrows, and it didn’t take long for whispers about “the trans girl” to spread through the halls. My group of friends became famous or infamous for the same reason.


New school

As with the start of any school year, people introduced themselves, sharing a bit about where they came from and what they wanted to study. In my case, I was shy and nervous. I didn’t know anyone, and the fear of discrimination lingered just beneath the surface.

After the first two classes, there was a recess. I stayed seated at my desk, checking my phone. I had messages from my mom and aunt, full of encouragement, which helped ease my nerves a little.

-You look pretty in that skirt -a boy said, his tone hard to read.

-Don’t bother her -a girl interjected, stepping in-. How old are you, anyway?

-What? -he grimaced-. I’m not… bah, forget it.

-Don’t mind him -the girl said, sitting down next to me-. I’m Skye. Nice to meet you.

-Angelina -I replied, still a bit puzzled.

-Your story is really sweet, my friend -Skye said, placing her hand gently on my forearm-. But life isn’t a fairy tale. You’re going to run into a lot of idiots like that.

-I didn’t do anything wrong -the boy called out from a distance.

-For starters, mind your own business -Skye shot back.

I noticed most of the room was looking at me. Some were whispering, and I felt overwhelmed. I needed air, so I stepped outside. My head was spinning, and I felt a headache coming on, along with a wave of nausea. I hurried to the bathroom. After washing and drying my hands, I pressed the back of my left hand to my forehead. It felt warm.

-You’re in the wrong bathroom, my friend -a boy said as he walked out, barely stopping to throw the comment over his shoulder.

-Damn it -I muttered, licking my lips nervously before leaving the bathroom.

When I got back to class, everyone fell silent as they turned to look at me. My cheeks burned, and I quickly took my seat, feeling like I was sinking into the bench. For a moment, I thought I might cry, but I managed to hold it together.

When classes ended, I still felt like a freak. My parents and aunt had offered to pick me up, but I told them I’d rather take a cab. I didn’t want to bother them, and I also wanted to start learning to be more independent to move around on my own. I was still lost in those thoughts when the sound of a car horn made me turn around.

-Hey -the same guy who had bothered me earlier called out-. Where are you headed? I’ll give you a ride.

-No, thanks -I said sharply-. My parents taught me not to get into cars with strangers.

-Ridiculous -he muttered, then raised his voice-. We’re classmates. I introduced myself in, like, four different classes. I’m Dylan, in case you weren’t paying attention.

-Thank you, Dylan -I replied, keeping my tone firm-, but I’d rather go alone.

-Suit yourself -he said, clearly irritated-. I don’t beg anyone, even if they’re pretty.

He started his car and drove off down the avenue. His last words stuck with me, but I brushed them off. He’s just trying to bother me, I thought. I didn’t give it much more thought and soon hailed a cab to head home. As I looked out the window, I sighed deeply.

-Hey, girl -the driver said after a moment of silence-. Can I tell you something?

-Sure -I replied, a bit defensive-. Did I do something to bother you?

-Not at all, miss -he said quickly-. But I still want to apologize for what I’m about to say. I can tell from your voice that you’re… special.

-Yes, I’m trans -I said, my tone a bit apathetic.

-It’s not my intention to offend you -he said quickly-. In fact, I wanted to ask because my son is gay, and I worry about him when he goes out. The group of cab drivers I work with is discrimination-free. If you’d like, you can call us anytime you need safe transportation.

He handed me a card. It had the letters LGBT on it, along with a rainbow emblem.

-Wow -I exclaimed, genuinely touched-. Thank you so much.

-You’re welcome, girl. Take care of yourself there are a lot of crazies out there -he said as he pulled up to my house and parked.

I smiled, paid the fare, and added a generous tip. The gesture was really kind, though it made me realize how little I’d thought about these things before. I rarely went out alone I was always with my family, and I’d never really considered myself part of the LGBT community. That thought lingered in my mind all night.

That afternoon, my family kept asking me about school. They were excited but also clearly worried. I didn’t mention the misunderstandings or the awkward moments. Instead, I focused on the subjects and teachers, avoiding the topic of my classmates. Though, thinking about it, Skye might end up being the only friend I’d make there. She was sweet and kind, but the hostility from the others still weighed heavily on me.

