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Introduction

“Maybe they’re right, maybe I should just be a girl.”

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

∞∞∞

It was summertime when I decided to go back to the country. The doctor said that it was hopeless, that I couldn’t have children. For some reason, my estrogen levels started going wild, and for a guy… it was definitely something to think about.

I needed time, I needed space, I needed to know the real me.

Then, I started exploring lingerie, which turned into switching my socks to stockings, down to wobbling in heels while checking my grocery list.

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 Girly Genes.


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 SUMMER SUN BLAZED OUTSIDE, casting long, lazy shadows across the streets as I walked toward the doctor’s office. I could feel the warmth on my skin, but it did nothing to thaw the cold knot in my stomach. It was supposed to be a routine check-up, but deep down, I knew it was anything but that. Something was wrong with me, something I couldn’t explain.

My mom had insisted I see this specialist, someone who could figure out why my body was acting up.
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“It’s just a phase,” I had told myself, but the mirror didn’t lie. The changes weren’t something I could ignore any longer. The swelling in my chest, the softness of my skin, the way I’d get emotional over the smallest things—they weren’t going away. They were just getting worse.

I remember when it started, back in senior year. At first, I thought it was stress. College applications, graduation looming, the usual stuff that freaks out any eighteen-year-old. But this was different. I’d look at my reflection and see someone I didn’t recognize. My jawline seemed softer, less defined. My shoulders weren’t as broad as they used to be, and my arms… I couldn’t even lift the same weights at the gym anymore.

The walk to the office was short, but it felt like a marathon. Every step closer felt like I was walking into a future I wasn’t ready for. Suddenly, the thought of Kurt crossed my mind—how he’d tease me for being so skinny now, for not being able to keep up. He was my best friend once, but ever since he made the football team in junior high and I didn’t, things changed. I felt like a loser, like I didn’t belong.

Kurt had his team, his friends, his life, and I just… drifted.

I reached the building and paused, staring at the glass doors. My reflection stared back at me, the person I didn’t recognize. My hair had grown out longer than usual, framing my face in a way that made me look almost… delicate. I hadn’t bothered cutting it.

What was the point?

Taking a deep breath, I pushed the door open and stepped inside. The air conditioning hit me immediately, a stark contrast to the summer heat outside. The receptionist at the front desk gave me a polite smile, her eyes flicking over me like she was trying to figure out what was wrong. I guess I didn’t look like the typical patient who walked in here.

“Michael Spencer?” she asked, checking her clipboard.

“Yeah,” I replied, my voice sounding smaller than I intended.

“Right this way,” she said, leading me down a hallway lined with framed certificates and medical posters. My footsteps echoed in the quiet space, each one feeling heavier than the last.

We stopped in front of a door, and she knocked lightly before opening it.

“The doctor will be with you shortly,” she said, ushering me inside.
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The room was exactly what I expected—white walls, a desk cluttered with medical charts, and that unmistakable smell of antiseptic. There was a small exam table in the corner, but I avoided looking at it, choosing instead to focus on the diploma hanging on the wall. Dr. Leonard M. Hayes, it read, in bold, black letters. The man who was supposed to tell me what was wrong with me.

I sat down in the chair by the desk, trying to make myself comfortable, but the cushion was too stiff, and the armrests felt too high. I was too aware of everything—the ticking clock on the wall, the faint hum of the air conditioner, the sound of my own breathing.

Minutes passed, each one dragging longer than the last. My mind raced with a thousand different thoughts.

What if it’s something serious?

What if I can’t fix it?

What if this is just who I am now?

I could feel the panic rising in my chest, my heart beating faster as the questions kept coming, one after another, relentless and unforgiving.

The door creaked open, and I nearly jumped out of my seat. Dr. Hayes walked in, a middle-aged man with graying hair and a kind smile. He wore a white lab coat over a neatly pressed shirt and tie, looking every bit the professional. But there was something in his eyes, a sort of softness, that made me feel like maybe—just maybe—I could trust him.

“Michael, good to meet you,” he said, extending his hand.

I shook it, my grip a little too firm, trying to mask the nervousness that was eating me alive.

“Thanks for seeing me,” I mumbled.

He nodded and took a seat behind the desk, flipping through the chart in front of him.

“I’ve gone over your records, and I understand you’ve been experiencing some changes recently?”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling the weight of the word. “It’s been going on for a while now. I’m not sure what’s happening to me.”

Dr. Hayes looked up from the chart, his expression serious but not unkind.

“Why don’t you start from the beginning? Tell me everything.”

And so, I did. I told him about how it started back in senior year, how I noticed the little things at first—the way my chest seemed to swell, how my skin got clearer, softer. I told him about the emotions that would hit me out of nowhere, making me tear up over things that never bothered me before. And I told him about how I couldn’t even lift the same weights at the gym anymore, how my strength just seemed to vanish.

“It’s like… I don’t know. I feel different,” I said, struggling to find the right words.

“My body doesn’t feel like it’s mine anymore.”

Dr. Hayes listened carefully, nodding occasionally, but he didn’t interrupt. When I finally finished, he leaned back in his chair, tapping a pen against his chin.

“Michael, what you’re describing sounds like a hormonal imbalance,” he said gently.

“It’s not uncommon for some young men to experience fluctuations in their hormone levels, especially during stressful periods.”

“Hormonal imbalance?” I echoed, trying to wrap my head around it.

“But… why? Why is this happening to me?”

“There could be a number of reasons,” Dr. Hayes explained.

“It could be related to genetics, environmental factors, or even stress. What’s important now is that we run some tests to determine the exact cause. Once we have a clearer picture, we can discuss the best course of action.”

“Tests?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. The thought of being poked and prodded in some lab made my stomach churn.

Dr. Hayes must have noticed my discomfort because he smiled reassuringly.

“Nothing too invasive, I promise. We’ll start with a blood test to check your hormone levels. From there, we’ll see if anything stands out.”

I nodded, feeling a little better, but not by much. It was still a lot to take in. Hormonal imbalance… it sounded clinical, almost like something that shouldn’t be happening to someone like me. But it was happening, and there was no denying it.

Dr. Hayes jotted down some notes before looking back at me.

“Michael, I want you to know that whatever the results are, there’s no need to panic. These things can be managed, and you’re not alone in this.”

Not alone. The words hung in the air between us, heavy with meaning. I wanted to believe him, but the truth was, I felt more alone than ever. Kurt was long gone, my mom didn’t understand what I was going through, and the few friends I had left would probably freak out if they knew what was happening to me.

“Okay,” I said finally, my voice sounding distant even to my own ears.

“When do we start?”

“Right now, if you’re ready,” Dr. Hayes replied, standing up from his chair.

“The lab is just down the hall.”

I stood up too, feeling the familiar heaviness in my chest. Ready? No, I wasn’t ready. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever be ready. But I followed him out of the room anyway, each step feeling like it was taking me further away from the person I used to be.

We walked down the hall in silence, the sound of our footsteps the only thing breaking the quiet. The lab was just as sterile as the rest of the office, with bright lights and the faint scent of chemicals. A nurse greeted us and led me to a chair, her smile professional and practiced.

“This won’t take long,” she assured me as she prepared the needle.

I nodded, too numb to respond. The prick of the needle barely registered, and I watched as the vial filled with my blood, the dark red liquid swirling as if it held all the answers I was searching for.

“Almost done,” the nurse said, withdrawing the needle and placing a small bandage over the spot.

I barely felt it. My mind was a million miles away, lost in thoughts of what the results would reveal.

Was I really just dealing with a hormonal imbalance?

Or was there something more going on, something that would change everything I thought I knew about myself?

“Michael?” Dr. Hayes’ voice brought me back to the present.

“We’ll have the results in a few days,” he said.
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When I got home, the smell of something sweet hit me as soon as I walked through the door. It was familiar, comforting even, like a warm hug after the chilly detachment of the doctor’s office. I hadn’t realized how tense I was until I stepped inside, the tightness in my shoulders easing just a bit.

“Michael, is that you?” My mom’s voice called out from the kitchen.

“Yeah, it’s me,” I replied, kicking off my shoes and heading toward the source of the smell.

As I entered the kitchen, I found her at the counter, surrounded by bowls and ingredients. She was in the middle of mixing something—probably cookies, judging by the mess of flour and sugar around her. Normally, I would’ve just walked past, maybe grabbed a snack and headed to my room. But today, something made me stop and watch.

“Baking again?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

“Just some cookies for the bake sale at church,” she said, glancing up at me with a smile.

“Want to help?”

“Help?” I echoed, surprised at myself for even considering it. I’d never been interested in baking before, but for some reason, the idea didn’t seem so bad right now. Maybe it was the smell, or maybe it was just the need to do something normal after everything at the clinic. Either way, I found myself shrugging and stepping closer.

“Sure, why not.”

Her smile widened, and she handed me a whisk. “Here, you can start by mixing this batter. Just keep it steady, and make sure there are no lumps.”

I took the whisk from her and started mixing, feeling a bit awkward at first. The bowl was heavier than I expected, and the batter was thick, resisting my attempts to smooth it out. But as I kept at it, the motion became almost soothing, a distraction from the thoughts swirling in my head.

“So, how was the doctor’s appointment?” she asked, her tone light but with that underlying hint of concern she always had when it came to me.

I hesitated, not really sure how to put it into words.

“It was… fine, I guess. He thinks it’s a hormonal imbalance.”

She paused, her hands stilling as she reached for a tray.

“Anddd?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted, feeling a bit frustrated. “It’s like something’s off with my hormones, and they’re not sure why yet. They did some tests, and I’ll get the results in a few days.”

My mom nodded slowly, her brow furrowing in thought.

“Well, that’s something, at least. I’m sure they’ll figure it out, honey.”

“Yeah, maybe,” I muttered, not really convinced. The truth was, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to know what was wrong with me. The changes in my body weren’t just physical—they were messing with my head too. I felt like I was losing control, and that scared me more than anything.

She seemed to sense my unease because she reached over and patted my hand, her touch warm and reassuring. “You know, whatever happens, we’ll get through it together. You’re not alone in this, Michael.”

“I know, Mom,” I said, forcing a small smile. It wasn’t that I didn’t believe her, but there were some things she just couldn’t understand.

Not fully, anyway.

We fell into a comfortable silence as we continued working on the cookies. I was getting the hang of the mixing, and soon enough, the batter was smooth and ready to be scooped onto the tray. I watched as she showed me how to shape the dough into little balls, her hands moving with the ease of years of practice.

“Like this,” she said, guiding my hands as I tried to mimic her movements.

“Just a little pressure, and roll it gently.”

I did as she instructed, and to my surprise, it wasn’t as difficult as I thought. The dough felt cool and soft in my hands, and for a moment, I found myself actually enjoying the process.

Just as we finished placing the last cookie on the tray, music suddenly blasted through the house, making me jump. It was coming from my younger sister Hailey’s room, loud and energetic. Normally, I would’ve been annoyed, but today, something about the upbeat melody caught my attention.

“Is that… Taylor Swift?” I asked, recognizing the voice.

“Hailey’s favorite,” my mom said with a chuckle.

“She’s been playing that album nonstop for weeks.”

I nodded, listening more closely. The song was catchy, the kind that usually got stuck in your head whether you wanted it to or not. But instead of being irritated, I found myself tapping my foot to the rhythm, the lyrics resonating with me in a way I hadn’t expected.

“You like it?” my mom asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yeah, I guess I do,” I said, surprised at my own response. I’d never been into pop music before, but there was something about the carefree vibe of the song that felt… comforting.

She smiled, turning back to the oven as she slid the tray inside. “Well, you’re welcome to join Hailey in her Taylor Swift obsession anytime.”

“Maybe I will,” I said, half-joking but half-serious. The idea of sitting with Hailey, just listening to music and not thinking about anything else, seemed oddly appealing.

We finished cleaning up the kitchen, and I couldn’t help but feel a little lighter. Baking had never been my thing, but today, it had helped take my mind off everything that was weighing me down. And the music, well… maybe it was just what I needed.

As we waited for the cookies to bake, my mom turned to me, a thoughtful look on her face.

“Michael, can I ask you something?”

“Sure,” I said, curious.

“What do you think about all of this? I mean, the changes you’ve been going through.”

I hesitated, not really sure how to answer. “I don’t know. It’s weird. Scary, even. I feel like I’m not myself anymore, like I’m turning into someone else.”

She nodded, her expression softening.

“It’s okay to feel that way, honey. But no matter what, you’re still you. And you’re still my son. Nothing’s going to change that.”
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“Thanks, Mom,” I said, feeling a lump in my throat. Her words meant a lot, even if I wasn’t sure I fully believed them.

The oven timer dinged, breaking the moment, and she quickly pulled out the tray of cookies, filling the kitchen with the warm, sweet smell of freshly baked treats.

“Here,” she said, handing me one. “Try it.”

I took a bite, the cookie soft and warm in my mouth. It was delicious, the perfect blend of sweet and buttery. For a moment, everything else faded away, and I just enjoyed the simple pleasure of that cookie.

“You did good,” she said with a smile, watching me.

“You’ve got a knack for this, you know.”

“Maybe,” I said, swallowing the last bite. “It was kind of fun.”

We spent the rest of the afternoon in the kitchen, talking and laughing like we hadn’t in a long time. For a few hours, I was able to forget about the clinic, the tests, and the questions that had been haunting me.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I found myself back in the doctor’s office, staring at the same sterile white walls, the same uncomfortable chair beneath me. But this time, there was something different—something about me. My chest felt heavier, and when I looked down, I could see the faint swell beneath my shirt. My breasts were definitely bigger than they were before. The realization made my stomach churn.

