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Introduction

“He’s the only one I have. I can’t lose him. I’ll do anything, I’ll even transform into someone hotter than his girlfriend if I have to.”

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

∞∞∞

I thought that when my parents died, I’d turn into a strong and independent young man. However, my brother did a great job in taking over—causing me to become nothing but a needy boy. But that quickly changed when he moved overseas for his job, I was left with no one else but my best friend, Nash.

Nash was the perfect pal. He always made me feel like I could do anything. He was truly the wind beneath my wings. I thought that we were inseparable—that our friendship would never end.

Enter his whirlwind relationship with Emma and his impending proposal. At first, having her in our lives was okay, it was a cute change and she was a great addition to our dynamic. But then, she started becoming a threat… and I couldn’t let her destroy what Nash and I had.

SHE HAD TO GO.

I had to take my rightful place—while wearing the shortest dress and highest heels I could find in the mall.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to His Girl Bestfriend.


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

[image: A screenshot of a book  Description automatically generated]

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 COLD OCTOBER AIR bit at my skin as we stood in the graveyard, the scent of wet earth and decaying leaves a stark reminder of what the day commemorated. Eight years. Eight years since the car crash that took them away, leaving a void no amount of time could fill. Beside me, my best friend Nash stood like a lighthouse in the fog of my grief, his presence a constant comfort in the ever-changing landscape of my life.
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"I don't know what I'd do without you," I murmured, my breath forming small clouds in the chilly air. The words felt inadequate, a feeble attempt to encapsulate the depth of my gratitude.

Nash draped an arm around my shoulders, pulling me closer. His warmth seeped into my bones, a balm to the chill that wasn't just from the weather.

"You'll never have to find out, Bill. I'm here, always."

The reassurance, meant to comfort, only tightened the knot of insecurity in my stomach. Always was such a fragile concept, easily shattered by the slightest strain.

"Why isn't Carter here?" Nash's question sliced through my tangled thoughts, pulling me back to the cold reality of the graveyard.

Annoyance prickled at the back of my neck, a familiar bitterness blooming in my chest.
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"He probably forgot. Again." My voice was sharper than I intended, laced with years of accumulated neglect. "He's all about the money now. Doesn't even reply to texts as quickly as he used to." I kicked at a loose stone, watching it skitter across the graveled path. "What's so great about New York anyway?"

He sighed, a sound that carried a weight of unspoken words.

"He's still your brother, Bill. He took good care of you when your parents died."

"Yeah, but that shouldn’t have ended. I guess I’m only his brother when it's convenient for him." The words tasted sour on my tongue—the resentment that had been simmering inside me for years. Carter's departure for New York had left a chasm between us, one that seemed to widen with every missed call, every unanswered text.

I turned away from Nash, my gaze fixed on the gray expanse of sky above us. "It's just... I thought things would be different, you know?" My voice broke, betraying the turmoil I fought so hard to keep hidden.

"After mom and dad... I thought we'd stay closer. But it feels like I'm losing him too, just like I lost them."

The silence that followed was heavy, filled with the unspoken fears that lurked in the shadows of my thoughts. The fear of being left behind, of being forgotten. It clung to me like a second skin, a constant reminder of my own insecurities.

Nash's hand tightened on my shoulder, a silent vow of solidarity.
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"You're not losing me, Bill. I’m your best friend. Not now, not ever."

His words, sincere and steadfast, pierced the fog of my doubts, offering a glimmer of hope in the darkness. But even as his arm was around my shoulders, a part of me wondered if he was true to his words.

The thought was a bitter pill, a reminder of the precarious balance I navigated every day. In Nash's shadow, I was always teetering on the edge, caught between the comfort he gave me and the fear of being left again in the future.

The shrill ring of Nash's phone shattered the somber silence, a jarring intrusion in the sanctity of our grief. He flashed me an apologetic look, mouthing a 'sorry' before stepping away to answer the call. Left alone with my thoughts, the seeds of bitterness quickly took root, flourishing in the fertile ground of my resentment.

There, in front of the cold, unyielding stone that marked my parents' final resting place, I unleashed the darkness that churned inside me.
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"You left me too," I whispered, the words a venomous accusation aimed at the brother who had chosen ambition over blood. "Just like they did. You abandoned me to chase shadows in a city that doesn't know your name." The words tasted like ash, a bitter reminder of the void his departure had left in my life.

I imagined my words seeping into the soil, a dark confession to the only ones who could no longer turn away from me. My heart was a tangled mess of thorns and barbed wire, a fortress built to protect a fragile soul from the abandonment I feared above all.

When Nash returned, a smile played on his lips, a stark contrast to the turmoil that roiled within me. Curiosity piqued, I watched him, a question unspoken in my gaze.

"Emma," he said, his smile widening.

"The girl I've been chatting with on Tinder. She agreed to go out with me." His excitement was palpable, a bright spark in the dimness of our surroundings.

For a moment, I allowed myself to bask in his happiness, a fleeting reprieve from my own dark ruminations.

"That's great, Nash!" My attempt at enthusiasm felt strained, but genuine. His happiness mattered to me, perhaps more than it should.

He rubbed the back of his neck, his smile faltering.

"Yeah, but... what if she doesn't like me? You know, because I'm..." He trailed off, the unspoken words hanging between us like a specter.

"Because you're a bit on the chubby side?" I finished for him, my voice softer than before.
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"Nash, anyone worth your time will see you for who you are. Emma swiped right, didn't she? She's interested in you, not some airbrushed version of reality. Besides, you’re not that big and you have a handsome face."

He looked at me, uncertainty clouding his eyes, and I felt a surge of protectiveness.

"You're amazing, Nash. If she can't see that, she's not the one for you." The words felt heavy, laden with more emotion than I cared to examine too closely.

His smile returned, tentative but genuine. "Thanks, dude. I needed to hear that."

Watching him, a part of me ached with a longing I couldn't quite name. In his happiness, I saw the reflection of all that I yearned for but feared I would never find. The darkness within me stirred, a constant reminder of the barriers I erected to safeguard my fragile heart.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD MELTED away since Nash's revelation in the graveyard, and I found myself lost in the solace of my home studio, the one place where my chaotic thoughts could be silenced by the stroke of a brush. The canvas before me bore the image of a butterfly, its wings a kaleidoscope of colors that seemed too vibrant for the dull reality of my existence.
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It had just emerged from its cocoon, a symbol of transformation that I longed to understand on a personal level. "What should I call you?" I murmured, my gaze softening as I contemplated names that spoke of change and beauty.

The sound of laughter, light and unburdened, drifted up from the floor below, snapping me out of my reverie. Emma. Nash had mentioned he'd bring her home today to meet me. A pang of anxiety twisted in my gut, a familiar foe that whispered of inadequacies and judgments.

I glanced at my reflection in the mirror, scrutinizing the person who stared back. Paint stains marred my skin, a vision of the chaos that reigned in my heart.

“Shit!”

Frantically, I scrubbed at them, attempting to erase the evidence of my disorder, to present a semblance of normalcy.

As I made my way downstairs, the laughter grew louder, a beacon that guided me towards the inevitable meeting. Nash's eyes lit up when he saw me, a warmth in them that momentarily eased my racing heart.

"Bill, this is Emma," he introduced, his voice laced with an excitement that felt foreign to me.

Emma turned, and I was struck by her beauty. Blonde, with a smile that seemed to light up the room, she was everything I was not—cheerful, vibrant, a being of light amidst my shadows.
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"Hi, Bill! I've heard so much about you." Her voice was a melody, sweet and inviting.

"Nash told me you're the best artist in Wisconsin. By the way, I baked some lemon squares."

Her words, meant to flatter, only served to heighten my insecurity. The best artist? I doubted Nash had seen enough art to make that claim.