The next day, I dressed up for school again. I always liked to look pretty, but comfort was also a priority. I wore a cozy sweater for the weather and a denim skirt that ended just above the knee, paired with sneakers in case I had to walk more. My makeup was light, with just a touch of gloss on my lips.

When I walked into the classroom, the same awkward silence greeted me. I sighed and took my seat, pulling out my notebooks. I couldn’t help but wonder if this was going to be my life from now on. It would definitely be an interesting topic to bring up with my psychologist. But, as she had told me, not everyone was going to like me, and that was okay.

By the time I got to my last class, I was debating whether to try taking public transportation. Some classmates had mentioned that a bus would drop me off close to home, and I’d only have to walk a couple of blocks. But the thought made me nervous, so I ended up calling the cab driver from the day before. He was just as kind as I remembered and took me home without a hitch.


Discoveries

-Am I imagining things, or was that the same cab as yesterday? -my mom asked as I walked in.

-It’s from a group of cab drivers who give safe rides to people from the… -I lowered my voice- LGBT community.

-Oh -my mom paused, unsure how to react-. Well, that’s pretty cool, isn’t it?

-Yeah, very -I said, feeling a bit awkward.

-I don’t understand why people make such a big deal out of it -my dad chimed in-. It’s not like it’s a bad thing. I’ve even told some people at work that my daughter is part of the community.

-Mark -my mom said, her tone a mix of surprise and warning.

-What? It’s the truth. Angelina has always presented herself as a trans woman. She’s been pretty transparent about it -he said, smiling at me and meeting my eyes.

-Dad, please -I said, pouting.

-Sorry, bad joke -he laughed-. But seriously, I don’t get what all the fuss is about. To be honest, I don’t even know why we haven’t gone to a Pride march in June.

-What are you talking about? -my mom asked, raising an eyebrow.

-Our daughter is trans, and we support her. It’s common at those marches. A regional manager at work always goes with his son. There’s nothing wrong with it. In fact, I think if we’d gone before, Angelina might feel safer going out alone.

-Well, I don’t like the idea -my mom said, a bit annoyed-. When she’s 17, I’ll buy her her own car so she won’t have to deal with any of this.

-Public transportation isn’t torture, Katya -my dad said, his tone calm but firm-. It’s something we all face sooner or later.

-Don’t you care about your daughter? -my mom shot back, her voice rising.

-Our daughter is the most valuable thing in my life -he replied, his voice steady-. And I didn’t want to say this in front of her, but you’re treating her like a little girl again. She’ll be 18 before we know it, and if we keep overprotecting her, she won’t be ready for the world.

-I don’t want anything to happen to my Angelina -my mom said, pulling me into a tight hug.

-I know, love -my dad said gently-. But there are things we can’t protect her from. You can’t fix a broken heart, for example. Someday, she’s going to fall in love, and you know as well as I do that relationships can hurt.

-You’re insufferable -my mom said, though her tone had softened.

-But I’m right -my dad replied calmly-. Let Angelina make her own decisions. If she wants to learn to drive, I’ll teach her myself on the weekends. If she wants to use the cab, she can come and go every day if she prefers. And if she wants to take the bus… well, she’ll learn to deal with it.

My mom couldn’t argue against my dad’s words. As hard as it was, she had to understand that this was part of my growth. And this time, I had to understand it too. I wasn’t a spoiled child anymore, someone who could be satisfied with a tantrum. My parents couldn’t be glued to me every day of my life.

Those sessions with the psychologist became a relief for me. I really needed to talk to someone about everything happening in my life. Even though I talked to my friends from middle school or my aunt almost every day, there were certain topics I preferred to discuss with my therapist like the changes in my body and, especially, how the comments and looks from my classmates made me feel.

Late in the semester, I arrived at class one day and overheard my classmates talking about me. I paused outside the door, leaning against it, before gathering the courage to walk in.

-I don’t know, Dylan -a girl said-. She seems kind of stuck-up.

-Well, she’s a strawberry girl -Dylan replied-. Her parents have always given her everything. She’s pretty spoiled, but I don’t think she’s a bad person.