I rubbed my hands together, trying to keep calm, but it wasn’t working. I kept glancing at the clock on the wall, the seconds ticking by painfully slow.

Where was the doctor?

The longer I waited, the more anxious I became, my mind racing with all the worst-case scenarios.
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Finally, the door creaked open, and Dr. Hayes walked in, looking slightly flustered. “Michael, I’m so sorry I’m late. Traffic was a nightmare,” he said, offering an apologetic smile as he settled into his chair.

“It’s fine,” I muttered, though it was anything but fine. I just wanted answers, and I wanted them now.

He pulled a folder out of the drawer, flipping through the pages with a furrowed brow. “Alright, let’s take a look at your test results,” he said, scanning the documents. The room was quiet except for the rustling of paper, and I held my breath, waiting for him to say something—anything.

After what felt like an eternity, he looked up, his expression a mix of confusion and concern.

“Well, this is… unexpected.”

“What is?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

He sighed, rubbing the back of his neck as he glanced back at the results.

“Your estrogen levels are extremely elevated, Michael. Much higher than what we’d normally see in a male. And your testosterone is very low, almost nonexistent.”

I felt a cold sweat break out on my forehead. “What does that mean? Is something wrong with me?”

Dr. Hayes shook his head slowly. “Not exactly. The rest of your tests came back normal. It seems like your body is just producing an unusually high amount of estrogen. There’s no clear reason for it, at least not from what we can see in these tests.”

I swallowed hard, trying to process what he was saying.

“So… what does that mean for me? Am I… am I going to be okay?”

He hesitated for a moment, then leaned forward, his expression serious. “Michael, at this rate, it’s unlikely you’ll be able to have children in the future. Your current hormone levels are far from what we’d consider typical for male fertility.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. I hadn’t even thought about having kids before, but hearing that it might not be an option… it bothered me more than I expected.

“Is there anything we can do to fix it?” I asked, my voice shaky.

“We could try synthetic hormones to increase your testosterone levels,” Dr. Hayes suggested. “It’s a common treatment for cases like yours, and it could help balance things out.”

But the idea of pumping my body full of synthetic hormones didn’t sit right with me. I’d always been more into natural remedies, the kind you could find in plants and herbs. I even dreamed of becoming an herbalist one day, creating natural treatments and alternatives.

“I don’t know… I’m not really into the idea of taking something unnatural. Is there any other way?”

He gave me a sympathetic look. “I understand your concerns, but without treatment, your estrogen levels could continue to rise. If that happens, you might start developing more feminine features—breasts, wider hips, softer skin…”

I looked down at my chest, already noticing the changes that had started. The thought of it getting worse made my stomach turn. “What happens if I don’t take the hormones?” I asked, needing to hear it spelled out.

Dr. Hayes smiled, but there was a seriousness behind his eyes. “Then, Michael, you might just have to accept that you have what some might call ‘girly genes.’”
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I blinked, taken aback by his words. “Girly genes?”

He chuckled lightly, though it didn’t make me feel any better. “It’s just a way of saying that your body seems to be naturally inclined toward producing more estrogen than testosterone. It’s unusual, but not unheard of.”

The room felt like it was closing in on me.

“And if it keeps going up? What then?”

He paused, choosing his words carefully. “If your estrogen continues to rise, you’ll likely continue to see changes—breast growth, fat redistribution around your hips, things like that. But no, your penis won’t fall off,” he added with a hearty laugh.

I didn’t laugh. I couldn’t. This was serious, and I didn’t know how to deal with it. “I… I need time to think about this,” I said, feeling overwhelmed.

“Of course,” Dr. Hayes replied gently. “Take all the time you need. But just know that if you decide to go ahead with treatment, the sooner we start, the better.”

I nodded, but my mind was elsewhere. I couldn’t stop thinking about what he’d said—about the changes that were already happening and what might come next.

Could I really just accept it?

Could I live with becoming… more feminine?

A week had passed since my last visit to the doctor, and I was still no closer to making a decision. Every time I thought about the hormones, my stomach would twist into knots. It felt like I was caught in a no-man’s-land, unsure of what I wanted or who I was becoming.

To clear my head, I decided to go for a run around the neighborhood. It was something I used to enjoy, back before everything got so complicated.

The morning was cool, with a slight breeze that made the leaves rustle in the trees. I started out at a steady pace, my feet pounding rhythmically against the pavement. For a moment, I could almost pretend that everything was normal—that I was just a regular guy going for a run. But that illusion didn’t last long.

It didn’t take more than a few minutes before I noticed it—the uncomfortable bouncing in my chest. At first, I tried to ignore it, but the more I ran, the more it hurt. The jiggling of my breasts wasn’t just annoying; it was painful. Each step sent a jolt through my chest, and by the time I reached the halfway point of my usual route, I had to stop, doubling over with my hands on my knees.

“Great,” I muttered to myself, breathing heavily. “Just great.”

I turned around and started walking back home, wincing with every step. Running used to be something I loved, something that helped me clear my mind. But now, it felt like just one more thing that was slipping away from me.

When I finally got back to the house, I went straight to Hailey’s room. She was lounging on her bed, a can of Coke in her hand, scrolling through her phone like she didn’t have a care in the world.

“Hey, Hailey,” I said, leaning against her doorframe.

She looked up, raising an eyebrow. “What’s up?”

“I don’t know how you girls do it,” I blurted out, still trying to catch my breath.

“Do what?” she asked, confused.

“Run,” I said, rubbing my chest. “My chest hurts from all the jiggling.”

She stared at me for a second, and then, to my surprise, she nearly spit out her drink. “Wait, what? Did you just say your chest hurts from jiggling?”

“Yeah,” I grumbled, feeling a bit embarrassed.

“It’s not funny, Hailey. It really hurts.”

She wiped her mouth, still trying to stifle her laughter. “Well, yeah, it hurts if you’re not wearing the right stuff.”

I frowned. “What do you mean, ‘the right stuff’?”

She rolled her eyes, setting her Coke down on the nightstand.

“Give me a sec.” She got up and rummaged through her dresser, eventually pulling out a black sports bra. “We wear these,” she said, holding it up like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

I stared at the bra, my stomach doing a flip. “Oh no, I’m not wearing a bra.”

Hailey walked over and stood in front of me, examining me like I was some kind of science experiment.

“Michael, you’re like a B cup. Maybe bigger. Trust me, if you keep running without support, it’s really going to hurt.”

I crossed my arms, trying to ignore the discomfort in my chest. “I’m not wearing a bra,” I insisted, even though a part of me knew she was right.

She sighed, clearly exasperated. “Look, I’m not saying you have to wear one all the time. But if you’re going to keep running, you’re going to need something to hold… them in place.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. She had a point, but the idea of wearing a bra felt like crossing a line I wasn’t ready to cross. Hailey seemed to sense my hesitation because she gave me a sympathetic look before heading back to her bed.

“Whatever you decide, it’s up to you,” she said, flopping back onto her pillows and picking up her phone again. “But if you change your mind, the bra’s right there.”

I stood there for a moment, staring at the sports bra in her hands. My chest still ached from the run, and I knew that Hailey was right—it wasn’t going to get any better if I kept pretending like nothing was happening.

But wearing a bra? That felt like admitting something I wasn’t ready to admit.

Still, the pain in my chest was hard to ignore. I sighed, rubbing my temples as I tried to think. Maybe just trying it wouldn’t be the end of the world. After all, it was just a sports bra, right? It’s not like I was going to start wearing it every day.

Finally, I gave in. “Fine, let me see it,” I muttered.

Hailey looked up, surprised. “Really?”

“Yeah, just… let me try it,” I said, holding out my hand.

She handed me the bra, and I took it, feeling the soft fabric between my fingers. It didn’t seem that different from a regular shirt, just tighter and stretchier. I hesitated for a moment longer before finally slipping it over my head.

It felt strange at first, the way it hugged my chest, but once it was on, I couldn’t deny that it was… comfortable. I stood there for a moment, feeling the way it held everything in place, and then I gave a little jump. No jiggling. I jogged in place, and still, no pain. I couldn’t help but feel a small sense of relief.

“How does it feel?” Hailey asked, watching me closely.
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I didn’t want to admit it, but… “It actually feels pretty good,” I said, a bit surprised by how much better it was.

She smiled, a mix of amusement and satisfaction. “Told you.”

I shook my head, still trying to process how quickly I’d gone from refusing to even touch a bra to actually wearing one. But as weird as it was, I couldn’t deny that it solved the problem.

“Thanks,” I mumbled, feeling a bit embarrassed but also grateful.

“No problem,” she said, turning her attention back to her phone.

“And hey, if you ever need another one, just let me know. I’ve got plenty.”

I rolled my eyes, but there was a small smile on my face as I left her room. As I headed back to my own room, I couldn’t help but feel a strange mix of emotions. On one hand, I was glad the pain was gone, but on the other, it was just another reminder that my body was changing in ways I couldn’t control.

But for now, at least, I could run without hurting.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, we were all gathered around the dinner table, the familiar clatter of utensils and the smell of Mom’s cooking filling the room. It was one of those rare nights when everyone was home, and for once, the conversation wasn’t awkward or strained. It almost felt normal.

“So, Hailey, what’s the plan for senior high?” Dad asked, looking over at my sister as he took a bite of his mashed potatoes.

Hailey shrugged, poking at her green beans. “I don’t know, same as always, I guess. I’m thinking of joining the dance team again. Maybe take some advanced classes to get ready for college.”

Mom smiled, nodding in approval. “That sounds like a good idea. You were so good on the dance team last year.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Hailey said, but I could tell she wasn’t all that enthusiastic. She was always like that—never showing too much excitement about anything.

Dad turned to me next, his eyes curious.

“What about you, Michael? Any thoughts on college?”
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I hesitated, pushing my food around on my plate. The truth was, I hadn’t given much thought to college lately. With everything going on with my hormones, it was hard to focus on anything else.

“I’m not sure,” I admitted. “I don’t really have any plans yet.”

Mom frowned, clearly concerned. “But you were so excited about going to that herbal medicine school a few months ago. What changed?”

I sighed, trying to find the right words. “I just… I don’t know if I’m ready for college right now. I’ve got a lot on my mind, and I think I need to sort some things out first.”

There was a brief silence, the kind that made me feel like I was letting them down. But before I could say anything else, Dad spoke up again, this time with a different topic. “You know, I’ve been thinking about something,” he said, his tone thoughtful. “We’ve got that property near Olympic National Park just sitting there. I’ve been considering turning it into an Airbnb, but the landscaping costs are pretty high, and I can’t do it all myself.”

The idea caught my attention immediately. I’d always loved botany—plants, trees, flowers, anything that grew. The thought of spending time in the country, surrounded by nature, sounded like exactly what I needed.

“That sounds like a great idea, Dad,” I said, a spark of interest in my voice.

“I’d love to help with the landscaping.”

He raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised by my enthusiasm.

“Really? You’d want to do that?”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling a bit more confident.

“I’ve been thinking about taking a break anyway, you know, to get away from the stress of everything. And I love working with plants. It could be a good way to clear my head.”

Mom and Dad exchanged a look, and I could see the concern in their eyes. “It’s pretty remote out there, Michael,” Mom said gently. “Are you sure you want to spend the summer in the country? It’s very different.”

“I know,” I replied, trying to reassure them.

“But I think it’s exactly what I need right now. I’m not in the right headspace for college, and I could use some time away to figure things out.”

Hailey chimed in, a smirk on her face. “And what, you’re just going to live out there all summer like some kind of nature boy?”

I rolled my eyes at her teasing. “Why not? It could be fun. And besides, I’m not going to be out there alone. Dad’s going to be there too, right?”

He nodded, though he still seemed a bit hesitant. “I’ll be in and out, but yeah, I’ll be around to help. It’s just… well, like your mom said, it’s pretty isolated. Are you sure you’re up for that?”

I knew they were worried about me, especially with everything going on. But the more I thought about it, the more the idea appealed to me. It wasn’t just about the landscaping; it was about getting away from all the pressure, the questions, the uncertainty. Out there, in the quiet of the country, maybe I could finally figure out what I really wanted.

“Yeah, I’m sure,” I said firmly.

“I think it’ll be good for me. And who knows, maybe I’ll even learn something useful.”

Mom reached across the table and squeezed my hand, her eyes soft with understanding.

“If that’s what you want, then we support you, Michael. Just promise us you’ll be careful, okay?”

“I will,” I promised, feeling a little more at ease. “Thanks, Mom.”

Dad smiled, the tension in his face easing a bit. “Alright, then it’s settled. I’m really glad you’re willing to help. It’ll make a big difference.”

We finished the rest of dinner in a more relaxed mood, the earlier tension giving way to a sense of quiet excitement. I could tell my parents were still worried, but they were trying to hide it for my sake. As for me, I felt a strange mix of emotions—nervous about what the summer would bring, but also a little hopeful that maybe, just maybe, this was the break I needed.
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The next Saturday came sooner than I expected. Moving day. I stood in my room, surrounded by half-packed boxes and random items I wasn't sure if I wanted to bring. I’d been putting off double-checking everything, but now there was no avoiding it. I dragged my feet, scanning each box, trying to convince myself that I hadn’t forgotten anything important.

But it wasn't the packing that was bothering me the most. It was the pressure on my chest. Hailey’s sports bra, which had been a temporary solution, now felt like a vice squeezing my ribs. The last week had been hell, and each morning, my breasts seemed to be growing bigger, pushing against the fabric until it was unbearable.