"Thank you, that's very kind of you," I managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

"And thank you for the lemon squares. That was thoughtful."

The ease with which she navigated the conversation, her lightness, only cast a starker contrast on the darkness within me. I felt like a moth drawn to her flame, knowing full well the danger that lurked in her warmth.

As we sat, the air filled with the scent of lemon and sugar, a sweetness that seemed at odds with the bitterness that often filled my thoughts. I watched Nash and Emma, their easy camaraderie a reminder of what I longed for but feared I could never truly possess.

Her presence, though unsettling, was a vivid reminder of the transformation I yearned for, a metamorphosis from the cocoon of my insecurities into something, someone, worthy of the light. Yet, as I listened to her laughter, watched the way she looked at Nash, a part of me recoiled, the darkness whispering that such brightness could never be meant for someone like me.

As we settled into the comfort of the living room, the lemon squares Emma brought served as a sweet prelude to the conversation that unfolded. She was eager, her eyes alight with the passion of someone who lived and breathed art in a way that was both admirable and, to me, slightly intimidating.

"So, Bill, Nash tells me you're quite the artist," Emma began, her tone teasing yet sincere. "I'm dying to know, who are your influences?"

The question, expected as it was, caught me off guard. I hesitated, the names of artists I admired swirling in my mind.
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"Well, I've always been drawn to the complexity of Frida Kahlo's work," I started, my voice steadier than I felt. "Her ability to convey pain and passion so vividly... it's something I aspire to in my own work."

Emma nodded, her interest genuine. "Kahlo's work is hauntingly beautiful. The raw emotion is palpable. And what about more contemporary artists?"

I took a moment, collecting my thoughts.

"I find myself inspired by the likes of Kehinde Wiley. His use of color and the way he recontextualizes classical poses with modern subjects... it's fascinating."

Her eyes sparkled with recognition and appreciation.

"Wiley's work is revolutionary, a vibrant blend of history and modernity. Have you ever experimented with incorporating historical elements into your own work?"

The conversation flowed, Emma's knowledge on the subject pushing me to delve deeper into my own thoughts and opinions on art. It was a dance of words, a back and forth that was as exhilarating as it was daunting.

"Actually, I've been exploring that in my latest series," I admitted, feeling a rare surge of confidence.

"I'm trying to blend traditional symbolism with modern narratives, to create something that speaks to the continuity of human experience."

"That sounds incredible," she enthused, leaning in. "Art is such a powerful medium for storytelling, isn't it? It transcends language and time, connecting us to the past while challenging us to think about the future."

Her words echoed my own beliefs, a mirror to the thoughts I often wrestled with in solitude. The discussion ventured into the technical, the philosophical, and the deeply personal aspects of art and creation.

Emma's insights on the evolving landscape of art curation and the challenges of balancing artistic integrity with public engagement added layers to the conversation I hadn't anticipated.

Then, like a misstep in a dance, she mentioned my parents. "Nash told me about what happened... I remember seeing it on the news years ago." Her voice was soft, tinged with a sympathy that felt like salt in an old wound.

Shock jolted through me, a sharp contrast to the sweetness lingering on my tongue. Annoyance simmered beneath the surface, a dark undercurrent to the placid mask I wore. I managed a tight smile, the effort it took monumental.

"Yeah, it was a long time ago," I said, my voice a controlled calm that belied the turmoil inside.

Her brows knit together, a shadow of regret passing over her features. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to bring up something so painful." Her apology was sincere, a balm that did little to soothe the sting of reopened scars.

[image: simple dinner table]

The rest of the meal passed in a blur, Emma's earlier vivacity dimmed by the misstep. When she announced her early departure, citing a busy day ahead, I could only muster a polite, "Thank you for the lemon squares. They were delicious."

After she left, the silence that settled was a stark contrast to the earlier animation. I turned to Nash, my frustration finding its voice.

"Why did you tell her about my parents?" My question was more an accusation, a release for the pent-up irritation.

Nash ran a hand through his hair, a gesture of unease.

"I didn't mean to. It just came up. I'm sorry." His apology was genuine, but it did little to quell the storm inside me.

"And? What do you think of her?" Nash's question was tentative, laced with an eagerness that tugged at my conscience.

"She's nice," I conceded, my tone begrudging. "Talks a lot. But on the bright side, she can bake." The words were an olive branch, an attempt to find common ground in the face of my reservations.

Nash's laughter filled the room, a sound that, despite everything, warmed the edges of my heart.
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"She does talk a lot," he agreed, his happiness infectious. "But I'm glad you think she's nice. And yeah, her baking is definitely a plus."

His joy was palpable, a beacon in the night that, for a moment, illuminated the dark corners of my soul. I watched him, this friend who had become my family, and felt a protective warmth bloom within me. Nash was in love, truly and deeply, and despite the shadows that clung to me, I found myself hoping that this light would never dim.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD WOVEN its way through the calendar with the stealth of a shadow, altering the fabric of my daily existence in subtle, yet profound ways. The house, once a shared sanctuary between Nash and me, began to feel larger, lonelier, as his absences grew more frequent. I clung to the hope of reclaiming some semblance of our old routine, initiating invitations to activities we once enjoyed together.

"Hey, there's this new exhibit at the art museum this weekend," I ventured one evening, the words a casual toss across the chasm that had formed between us. "Thought it might be cool to check it out, just like old times."

Nash, engrossed in a sea of paperwork that seemed to accompany him home more often than not, looked up, a flicker of regret in his eyes.
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"Ah, man, I'd love to, but I've got a mountain of reports to get through. Plus, Emma and I have plans." His apologetic smile did little to mask the pang of rejection that twisted in my gut.

The scenarios repeated themselves, each one a variation on a theme of exclusion. A concert by a band we both liked was met with a similar response.

"Sounds awesome, Bill, but Emma's not much into live music. We're going to a wine tasting that day."

Even a simple night in, an attempt to resurrect our tradition of marathon gaming sessions, fell victim to the new order.

"Sorry, Bill. Emma's really into this new series on Netflix, and we're going to binge it this weekend. Rain check?"

With each refusal, the distance between us grew, a gulf widened by shared experiences from which I was conspicuously absent. The realization that I was losing Nash to Emma, bit by bit, was a bitter pill, its acrid taste a constant presence on my tongue.

I tried to rationalize my feelings, to dress them in the garb of understanding and acceptance. But the truth was a darker, more possessive creature that refused to be so easily tamed. I was angry, not just at Emma, but at the situation, at Nash, and, most of all, at myself for feeling this way.

My thoughts became a tangled web of insecurities and resentment, each thread a reminder of the companionship slipping through my fingers.
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"It's just not the same," I muttered to no one, my words a lament for a friendship that seemed to be fading into the background of Nash's new life.

The sensory memories of our time together—laughter echoing off the walls, the smell of shared meals, the comfortable silence of mutual understanding—were now tinged with the bitterness of absence. The house felt emptier, colder, a physical manifestation of the growing void between us.

One evening, as I sat alone in the living room, the sound of Nash's laughter floating in from his phone conversation with Emma felt like a physical blow. The realization crystallized within me, sharp and undeniable—I was not just losing a friend; I was being replaced.

The anger that had simmered beneath the surface finally boiled over, a silent scream in the confines of my mind. "It's her," I thought bitterly. "She's taking him away from me." The knowledge was a poison, seeping into the cracks of my fractured heart, filling me with a rage that was both irrational and all-consuming.

In those moments of dark contemplation, I knew I had reached a crossroads. The path forward was shrouded in uncertainty, each potential step fraught with the risk of further alienation or the slim hope of reconciliation. But the one thing that remained clear, amidst the turmoil of my emotions, was the depth of my attachment to Nash—an attachment that was now being tested in ways I had never anticipated.