-Look who’s talking -another boy chimed in, laughing.

-Oh, calm down -Dylan shot back-. Everyone here is a good person. Well, you know what I mean.

-You can see she only talks to Skye -the girl added-. Maybe if you invite her first, she’ll warm up to the rest of us.

-Gaby, that’s a good idea -Dylan said, sounding more animated-. My mom told me to invite the whole group over, and I think it’s a good chance for all of us to get along.

-We already get along fine -Gaby said, raising her voice slightly-. It’s just her who doesn’t want to get close to anyone. Not like we’re going to do anything to her, geez.

-Miss Drama -Lucas teased, laughing.

-Oh, shut up, Lucas -Gaby snapped-. I don’t have anything against her. You know how I am.

-A girl with the mouth of a truck driver? -Lucas teased.

-Jerk -Gaby shot back.

I stepped away quietly and waited a few minutes before entering the classroom. When they saw me, they fell silent, huddling together and continuing their conversation in hushed tones. But I couldn’t help the small smile that crept onto my face as I sat down and started writing in my notebook.

I was excited to tell my psychologist about what I’d overheard. I’d been to Halloween parties before, but this one would be with people I didn’t usually talk to. Honestly, the idea made me feel a little giddy.

The following week, Skye approached me during lunch to tell me about the same gathering.

-And they didn’t just invite me they want you to come too, as my friend -she said, her tone casual but hopeful-. I know you don’t really get along with them, but it could be fun. I mean, I get it if…

-Sure -I interrupted with a smile-. It’ll be fun.

-Wow -Skye said, her eyes widening in surprise-. That was way easier than I expected.

-Why do you say that? -I asked, tilting my head.

-Well, you know… first impressions weren’t the best, and there’s definitely some distance. But overall, they’re a good group, and I’m glad you’re joining.

-Hey, Skye, one more thing -I said, hesitating for a moment.

-Sure, friend. What’s up? Do you need help with your costume?

-Maybe that too -I laughed-. But actually, I wanted to ask how you’re getting home. I’ve seen you take the bus on the avenue, and I think that one drops me off close to my place. Could I come with you?

-Of course! Where do you live?


The invitation

Although I was accompanied by my friend and the bus ride was relatively quick, I finally understood what my dad meant about the “suffering” of public transportation. Still, as I walked home, I felt the warmth of the sun on my face and a light breeze brushing through my hair. It was a beautiful afternoon. I hugged my backpack and walked home cheerfully, eager to tell my mom about the invitation.

-But will their parents be there? -my mom asked, her brow furrowed-. I know they’re young, but it’s not right for them to be unsupervised. I don’t know, Angelina…

Just then, my dad walked in from work.

-Dad! -I exclaimed-. Tell Mom to let me go to a Halloween party.

-Is it with people from your school? -he asked, setting his bag down.

-Yes, a classmate invited the whole group.

-Then it’s no problem -he said, shrugging.

-You’re impossible -my mom said, crossing her arms-. But listen, Angelina, don’t drink anything they offer you. They might put something in the soda. And no alcohol you’re not old enough, and you’ve never had a drink before. And the boys… oh God, Mark, Angelina can’t… what if…

-Calm down, love -my dad interrupted, placing a hand on her shoulder-. She knows that if she gets drunk, I’ll ground her for two months. She’ll come home early, she’ll let us know when she gets there and when she’s coming back. Everything will be fine.

-What, you’re not worried about some guy getting too close to your daughter? -my mom said, her voice rising.

-I was trying to avoid thinking about that, thank you -my dad replied, his tone dry-. But you’re right. Angelina can’t have a boyfriend until she’s 18.

-Oh my God, it’s your boyfriend’s party? -my dad said, turning to me with a mock-serious expression-. Forget it. After the party, you’re grounded for three months.

-Dylan is not my boyfriend -I said, my face heating up-. I’m not even interested in boys.

-Then why are you so red? -he teased.

I stormed off to my room while my parents continued talking. I wasn’t really angry I just didn’t want them to see me with my face as red as a tomato. In my room, I hugged a pillow and threw myself onto my bed. My dad was such a fool. How could he say those things?