Today was the worst. I could hardly breathe, and the straps dug into my shoulders like they were trying to cut through my skin. I ran a hand over my chest, feeling the swollen mounds beneath. It was so surreal, like they didn’t belong to me.

I took a deep breath, then exhaled shakily. There was no way I could wear this thing all the way to the park. But what could I do? The thought of taking it off and just letting everything hang was even worse. I didn’t want to go to my mom about this, but there was no one else. My throat tightened as I knocked on her door, half-hoping she wouldn’t hear me.

"Come in," Mom’s voice called from inside.

I hesitated, then pushed the door open. She was sitting on her bed, reading something, but looked up when she saw me.

"Hey, Michael, everything okay?"

I closed the door behind me, feeling like a little kid again. "Not really," I mumbled, rubbing my arm nervously. My voice was already shaky, and I hated how vulnerable I felt.

"Can I talk to you about something?"

Mom put her book aside immediately, her full attention on me.

"Of course, sweetie. What’s on your mind?"

I bit my lip, trying to find the words. “It’s just… this.” I motioned to my chest awkwardly, feeling heat rush to my face. "It’s getting worse, Mom. They’re getting bigger, and this bra is killing me. I don’t know what to do." My voice cracked, and I looked down, embarrassed by the tears welling up in my eyes.

For a moment, Mom didn’t say anything. When I glanced up, her eyes were wide, taking in my words, and her expression shifted from surprise to concern.

"Oh, honey," she said softly, getting up from the bed and moving toward me.

"I had no idea it was this bad. Why didn’t you tell me sooner?"

"I didn’t want to bother you," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "And I thought maybe it would stop, but… it hasn’t. And now I’m stuck with these, and I don’t know what to do." I finally let out the tears I’d been holding back, feeling utterly defeated.

"They’re so big, and it hurts so much."

Mom wrapped her arms around me, pulling me close. "Shh, it’s okay, Michael. We’ll figure this out together." She held me as I cried, her hand gently rubbing my back. It was both comforting and humiliating to be in her arms like this, but I needed it. I needed to feel like I wasn’t facing this alone.

After a few minutes, I pulled back and wiped my eyes with the back of my hand. "I’m sorry," I muttered, feeling ashamed of breaking down like that.

"Don’t apologize," Mom said firmly, still holding my shoulders.

"You have nothing to be sorry for. You’re going through a lot, and it’s okay to be upset."

I nodded, sniffling, and she let go of me. "I think the first thing we need to do is get you out of that sports bra," she said, eyeing the tight garment critically. "You can’t keep wearing something so restrictive, especially not with how much you’ve grown."

"I don’t have anything else," I admitted, feeling a fresh wave of anxiety.

"What am I supposed to wear?"
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Mom pursed her lips, thinking. Then she seemed to come to a decision. "Wait here a minute." She walked over to her dresser and started rummaging through the drawers. After a few moments, she pulled out a few bras, all different styles and colors.

"These might work," she said, bringing them over.

My stomach churned as I looked at the bras in her hands. This was all happening so fast, and the thought of wearing a regular bra made my skin crawl. But what choice did I have? I couldn’t keep suffocating in the sports bra.

"I don’t know how to wear those," I admitted, feeling like an idiot.

"That’s okay, I’ll show you," Mom said gently.

"It’s really not that hard once you get the hang of it."

She handed me a bra, a simple beige one with no frills. "Start by putting your arms through the straps, like this," she said, demonstrating with another bra. I copied her movements, feeling the soft fabric slide over my shoulders.

"Now, you’re going to reach around your back and hook the clasps together," she continued, showing me how to do it. I fumbled with the clasps for a moment before they finally clicked into place. The band felt snug but not tight, a huge relief compared to the sports bra.

"Adjust the cups so they’re sitting right over your breasts," Mom said next, and I awkwardly tugged at the cups until they felt more secure.

"There, that’s much better, isn’t it?"

I looked down at myself, feeling weirdly exposed but also… relieved? The bra didn’t dig into my skin like the sports bra had, and I could actually breathe.

"Yeah," I said slowly, touching the fabric. "It’s… better."

Mom smiled, but there was still a hint of sadness in her eyes. "I know this is hard for you, Michael. And I wish I could make it all go away, but we’ll take it one step at a time. You’re doing great."

"Thanks, Mom," I said, my voice shaky again.

"I just… I didn’t think this would happen to me. And now… I don’t know what to do."

"We’ll figure it out together," she said, giving me a reassuring squeeze. "And you’re not alone in this. I’m here for you, every step of the way."

I nodded, feeling a little better but still overwhelmed. "It just feels like everything’s changing so fast," I admitted, my hands still resting on the bra.

"I’m scared."

"It’s okay to be scared," she said softly. "But you’re strong, Michael. You’ve always been strong, and you’ll get through this. I’m proud of you for facing this head-on."

I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. "I just hope I can get through the day without freaking out."

"You will," Mom said firmly. "And if you need to take a break, that’s okay too. Just remember, it’s okay to ask for help."

"Yeah," I murmured, not entirely convinced but grateful for her support.

She stepped back, giving me one last look over. "How does it feel now? Not too tight?"

"It’s fine," I said, adjusting the straps a little.

"Way better than before."

"Good," Mom said, clearly relieved. "I’m glad we could find something that works for you. We’ll get you some more, ones that are your size, but this should do for now."

I nodded, still feeling weird about the whole situation but also a bit more at ease.

"Thanks, Mom," I said again, not sure what else to say.

"You’re welcome, sweetheart," she said, giving me a warm smile.

"Now, let’s finish packing. We’ve got a big day ahead of us."

As she turned back to her dresser, I glanced at myself in the mirror, feeling a strange mix of emotions. This wasn’t how I pictured my life going, not by a long shot. But at least I wasn’t alone.

Four hours later, we pulled up to the property. The ride had been long, mostly filled with awkward silence and the occasional forced conversation about the weather or what we’d do first when we arrived. I had been staring out the window the whole time, trying to distract myself from the discomfort of the bra and the nagging thoughts in my head. But now, as we came to a stop, I couldn’t help but stare.
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It was huge, that much was clear even from inside the car. Trees surrounded the place, tall and ancient, their branches reaching out like they were trying to touch the sky. The grass, though, was another story. It was wild, overgrown, and tangled with weeds. It stretched up to my knees, and it looked like no one had bothered to maintain it for years. The house itself was barely visible through the mess, just a faint outline of what might have once been a charming, cozy home.

“Wow,” Hailey breathed from the backseat, breaking the silence.

“This place is… a hot mess!”

“A hot mess is right,” Dad muttered as he cut the engine. “Looks like Micheal’s got work cut out for him.”

Mom turned to look at us with a reassuring smile. “Don’t worry, he’ll have it looking beautiful in no time. Right, Michael?”

I nodded automatically, not trusting myself to speak. The truth was, the sight of the place made my chest tighten, and not just because of the bra. It was overwhelming. How was I supposed to turn this mess into something livable, let alone beautiful?

We got out of the car and started unloading our things. Dad took charge, directing us where to put the boxes and bags. Hailey helped Mom with the lighter stuff, while I struggled with the heavier items. My body still felt strange, weaker than it should have been, and the effort made my muscles ache.

Once we had most of our things out, I straightened up and stretched, trying to ease the tension in my shoulders. That’s when I noticed the sky. It was a deep blue, the kind that seemed to go on forever, with just a few clouds lazily drifting by. The sun was starting to dip lower, casting long shadows across the overgrown yard.

For a moment, I just stood there, looking at the sky, then at the trees that surrounded us. The air was different here, cleaner, with the faint scent of pine and earth. It was quiet, too, the kind of quiet you don’t get in the suburbs. No distant hum of traffic, no neighbors’ dogs barking. Just the soft rustling of leaves and the occasional bird call.

I let out a long breath, then turned my attention to the house. Now that I was outside, I could see it better. It was old, with peeling paint and a sagging roof, but there was something about it that drew me in. Maybe it was the big windows or the wide front porch that looked like it had seen better days. Or maybe it was just the fact that, despite everything, it still stood strong, stubbornly holding on.

I took a few steps closer, feeling a strange connection to the place. It was almost like it was calling out to me, asking for help. I knew it sounded ridiculous, but I couldn’t shake the feeling. I reached out and touched the rough wood of the porch railing, then whispered, “Don’t worry. I’ll be here to reveal your true beauty.”

I didn’t expect an answer, of course, but saying it out loud made me feel a little better. It was like I was making a promise. Maybe this place was a mess, but it had potential.

“Michael?” Mom’s voice broke through my thoughts, and I turned to see her standing by the car, a box in her hands.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, forcing a smile. “Just… taking it all in.”

She nodded, her eyes soft with understanding. “It’s a lot, I know. But you’ll make it work. And you’re going to do an amazing job with the landscaping.”

I wanted to believe her, but doubt still lingered in the back of my mind. “I hope so,” I said, picking up another box and heading toward the house.

“This place needs a lot of work.”

“We’ll help when we can,” Dad said, joining us with a grin. “We’re going to turn this place into something we can be proud of. And it’s going to be our little project, together.”

Hailey rolled her eyes, but she was smiling too.

“As long as I don’t have to deal with any spiders, I’m good.”

“Deal,” I said, managing a small laugh. “You handle the inside, I’ll handle the outside.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Mom said, walking ahead of us.

“Now let’s get the rest of this stuff inside and start settling in.”

We spent the next hour or so lugging boxes and bags into the house. It was hard work, and by the time we were done, I was exhausted. But standing in the doorway, looking out at the property, I felt a flicker of something I hadn’t felt in a long time. Maybe it was hope, or maybe it was just the fresh air clearing my head.

Either way, I was here, and there was no turning back.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

MONDAY MORNING came too soon. I stood on the doorstep, watching as my parents and Hailey got ready to leave. The car was packed, their bags stuffed into the trunk, and the engine idling like it couldn’t wait to get going. I knew this moment was coming, but it didn’t make it any easier.

Mom was fussing over me, her hands adjusting my collar, even though I wasn’t wearing anything that needed fixing.
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“Are you sure you’ll be okay, sweetie? We can stay a bit longer if you need us.”

“I’ll be fine, Mom,” I said, trying to sound confident. The truth was, I wasn’t sure how I felt about being left alone out here. It was quiet, isolated, and a little bit daunting. But I couldn’t tell her that.

“You’ve already done so much. The house is livable now, thanks to you.”

Dad nodded, though he still looked a bit unsure. “Just remember to keep the doors locked at night. And if anything happens, don’t hesitate to call us.”

“Or call the neighbors,” Mom added quickly.

“They’re not too far, and I’m sure they’ll be happy to help if you need anything.”

“Mom, it’s fine,” Hailey groaned, leaning against the car with a dramatic sigh. “We’ve been over this like ten times. Michael’s not a baby. He can handle it.”

“I know,” Mom said, her voice a little wobbly. She hugged me tight, holding on for just a second longer than usual.

“It’s just… you’re so far away now. And I’m going to miss you.”

“I’ll miss you too,” I mumbled, feeling a lump rise in my throat. I wasn’t good at this kind of stuff, saying goodbye. But there was no avoiding it.

“I’ll be okay. I promise.”

Dad clapped me on the shoulder, a firm but affectionate gesture.

“You’ve got a good head on your shoulders, son. We trust you to take care of this place. Just don’t overwork yourself, alright?”

“I won’t,” I said, though I had a feeling that was exactly what I’d end up doing. There was just so much to be done, and I didn’t know where to start.

“Alright, alright, let’s get going before we all melt out here,” Hailey interjected, fanning herself with her hand. “It’s like a sauna already, and it’s not even noon.”

Mom gave me one last squeeze, then finally let go. “Okay, we’re going. But remember, if you need anything, we’re just a call away.”

“I know,” I said, stepping back as they got into the car. “Drive safe.”

They waved as the car pulled out of the driveway, disappearing down the long, winding road. I watched until they were completely out of sight, the silence of the morning settling in around me like a heavy blanket.

It was just me now. Just me and this old house, with all its quirks and issues. And the wild, overgrown yard that was now my responsibility.

I turned back to the house, feeling a mix of relief and anxiety. The idea of being alone, without anyone to bother me, was appealing. But it also meant that everything was on me now.

Every decision, every mistake. It was a lot to handle.

My stomach growled loudly, pulling me out of my thoughts. I realized I hadn’t eaten anything since the night before, and now that the adrenaline from the goodbyes was fading, hunger was hitting me hard. I headed back inside, the cool air of the house a welcome relief from the rising heat outside.

The kitchen was still a bit bare, despite our efforts to stock it with the basics. I opened the pantry, hoping to find something substantial, but it was mostly dry goods and canned food. No fresh fruit, no vegetables, nothing that screamed “breakfast.” I sighed and reached for the box of cereal we’d brought from home. It wasn’t exactly what I wanted, but it would have to do for now.

[image: Mage media]

I poured myself a bowl, grabbed the milk from the fridge, and sat down at the small kitchen table. The house was eerily quiet, the kind of silence that made every little noise seem louder. The crunch of the cereal echoed in the room, and I found myself staring out the window, thinking about all the work ahead of me.

The yard was a disaster, that much was clear. Overgrown grass, tangled bushes, and who knew what else lurking in the mess. It was going to take more than a few afternoons with a lawnmower to get it under control.

I’d need tools, supplies, maybe even some advice from someone who knew what they were doing.