Another evening came quickly and as twilight painted the sky in shades of melancholy, I found myself ensnared in a web of contemplation. The quiet of the house echoed the turmoil within me, a stark reminder of the void that had taken residence in my life. It all circled back to one thing, one person—Emma. The root of my discontent, the thief of my solace.

"How do I get rid of her?" The thought, dark and forbidden, whispered through my mind like a shadow. "I'm not a killer." The absurdity of the notion startled a laugh out of me, a brief respite from the swirling vortex of my thoughts. The idea was ludicrous, cartoonishly villainous, and yet it had surfaced with alarming clarity.

What did Emma have that I lacked? "Definitely great tits," I joked to myself, a self-deprecating smirk tugging at the corners of my mouth. The humor was a thin veil, barely concealing the depth of my desperation.

Maybe I should just give him up. The thought was a surrender, a white flag raised in the silent battlefield of my heart. But no, surrender was not an option, not yet.

"How can I compete with her, though? Nash doesn't like boys." The realization was a bitter pill, a truth I had skirted around in the dance of denial and longing.

I wasn't even attracted to Nash in that way—or so I told myself, battling against the tide of feelings that threatened to wash over me. The notion of being "gay" was a label I wasn't ready to wear, a reality I wasn't prepared to face.

What if I flirted with Emma? The idea was ludicrous, a harebrained scheme born of desperation. Emma wouldn't be into me. I was 5ft. 4, skinny, a far cry from Nash's bear-like protectiveness. I lacked the physical presence, the conventional masculinity that seemed to draw her to him like a moth to flame.
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Then, a darker thought. What if I hired someone to flirt with Nash, to sow the seeds of doubt and discord? The idea was a fleeting shadow, dismissed almost as quickly as it appeared. I couldn't afford it, both financially and physically—even if I did have the money, I didn’t think that I was up for creating a job post online to break my best friend’s relationship.

"Gahhhh," I groaned, tossing and turning, a restless specter in my own home. The mirror caught my reflection, a ghostly image of frustration and despair. My eyes, hollowed by unshed tears and sleepless nights, stared back at me.

Who had I become in this quest to hold onto something that was slipping through my fingers like sand?

The taste of desperation was acrid on my tongue, a constant companion in my moments of solitude. The sound of my own heartbeat was a mocking rhythm, a reminder of the emotional turmoil that had taken root within me. The scent of the evening air, once a comforting presence, now carried the weight of my loneliness.

In the silence of the room, surrounded by the ghosts of better days, I was forced to confront the reality of my situation. The path forward was uncertain, a maze of choices and consequences. But one thing was clear: I needed to get him back.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS HAD PASSED since that tumultuous night of self-reflection, and with it came an unexpected turn in my journey. My curiosity, initially a flicker in the dark, had ignited into a blazing trail of discovery.

I found myself engrossed in videos of transformations, marveling at how trans girls blossomed into their true selves, their femininity unfurling like a flower in bloom. Drag queen tutorials became my scripture, teaching me the art of illusion and the power of makeup to sculpt, enhance, and utterly transform.
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It was a weekend when I decided to take the plunge, to see if I could capture some of that magic for myself. The air was thick with anticipation as I set up my makeshift vanity, a collection of hastily purchased drugstore makeup from the clearance bin, laid out before me like an artist's palette.

With each stroke of the brush, I felt a thrill, a kind of exhilarating madness that danced along my nerves. I started with the foundation, marveling at how it smoothed over my insecurities, creating a canvas from my skin. Concealer followed, dabbing away the shadows and the flaws, a literal and figurative masking of the person I had always seen in the mirror.

“Wow, I look like a pancake,” I jested.

Contouring was next, a play of light and dark that sculpted my face into something new, something...beautiful. My hands trembled with excitement, the transformation more profound with each application. Eyeshadow, a blend of golds and browns, added depth to my eyes, making them appear larger, more expressive. Mascara and eyeliner completed the illusion, framing them in a way that felt like unveiling a secret self.

In too deep, I also contoured my chest, getting the illusion that I possessed a cleavage—showing how masterful I was with the brush.

“Not bad…”

The blonde wig was the final touch, a crown of synthetic hair that cascaded down my shoulders, framing my face in soft waves. It was like donning a mantle of femininity, a piece that brought the whole look together in a way that left me breathless.

I slipped into the dress I had bought on a whim, its fabric clinging to the new contours of my body. The image that stared back at me from the mirror was a revelation. I was beautiful, not in a way that fit into the boxes I had always felt confined by, but in a way that felt true, that felt like me.
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"Can I do this? Is this really possible?" The questions bubbled up from somewhere deep within, a mix of fear, excitement, and awe. The person in the mirror, with her wide, expressive eyes and her tentative smile, seemed to believe it was.

The transformation was more than skin deep; it was a glimpse into a possibility I had never allowed myself to consider. The sensation of the dress against my skin, the weight of the wig, the scent of the makeup—all of it combined into a sensory symphony that felt like coming home.

At that moment, caught between disbelief and wonder, I realized that this could be more than an experiment, more than a desperate attempt to reclaim something lost. It could be the beginning of a journey to find myself, to understand the person I had always been meant to be—but most importantly, it could lead to denting Nash and Emma’s relationship.
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I could be his girl best friend and my only job would be to take most of his time away from her.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS had woven their way through the tapestry of my life, days bleeding into nights in a continuous loop of discovery and concealment. In the sanctuary of my studio, I had embraced a new reality, one where Bill began to blur into a persona that felt truer, more vibrant than anything I had known. Yet, this newfound revelation was a secret kept locked away, a treasure too precious—and too fragile—to expose to the harsh light of judgment.

I wasn't just experimenting anymore; I was living a double life, one where each stroke of the brush on canvas and each swipe of makeup on skin felt like an act of defiance against a world that had never truly seen me. My art had transformed alongside me, the subjects of my paintings now exclusively portraits of women, each one a reflection of the myriad facets of femininity I was beginning to explore within myself.

Tonight, the eve of my meeting with a gender specialist, I stood before my latest piece, "Red Lipstick." It was more than just a painting; it was a declaration, a bold streak of crimson that spoke of power, allure, and the intoxicating thrill of unveiling one's true self.
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“Just, beautiful,” my voice barely above a whisper.

I was fully dressed, the embodiment of the woman who had always existed in the shadows of my consciousness. The wig, a cascade of curls, framed my face, lending it softness and depth. Stockings hugged my legs, a whisper of silk against skin, leading down to heels that elevated not just my stature but my spirit. The dress I had chosen was simple yet elegant, its fabric embracing my form like a lover's caress.

The scent of my perfume lingered in the air, a subtle yet undeniable assertion of my presence. The palette of makeup on the table beside me bore witness to the ritual that had transformed my face into a mirror of my soul. Each brush and pencil was a tool that had helped chisel away the layers of doubt and fear, revealing the woman beneath.

As I added the final touches to "Red Lipstick," my hand moved with a confidence that felt both exhilarating and terrifying. The woman in the painting stared back at me, her gaze piercing through the veil of uncertainty that had shrouded my life for too long. She was me, and I was her, bound by a shared journey of self-discovery and the relentless pursuit of authenticity.

The fear of what Nash might think, of the potential fallout from revealing my truth, lingered at the edges of my mind. Yet, it was the anticipation of the damage my revelation could cause—not to our friendship, but to the fragile ecosystem of my own heart—that held me captive.

I had built a sanctuary within these walls, a place where Bill and she could coexist, if only for a while. But the time for hiding was coming to an end, and the thought of stepping into the light, of embracing my identity in its entirety, was a prospect that filled me with both hope and dread.