The truth was, I’d never really thought about boys in that way before. When my friends talked about crushes or relationships, I never joined in. Although I did remember one boy in middle school who was always very attentive. My friends said he liked me, and it made me blush just like now.

-Have you thought about your costume? -my mom asked, sitting on the edge of my bed and stroking my hair-. You could be the princess from your favorite movie.

-No -I shook my head-. My classmates… they already think I’m spoiled because of some of my gestures.

-Well, it’s not your fault their parents don’t love them as much as we love you -she said, half-joking.

-Mom! -I laughed, rolling my eyes.

-I’m sorry, you know how I am -she said, gently caressing my cheek-. Maybe we can go shopping and find something nice for the occasion. But let’s not involve your aunt I’m terrified just thinking about the costume she’d pick for you.

-I told you first -I said, taking her hand-. This is something for us, mother and daughter.

She hugged me tightly, and I felt her warmth and love.

-Besides -I added with a smirk-, you wouldn’t give me permission if it wasn’t something you approved of.

That week was incredibly exciting for me. My psychologist reminded me not to get too carried away, but I couldn’t help it. Some of my classmates, after finding out I was going to the party, started talking to me more normally, and that had me completely spellbound.

At one point, when Dylan stood up to present something in class, I couldn’t help but glance at him from time to time. Now that I was paying attention, I noticed he was quite handsome. His square jaw and youthful features made a striking combination. When our eyes met, I immediately looked away, my face turning red again.

That afternoon, while I was waiting for the bus with Skye, Dylan pulled up in his car. He looked at us, smiled, and raised his eyebrows a few times.

-So, girls, I’m heading downtown to do some shopping for the party. If it works, I can give you a ride.

Skye glanced at me, and I stared at the ground while she played with one foot, hesitating.

-I feel bad for her, but… let’s go -Skye finally said.

When Skye moved to take the passenger seat, I noticed Dylan subtly gesturing to her, and she quickly slid into the back instead. I was dying of embarrassment, barely daring to look at him. When Skye got out at her stop, my heart raced.

-I know we started off on the wrong foot -Dylan said, breaking the silence-, but I’m not an idiot. That’s why I wanted to invite you to my party personally.

-Yes -I said shyly, tugging at the hem of my skirt-. Skye told me about it.

-Yeah -he nodded-, but I think I should’ve invited you myself from the beginning, not through her. I don’t want you to think it was just out of obligation. I really do want you to come. Plus, I’m curious about what costume you’ll wear.

-You’re very kind -I said, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear-. And of course, I’ll come. I’m really excited about it. What are you dressing up as?

-I was thinking of something like an interstellar soldier from a video game. You probably don’t know it, but maybe you’ve seen it. Blue armor with a polarized visor. But I think I’ll go with something simpler.

-Of course I know it -I said quickly, surprising myself-. I’m a fan of those games.

-Really? -he laughed-. Okay, then. What about you? Fairy tale princess?

-No -I said flatly, though I couldn’t help smiling.

-Okay -he chuckled-. It’s just that I thought you’d look cute like that. But honestly, I think you’ll look cute in whatever costume you choose.


Waiting

When I got out of the car, my face was burning red. As I shook Dylan’s hand, he leaned in out of habit, I think and kissed me on the cheek to say goodbye. I stammered a quick goodbye and hurried toward the house, my heart racing. Behind me, I heard the car door close and the engine start as he drove away.

When I reached the front door, I found my dad standing there, his arms crossed and his eyes sharp, like he hadn’t blinked the entire time.

-Don’t tell Mom, please -I said, my breath hitching.

-That’s the least of your problems -he replied, his voice low but firm-. I need the name and address of the guy who brought you home.

-What? Why? -I asked, my voice trembling.

-Because I’m going to kill him personally for putting his lips on my daughter.

-It was just a kiss on the cheek -I said, my face flushing even deeper as I looked down.

He sighed, holding back a few sharp breaths before looking at me again.

-Cynical. You don’t even deny it.

We walked into the house, my dad striding ahead with his back straight and me trailing behind, feeling like I’d just been caught in the act.