But before I could tackle any of that, I needed food. Real food. I wasn’t going to survive on cereal and canned beans. I needed to make a trip to Walmart, stock up on fresh groceries, and maybe pick up a few things for the landscaping while I was at it. The thought of wandering the aisles of a store, surrounded by people, wasn’t exactly appealing, but it had to be done.

Later that day, I was on my way to the car dealer to rent an SUV. The plan was to rent it for two months—just enough time to get everything done around the property without worrying about transportation. The day was scorching, the kind of heat that makes the air feel thick and heavy. As I walked, the sun beat down on me and I could feel sweat starting to trickle down my back.

But it wasn’t just the heat outside that was bothering me. The bra I was wearing felt like a furnace strapped to my chest, making it hard to breathe. I tried adjusting it, pulling at the straps, but nothing helped.

The more I walked, the more unbearable it became.

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I stopped my tracks and walked to the side of the road, glancing around to make sure no one was watching. It wasn’t like I had any other choice. I reached under my shirt and unhooked the bra, yanking it off with a sigh of relief. My chest felt freer, cooler, even if the shirt I was wearing did little to hide the fact that I was braless.

My breasts were obvious now, with the outline of my nipples clearly visible through the fabric. I knew it was going to draw attention, but what else could I do?

I stuffed the bra into my pocket and walked some more. As I continued toward the dealership, I could feel the stares from other drivers and pedestrians. Men, especially, were giving me weird looks, trying to figure out what they were seeing.

I was dressed like a guy—jeans, t-shirt, sneakers—but the way my chest looked now, there was no hiding that I had a more feminine figure. My walk was still the same, though, so I guess that just confused them even more.

By the time I reached the receiving area, I was already bracing myself for more of those looks. The place was full of guys, all of them looking like they stepped out of a magazine for “manly men.” There was one guy, in particular, who caught my eye—big, broad, with a buzz cut and a name tag that read “Bronco.”

Seriously, who names their kid Bronco?

I could feel their eyes on me, trying to make sense of what they were seeing. Bronco walked over to me, his eyes narrowing as he took in the sight of me.

“Hey there,” he said, his voice deep and gruff.
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“Can I help you with something?”

“Yeah,” I replied, trying to keep my voice steady. “I’m here to rent an SUV for a couple of months.”

Bronco’s eyes kept flicking down to my chest, then back up to my face. “Uh… I don’t mean to be rude, but… why do you look like a girl but sound like a guy?”

I sighed, already tired of this conversation.

“Long story,” I said, hoping that would be the end of it.

But Bronco wasn’t done. He tilted his head, studying me.

“Are those… real?”

For a second, I didn’t know what he was talking about, then I realized he meant my breasts. “Yeah,” I said, shrugging.

“Wanna touch them?”

I wasn’t sure why I said it. Maybe it was to shut him up, or maybe it was because I still didn’t really feel like they were part of me. They were just there, like some weird growth I had to deal with.

Bronco hesitated, then reached out and gave my chest a light poke, like he was testing to see if they were real. “Damn,” he muttered, more to himself than to me.

That was all it took for the other guys to swarm around. They started poking and prodding, feeling the softness of my chest, squeezing them, like it was some kind of weird novelty. It was strange, my nips were getting harder that they could almost cut a diamond. I felt a little uncomfortable, but part of me also found it pleasurable. I’d always thought of my chest as just another part of my body, nothing more.

But as they kept touching, something started to shift inside me. I was sure that it wasn’t just discomfort anymore—I felt my blood rush through my veins, and I was starting to like the attention. My face grew hot, and I found myself wishing they would never stop, even though I had minded at first.

But then, I remembered that it wasn’t right. The whole situation was getting out of hand, and I needed to get out of there.

“Okay, that’s enough,” I said, stepping back and raising my hands.

“Can we just get the paperwork done? I really need that SUV.”

The guys backed off, looking a bit sheepish, and Bronco gave me a nod.

“Sure thing, mam, I mean, man. Sorry about that. We didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

“It’s fine,” I mumbled, though I wasn’t sure if it really was. I just wanted to get out of there as fast as possible.

Bronco led me inside, and we went through the paperwork quickly. I barely paid attention, just signed where he told me to, nodding along as he explained the rental terms. My mind was elsewhere, still buzzing from the weird encounter. By the time I had the keys in my hand, I was more than ready to leave.

“Take care,” Bronco said as I walked out.

“And, uh, good luck with… everything.”

“Yeah, thanks,” I muttered, not looking back as I headed to the SUV.

Once I was inside the car, I let out a long breath, trying to calm down. My heart was still racing, my mind spinning from what had just happened. I didn’t know why I felt the way I did—part of me was embarrassed, but another part… well, I wasn’t sure what it was. Maybe it was just the weirdness of the whole situation getting to me.

Shaking my head, I started the engine and pulled out of the dealership, heading toward Walmart. I needed to focus on what was important—getting supplies, getting food, and getting back to the house.

Later, I found myself wandering the aisles of the store, checking my list for the two weeks' worth of groceries I needed to get. Walmart was busy, but I didn’t mind. It felt good to be doing something normal, something that didn’t involve thinking about the mess of my life. I started with the basics—milk, eggs, bread—but quickly moved on to other things.

I reached for a carton of orange juice, then grabbed a pack of strawberries, thinking they’d be good for breakfast. The fresh produce section was more inviting than I expected, and I found myself picking out a few other things: some bananas, a head of lettuce, and a bag of baby carrots. I even grabbed a couple of avocados, though I wasn’t sure what I’d do with them yet.

As I moved through the store, I realized I was actually enjoying myself. It was strange, but there was something satisfying about filling up my cart with food, imagining all the meals I’d make.

However, for a moment, I let my mind drift back to the dealership and the guys. I didn’t want to think about it, but it was like a hangover I couldn’t shake. I wasn’t attracted to guys—not at all—but there was something about how they looked at me, how they touched me, that made me feel wanted, even if it was for all the wrong reasons. I hated that it lingered in my mind, but I pushed the thoughts away. I didn’t need that kind of distraction.

I grabbed a few more items—pasta, canned beans, rice—before heading to the meat section. I wasn’t much of a cook, but I figured I could manage some simple meals. I picked up some chicken breasts, a pack of ground beef, and a few steaks. As I piled the packages into my cart, I couldn’t help but think about how much had changed. Just a few months ago, I wouldn’t have even known what to do with this stuff. Now, I had to learn.
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Once I had everything on my grocery list, I moved on to the landscaping section. This part was a bit more overwhelming. There were rows of tools, bags of soil, and all kinds of things I wasn’t sure I needed. But I knew I had to start somewhere.

I grabbed a pair of gardening gloves, a rake, and a watering can, tossing them into my cart. It felt good to think about fixing up the property, even if it was a massive job.

As I walked down the aisle, I spotted a small shovel on the top shelf. It was one of those mini ones, the kind that might come in handy for smaller tasks. I reached up for it, but it was just out of my reach. I looked around and saw a ladder nearby. It was a bit awkward, but I figured I could use it to grab the shovel.

I set the ladder up and started climbing. As I reached for the shovel, I realized how heavy the box was. I tried to lift it, but my strength wasn’t what it used to be. My arms shook as I tried to pull it down, and before I knew it, I lost my balance. My heart jumped into my throat as I felt myself falling.

But before I hit the ground, strong arms caught me. I looked up, my breath catching in my chest, and saw a familiar face staring back at me.

“Kurt?” I blurted out, my voice a mix of shock and confusion.

Kurt looked just as surprised. “Michael? What the hell are you doing here?”

I scrambled to get off the ladder, my heart still racing.

“I could ask you the same thing,” I said, trying to steady myself.

“Thanks for catching me, by the way.”

“No problem,” he said, still staring at me like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. His eyes drifted down to my chest, and I could see the wheels turning in his head.

“What… what happened to you?”

I felt my face flush with embarrassment. “Long story,” I muttered, rubbing the back of my neck. “Remember when we both tried out for varsity? I didn’t make the team. Turns out, I have a hormonal imbalance. Hence…” I gestured to my chest, not really wanting to go into more detail.

Kurt’s eyes widened even more.

“Wow. I mean… wow. That’s… I don’t even know what to say.”

“Yeah, well, it is what it is,” I said, trying to brush it off.

“But seriously, what are you doing here? Of all places?”

He sighed, running a hand through his hair. “I didn’t make the team in college. My dad wasn’t too happy about it, so he told me to come back and help out with the farm. I’m the only heir, so… here I am.”

I stared at him, not sure if I believed what I was hearing. “You’re telling me we both ended up in the same place after all this time?”

“Looks like it, literally and metaphorically,” he said with a small, almost sad smile.

“Life’s not all about football. Good to see you,” I said, more out of politeness than anything else. I wasn’t sure how I felt about running into Kurt again. It was weird, seeing him after all these years, after everything that had happened.

But Kurt wasn’t letting it go. “Is that it?” he asked, his voice laced with confusion.

I frowned. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, we haven’t talked to each other in years. You were my best friend, Michael. Is ‘good to see you’ all I get?”

Something inside me snapped. “Yeah, we WERE best friends,” I said, my voice sharper than I intended. “Until you abandoned me. Remember that?”

Kurt looked like I’d slapped him. He opened his mouth to say something, but I didn’t give him the chance. I turned and started walking away, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Wait, Michael,” Kurt called after me. “Let me make it up to you.”

I stopped but didn’t turn around. “No, it’s fine,” I said, my voice tight.

“But I really have to finish my groceries.”

There was a long pause, and for a moment, I thought he might push it. But then he sighed. “Alright. I’ve got to deliver some stuff anyway. But… give me your number?”

I hesitated, then reluctantly pulled out my phone and gave it to him. “Sure,” I said, though I wasn’t sure why I was agreeing. I just wanted to get out of there.

He took down my number and handed the phone back. “Thanks,” he said softly.

“I’ll… I’ll see you around, okay?”

“Yeah,” I muttered, shoving the phone into my pocket. “See you around.”

As he walked away, I couldn’t help but feel a weird flutter in my stomach.

I hated that feeling.

I didn’t want to care about Kurt, didn’t want to feel anything for him. But seeing him again, hearing his voice, it brought back memories I thought I’d buried a long time ago.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, after a simple breakfast of scrambled eggs and toast, I was ready to tackle the vines. I’d been eyeing those tangled messes since we arrived, and now it was time to get rid of them. Armed with a pair of gloves and some clippers, I headed out to the yard, feeling a strange mix of excitement and determination.
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The morning was cool, a light breeze rustling through the overgrown grass. I started with the vines crawling up the side of the house. They were thick, almost like they’d been there for years, wrapping around anything they could find. I grabbed the nearest vine, tugging at it until it came loose. It was tough work, but there was something satisfying about pulling the vines down, piece by piece, and revealing the house underneath.

As I worked, I lost track of time, my focus entirely on the task at hand. The pile of dead vines at my feet grew larger, and the house was starting to look more like a home and less like a jungle. I was so engrossed in what I was doing that I almost didn’t hear my phone buzz in my pocket. I pulled off my gloves and checked the screen. It was a text from Kurt.

“Hey, I’m going to pass by later.”

I stared at the message, a knot forming in my stomach. I hadn’t expected to hear from him so soon, especially not after our awkward encounter at Walmart. How did he even know where I lived? I typed back a quick reply.

“How do you know where I live?”

His response came almost immediately.

“It’s a small town, and Vanderpump isn’t a common name around here.”

I cursed under my breath, suddenly feeling a wave of panic. I looked down at myself—sweaty, dirty, and covered in bits of vine. Why was I panicking? It wasn’t like I cared what Kurt thought. But my heart was racing, and before I knew it, I was rushing back inside, stripping off my work clothes as I went.

I jumped in the shower, the cool water helping to clear my head a bit. I scrubbed off the dirt, shaved my face, then for some reason decided to shave my armpits too.

Why?

I had no idea, but I couldn’t stop myself. After drying off, I grabbed a bra, slipped it on, then pulled on a clean shirt and a pair of shorts. I tied my hair up in a bun, feeling weirdly nervous. This was ridiculous. It was just Kurt, my old best friend.

Why was I acting like this?

I had just finished tying my shoes when I heard a knock at the door. My stomach flipped, and I took a deep breath before opening it.

Kurt stood there, looking as casual as ever, with a box of donuts in his hand.

“Hey,” he said with a grin.

“I brought you some snacks. Kind of like a welcome gift.”

“Thanks,” I said, taking the box and stepping aside to let him in.

“You didn’t have to do that.”

“I had to, really,” he said, looking around the house.

“Wow, this place is something else. It’s got potential, but it’s buried under all this… fauna.”

“Yeah,” I muttered, feeling a little self-conscious.

“It’s a lot of work, but I’m getting there.”

He nodded, then glanced outside at the yard. “Reminds me of when I inherited the farm. It was a mess, too. Took me months to get it back in shape.”

“Yeah, well, I’ll manage,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

He turned back to me, his expression serious. “I’m going to help you.”

“No, you don’t have to do that,” I protested. “I’ve got it under control.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You sure about that? You got any tools for getting rid of the weeds faster?”

I hesitated, then shook my head. “Not really. I’m just using clippers and a rake.”

Kurt let out a low whistle. “Wow, you really don’t know much about this stuff, do you?”

I bristled at his comment, but before I could respond, Kurt was already heading back to his truck. He returned a few minutes later with a couple of tools—a weeder and a heavy-duty hoe.

“Here, these will make your life a lot easier,” he said, handing them to me.