Tomorrow, I would take the first step towards living my truth openly, but tonight, in the quiet of my studio, I allowed myself to bask in the glow of my own becoming, a beacon of hope in the uncertain darkness.

Not long enough, the sound of the door opening startled me, a jolt of fear piercing the bubble of my secret world. Nash stood there, his expression a mix of shock and confusion, eyes wide as they took in the sight of me in my full, unhidden glory.
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"I thought you had a date with Emma," I stammered, embarrassment coloring my cheeks a deeper shade than the lipstick I wore.

"What is this? Why are you dressed like a girl?" Nash's voice was laced with disbelief, his shock mirroring my own.

I couldn't meet his gaze, my eyes fixed on the floor as if it held the answers to the questions swirling between us.

"I... I think I want to live like this," I confessed, my voice barely above a whisper. "But I'm not sure yet. That's why I'm seeing a gender specialist tomorrow."

A heavy silence filled the room, charged with the weight of my admission. Nash's gaze shifted from me to the paintings that adorned the walls, each one a proof of the woman I wanted to be. His movements were slow, deliberate as he closed the distance between us.

Then, without a word, he hugged me. The embrace was a balm to the storm of emotions raging within me, a haven of acceptance in a world that felt too often hostile.

"It's going to be okay," Nash murmured, his voice a steady anchor in the tumult of my thoughts.

"I'll be with you, every step of the way."

"What about Emma? You're supposed to help her repaint her apartment tomorrow," I managed to say, the words muffled against his shoulder.
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"She'll understand," he assured me, his presence exhibiting the depth of our friendship, a bond that, I realized, went beyond the fears and insecurities that had plagued me.

At that moment, touched by his acceptance and support, a dark part of me reveled in the thought that my plan, though not even fully formed, seemed to be working. Nash's attention, his care, was on me, not Emma. The realization sparked a twisted sense of victory within me, a flame that flickered with both triumph and shame.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE DAY HAD ARRIVED with the gentle warmth of spring, casting a soft glow over Madison, Wisconsin. I found myself seated in the passenger side of Nash's car, dressed in a careful amalgamation of my old and new self. My wardrobe was still a patchwork of identities, a blend of the masculine remnants of my past and the feminine expressions I was beginning to embrace.

Despite the hodgepodge of clothing, my wig and makeup were flawless, each strand and stroke bringing out the gorgeous woman I was unveiling to the world.
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The air through the open window carried the scent of renewal, a mix of budding flowers and the earthy promise of rain. I could feel the sunlight on my skin, a gentle caress that seemed to acknowledge the transformation unfolding within me.

Nash broke the comfortable silence, his voice laced with curiosity and concern.

"So, how did you find Dr. Pradesh?"

I turned to him, noting the genuine interest in his eyes. "Online, actually. She came highly recommended, one of the top gender specialists in the city. It took a lot of reading and research to make sure I was making the right choice."

He nodded, his gaze returning to the road. "That's great. It's important to have someone experienced guiding you through this."

The car hummed beneath us, a steady rhythm that mirrored the beat of my heart. I was grateful for Nash's presence, his support a steady anchor in the sea of change I was navigating.

"Emma will be so excited to hear about this," he said suddenly, a smile in his voice.

A jolt of jealousy pierced the bubble of contentment I had been floating in. Emma. Always Emma. The mention of her name was like a cold shadow passing over the sun, dimming the brightness of the moment.

I shifted in my seat, the fabric of my makeshift outfit whispering against the car's upholstery.
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"Let's not talk about Emma right now," I said, a bit more sharply than I intended. "I mean, this is a big step for me. I'd rather just focus on that, if it's okay."

He glanced at me, a hint of surprise in his expression before it softened into understanding. "Of course. Today is about you. I'm here for you, every step of the way."

The conversation veered away from the precarious topic of Emma, delving instead into the nuances of my appointment, the expectations and fears, the hopes and dreams that danced delicately on the edge of my thoughts.

As we drove, the world outside seemed to echo my own transformation. Madison bloomed around us, a city awakening to the promise of spring, a backdrop of renewal that felt almost symbolic of the journey I was on.

Sitting in Dr. Pradesh's waiting room felt like being on the precipice of a new world, the air charged with a mix of anticipation and fear. The chairs, plush and inviting, contrasted sharply with the hard knot of anxiety in my stomach. Nash was beside me, his presence a calming force in the storm of my emotions.

"You've got this," he whispered, squeezing my hand.

"No matter what happens, I'm proud of you for taking this step."

Before I could muster a response, my name was called, slicing through the haze of my thoughts. "Bill Fletcher?" The receptionist's voice was neutral, but to me, it sounded like a clarion call to a future I was still trying to comprehend.

Nash started to rise with me, a silent show of solidarity, but the receptionist gently informed him, "Dr. Pradesh will see Bill alone for this session."

I felt a pang of loss as I turned to follow the receptionist, Nash's encouraging smile the last thing I saw before stepping into a new chapter of my life.

Dr. Pradesh's office was a sanctuary of warmth and understanding. The walls were adorned with art that spoke of acceptance and the beauty of diversity, and the scent of lavender subtly filled the air, a calming presence that eased some of the tension from my shoulders.
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"Bill, it's a pleasure to meet you. Please, make yourself comfortable," Dr. Pradesh greeted me with a smile that reached her eyes, radiating a sense of safety and respect.

As I settled into the chair opposite her, the reality of the moment began to sink in. This was where I would start to unravel the complexities of my identity, where I would begin to understand the path that lay before me.

We started at the beginning, my childhood, a mix of memories that were both ordinary and uniquely mine. Dr. Pradesh listened intently, her nods and gentle prompts encouraging me to delve deeper into the narrative of my life.

“I grew up with a brother, he’s five years older than I am. My parents were both teachers… ”

The conversation flowed naturally to the more recent past, the tumultuous sea of emotions and revelations that had led me to her door.

"I started to really question my gender identity a few months ago," I admitted, my voice steady despite the whirlwind of feelings inside me.

"It was like a dam had broken inside me, releasing all these questions and desires I'd kept hidden even from myself."

Dr. Pradesh was a lighthouse in that storm, her questions and observations guiding me through the fog of my own uncertainties.
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"And what triggered this exploration of your femininity?" she inquired, her tone devoid of judgment, only curiosity.

I hesitated, the moment of truth laid bare between us. "It was a combination of things, really. A growing dissatisfaction with my life, a sense of not fitting in, and... my friend's girlfriend. Seeing their relationship evolve made me realize I needed to… I needed to be a girl to take my best friend back."

Surprisingly, she didn’t look shocked by my revelation. Our dialogue ventured into territories I had barely admitted to myself, let alone voiced to another person. Dr. Pradesh's office became a confessional, a place where my fears, hopes, and dreams were laid out in the open.

As our session drew to a close, Dr. Pradesh offered her preliminary thoughts.

"Bill, it's clear you're at the beginning of a significant journey. Exploring your gender identity is a profound process, and it's important to approach it with care and introspection. We'll need more meetings to truly understand if transitioning is the right step for you."

Her words were both a validation and a reminder of the complexity of the path I was considering. The road ahead was not a straight line but a winding path through uncharted territory.
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Stepping out of her office, I found Nash waiting, his anxious expression melting into relief when he saw me. "How did it go?" he asked, his voice full of concern and hope.

I smiled, a fragile curve of lips that held more emotions than I could name. "It's just the beginning," I said, feeling the weight and the promise of those words. "But I think... I think it's going to be okay."


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

TEN MONTHS HAD WOVEN their way into the fabric of my life, each stitch—proudly showcasing the journey I had embarked upon. Now, as Bella, I navigated the world with a newfound confidence, the echoes of Bill fading into the background like a distant memory.