-Hello, my loves -my mom called from the kitchen-. How did it go?

-Some of us had a better day than others -my dad said, glancing back at me with a pointed look.
-Something’s wrong? -my mom asked, her eyes narrowing.

-Angelina is grounded until she’s 30 -my dad said flatly.

My mom looked at me, puzzled.

-A classmate from school brought me home -I explained, my voice barely above a whisper.

-But tell her, tell her what you did -my dad insisted, his tone sharp.

-Nothing! He just kissed me on the cheek, and Dad saw us -I said, my face burning.

-I see -my mom sighed, shaking her head-. Oh, Mark, and you say I overprotect her.

-You weren’t there -my dad said, plopping down on the couch-. You didn’t see how he looked at her.

-We know she’s growing up, and things like this are going to happen -my mom said, trying to reason with him.

-Don’t try to turn this around -my dad shot back-. You’re always the one who doesn’t want anyone to touch her, and now you’re okay with her making out with some boy?

-Angelina - she looked at me - is that guy your boyfriend?

-No, he's the one throwing the party.

-And do you like him? - My father and I almost fell to the floor. - Be honest, it's okay.

No - I blushed again.

-As you said, Mark, she has to find her own way, and even if it hurts, we can't protect her from everything. We can't mend a broken heart, but we can support her no matter what.

-You are... you're only saying that because I told you before.

-Yes, indeed I am - my mother laughed. - And I'm sure that if I had seen her with that boy, we would have sent her to a boarding school by now. But I think it's time for both of us to stop overprotecting our little girl she's not a child anymore.

-I hate you - he said as my mother stood in front of him. - But who am I kidding? You're right. It's okay, daughter, you can go to your party. Nothing has changed.

-We only ask you to be as smart as you've always been. Don’t drink any alcohol, you’ll be old enough for that later. And if any boy wants to talk to you or dance, set your boundaries. You're still young, but there are things your classmates want to do, or are already doing, and...

-No - I cut him off. - I am not ready for this talk.

The rest of the afternoon, we kept circling around the topic. I promised them I wouldn’t do anything reckless, that I would check in with them regularly, and that if I needed anything, they could come pick me up from the party. The rules were clear, and I had no intention of breaking them. Strict as they were, they weren’t unfair. For a first night out, it seemed like the right thing to do.

Now, I only had to choose a costume with my mother. And although my father was dying of jealousy, as the days went by, he got over it and went back to being his usual self though he still insisted on threatening to kill anyone who approached me. Maybe I just needed to give him time.

-Well, since you don’t want to be a princess, how about a fairy? - said my mother.

-Mmm, I’m not convinced. Every year I’ve been sweet and tender I want something different this time.

-You are sweet and tender - my mother smiled - and there’s nothing wrong with that. But if you want to experiment, why not a witch or a vampire?

-That doesn’t sound bad, actually. We can look at some options and pick something nice.

The last few days passed painfully slowly. When the moment finally arrived, I ran home from school, eager to get ready for the party. My dad sat reading while my mom helped me with my costume, both of us excited. By the time we finished, I was thrilled with the result.

My parents drove me to Dylan’s house, where his mother greeted us at the door.

-Hello, welcome! Come in, I’m Grace.

-Thank you, Grace. We’re Angelina’s parents - said my mother. - We really appreciate the invitation. I’ll give you my number in case of any emergency.

-Of course, dear - she smiled at her.

-And you - she turned to me - behave yourself. Call me if anything happens.

-Listen to your mother - added my father, more concerned than anything else.

And with that, they left me alone. Dylan’s mom led me inside, where more than half of the guests had already arrived. As I stepped in, everyone turned to look at me. They didn’t recognize me right away. I simply smiled and went to greet them.


Afterword

Thank you for joining me on this journey of self-discovery, family, and acceptance. This story is just the beginning, there’s still much more to explore as Angelina steps into new experiences, friendships, and challenges. And what better way to embrace change than with a night of mystery and excitement? The adventure continues with the Halloween party, where unexpected encounters and new emotions await. I hope you’ll stay with me as Angelina’s story unfolds, because sometimes, the most magical transformations happen when we least expect them.
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