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Introduction

"My hair is longer, my skin is smoother, and my chest… I don’t know why all of this is happening but one thing’s for sure, it all started from the moment I touched that key."

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

∞∞∞

I swallowed hard, glancing down at the faint curve beneath my shirt. I hadn’t dared to examine it too closely, chalking it up to my mind playing tricks. But now, with Liam Thorne standing in front of me, the changes felt as real as the cold metal of the keys lined up on the counter.

His gaze lingered, unflinching and steady, as if he could see right through me. "I almost didn’t recognize you," he said, a slight smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. There was no judgment in his voice—just curiosity, maybe something warmer.

A rush of heat crept up my neck, and I fought to keep my voice steady. "Been a rough couple of weeks," I muttered, hoping it was enough of an explanation. My fingertips brushed the edge of the counter, and for the first time, I noticed how delicate they looked, the callouses softer, fading.

"Rough or not," Liam said, his voice soft, almost conspiratorial, "it suits you."

The words struck like a key sliding into a lock.

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 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 Key.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

WILLOWBROOK WAS A PLACE that seemed to resist change as if clinging to an invisible tether, holding tightly to its conservative roots. The people here valued predictability, tradition, and routine above all else. I often felt like an outsider, despite having lived my entire life in this small town.

My sisters had both left long ago, escaping to big cities and new lives that didn’t include me. I suppose I understood why they left; Willowbrook wasn’t exactly a place that nurtured growth or encouraged ambition. It was as though the town itself had its own set of expectations, unspoken but rigid, and anyone who couldn’t or wouldn’t fall in line was subtly pushed aside.
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As the youngest of three, I’d been left behind. My sisters were each at least ten years older than me, practically adults when I was still just a kid. After my parents died, they moved on without much fuss, leaving me to inherit not only the family home but the family’s quiet life in Willowbrook. I could have left, I suppose, but I stayed, feeling tethered by memories, obligations, or maybe just my own hesitation. And now, my days blurred together in a quiet routine that gave me some semblance of stability, even if it left me feeling empty.

My locksmith shop sat on the corner of Main and Willow, wedged between an old grocery store and a dry cleaner that hadn’t changed its sign since the early ’70s. The store wasn’t anything special—small and modest, with just enough space to fit a counter, a workbench, and a few shelves lined with lock displays. The smell of metal and oil was a constant companion, familiar and comforting in its way. It was one of the few things in my life that felt consistent.

I ran my fingers along the edge of the workbench, feeling the worn, smooth wood under my fingertips. Each nick and scratch told its own story, a silent testament to hours spent crafting and fixing.

Lock mechanisms were intricate, precise, and predictable—qualities I admired. Each pin, each spring had its place, its purpose. There was a kind of quiet satisfaction in turning something broken into something whole again, and in those moments, I almost felt content. Almost.

The bell above the door chimed, startling me from my thoughts, and I looked up to see an older couple peering in, hesitating before they finally entered. They were here to pick up a set of keys I’d copied earlier, and I did my best to greet them warmly, though I could tell they seemed uncertain about whether they’d come to the right place.

People in Willowbrook had their routines, and I was still a new fixture in town, even though I’d been here for years. They smiled politely, exchanged a few words, and left as quickly as they came, their departure leaving the shop even quieter than before.

After they left, I returned to my work, pulling a padlock from the shelf and beginning to disassemble it for cleaning. As I worked, memories began to creep in, unbidden, of a childhood marked by isolation.

Growing up, I’d always been the odd one out. I didn’t have many friends, and the boys in the neighborhood had made it clear that I wasn’t like them. I was too slow, too quiet, too… different.

Whenever we’d play games, I’d be the one they’d forget to call on or the one they’d choose last, if at all. I remember how they’d throw the ball toward me, almost daring me to catch it, knowing I’d stumble, fumble, miss. And every time, without fail, laughter would follow.

Those memories fed into my insecurities, lingering like an ache that never quite faded. It was the same feeling I carried into adulthood, this constant, quiet sense of not measuring up, of being out of place. Willowbrook hadn’t been particularly kind to me, even as an adult.

People still looked at me with a kind of wary curiosity, a lingering suspicion as though they sensed something different about me. I tried not to let it get to me, but some days, like today, it was harder to shake.