My transition, marked by eight months of hormone therapy, had transformed me in ways I had barely dared to dream. My hair, once hidden beneath a blonde wig, now cascaded in natural brunette waves past my shoulders, a symbol of the authenticity I had grown to embrace.
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The mall buzzed with the energy of the holiday season, a cacophony of sights, sounds, and smells that filled the air with anticipation and joy—after all, it was a week before Christmas. I was there on a mission, checking my list once, twice, even three times, ensuring that no detail was overlooked.

Carter, my brother, was visiting for the holidays, his acceptance and excitement about meeting Bella for the first time adding an extra layer of warmth to the season.

As I perused the shelves of the department store, my phone beeped with the familiar sound of a FindFemboys notification. My foray into online dating had been more of an experiment than a serious endeavor to find someone.

Despite the flurry of messages from interested men, my heart wasn't in it. Each ping from the app was a reminder of the feelings I harbored for Nash, feelings that had only deepened over time, morphing into a longing that was both sweet and painful.

I had tried to use dating as a distraction, a way to move on and forget the complicated tangle of emotions I felt towards Nash. But every conversation, every date, only served to reinforce the realization that my heart was stubbornly, irrevocably attached to him.

Nash and Emma's relationship had hit a rocky patch, their arguments becoming more frequent. Nash, ever the confidante, had started to lean on me for support, seeking solace in our friendship. Each time he hinted at their troubles, suggesting that perhaps there were "plenty of fish in the sea," I found myself offering comfort, secretly thrilled at the prospect of their separation.

I had become adept at using my journey of self-discovery as a means to draw my best friend closer, cloaking my manipulations in the guise of vulnerability. Our time together had increased, precious moments that I hoarded like treasure, fueling the hope that one day, Nash might see me as more than just a friend.
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Now, standing amid the holiday bustle, surrounded by the scents of pine and cinnamon, the sounds of festive music and laughter, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of guilt. My actions, driven by a desire to be with Nash, had taken on a life of their own, blurring the lines between genuine need for support and the strategic maneuvering of a heart in love.

As lunchtime approached, the realization of what I had been doing weighed heavily on me. The joy of the season, the excitement of Carter's visit, was tinged with the knowledge that my happiness was built on a foundation of half-truths and silent wishes for the end of Nash's relationship.

In the reflection of the department store's gleaming windows, I caught a glimpse of myself, a visual reminder of how far I had come. Bella was strong, confident, and beautiful, but she was also flawed, caught in the web of her own desires and insecurities.

Not long after, in the bathroom of the restaurant, I found myself caught in the spell of my own reflection. The mirror, a silent witness to the transformation that had unfolded over the past months, now reflected a person who was increasingly becoming a stranger to her past self.

My makeup was flawless, each line and contour expertly applied to accentuate the femininity that I had embraced. The dress I wore clung to my curves, curves that seemed to become more pronounced with each passing day. I marveled at the softness of my skin, the delicate swell of my breasts slowly filling the cups of my bra, a tangible symbol of my transition.

“Gorgeous, Bella, ciao, amore, muah,” I playfully said with a faux Italian accent.

I was consumed by my beauty, a vanity that was both new and intoxicating. Stepping out of the bathroom, I couldn't help but notice the glances that followed me, the eyes of men, some with partners at their side, who offered smiles that spoke volumes.

In their fleeting attention, I found a twisted reassurance; if these strangers could find me desirable, even in the presence of their significant others, then surely Nash's affection wasn't so far-fetched.

Carter's arrival snapped me out of my reverie. His reaction was one of shock, tinged with admiration.
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"I knew you transitioned, but I didn't imagine you'd look this good. Pretty convincing," he said, his words a mix of surprise and pride.

Our conversation flowed easily, light and unburdened by the weight of the past. Carter insisted on paying for everything, a gesture that felt both comforting and slightly patronizing.

“Merry Christmas,” I said.

I handed him his advanced Christmas gift, a token of my affection and gratitude for his acceptance. His touched response warmed me, a reminder of the familial bond that remained unbroken despite the distance and silence that had once defined it.

As the meal progressed, his apology for the years of absence hung in the air between us, a confession that brought tears to my eyes. We hugged, a bridge across the chasm of lost time, and his promise of being just a phone call away was a balm to the lingering wounds of abandonment.

"How's Nash? Does he still live at home?" Carter's inquiry was casual, but the mention of Nash's name stirred a tumult of emotions within me.

"Yes, but Emma is moving in," I replied, the words tasting bitter on my tongue. I explained who Emma was, and Carter's excitement to meet them both was evident. His recollections of Nash and me, inseparable in our youth, were a poignant reminder of a simpler time.
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There was a pause, a breath held between words, before I confessed my fears.

"I feel like everyone's leaving me. If Nash gets married, I'm out of the picture." My voice was a whisper, the admission a crack in the facade I had so carefully constructed.

Carter's reassurance was immediate, his words a steadying force.

"Oh, come on, Bella... you're never alone. I'm here, no matter what. And Nash... Nash has been with you through everything. Don't underestimate that bond."

His words were meant to comfort, and they did, to an extent. But as I sat there, across from the brother who was rediscovering his sibling in a new light, I couldn't shake the fear that accompanied the thought of losing Nash.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

CHRISTMAS EVE MORNING dawned with a bittersweet chill in the air, a silent herald of the day's mix of celebration and farewell. I found myself caught in a whirlwind of festive preparations, determined to infuse every corner of our shared home with the spirit of the season.
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It was my first Christmas as Bella, a milestone that carried with it a weight of significance and transformation. Yet, underlying the festivity was a current of melancholy; this Christmas also marked a countdown to Nash's departure, a going away party veiled in holiday cheer.

The decorations were a symbolic look to the complexity of my emotions—each ornament hung with care, each strand of lights a beacon of hope and a reminder of change. The scent of pine from the Christmas tree mingled with the aroma of baking cookies, a sensory delight that was both comforting and heartrending.

I adorned the living room with an extra dose of sparkle, perhaps in an attempt to outshine the shadow of Emma's impending arrival that night.

As I draped the final garland, the reality of the situation settled over me like a winter's frost. Nash was moving in with Emma next year. The thought sent a shiver through me, not from the cold, but from the fear of losing the closeness that had been a constant in my life.

I wanted to celebrate this Christmas with Nash, to capture and hold onto the moments before they slipped through my fingers like so many grains of sand.

The thought of Emma joining us that evening soured my mood, a cloud passing over the sun of my festive spirit. It wasn't that I disliked Emma—she could actually be a good friend—but her presence was a reminder of everything I was about to lose.
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"Should have made it a Nash and Bella exclusive Christmas," I muttered to myself, half-jokingly, half in a desperate wish for simplicity. The house, now dressed in its holiday best, felt too large, too empty, despite the decorations. The laughter and warmth that had once filled these rooms seemed distant, echoes of a past that was quickly receding.

I checked the oven, the sweet smell of cookies wafting out as I opened the door, a temporary distraction from the whirlpool of thoughts. The cookies, shaped like stars and trees, were a tradition Nash and I had started years ago.

This year, each one felt like a goodbye, a sugary epitaph for the end of an era.

As the day progressed, the anticipation of the evening's gathering twisted in my stomach. The idea of playing host to Emma, of smiling and making merry as if my heart weren't breaking, was a performance I wasn't sure I was capable of.

As I placed the final touches on the decorations, the house stood ready, a stage set for a night of celebration and farewell. The twinkle of the lights reflected in the window, a mirror to the conflict within me—a desire to celebrate the holiday and a longing to turn back time, to a Christmas when it was just Nash and me against the world.