I took the tools, feeling a bit embarrassed. “Thanks.”

“No problem,” Kurt said with a grin. “Now, let’s get to work.”

He didn’t give me a chance to argue. He set to work right away, digging into the weeds with a level of energy that left me in awe. I opened the box of donuts and sat on the porch, watching him. He moved with a kind of confidence I hadn’t seen in years, like he was in his element. It made me feel a little… envious.

“It’s so hot out here,” Kurt muttered after a while, wiping the sweat from his forehead. Without missing a beat, he pulled off his shirt and tossed it aside, revealing his muscular chest and arms. I tried not to stare, but it was hard not to.
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His body was everything mine wasn’t—strong, defined, masculine. The sweat glistened on his skin, and for a moment, I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

What the hell was wrong with me? I shook my head, trying to snap myself out of it. This was Kurt, my old best friend, not some guy I should be ogling. But the way his muscles flexed as he worked, the sheer strength he had—it made me feel… something. Something I didn’t want to feel.

I shoved another donut into my mouth, hoping the sugar would distract me. But it didn’t. I kept watching him, my thoughts getting more confused by the second. I wasn’t attracted to guys, I never had been.

But this wasn’t about attraction. It was about… I didn’t even know.

I forced myself to look away, focusing on the yard instead. The beauty of the place was starting to emerge, just like I’d hoped. But all I could think about was Kurt, and the weird feelings he was stirring up inside me.

Feelings I wasn’t ready to face.

“Michael, you okay?” Kurt called out, breaking me out of my thoughts.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I replied quickly, trying to sound normal.

He glanced at me, then shrugged and went back to work. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted between us. Something I wasn’t sure how to deal with.

Later that day, Kurt and I sat on the porch, each of us holding a cold beer. The sun was starting to dip below the horizon, casting a warm, golden light over the yard. We’d made good progress—most of the weeds were gone, and the house was finally starting to look like someone actually lived there. I leaned back in my chair, feeling a strange sense of accomplishment.

“Thanks for your help today,” I said, taking a sip of my beer. “I wouldn’t have gotten half of this done without you.”

He shrugged, wiping the sweat from his forehead.

“No problem. I’m glad I could help.”

We sat in silence for a while, just enjoying the cool evening air. My mind wandered back to high school, to the days when Kurt and I used to hang out all the time. It felt like a lifetime ago.

“Are you still in touch with the old jock crew?” I asked, breaking the silence.

He nodded. “Yeah, just on Facelook, though. We don’t see each other much these days.”

I hesitated, then asked, “What about Jenna? You two were pretty tight back then.”

His expression darkened a bit, and he took a long drink before answering.

“We broke up. She didn’t like the idea of moving to the country. She wanted to stay in the city, pursue her dreams, go to college. So we went our separate ways.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling a twinge of guilt for bringing it up.

But he shook his head. “Nah, don’t be. It was for the best. Work keeps me busy, and I don’t really have time for that kind of stuff anyway.”

For a moment, I felt a pang of embarrassment, like there was something inside me that was hoping Kurt would say he was interested in someone, maybe even in me. But that was ridiculous.

Kurt was just an old friend, and I had no reason to think he’d ever be interested in me like that. I shook the thought off, trying to focus on something else.

“Yeah, I guess that makes sense,” I muttered, taking another sip of my beer. The conversation trailed off after that, both of us lost in our own thoughts.

After he left, I headed back inside, feeling a mix of relief and confusion. The day had been long, and my body ached from all the work we’d done. I went to the bathroom to wash up, but as I caught sight of myself in the mirror, I paused.
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I stared at my reflection, really looking at myself for the first time in a while. The changes in my body were undeniable. My chest was full and round, my waist had slimmed down, and my hips had started to curve in a way that was unmistakably feminine. Even my face had softened, the angles less sharp than they used to be.

I stepped closer to the mirror, curiosity getting the better of me. Slowly, I took off my clothes, one piece at a time, until I was standing there fully naked. I turned to the side, examining my profile. My body was undeniably feminine, despite the fact that I still had a penis. But instead of feeling freaked out or upset, I felt… confident.

I let my hair down, the strands falling to my shoulders. The image in the mirror was almost like someone else—someone I didn’t recognize but didn’t hate either. I touched my waist, feeling the smooth curve, then let my hands slide down to my hips. The shape of my body was almost womanly, and as much as it confused me, I couldn’t help but like it.

A strange feeling washed over me—something like arousal, but not quite. It was more like an appreciation of my own body, a fascination with the way it had changed. I ran my hands over my skin, feeling the softness, the newness of it all.

But then my eyes fell to my legs, and the spell was broken. The hair on my legs looked out of place, jarring against the rest of my smooth, feminine body. Without thinking, I grabbed a razor and started shaving the hair away, one stroke at a time. I worked quickly, wanting to get it done, wanting to see the final result.

When I was finished, I stepped back from the mirror, examining myself again. My legs were smooth now, matching the rest of me. I felt a small thrill of satisfaction as I turned to the side, checking my reflection from every angle.

Finally, I shook myself out of the trance and headed to the shower. The water was hot, relaxing the muscles that had been strained all day. But as I stood there, letting the water wash over me, my thoughts kept drifting back to Kurt, to the way he’d looked at me today, to the way I’d felt when I saw him without his shirt.

I didn’t want to think about it, didn’t want to admit that there was something there, something I didn’t understand. But as I dried off and crawled into bed, I couldn’t shake the feeling that everything was changing—my body, my mind, and maybe even my feelings.

Sleep came slowly, my thoughts tangled and confused. But one thing was clear: whatever was happening to me, it wasn’t going to stop anytime soon. And as much as I tried to resist it, part of me was starting to wonder if maybe, just maybe, I didn’t want it to stop.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of contentment as I looked out at the yard. The house was finally free of the overgrown mess that had once surrounded it, and the space was ready for new life. I had spent the last few days doing extensive research on what plants would thrive here, and I was excited to start bringing some color and vibrancy back to the property.

But it wasn’t just the progress on the house that had me feeling so good. Kurt had been visiting every day after work, lending a hand and keeping me company. We hadn’t fallen back into the close friendship we once had, but it was nice having him around. It felt like I could depend on him, even if things between us were still a little awkward.
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I was thinking about what plants to buy when something bright and pink caught my eye across the street. It was a clothing store, with a display that was almost blinding in its brightness—pink dresses, shoes, accessories, all arranged in a way that was impossible to ignore.

I found myself drawn to it, almost against my will.

Before I knew it, I was standing outside the store, staring at the window display. The idea of going inside made my heart race, and not in a good way.

What was I even thinking?

I wasn’t someone who shopped at places like this. But something in me wanted to know what it would feel like, to try on something that matched the changes in my body. I hesitated at the door, unsure if I should go in.

“Can I help you?” a voice said, startling me out of my thoughts.

I turned to see a woman standing in the doorway, smiling warmly at me. She was older, probably in her fifties, with short, curly hair and bright red lipstick. She looked like the kind of person who knew exactly who she was and wasn’t afraid to show it.

“I… I don’t know,” I stammered, feeling completely out of my depth.

The woman’s smile widened. “I’m Yolanda, the owner. Why don’t you come inside and take a look around? No pressure.”

I swallowed hard, but something in her friendly demeanor made me nod.

“Okay,” I said, stepping into the store.

Inside, the store was even more overwhelming. Every corner was filled with bright, feminine clothing—dresses, skirts, blouses, and more. I felt like I didn’t belong, like I was intruding in a space meant for someone else.

But Yolanda seemed completely unfazed.

“You remind me of my daughter,” she said, guiding me toward a rack of dresses. “She’s a bit of a tomboy, always has been. But every now and then, she likes to dress up, you know?”

I nodded, though I wasn’t sure where this was going. Yolanda started flipping through the dresses, her eyes scanning them with a practiced ease.

“I bet you’re looking for something special,” she said, her tone knowing.

“Maybe a prom dress? Or something for a fancy event?”

My heart skipped a beat, and I found myself blurting out,

“Actually, I just want to dress differently… I guess, something that suits my body better… okay…”

I couldn’t bring myself to say it.

“More feminine?” she asked.

“I guess you can say that… and I don’t know where to begin.”

Her face lit up like I’d just told her the best news she’d heard all day. “Oh, honey, you’ve come to the right place! I would be thrilled to help you find something that makes you feel amazing.”

I felt a mix of relief and nervousness. “Thank you,” I mumbled, not sure what else to say.

“Let’s start with something simple,” Yolanda said, pulling out a light pink dress with a fitted waist and a flared skirt.

“Try this on. It’s a classic look, and I think it’ll really suit you.”

I took the dress from her, feeling the soft fabric between my fingers. It was so different from anything I’d ever worn. “I… I guess I’ll try it,” I said, heading toward the fitting room.

Once inside, I took a deep breath and slipped out of my clothes. I felt strangely exposed as I put on the dress, the cool fabric brushing against my skin. When I looked at myself in the mirror, I hardly recognized the person staring back at me. The dress fit perfectly, accentuating the curves that had developed over the past few months.

“How’s it going in there?” Yolanda called from outside.

I opened the door slowly, stepping out for her to see. “It’s… different,” I said, unsure of how I felt.

Yolanda clapped her hands together, clearly pleased. “You look fantastic! That color really brings out your eyes. How do you feel in it?”

“I… I kind of like it,” I admitted, turning to look at myself from different angles.

“Wonderful!” Yolanda beamed. “Let’s try a few more, shall we?”

Over the next hour, I found myself trying on dress after dress, each one more feminine than the last. There was a floral sundress that made me feel light and airy, a sleek black dress that hugged my body in all the right places, and a flowy maxi dress that felt almost ethereal.

With each one, I felt my confidence growing, the hesitation slipping away little by little.

Yolanda was a whirlwind of energy, bringing me accessories to match, shoes to try on, even a few blouses and skirts that she thought would suit me. She never once made me feel awkward or out of place. Instead, she treated me like I was just another customer, someone she was eager to help find their style.

Eventually, I settled on a few pieces—a soft pink blouse with lace detailing, a simple black skirt that flared out when I twirled, and a pair of ballet flats that were both comfortable and cute. I stood in front of the mirror, dressed in my new outfit, and felt a strange sense of pride. I looked… good. Better than I’d expected.

She stood beside me, her smile never fading.

“You look beautiful,” she said, and I could tell she meant it.
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“Thank you,” I said, my voice quiet but sincere.

“I never thought I’d say this, but… I actually feel beautiful.”

“And you should,” she replied, giving my shoulder a gentle squeeze.

“Don’t be afraid to embrace who you are, whatever that means to you.”

I nodded, feeling a warmth in my chest that I hadn’t felt in a long time. Maybe this was just the beginning, but it felt like a step in the right direction. I paid for the clothes, thanked Yolanda again, and left the store with a bag full of new things and a heart that felt a little lighter.

The next morning, after my shower, I found myself standing in my bedroom, staring at the dress I had bought the day before. I had laid it out on the bed, planning to wear it today, but now that the moment was here, I wasn’t so sure. The dress was beautiful—soft pink with a fitted waist and a flared skirt that I knew would swirl around my legs when I moved. But the idea of actually putting it on, of wearing it in front of Kurt, made my stomach twist with nerves.

What if he thought it was weird?

What if he looked at me differently, or worse, laughed?

I couldn’t help but think about how much things had changed between us, and how much I didn’t want to mess that up. But then, as I stood there hesitating, I reminded myself why I’d bought the dress in the first place. This was part of discovering who I was, part of figuring out how I was going to move forward with these imbalanced hormones—my so-called girly genes.

I had an option to take synthetic testosterone, to try and push my body back to something more traditionally masculine. But the idea scared me. I didn’t like the thought of putting something unnatural into my body, something that might change me in ways I couldn’t predict.

Besides, part of me was curious about this more feminine side, about what it would feel like to embrace it instead of fighting against it all the time.

I took a deep breath, reaching for the dress. Maybe this was a step toward understanding myself better. Maybe it was just what I needed to do to figure out what came next. I slipped the dress over my head, feeling the fabric glide over my skin, and when I looked in the mirror, I was surprised by how right it felt.

The dress hugged my curves in all the right places, accentuating the softness of my body without making me feel exposed.

A wave of confidence washed over me. I even found an old hair blower in one of the drawers and decided to try it out, even though I had no idea what I was doing. I fumbled with the settings, aiming the warm air at my hair and brushing it with my fingers, trying to give it some volume.

It wasn’t perfect, but when I was done, my hair had a bit of bounce to it, and I felt… good.

Just as I was finishing up, I heard Kurt’s truck pull up outside. My heart skipped a beat. This was it—there was no turning back now. I walked to the front door, trying to keep my nerves in check, and opened it just as Kurt was about to knock.

His reaction was immediate. His eyes widened, and for a moment, he just stared at me, clearly taken aback.

“Michael… wow,” he finally said, his voice a little breathless.

“Why are you dressed up like this?”

I could feel my face heating up, but I forced myself to meet his gaze.

“I’ve been thinking a lot about… everything,” I began, trying to find the right words.

“About these hormones, about how my body’s changing. The doctor said I could take synthetic testosterone, but I’m scared. I don’t like the idea of putting something unnatural in my body, you know?”

He nodded slowly, still looking at me with that same surprised expression.

“So, I’m trying to discover myself more,” I continued, feeling a little more confident now that I was talking.

“I want to see if this… if embracing this more feminine side of me feels right before I make any decisions.”

He didn’t say anything at first. He just looked at me, his eyes searching mine like he was trying to understand. Then, without warning, he stepped forward and pulled me into a hug. I stiffened for a second, caught off guard, but then I relaxed into it, feeling the warmth of his body against mine.

“Michael,” he said softly, his voice close to my ear.

“Just do whatever you feel’s right.”

His words made me blush, and I buried my face in his shoulder, feeling a mix of emotions that I couldn’t quite sort out. But I knew that this was what I needed—this acceptance, this support. It made everything feel a little less scary.
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After a moment, he pulled back, smiling at me. “Alright,” he said, clapping his hands together. “Let’s get to work. I brought some stuff from the farm to help you with the planting and designing the landscape.”

I couldn’t help but smile back. “You didn’t have to do that.”

“I know,” he replied with a grin. “But I wanted to.”

We headed outside, and I followed him to his truck, where he started unloading bags of soil, tools, and even a few small plants he thought would work well. I was amazed by how much he’d brought. It was clear that he had put a lot of thought into this.

As we worked, I couldn’t help but notice how easy it was to be around him. We talked about everything—about the plants, about the farm, about life in general. There were moments when we’d joke around, teasing each other like we used to, and then there were moments when we’d just work in comfortable silence, each of us focused on the task at hand.

At one point, he was struggling with a particularly stubborn patch of weeds, and I couldn’t resist giving him a little shove.

“You sure you know what you’re doing?” I teased.

He laughed, shoving me back playfully.

“Of course I do. It’s just that these weeds are as stubborn as you.”

We went back and forth like that, the playful banter easing any lingering tension between us. But as the day went on, I couldn’t help but notice the way Kurt looked at me—like he was seeing me in a new light. It made my heart race, made me feel things I wasn’t sure I should be feeling. Especially when he took his shirt off again, wiping the sweat from his brow.

I tried not to stare, but it was impossible. His muscles flexed as he worked, his skin glistening with sweat in the hot sun. There was something so raw, so undeniably masculine about him, and it stirred something inside me that I couldn’t ignore. I felt weird, like I was both drawn to him and envious of him at the same time.

I shook my head, trying to clear those thoughts away. I didn’t want to feel this way, didn’t want to complicate things between us. But the more time I spent around Kurt, the harder it was to deny the pull I felt toward him.

At one point, he looked up and caught me staring. He smirked, clearly amused. “What’s on your mind, Michael?”

I blushed, quickly looking away. “Nothing. Just… thinking.”

“About?”

“About how much I appreciate your help,” I said, hoping to steer the conversation away from anything too personal.

He chuckled, clearly not buying it but letting it go anyway.

“Anytime. You know I’ve got your back.”

His words hit me harder than they should have. There was so much between us that hadn’t been said, so many things I wanted to ask him, to tell him. But I wasn’t sure if I was ready for that yet.

We continued working until the sun started to set, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink. The yard was starting to take shape, the plants we’d put in already giving the place a fresh, new look. Kurt and I stood side by side, admiring our work, both of us a little tired but satisfied with what we’d accomplished.

“You did good today,” he said, breaking the silence.

“Thanks,” I replied, feeling a warmth in my chest that had nothing to do with the sun.

“You too.”

He turned to me, his expression serious. “I’m glad we’re doing this together.”

“Me too,” I said quietly, not sure what else to say.

We stood there for a moment longer, just enjoying the peace of the evening, before Kurt finally broke the spell. “I should get going,” he said, though he didn’t sound like he really wanted to leave.

“Yeah, I guess,” I mumbled, feeling a strange sense of loss as he started packing up his things.

Before he left, he turned to me one last time, his eyes searching mine.

“Michael, whatever you decide to do… just know that I’m here for you. Okay?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. There was so much I wanted to say, but the words wouldn’t come.

He gave me a small, sad smile, then climbed into his truck and drove away, leaving me standing there alone in the fading light.

As I watched him go, I couldn’t help but wonder what was happening to me—why I was feeling so confused, so torn. But one thing was clear: Kurt’s presence in my life was changing everything, and I wasn’t sure if I was ready for what that meant.
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Three days later, it was Saturday afternoon, and I was in my room, wearing a satin sleep dress I had bought a few days ago. The dress was soft and smooth against my skin, hugging my body in a way that made me feel oddly confident. I stood in front of the mirror, admiring the earrings I had picked out online.

They were simple, elegant studs—nothing too flashy, but they would be perfect for the look I was going for. The only problem was, I didn’t have pierced ears.

The piercing gun I had bought was sitting on the table next to me, still in its box. I had been staring at it for what felt like hours, trying to summon the courage to use it. The idea of piercing my own ears was terrifying.

What if I messed it up?

What if it hurt more than I expected?

I was lost in thought when the doorbell rang, jolting me out of my reverie. My heart skipped a beat. It was the weekend—why was Kurt here?

When I opened it, there he was, standing on my doorstep with that familiar grin on his face. “Hey,” he said, looking me up and down with a playful glint in his eye.

“You’re all work and no play. You need to have some fun.”

I blinked at him, still trying to process why he was here.

“Fun? What are you talking about?”

“There’s a free concert tonight at the town plaza,” Kurt explained, leaning casually against the doorframe.

“Madison Bloom is playing. I figured you might want to come with me.”

Madison Bloom was a local rock band that had been making waves lately. I’d heard a few of their songs on the radio, and they were pretty good. But going out? To a concert? It wasn’t something I had planned on doing.

“I don’t have anything to wear,” I said, feeling a little panicked.

He glanced at my sleepwear, clearly amused.

“What you’re wearing now is pretty hot already,” he joked, giving me a wink.

I rolled my eyes, but I couldn’t help smiling. “Yeah, right. But seriously, I’ve been working every day, and it’s been kind of boring. Maybe you’re right. Maybe I should go out.”

Kurt’s grin widened. “That’s the spirit.”

“Let me just finish what I was doing,” I explained. He gave me a confused look, but I hesitated. Then I glanced back toward my room.

“I was planning to pierce my ears.”

He raised an eyebrow, looking intrigued. “Can I watch?”

“Sure,” I said, a little surprised by his interest. “Come on in.”

We went back to my room, and I could feel Kurt’s eyes on me as I sat down at the table, the piercing gun in front of me. I picked it up, my hands trembling slightly. The idea of doing this in front of Kurt made me even more nervous, but there was something about his presence that was also comforting.

I held the gun up to my ear, trying to position it correctly, but I couldn’t bring myself to pull the trigger. My hand froze, and I let out a shaky breath.

“I don’t think I can do it,” I admitted, feeling a little embarrassed.

He stepped closer, his expression softening. “Do you want me to help?”

I looked up at him, our eyes meeting, and for a moment, I felt a surge of warmth in my chest.

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “I think I do.”

Kurt read the manual and then took the gun from me, his fingers brushing against mine. He was so close now, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his body.

“Okay,” he said gently. “Just relax. I’ve got you.”

I nodded, trying to calm my racing heart as he positioned the gun against my ear. His other hand rested lightly on my shoulder, steadying me. I closed my eyes, taking deep breaths, trying to focus on the feeling of his hand rather than the fear.

“Ready?” Kurt asked, his voice low and reassuring.

“Yeah,” I whispered.

There was a sharp click, a brief sting, and then it was over.

“First one’s done,” Kurt said, his voice filled with pride.

“How do you feel?”

I opened my eyes and touched my ear gingerly. It hurt, but not as much as I’d expected. “It’s okay,” I said, feeling a little braver.

“Let’s do the other one.”
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He smiled, positioning the gun on my other ear. We were so close now, our faces almost touching. I could see the concentration in his eyes, the way his brows furrowed slightly as he lined up the gun.

“Okay, here we go,” he murmured, and then the second piercing was done.

But before I could say anything, Kurt didn’t pull away. He stayed there, his face inches from mine, his hand still on my shoulder. There was a tension in the air that hadn’t been there before, something charged and electric. My breath caught in my throat as our eyes locked, and before I knew what was happening, Kurt leaned in and kissed me.

The world seemed to spin around me. I’d never kissed anyone before, let alone a guy, and the sensation was overwhelming. His lips were warm and firm against mine, and I felt a rush of emotions I couldn’t even begin to name.

Part of me wanted to pull away, to stop this before it went too far, but another part of me—a part I hadn’t even known existed—wanted more.

I pulled back slightly, my heart pounding in my chest. “Kurt, I…”

But before I could finish, he kissed me again, more insistent this time, his hand sliding up to cup the back of my neck and the other squeezing my tactile breast. The world blurred, and all I could focus on was the feeling of his lips on mine, the way his body pressed against me, strong and protective. It was terrifying and exhilarating all at once.

When we finally broke apart, I was breathless, my mind spinning. I couldn’t believe what had just happened—what I had just done.

“I… I need to get dressed,” I stammered, feeling the weight of everything crashing down on me.

He nodded, his eyes still locked on mine.

“Yeah, of course. I’ll wait outside.”

I watched him leave the room, my heart still racing, my mind a jumbled mess of thoughts and feelings I couldn’t untangle. I stood there for a long moment, trying to process what had just happened, but it felt like my brain couldn’t keep up.

Eventually, I shook myself out of it and went to my closet, pulling out the dress I had planned to wear. As I got dressed, I couldn’t stop thinking about his kiss, the way it had made me feel. It was confusing, overwhelming, and a little scary, but there was no denying that something had changed between us.

I slipped on the dress, adjusting it in the mirror, then touched my earrings. The pain in my ears was a constant reminder of what had just happened, but I pushed it aside, trying to focus on getting ready. I couldn’t let myself think too much about it, not now. There would be time for that later.

When I was finally ready, I took a deep breath and opened the door. Kurt was waiting outside, leaning against the wall with that same easy smile on his face. When he saw me, his smile widened, and for a moment, the tension between us seemed to melt away.

“You look amazing,” he said, his voice filled with admiration.

“Thanks,” I replied, feeling a little shy under his gaze.

“Let’s go to that concert.”
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As we walked out of the house and toward his truck, I couldn’t shake the feeling that everything was different now. I didn’t know what it meant or where it would lead, but for the first time in a long time, I felt like I was on the brink of something new—something that might just change everything.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

LATER THAT NIGHT, as we drove to the concert, I couldn’t shake the nerves that were twisting in my stomach. I was about to go out in public dressed as a girl for the first time, and the thought of it was both thrilling and terrifying.

I kept fidgeting with the hem of my dress, wondering if I looked okay, if people would notice, if they would judge me.

Kurt must have noticed my anxiety because he glanced over at me with a reassuring smile. “You’re going to be fine, you know,” he said, his voice calm and steady.

“I know,” I replied, though my voice didn’t sound as confident as I wanted it to.

“It’s just… it’s a lot.”

He nodded, understanding. “Maybe we should come up with a more girly name for you, just to make things easier. I don’t want to be calling you Michael out loud in public.”

I looked at him, surprised by the suggestion but realizing he had a point.

“Yeah, you’re right. It would probably be better.”

Kurt chuckled, his eyes twinkling with mischief.

“What about Michelle?”

I wrinkled my nose, shaking my head. “That feels lazy, like you just took my name and switched a couple of letters. It doesn’t really suit me.”

“Okay, fair enough,” Kurt said, tapping his fingers on the steering wheel as he thought.

“What about Mitch?”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Mitch? It sounds too much like ‘bitch.’”

He laughed along with me, the tension in the car easing a bit.

“Yeah, you’re right. Okay, what about… Chelle…?”

The name made me pause. I rolled it around in my head for a moment, trying it out. “Michelle, Chelle, Shelley… Shelley,” I repeated, letting it settle. “I kind of like it.”

He grinned. “Shelley. Yeah, that sounds hot.”

I felt a blush creep up my cheeks, but I couldn’t help smiling.

“Okay, Shelley it is.”
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As we pulled into the parking lot near the town plaza, the nerves started to bubble up again. The place was packed, people milling around, excited for the concert. I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself. This was it—my first time going out in public as Shelley.

Kurt parked the truck, then turned to me, his expression serious but gentle.

“You ready?”

I nodded, though my hands were shaking. “Yeah. Let’s do this.”

We got out of the truck, and Kurt walked around to my side, offering his hand. I hesitated for a moment, then took it, feeling a warmth spread through me as our fingers intertwined. He squeezed my hand gently, a silent reassurance that everything was going to be okay.

As we walked toward the plaza, I couldn’t help but feel a little self-conscious. I kept glancing around, wondering if people were staring at me, if they could tell. But Kurt stayed close, his presence grounding me, making me feel like maybe, just maybe, I could do this.

The plaza was buzzing with energy, the stage set up at the far end with lights flashing and people crowding around, waiting for the band to start. He led me through the crowd, finding us a spot with a good view but not too close to the stage. The music hadn’t started yet, so people were just chatting, laughing, and enjoying the atmosphere.

“Want a beer?” Kurt asked, nodding toward a nearby vendor.

“Yeah, that sounds good,” I said, trying to relax.

He went to get us drinks while I stayed in our spot, trying to blend in. The longer I stood there, the more I started to feel a bit more at ease. People were too busy having a good time to pay much attention to me, and that was a relief.

He then came back with two beers, handing one to me with a smile.

“Here you go, Shelley.”

I took the beer, smiling back. “Thanks.”

We clinked our bottles together and took a sip. The beer was cold and refreshing, and I could feel some of the tension starting to melt away. Kurt kept the conversation light, talking about the band, the music, and the people around us. It helped distract me from my nerves, and before long, I was actually starting to enjoy myself.