After hours slaving over a hot stove, my culinary labors—a hearty meatloaf, spaghetti with a sauce that could only be described as a labor of love, among other dishes—left me a concoction of exhaustion and satisfaction. The kitchen was a battlefield, and I, its weary yet victorious general.

But as I stepped into the shower, the steam enveloping me in a warm embrace, my thoughts, as ever, drifted to Nash.

It was almost comedic, the way every droplet of water seemed to whisper his name, every puff of steam reshaping itself into his image on the shower walls.
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"Great, now I'm hallucinating Nash in vapor form," I mused, a wry smile tugging at the corners of my lips despite the absurdity of my obsession.

Wrapped in the cocoon of my post-shower ritual, I lavished attention on my skin with an array of lotions and creams, each application a silent ode to Nash.

"If only he knew the lengths to which his unwitting muse goes," I thought, chuckling at the notion of him being aware of his integral role in my skincare regimen.

Makeup followed, a meticulous process of transformation, each brush stroke a step closer to the sultry siren I aimed to embody tonight. The negligee came next, a whisper of fabric that promised secrets and stories untold, followed by a dress so sinfully red it could stop traffic—or at least make Nash question his life choices.

Standing in front of the mirror, I allowed the full effect of my efforts to sink in. The reflection that stared back was powerful, confident, a far cry from the Bella who had meticulously planned every detail of this evening with a single goal in mind: to outshine Emma and imprint myself in Nash's consciousness in a way he couldn't ignore.

Cue the impromptu dance party for one, the pulsating beats of "Don't Cha" by The Pussycat Dolls filling the room as I moved with exaggerated seductiveness.

"Don't you wish your girlfriend was hot like me?" I lip-synced to my reflection, each sway and twirl a defiance of my usual insecurities, a celebration of the persona I had crafted for the night. The performance was equal parts empowerment and parody, a knowing wink at the absurd lengths to which we go in the name of unrequited love.

Yet, beneath the humor and the layers of makeup and pretense, there lay a kernel of truth—a desire to be seen, to be desired, not just by anyone, but by Nash. The dance, the preparations, they were all part of a grander charade, a spectacle designed to dazzle, to intrigue, but most of all, to mask the vulnerability that lay at the heart of my actions.

As the song wound down, and I caught my breath, staring at my reflection in the mirror, a mix of emotions played across my face. Pride, amusement, a hint of melancholy.

Tonight, I would be the embodiment of desire and confidence, a living challenge to Emma's place in Nash's life. But behind the facade, the truth remained—I was just a girl, standing in front of a boy, wishing he could see her worth.

As the evening wore on, I was back in the kitchen. "How's the steak coming along?" I asked Nash, stirring the spaghetti sauce that simmered on the stove, its aroma a promise of the feast to come.
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"You tell me," he replied, a playful challenge in his eyes. He cut a small piece, brought it to my lips with his hand. The moment was charged with an electricity that seemed to crackle in the air between us.

My heart raced as I tasted the steak, perfectly cooked, the flavors bursting on my tongue in a symphony of savory delight. Our eyes locked, and for a heartbeat, the world narrowed down to just the two of us, poised on the brink of something undefined but intensely desired.

“Fuck,” he let out.

The spell was shattered by the intrusive jangle of Nash's phone. My heart, which had been soaring, plummeted, though a part of me, the part that reveled in the chaos of my feelings for Nash, couldn't help but feel a twinge of satisfaction at the interruption.

It was no other than Emma, the one with the perfect timing, announcing her imminent arrival. Nash's apologetic glance cut through the tension, a silent acknowledgment of the moment that had almost blossomed between us.

"Sorry about that," he said, his voice tinged with a regret that echoed my own.

"I'm going to miss you, you know. We've been friends for what, 25 years?"

His words were a balm and a blade, soothing the sting of the interrupted moment while simultaneously reminding me of the depth of our connection—and the threat Emma posed to it.

A dark thought took root in my mind, a plan born of desperation and the fierce determination not to lose Nash to someone he had known for merely a fraction of our shared history.

"Oh wait, I forgot my last-minute decoration," I said, feigning a sudden realization. I turned off the stove and moved towards the Christmas tree, where a mistletoe lay conveniently on the floor.

Moving to the door, "Nash, could you come here for a second? I can't reach it,” I said.

His curiosity piqued as he approached, asking, "What's up?"

"I can't reach it," I repeated, my voice a mixture of innocence and urgency.
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As he picked up the mistletoe and held it above us, the moment I had been orchestrating came to fruition. Through the open door, I saw Emma's figure approaching with shopping bags, a shadow cast by the festive lights.

With a boldness fueled by jealousy and fear, I pulled Nash close and pressed my lips to his. The kiss, a mix of desperation and longing, was returned with a hesitation that quickly gave way to guilt.

"What the—? What's wrong with you?" Nash exclaimed, stepping back as if burned.

His gaze followed mine to the window, to Emma's retreating form, and the realization of what had transpired dawned on him. Guilt and confusion warred on his face as he turned and ran after her, leaving me alone amidst the wreckage of my own making.

“Emma! This isn’t—” he said as he trailed off.

The silence that followed was deafening, a stark contrast to the chaos of emotions that raged within me. My plan, executed in a moment of reckless abandon, had succeeded in its immediate goal but at what cost? The taste of Nash's kiss lingered, a bittersweet reminder of the line I had crossed, of the friendship I had jeopardized for a fleeting victory.

The aftermath of my actions left me spiraling into a vortex of guilt and jealousy, emotions that churned within me like a tempest. The studio, once a sanctuary of creativity and expression, now felt like a prison of my own making.

I sat alone, a solitary figure amidst the canvases that bore witness to my obsession. A half-empty bottle of wine sat beside me, its contents a temporary balm for the turmoil that raged inside.

The clock ticked its way past midnight, each chime a reminder of the solitude that enveloped me. The paintings around me, vibrant depictions of Nash and me in imagined embraces, now seemed like cruel taunts from a reality that would never be. I caught my reflection in the darkened window—a ghostly image superimposed against the night sky, the epitome of loneliness and regret.

A bitter laugh escaped me as I realized the irony of my situation. This Christmas, I was truly alone, not because I had been abandoned by those I loved, but because of my own actions. The realization hit me with the force of a physical blow, a poignant understanding that in my desperate bid to keep Nash close, I had pushed him—and everyone else—away.

The studio, with its scent of oil paint and turpentine, felt oppressive, the air thick with the weight of unspoken words and what-ifs. The wine, once sweet on my tongue, now tasted of ashes. The soft hum of the city outside, a world moving on without me, was a stark contrast to the stillness that enveloped my heart.

As the hours crept by, the silence became a companion, its presence a constant reminder of the void that my actions had created. The paintings, once a source of pride, now mocked me, their frozen scenes of intimacy a reminder of the distance between reality and fantasy.
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The realization that I was spending Christmas alone for the first time—not because of abandonment, but because of my own folly—was a sobering thought. It was a loneliness born not of absence, but of self-sabotage, a consequence of my actions that I could no longer ignore.

Exhausted by the weight of my emotions and the wine that coursed through my veins, I succumbed to the embrace of sleep, a welcome escape from the guilt and pain that clung to me like a second skin. My last thoughts before drifting off were tinged with irony, a rueful acknowledgment of the twisted path my life had taken. I had sought to control the narrative of my own story, only to find myself lost in a plot of my own devising, a solitary figure in a tableau of missed connections and regret.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS HAD PASSED LIKE A SLOW, aching blur since that fateful Christmas Eve. Nash and Emma had vanished from my life as if they were mere figments of my imagination, leaving behind a silence that was both suffocating and deafening. Their departure was so complete, so final, that they even had someone else collect their belongings, a clear sign that the bridge between us had not just been burned, but obliterated.