When the band finally took the stage, the crowd erupted in cheers, and the energy in the plaza skyrocketed. Madison Bloom started with one of their most popular songs, and I couldn’t help but get caught up in the excitement. He turned to me, his eyes shining with enthusiasm.

“Let’s dance!” he shouted over the music, pulling me toward the center of the crowd.

I laughed, letting him lead me, and before I knew it, we were dancing together, moving to the beat of the music. I felt a little awkward at first, not sure how to move in the dress, but Kurt didn’t seem to care. He just smiled, encouraging me to let go and have fun.

And for the first time in a long time, I did. I let the music take over, moving with the rhythm, feeling the joy of the moment. Kurt’s hand never left mine, and we danced together, lost in the music and the lights. The crowd around us faded away, and it felt like it was just the two of us, sharing something special.

At one point, he spun me around, and when I came back to him, he pulled me close, his arms wrapping around me. Our faces were inches apart, and I could see the excitement and affection in his eyes. It made my heart race, but in a good way, like I was on the edge of something incredible.

“Shelley, you’re amazing,” he said, his voice full of sincerity.

I felt a blush creep up my neck, but I didn’t look away.

“Thanks, Kurt. This… this is so fun.”

We danced together for the rest of the night, laughing, singing along to the songs, and holding each other close. It was like all the worries I had before had melted away, replaced by the pure joy of the moment.

I hadn’t felt this alive in so long, and it was all because of Kurt.

As the concert drew to a close, the band played a slow, romantic song, and he pulled me close again, swaying gently to the music. I rested my head on his shoulder, feeling the steady beat of his heart against mine. It was intimate, comforting, and I didn’t want it to end.

When the last notes of the song faded away, the crowd erupted in applause, and Kurt and I pulled back, both of us smiling like fools.

“Thank you,” I said softly, looking up at him.
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“For what?” Kurt asked, genuinely curious.

“For everything,” I replied, my voice thick with emotion.

“For being here with me, for helping me find Shelley.”

Kurt’s smile softened, and he leaned down, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead.

“You’re welcome, Shelley.”

Later that night, Kurt and I stumbled out of the truck, both of us a little tipsy but still steady enough to make it to the front door. The concert had been amazing, and the beers we’d had afterward had left us both in a relaxed, happy haze. But as I fumbled with my keys, I realized there was no way Kurt should drive home like this.

“You should sleep here,” I said, finally getting the door open.

“You can’t drive like that.”

Kurt gave me a lopsided grin.

“You sure? I don’t want to be a bother.”

I shook my head, smiling back at him. “You’re not a bother. Besides, I don’t think I’d forgive myself if something happened to you because I let you drive.”

“Alright,” he agreed, following me inside.

“Guess I’m crashing here, then.”

Once we were inside, I realized how sweaty and dirty we both were from dancing at the concert. I wasn’t as drunk as Kurt, so I decided to take care of him.

“Why don’t you lay down? I’ll get you cleaned up a bit.”

Kurt didn’t argue, just nodded and rested on the couch, his eyes half-closed. I went to the bathroom and grabbed a towel, soaking it in warm water. When I came back, he was already dozing off, his head lolling back against the cushions.

“Kurt,” I whispered, gently shaking his shoulder. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

He mumbled something incoherent, but let me help him sit up. I reached for the hem of his shirt, hesitating for just a moment before pulling it over his head. His skin was warm, still damp with sweat from the concert, and I couldn’t help but feel a flutter in my chest as I began to wipe him down.

There was a quiet tension in the air as I worked, my hands moving slowly over his chest and shoulders, wiping away the sweat. Kurt was quiet, his breathing steady, but I could feel something between us—something that had been building all night.

Just as I finished wiping him down, he stirred, his eyes fluttering open. He looked down at me, a soft, lazy smile spreading across his face.

“Shelley… you’re so sweet,” he murmured, his voice thick with sleep and something else.

Before I could respond, he reached out and gently pulled me closer, his hands warm on my arms. Then, without warning, he leaned in and kissed me. It was slow, tender, and filled with a depth of emotion that took my breath away.

I kissed him back, my heart pounding in my chest, and in that moment, everything else faded away. It was just the two of us, lost in the warmth of each other’s embrace.

His hands moved to my waist, pulling me onto his lap, and I could feel the tension between us growing, electric and undeniable. He broke the kiss, his forehead resting against mine as he caught his breath. “Shelley,” he whispered, his voice low and filled with longing.

“Come with me.”

I nodded, unable to find the words, and let him guide me to my bedroom. The room was dimly lit, the only light coming from the moon outside the window. Kurt led me to the bed, his hands never leaving my body, and as we stood there, facing each other, I could feel the weight of what was about to happen.

He reached out, his fingers brushing against my cheek before trailing down to my neck, my shoulders, and finally resting on my hips.

“Are you okay with this?” he asked, his voice gentle, but laced with a kind of hunger that made me shiver.

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice barely audible, but filled with certainty.

“More than okay.”

That was all the encouragement Kurt needed. He kissed me again, more deeply this time, his hands exploring my body with a tenderness that made my heart ache. He touched my breasts, my waist, my butt, and even my member, but there was no hesitation in him, no judgment. It was like he didn’t care about anything but being close to me.

We moved together in a way that felt natural, like we’d been doing this for years, even though it was my first time with a guy. There was something so right about it, something that made me feel like I was exactly where I was supposed to be. As Kurt’s hands roamed my body, I found myself wanting to please him, wanting to give him the same pleasure he was giving me.

I slid down, my hands trailing over his chest as I kissed my way down his body. It was new, unfamiliar, but the look in Kurt’s eyes, the way he whispered my name, made it feel like the most natural thing in the world. I wanted to make him feel good, to show him how much I cared.

Without thinking things through, I took all of him in my mouth and didn’t waste a single drop.
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When it was his turn, he looked at me with a mix of desire and uncertainty. “I’ve never done this before but I want to make you happy too,” he admitted, his voice low and hesitant.

“But with you… it feels right. It doesn’t feel… wrong.”

“It’s not wrong,” I whispered back, reaching out to touch his face.

“It’s just us.”

He nodded, the tension easing from his body, and he kissed me again, his hands moving with more confidence now. As we explored each other, there was no rush, no urgency—just a deep, slow connection that left me breathless. Kurt was gentle, attentive, and the way he touched me made me feel beautiful, cherished.

When it was over, we lay there together, our bodies tangled in the sheets, both of us trying to catch our breath. Kurt pulled me close, his arms wrapping around me protectively, and for the first time in a long time, I felt completely at peace.

“I love you, Shelley,” Kurt whispered, his voice soft but filled with emotion.

“I love you too, Kurt,” I replied, my heart swelling with warmth.

We lay there in silence for a while, just holding each other, neither of us wanting to let go.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD PASSED since that night with Kurt, and life had taken on a new rhythm—one that felt more right than anything I’d ever known. As I stood in the yard, singing Natural Woman by Aretha Franklin while checking on the plants I’d carefully chosen and nurtured, I couldn’t help but smile. The house, once overgrown and neglected, was now surrounded by life, much like the changes I’d seen in myself.

I knelt down beside a cluster of salal bushes, their glossy leaves and tiny white flowers giving the area a fresh, vibrant look.

“You’re doing well,” I murmured, gently brushing my fingers over the leaves.

“You’re strong, resilient, just like I hoped you’d be.”

Next, I moved to the red huckleberry plants I’d carefully planted along the edge of the yard. Their delicate red berries were just starting to show, adding a pop of color against the greenery.

“You’re coming along nicely,” I said, smiling at the thought of all the wildlife these plants would attract.

Further down, I checked on the vine maples. Their graceful branches and small, lobed leaves had filled out beautifully, providing a soft, dappled shade over the corner of the yard.

“You’re growing fast,” I observed, feeling a sense of pride.

“Just like me.”

Finally, I wandered over to the tall, slender trunks of the western redcedar trees I’d planted. They were still young, but their potential was already clear. “You’re going to be magnificent,” I whispered, knowing that one day these trees would stand tall and strong, much like the person I was becoming.
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As I straightened up, I took a moment to look around the yard, to take in all the changes that had happened here. The house itself had transformed, shedding its neglected past and embracing a fresh, welcoming presence. And in many ways, it mirrored the changes I’d gone through.

I had been living as Shelley for a month now, and each day, I felt more comfortable in my own skin. My hair had grown longer, now reaching past my shoulders, soft and wavy, just like I’d always wanted.

Today was special—Kurt and I were going on our first real date. A fine dining restaurant in town, the kind of place I never imagined I’d be going to, especially not dressed the way I was planning to. I could feel the excitement bubbling up inside me as I headed back inside to get ready.

I sat down at my vanity, taking a deep breath before starting on my makeup. I’d been practicing a lot lately, and I was finally starting to get the hang of it. I began with a light foundation, blending it carefully over my skin until it was smooth and even. I added a touch of blush to my cheeks, just enough to give me a natural, healthy glow.

Next, I moved on to my eyes. I wanted something soft and romantic for tonight, so I chose a warm, shimmery eyeshadow in shades of gold and brown. I applied it carefully, blending the colors together until they created a subtle, smoky effect.

A thin line of eyeliner along my upper lashes and a coat of mascara finished the look, making my eyes stand out in a way that felt both feminine and confident.

I added a soft pink lipstick, something that complemented my skin tone without being too bold. As I looked at my reflection, I couldn’t help but smile. The person looking back at me was beautiful, someone I was proud to be.

I moved to my hair next, running my fingers through the long, soft waves. I decided to leave it down, letting it fall naturally over my shoulders. It felt right, like it was a part of me now, not just something I was growing out.

Finally, I stood up and went to my closet, carefully picking out an outfit for the evening. I chose a deep red dress that hugged my curves in all the right places, with a neckline that was just low enough to be flattering without being too revealing. The dress flowed down to just above my knees, and I paired it with a simple pair of black heels that added just the right amount of height.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, fully dressed and made up, I felt a surge of excitement. This was it—my first date with Kurt, dressed as Shelley, living as Shelley.

I couldn’t wait to see his reaction.

Just as I finished getting ready, I heard a knock at the door. My heart skipped a beat, and I quickly grabbed my purse before heading to answer it. When I opened the door, there was Kurt, looking as handsome as ever in a crisp, button-down shirt and dark jeans. His eyes widened slightly as he took in my appearance, and for a moment, he just stared at me, speechless.

“Shelley… you look incredible,” he finally said, his voice filled with awe.

“Thanks,” I replied, feeling my cheeks warm under his gaze.

“You clean up pretty well yourself.”

He grinned, his eyes still locked on mine.

“I’m the luckiest guy in the world tonight, you know that?”

I laughed, feeling the last of my nerves melt away.

“Come on, let’s go before we’re late.”

As we got into the truck, I noticed a clear envelope sitting on the passenger seat. It looked important, almost like something official. I reached for it out of curiosity, but Kurt quickly grabbed it, his movements a little too quick, too nervous.

"Oh, let me get that," he said, his voice strained as he stuffed the envelope into the center console.

He gave me a quick peck and then started driving but the brewing storm inside of me couldn’t be contained anymore. I had already seen enough to recognize what it was—a college application, with Kurt’s name and details filled in. My heart sank as I processed what that meant.

“Kurt, what was that?” I asked, my voice trembling slightly.

“I thought you weren’t going to college.”
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He kept his eyes on the road, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. “It’s just something to think about, you know?” he said, trying to sound casual, but I could hear the unease in his voice.

“Stop the car,” I demanded, my heart pounding.

“What?” Kurt glanced at me, confusion and worry in his eyes.

“Stop the car, Kurt!” I repeated, louder this time, the tension in my voice unmistakable.

He sighed and pulled over to the side of the road, cutting the engine.

“Shelley, it’s not what you think—”

“Since when have you been thinking about going back to college?” I interrupted, grabbing the envelope from the console before he could stop me. I opened it, scanning the application with disbelief. It was all filled out, ready to be sent off.

“You told me you weren’t interested in college anymore!”

He rubbed the back of his neck, avoiding my gaze.

“My pal told me that there are colleges in the city still looking for players. Maybe I can make the team, you know?”

I felt a wave of jealousy and anger surge through me, almost choking on the bitterness of it. “Or maybe you’re planning to follow Jenna,” I spat out before I could stop myself.

Kurt’s eyes snapped to mine, filled with a mix of shock and hurt.

“Don’t be stupid, Shel. This has nothing to do with Jenna.”

But I couldn’t calm down. The thought of Kurt leaving me again, just like he did before, was too much to bear. I pushed the door open and stepped out of the truck, needing space, needing air.

“I can’t believe you,” I said, my voice breaking.

“You’re just going to leave me again, aren’t you?”

He jumped out of the truck, following me.

“Shelley, come on, get back in the car. It’s not set in stone yet.”

I shook my head, backing away from him. “I don’t appreciate this, Kurt. You promised me. You said you were done with that life, that you wanted to be here with me.”

“I do want to be with you,” he insisted, his voice desperate.

“But I need to think about my future too, Shel. This could be my last chance.”

“Don’t touch me!” I snapped, stepping back when he reached out for me.

“Don’t you ever talk to me again, Kurt! Forget you know me, forget the past, forget everything about me! Have a blast in college!”

Kurt’s face fell, disappointment and pain etched across his features. For a moment, he looked like he wanted to say something, to argue, but then he just turned away, walked back to the truck, and drove off, leaving me standing there on the side of the road.

As the taillights disappeared into the distance, the reality of what had just happened hit me hard. I sank down onto the gravel, tears streaming down my face. The hurt of feeling abandoned again, of Kurt choosing something else over me, was like a knife twisting in my chest.