Now, I found myself seated in a different kind of office, the ambiance starkly contrasting the warmth and understanding of Dr. Pradesh's space. This time, I was waiting for Dr. Klein, a psychiatrist whose expertise lay not in the nuances of gender identity but in the labyrinthine complexities of the mind.

My reason for being here was no longer about my journey as a transgender woman, but about grappling with the demons of abandonment, guilt, and a heartache that seemed to grow heavier with each passing day.

The office was clinically sterile, the air tinged with the antiseptic smell that seems unique to medical establishments. The muted sounds from the corridor outside did little to ease the tension that knotted my stomach. Dr. Klein's arrival broke the oppressive silence, his demeanor exuding a professional curiosity that felt both intimidating and reassuring.
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"Good morning, Bella," he greeted, a notepad in hand, his voice a neutral tone that invited trust without promising solace.

"Thank you for coming in today. Let's start with what brings you here."

I took a deep breath, the words tumbling out in a rush. "I can't sleep at night," I began, the admission feeling both liberating and terrifying.

"I keep replaying the events of that night over and over, thinking about what I could have done differently, how I could have prevented everything from falling apart."

Dr. Klein nodded, his pen poised above the notepad. "It sounds like you're experiencing a significant amount of guilt and regret. Can you tell me more about these feelings?"

The floodgates opened then, and I found myself pouring out the story of my life, my transition, and of Nash and Emma, of how a single kiss could shatter decades of friendship, and the overwhelming loneliness that had consumed me in the aftermath.

"I feel like I've lost everything," I confessed, the words laced with a despair that had become my constant companion.
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"Not just Nash, but a part of myself too."

Dr. Klein's questions were gentle but probing, guiding me through the maze of my emotions with the skill of a seasoned navigator.

"How have you been coping with these feelings of loss and guilt?"

"I've been painting," I admitted, "but even that feels empty now. It's like I'm trying to fill a void with colors and shapes, but it just keeps getting bigger."

The session unfolded like a delicate dance, with Dr. Klein leading me through the steps of introspection and self-examination. His observations were insightful, shining a light on the patterns of behavior that had led me to this point—my abandonment issues, the way I clung to relationships, fearing the solitude that seemed to be my destiny.

As the hour drew to a close, Dr. Klein laid out the beginnings of a roadmap for our future sessions.

"Bella, it's clear that you're carrying a heavy burden of guilt and unresolved emotions. Together, we'll work on strategies to help you forgive yourself, to understand that while we cannot change the past, we can influence how it shapes our future."
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Leaving his office, I felt a glimmer of hope pierce the fog of my despair. The journey ahead was daunting, a path fraught with the challenge of confronting my deepest fears and insecurities.

The world outside still scared me, but it seemed less oppressive as I stepped into the daylight. For the first time in weeks, I allowed myself to believe that maybe, just maybe, I could find my way back to a place of peace.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

SIX MONTHS LATER, the culmination of years of turmoil, transformation, and self-discovery manifested in the most public way possible: my first art exhibit. The theme, "Selfish," was both an acknowledgment and a reclamation of the myriad ways that term had intersected with my life—through my transition, my unrequited love for Nash, and the journey to self-acceptance.
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The evening of the exhibit, I found myself standing before a mirror, adjusting the sleek, emerald green dress that clung to my form with an elegance that felt both empowering and utterly me. The fabric whispered against my skin, a tactile reminder of how far I had come, not just in my gender identity, but in my confidence as an individual.

Heeled shoes elevated me not just physically but also metaphorically, lending me the stature of someone who had walked through fire and emerged, if not unscathed, then certainly stronger.

As guests began to fill the gallery, the curator took the floor to introduce me and my work. "Bella Fletcher's exhibit, 'Selfish,' explores the complex facets of self-love, self-discovery, and the selfishness inherent in choosing one's own path to happiness," he announced, his voice carrying over the murmur of the crowd.

"Through her art, Bella invites us to consider the duality of selfishness—the good and bad—the courage to be oneself in the face of societal expectations, and the cost of such pursuits."

The paintings were a raw, unfiltered dive into my soul, each piece a chapter of my transition, desires, and unrequited love for Nash, rendered in bold strokes and vibrant colors. I had poured every ounce of my pain, longing, and eventual acceptance into these canvases, a therapeutic process that had led me to a place of peace I never thought possible.

Carter was there, as promised, his presence a steady anchor in the swirling sea of emotions that the night evoked. His support, unwavering and proud, was a tangible reminder that, despite the losses, I was not alone.

As the evening unfolded, I found myself surrounded by art enthusiasts, buyers, and fellow artists, each conversation a bridge connecting my inner world with the outside.

"Your work is incredibly moving," one guest commented, her eyes lingering on a painting that captured a particularly poignant moment of realization in my journey.
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"Thank you," I replied, my heart swelling with a mixture of pride and vulnerability.

"Each piece is a step in my path to understanding myself and the nature of love and loss."

Another guest, a potential buyer, was curious about the inspiration behind the exhibit's title.

"Why 'Selfish'?" he asked, his gaze penetrating as if seeking the truth beneath the surface.

I smiled, a knowing curve of the lips that spoke of the journey to this answer. "Because in choosing to be true to myself, to pursue my happiness and my identity, I had to be selfish. But it's a selfishness that's necessary, a way of honoring one's own worth and the pursuit of authenticity."

The conversations continued, each interaction a thread weaving a richer fabric of understanding and connection. And though Nash and Emma remained absent, their silence in the wake of my apology letters a lingering shadow, the joy of the night was undiminished.

I had found a way to channel my experiences into something beautiful, something that resonated with others.

Later that night, in the softly lit lounge, the buzz of conversation and clinking glasses created a backdrop to a moment that felt like a delicate bubble in time. I found myself holding hands with Carter, his grip both protective and reassuring.

Since my transition, he had become fiercely protective, his brotherly instincts adapting to the changes in my life with a grace and acceptance that had brought us closer than ever before.

His pride in me was palpable, a warm glow that seemed to emanate from him, touching those around us.

"I can't believe how far you've come, Bella," he said, his voice thick with emotion.

"Seeing your art, hearing what people are saying—it's incredible. You're incredible."

Our conversation meandered through the realms of art and personal growth, each of us sharing insights and experiences. He regaled me and our small circle of listeners—artists, celebrities, and various luminaries of the art world—with tales of his travels.
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His stories were vibrant jumbles of color and culture, each anecdote a window into the vast, beautiful world beyond our immediate surroundings.

"The world's a canvas, Bella," he said, his eyes alight with the thrill of discovery.

"And you, you're painting your own masterpiece with your life. It's inspiring."

The group was captivated, hanging on his every word, their reactions a mix of laughter, awe, and thoughtful nods. The air was perfumed with the scent of luxury—fine wine, gourmet hors d'oeuvres, and the subtle hint of expensive cologne mingling together in an intoxicating blend.

Our bonding moment was abruptly interrupted by a waiter, his approach almost apologetic as he navigated through the group. "Excuse me, Miss Fletcher," he said, his voice cutting through the hum of conversation.

"Len needs to speak with you. It seems rather urgent."

The room seemed to pause, all eyes on me, a collective breath held in anticipation as to why the curator needed me. Carter softly let go of my waist and squeezed my hand, a silent show of support, before releasing me to attend to my duties as the artist of the hour.

"Of course, thank you," I replied, my voice steady despite the flutter of nerves in my stomach. I excused myself from the group, casting a reassuring smile at my brother and the others before making my way toward Len.

As I walked, the sounds of the lounge faded into a soft murmur, my thoughts swirling with possibilities. Carter's words echoed in my mind, a beacon of encouragement.

"Painting your own masterpiece with your life." With each step, I felt the weight of those words.

Len's office was a beacon of warmth amidst the buzz of the exhibit, his smile a clear indicator of good news even before words were exchanged.

"Bella!" he greeted, his enthusiasm infectious.

"What!?" I pressed, barely containing my own excitement, mirrored by the suspenseful twinkle in his eyes.

"Ugh, tell me now, what is it!?"
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He finally let the suspense break, "Your piece, 'Kiss of Death,' has sold for $10,000. The buyer has a special request for you to sign the frame."

The news hit me like a wave of euphoria, leaving me giddy and momentarily breathless. "Of course!" I exclaimed, my voice a mixture of shock and delight as I followed Len back to where the painting was displayed.

As we approached, a man in a suit turned to face us, and my heart stopped. Nash. The world seemed to freeze around us, every sound fading into the background. Tears pricked my eyes, guilt, and apology mingling in my gaze.

"Why did you call it 'Kiss of Death'?" he asked, his voice calm, betraying none of the turmoil that churned inside me.

I swallowed hard, the weight of our past hanging between us.

"Well, it's... it's the kiss that killed our friendship," I admitted, the words a confession of the pain and transformation that moment under the mistletoe had wrought.

He shook his head, a smile softening his features, disarming my defenses. The question of Emma's whereabouts hung heavy on my tongue.

"Where's Emma?" I managed to ask, dreading the answer.

"We broke up a month ago," he revealed, his tone neutral.

My heart ached for him, guilt resurfacing. "Why? I hope it's not because of me."

"Well, it's kind of because of you," he began, closing the distance between us, "but this time, it's not your fault. Besides, I found out that she had been sleeping with her gym instructor while we were together."

His proximity sent my heart into overdrive, each beat a thunderous echo in the suddenly silent gallery.

“I’m sorry about that…” was uninventive but at that time, was all I could say.
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He continued, his voice a tender revelation. "I realized that my feelings for you were way deeper than what I felt for Emma. I've been falling for you, questioning everything about myself—wondering if I'm gay, if it's right."

He paused, his gaze holding mine, a storm of emotions swirling within. "She was the smart and easy choice… but you… you’re who my heart chose. I don't care anymore."

The air around us charged with his confession, his next words a gentle jest aimed at lightening the moment. "Besides, she and I weren't a good fit. She was only good at baking and bad at the rest," he chuckled, then quickly added, "Bad joke, I know. But don't worry about her; she's moved on and is with someone else now."

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m so—"

My apologies tumbled out, a cascade of remorse and longing, but he silenced them with a kiss that was both an ending and a beginning. The world around us receded, leaving nothing but the palpable connection that had always existed between us, now acknowledged and embraced.

“I love you so much, Bella,” he whispered—his bear arms tight around my waist.

“Nash… I love you too,” I said back—trying my hardest to keep my heart from imploding.

His lips were wet and warm—his grip sending shivers down my spine. I didn’t want the moment to end. I kept my mouth and heart open—not realizing that I was only balancing with one foot in my stilettos as my other leg subconsciously lifted itself.

As we broke apart, the gallery erupted in applause, a collective witness to the culmination of a journey fraught with obstacles and revelations. "I love you," we whispered in finality to each other, the words a balm to the years of uncertainty and longing.

Nash's promise, spoken amidst the cheers and soft lighting of the exhibit, was a vow of permanence.

"Remember when I said that I will never leave you? It’s true," he assured, his words a pledge that transcended the doubts and fears that had once threatened to keep us apart.
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In that moment, under the watchful eyes of friends, family, and strangers alike, we stood together, united not just by love, but by the understanding that in the end, the heart knows no boundaries, no labels.

Our kiss, once the harbinger of loss, had become the seal of a love rediscovered.

The evening faded into a blur of congratulations and heartfelt conversations, but for Nash and me, it marked the beginning of a new chapter, one written in the promise of forever.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS LATER, I slowly emerged from the haze of anesthesia in the operating room, the first sight that greeted my bleary eyes was Nash's face, his presence a proof of the promise he had made and kept—to always be by my side.

The room was a blur of white and blue, the sterile scent of the hospital mingling with the underlying notes of antiseptic and warmth. Sounds were muffled, as if I were underwater, but Nash's voice cut through the fog, a beacon guiding me back to the surface.
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"Babe, hey, you're awake," he said, his voice laced with relief and a smile that reached his eyes.

In my sedated state, the world seemed both surreal and hyper-real, every sensation magnified.

"Nash, did you know you're like, super handsome? Like, if handsomeness was a crime, you'd be a felon," I slurred, the words tumbling out in a disjointed symphony of post-surgery delirium.

A soft chuckle filled the room, a sound that warmed me from the inside out.

"I'll take that as a compliment," he replied, his hand finding mine, a touch that grounded me, tethering me to the moment.

“Don’t worry, we’ve had worse,” the doctor explained—referring to the random gabbing brought upon by the sedation. Soon, he and the nurses busied themselves with their post-operative checks, their movements efficient yet gentle, a ballet of care and professionalism.

"How are you feeling, Bella?" the doctor asked, her voice a soothing melody amidst the cacophony of beeps and soft footsteps.

"Like I've been hit by a very soft, fluffy truck," I mused aloud, the absurdity of the statement eliciting a round of gentle laughter from everyone in the room.

Nash squeezed my hand, his presence a constant in the shifting sands of my consciousness.

"She's always been funny," he told the doctor, pride and affection coloring his words.

"And you," I turned my gaze back to him, a smile playing on my lips despite the grogginess, "are like a... like a superhero. Captain Handsome, defender of... of the sleepy and drugged."

The room erupted in laughter, the sound, a bright note in the sterile environment. Even in my sedated state, the love and camaraderie that filled the room were palpable.

As the laughter subsided, Nash leaned in, his voice a whisper meant only for me.

"I love you, Bella. Through surgeries, delirium, and everything in between."

"I love you too, Nash," I whispered back, the words a soft sigh of contentment.
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"Even if you made me get double Ds."

With a light chuckle, he kissed my forehead—letting me know that he would love me forever.

The journey from Bill to Bella, from friends to soulmates, had been fraught with trials and tribulations, but it had led us to this place of understanding, acceptance, and unconditional love.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Girl Bestfriend? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Chronicles.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Becoming My Mother

The passing of my mother left a hole in the hearts of me and my stepdad. He was trying to be strong but I couldn’t stand the sight of him, secretly crying in his bedroom while hugging her clothes. It all started with ensuring that his meals were warm, his clothes were laundered and pressed, and the house remained spotless.

But then, as I was cleaning the master bedroom, I couldn’t help but try my late mother’s clothes—from her stockings, intimates, skirts, blouses, and down to her dresses. 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 2 – Female ID

I didn’t mean to pull the trigger but I was already in too deep. Bumping into him in the most harrowing experience I’d gone through was a brush with lady luck.

However, it was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.

Story 3 – In The Navy

Finally, I was out of my toxic home and found my place on the ship. But being a sailor wasn’t easy. The training was tough and I had to navigate through uncharted waters.

Moreover, 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 4 – Cheerleader By Chance

My sister must’ve lost her mind when she introduced me to the squad. Yes, I was desperate for a scholarship but not to the point that I’d have to wear a skirt and parade with pom poms.

However, when I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!

Story 5 – The Secretary

It all started with the Mayor’s weird foot fetish. However, it didn’t end there. 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.

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 Feminization Chronicles

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…

[image: A person sitting on a carpet  Description automatically generated]

“What’s the harm in looking? Wait… these shoes are so beautiful, what if I try them on?”

Read His First High Heels


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

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

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

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

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and Girl Bestfriend – A Deceitful Feminization Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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