I cried there, alone on the side of the road, my heart breaking all over again. The memories of the first time Kurt left me flooded back, mixing with the fresh pain of this new betrayal. It felt like I had opened myself up, let him in, only to have him rip my heart out when I least expected it.

I didn’t know how long I sat there, my sobs echoing in the empty night, but I knew one thing: I couldn’t go through this again. The wound Kurt had left in me had never fully healed, and now it was torn open, raw and bleeding.

I didn’t know how I was going to move on from this, or if I even could. All I knew was that I felt lost, abandoned, and completely alone.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS had passed since that fateful day with Kurt, and each day felt like I was dragging myself through thick mud. The pain of what had happened between us lingered like a dull ache in my chest. I felt guilty, questioning if I had overreacted, but Kurt hadn’t reached out to me, and that silence only deepened the wound. I’d replayed our fight over and over in my mind, wondering if I should have handled it differently, but the more I thought about it, the more tangled my feelings became.

I had told my parents and sister everything, hoping for some validation, but instead, they all gently pointed out that maybe I was in the wrong. It wasn’t easy to hear, but they were right—I had lashed out, let my insecurities take over, and pushed Kurt away when I should have talked to him.

Still, there was no undoing what had been done, and I had to find a way to move on.

One silver lining in all of this was that my family had fully accepted my transition. My dad, especially, had been incredibly supportive. He was so thankful for all the work I’d done on the house, and he had made it clear how much it meant to him.

“Shelley,” he had said one evening as we sat on the porch, “every earning from Airbnb will go toward funding your college. You’ve done so much for us, and we want to do this for you.”
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And so, here I was, on my first day at Crestmoore College, about to start my journey as a botany student. My heart pounded in my chest as I navigated through the campus, my nerves jangling with every step. It was a new chapter, one that I was excited for, but also terrified. I didn’t know how people would react if they found out I was trans, or if I’d even be able to make friends. The fear of being judged or ostracized hung over me like a dark cloud.

I clutched my schedule in one hand, trying to focus on finding my first class. The campus was bustling with students, all of them looking more confident and at ease than I felt. As I walked, I kept my head down, trying not to draw too much attention to myself. I couldn’t help but wonder what people saw when they looked at me—did they see a girl trying to blend in, or did they see someone who didn’t belong?

“Hey, are you lost?” a voice suddenly called out, snapping me out of my thoughts.

I looked up to see a girl about my age with bright blue hair and a friendly smile standing in front of me. She was wearing a graphic tee and ripped jeans, her style effortlessly cool.

“You look like you could use some help,” she added, her tone light and welcoming.

“Uh, yeah,” I admitted, feeling a little embarrassed.

“I’m trying to find the botany department. I’m new here.”

The girl’s smile widened. “Well, you’re in luck! I’m heading that way too. I’m Emily, by the way.”

“S-Shelley,” I replied, trying to match her enthusiasm. “Thanks for helping me.”

“No problem,” Emily said, waving off my thanks. “First days are always a bit crazy, but you’ll get the hang of it. Crestmoore is a great place, and the botany department is awesome. You’ll love it.”

We started walking together, and I felt a little of the tension in my shoulders ease. Emily was easy to talk to, and as we chatted about the campus, our classes, and what brought us to botany, I found myself relaxing for the first time that day.

“So, what got you into botany?” she asked as we reached the entrance to our building.

“I’ve always loved plants,” I said, feeling more comfortable sharing with her. “There’s something peaceful about them, you know? And I’ve always been interested in how they grow, how they survive in different environments. I want to learn as much as I can, maybe even do something with conservation one day.”

She nodded thoughtfully. “That’s really cool. We need more people who care about the environment. I’m more into plant biology and genetics, but I think we’ll have a lot of overlapping interests. Maybe we can study together sometime?”

“I’d like that,” I said, surprised by how easily the words came out.

As we walked into the classroom, I couldn’t help but feel a small surge of hope. Maybe things would be okay here. Maybe I could find a place where I belonged, where I could be myself without fear.

Throughout the day, the nerves came and went, but overall, I felt a sense of cautious optimism. My professors were knowledgeable and passionate, and my classmates seemed friendly enough, even if I didn’t talk to most of them. The campus itself was beautiful, with gardens and green spaces that made me feel more at home than I had expected.

When the day finally ended, I found myself standing outside, taking a deep breath of the crisp evening air. It had been a long time since I felt this sense of possibility, of a future that was mine to shape.

But as I walked back to my dorm, a shadow of doubt crept in.

Would people still be this kind to me if they knew? If they found out who I really was?

I shook my head, trying to push those thoughts away. This was a fresh start, a chance to build a life for myself. I had to believe that things would work out, that I could find happiness here, even if it wasn’t always easy.
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As I reached my dorm room, I pulled out my phone and saw a text from my dad.

How was your first day, Shelley?

I smiled, feeling a warmth in my chest. I quickly texted back, It went well, Dad. I’m excited about what’s ahead.

But as I set my phone down and started getting ready for bed, I couldn’t shake the feeling of Kurt’s absence. It was like a small, persistent ache that refused to go away, no matter how much I tried to focus on the positive. He was the one who helped me discover the real me and we shared so many firsts together.

I lay down, staring at the ceiling, wondering if I’d ever hear from him again. I had made my choice, and now I had to live with it. But I couldn’t help but wish that things had turned out differently.

Still, as I drifted off to sleep, I held on to the hope that maybe, just maybe, this new chapter would bring something good into my life.

And that was enough to get me through the night.

The next day, I found myself in the library, lost in the rows of books that seemed to stretch on forever. It was quiet, the soft hum of the air conditioning the only sound as I searched for a specific book on lilies and their varieties. I’d heard that Crestmoore had an excellent collection on botany, and I was eager to dive into it.

I finally spotted the book on a high shelf, its green spine catching my eye. But as I reached for it, I realized it was just out of my grasp. I tiptoed, stretching as far as I could, but my fingers barely brushed the edge of the book. Frustration bubbled up inside me. I was so close, yet so far.

Not willing to give up, I decided to jump for it. I bent my knees slightly, then sprang up, hoping to knock the book down. But instead of the book falling into my hands, I felt myself losing balance. I stumbled backward, and before I knew it, I was falling.

But then, strong arms caught me, pulling me back to solid ground. The scent of something familiar filled my senses, and my heart skipped a beat. I looked up, my breath catching in my throat as I saw who it was.

“Kurt?” I whispered, my voice a mix of shock and disbelief. He was wearing a hoodie, the hood pulled up slightly over his head, but there was no mistaking him.

“What are you doing here?”

He smiled, a soft, genuine smile that sent warmth flooding through me.

“Well, when I said that I wouldn’t abandon you anymore, I meant it.”

His words hit me like a tidal wave, and for a moment, I just stood there, staring up at him, too stunned to speak. People around us were gawking, their curious eyes only adding to the surrealness of the moment. I felt a blush rising to my cheeks, suddenly aware of the attention we were drawing.

“But…” I stammered, trying to make sense of it all.

“This college doesn’t have a football team.”

He chuckled softly, his grip on me tightening just a bit, like he was afraid I might slip away. “Yeah, but you were right, Shel. Life’s not all about football. It took me a while to figure that out, but I know now that there’s more to life than chasing a ball around a field.”

I felt a lump forming in my throat, my emotions all tangled up inside me. I had spent so many nights regretting the way things had ended between us, and now here he was, standing in front of me, saying the words I’d been longing to hear.

“You came back,” I whispered, tears welling up in my eyes.
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Kurt nodded, his expression serious but filled with affection. “I couldn’t stay away, Shelley. I love you. I love you so much that I’m not going to lose you again.”

Hearing those words, I couldn’t hold back anymore. I threw my arms around his neck, pulling him into a tight hug. The relief, the happiness, the overwhelming sense of finally being where I belonged—it all washed over me at once.

“I love you too, Kurt, and I’m sorry,” I murmured into his shoulder, my voice thick with emotion.

He pulled back just enough to look into my eyes, his gaze soft but intense.

“I’m here for good this time. No more running away.”

I nodded, a smile breaking through the tears. “No more running away.”

And then, without thinking, I leaned in and kissed him. It was a gentle, tender kiss, but it held all the emotions we had been holding back for so long. The world around us seemed to fade away, and for that moment, it was just the two of us, together again.

When we finally pulled apart, I could see the happiness in Kurt’s eyes, mirroring my own.

“I don’t care what anyone else thinks,” he said quietly, his voice filled with certainty.

“All that matters is you and me.”

I nodded, my heart swelling with joy. “I feel the same way.”

We stood there for a while, just holding each other, not caring about the people still watching us or the curious looks they were giving. All that mattered was that Kurt was here, with me, and that we had another chance to make things right.

As we walked out of the library hand in hand, I felt a sense of peace that I hadn’t known in a long time. The future no longer seemed so scary, so uncertain. At that moment, I realized that I had found something even more valuable than what my wardrobe was made up of, or the love of plants or football. I had found love—real, unconditional love.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

AFTER ONE SEMESTER at Crestmoore, I was thriving. I was happier than I had ever been. My classes in botany were fascinating, and the time I spent with Kurt was everything I had hoped for. We had fallen into a comfortable routine—studying together, going on long walks around campus, and spending quiet evenings just enjoying each other’s company.

It felt like everything was finally falling into place.

But even in the midst of all this happiness, there was a small, nagging thought that wouldn’t leave me alone. It was the thought of Kurt, and how much he had given up to be with me. He had walked away from football, something he had loved, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was being selfish by letting him do that.

It gnawed at me, especially during the quiet moments when we were together. I would catch him looking at old photos of his football days, or talking with friends who were still pursuing their dreams on the field, and I could see the flicker of longing in his eyes. He never said anything, never complained, but I knew him well enough to see it.

[image: Mage media]

So, one day, I made a decision. I spent hours in the library, not studying botany but instead filling out university application forms—ones that were close to Crestmoore, so Kurt and I could still be together.

I wanted to give him the chance to pursue his passion, to follow his dreams, without feeling like he had to choose between me and football.

I ended up filling out more than ten applications, carefully selecting schools that had strong football programs. As I reached the last application, I paused for a moment, a small smile tugging at the corners of my mouth.

With a contented sigh, I finished filling out the form and neatly stacked all the applications together. I couldn’t wait to surprise Kurt with them. I wanted him to know that I supported him, that I wanted him to be happy, even if it meant making some sacrifices on my end.

Later that day, we decided to grab a simple lunch at Wendy’s, one of our favorite spots for a quick bite. The place was busy, but we managed to find a quiet corner booth where we could talk and relax.

Kurt was in the middle of devouring his burger when I reached into my bag and pulled out the stack of applications. I placed them on the table in front of him, sliding them across with a small smile.

“What’s this?” he asked, wiping his mouth with a napkin and eyeing the papers curiously.

“Take a look,” I said, my heart pounding with anticipation.

He picked up the first application, his brow furrowing as he read through it. Then he flipped to the next one, and the next, his eyes widening with each new school he saw. Finally, he looked up at me, his expression a mix of surprise and disbelief.

“Shelley, these are… these are college applications. For me?”

I nodded, trying to keep the emotion out of my voice. “Yeah. I know how much you love football, and I don’t want you to give up on something you’re passionate about. These are schools close to Crestmoore, so we can still see each other. I just… I want you to be happy, Kurt. I don’t want you to feel like you have to choose between me and your dreams.”

For a moment, he just stared at me, his mouth slightly open as if he couldn’t quite believe what he was hearing. Then, slowly, a smile spread across his face—a smile so full of love and gratitude that it made my heart swell.

“Shelley, I don’t even know what to say,” he finally said, his voice thick with emotion.

“This… this is amazing. You did this for me?”

“Of course,” I said, reaching out to take his hand. “You’ve done so much for me, Kurt. You’ve been there for me every step of the way, and I want to do the same for you. I don’t want you to feel like you’ve given up on your dreams because of me.”

Kurt squeezed my hand, his eyes shining with unshed tears. “I love you so much, Shelley. You didn’t have to do this, but it means the world to me. I’ve been trying to convince myself that I’m okay without football, but… it’s been hard. And you… you just made it all better.”
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“I just want you to be happy,” I said softly, my own eyes starting to water.

“I am happy,” he said, leaning across the table to kiss me gently.

“I’m happy because I have you. And now, knowing that you’re behind me no matter what, I feel like I can take on the world.”

We sat there for a while, just holding hands and smiling at each other, letting the warmth of the moment wrap around us. It felt like everything was right where it should be, like we were exactly where we were meant to be.

“So,” he said after a few minutes, picking up the applications again, “which one should I apply to first?”

I laughed, feeling a wave of relief wash over me.

“I don’t know. Let’s do them all. We’ll see which one gives you the best shot.”

He grinned, his excitement palpable. “Sounds like a plan. And Shelley, I promise—no matter where I end up, I’m never leaving you behind.”

“I know,” I said, my heart full.

“And I’ll always be here, cheering you on.”

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Girly Genes? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Sweet Femboys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

But will she still be willing to marry me once she sees my feminine alter ego?

Story 2 – Sissies And The City
I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.
But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

"What am I to him?"

Story 3 – All Made Up
Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.
Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.

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 Sweet Femboys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“Four years in high school, four years of humiliation. Let’s see how tough he is once he discovers he’s dating a guy.”

Read His Name Is Bianca


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

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

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

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

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

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Girly Genes – A Reluctant Feminization Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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