As I tightened a screw on the padlock, I heard the unmistakable heavy steps approaching the shop’s door. I didn’t have to look up to know it was Gerald Moser. Gerald had a way of announcing himself even before he stepped inside, his presence almost too big for the tiny space of my shop.

He was broad-shouldered, with a build that reminded me of the boys who’d taunted me as a child. Gerald’s family had owned Moser’s Locksmiths for generations, and he seemed to think that gave him some kind of claim to every lock and key in Willowbrook.

I braced myself, gripping the padlock a little tighter as the bell above the door chimed. He sauntered in, taking his time as he looked around the shop, his lips twisted into a smirk.

“Evan,” he said, drawing out the syllables as if my name itself was something he could sneer at. “Still keeping this little place running, I see.”

“Gerald,” I replied, keeping my voice as steady as I could manage. “Can I help you with something?”

He let out a short, derisive chuckle, as though my question was somehow amusing. “Just thought I’d stop by, check up on you. I heard you’re still refusing to sell this place.” He paused, his eyes sweeping over the shelves and tools, the display of padlocks and keys. “I can’t imagine why you’d want to hang onto it, though. You’re not exactly bringing in a crowd.”

My jaw tightened, but I forced myself to stay calm. “I’m managing just fine.”

His smirk widened. “Are you, though? This shop’s a waste of space, Evan. You’re better off letting someone who knows what they’re doing take over.” He took a step closer, his gaze narrowing. “My family’s been in this business for fifty years. People around here, they trust the Mosers. They know we’re reliable.”

“I’m doing good work here,” I replied, though I could feel my voice wavering. “People come to me because they know I’ll treat them right.”

“Oh, please,” he scoffed.

“You’re barely scraping by. People only come to you because you’re cheaper. But that’s not enough, Evan. You don’t have what it takes to keep this up. Sooner or later, you’ll have to give it up, and when that time comes, don’t say I didn’t offer you a way out.”

His words stung, cutting deeper than I wanted to admit. I knew I wasn’t the most confident person, and it didn’t take much to shake me. His tone was thick with condescension, with that small-town arrogance that said he knew better, that he was somehow entitled to decide who stayed and who didn’t.

And in a town like Willowbrook, he probably wasn’t entirely wrong. People respected tradition here, and Gerald was as traditional as they came.
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I looked down, pretending to adjust the padlock in my hands. “I’m not selling, Gerald. This shop is mine.”

He shook his head, letting out another scoff. “Suit yourself,” he said, turning toward the door. But just as he reached it, he paused, looking back over his shoulder. “Just remember, Evan, people around here don’t care much for… strange folks hanging around, taking up space. Don’t make it harder on yourself than it needs to be.”

With that, he left, the bell chiming one last time as the door swung shut behind him. I stood there in the silence, my grip on the padlock tight enough to hurt. His words echoed in my mind, that not-so-subtle jab about being “strange.” I wasn’t entirely sure what he meant, but there was something in his tone that made my skin crawl, as if he could see something I’d kept hidden even from myself.

After a few moments, I set the padlock down and took a deep breath, trying to shake off the encounter. But the sting of his words lingered, like a thorn that had buried itself just beneath the skin.

His visit had left me feeling exposed, vulnerable in a way I couldn’t quite explain. I tried to focus on the familiar rhythm of cleaning my tools, letting the scent of metal and oil ground me, remind me that this shop, as modest as it was, was mine. This was my space, the only place I felt even a little bit at home.

But as I looked around the shop, the walls seemed to close in a little tighter, the air feeling heavy with the weight of his judgment, his mocking words still ringing in my ears. This shop was all I had, the last connection to my family, to my life in Willowbrook.

And yet, there was an ache deep inside, a restless yearning for something I couldn’t quite name. Something that went beyond the walls of this town, beyond the expectations and routines that had defined my life for so long.

I glanced at the clock, noting the late hour, but I didn’t feel like going home just yet.

Home was quiet, empty, a place that felt more like a waiting room than a refuge. I sat back, staring at the tools and locks scattered across the workbench, wondering if this was it—if this was all there was for someone like me.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I was back in my shop, still carrying the weight of Gerald’s words from the day before. I tried to shake them off, but they lingered like a shadow, coloring everything with a dull, nagging ache. I busied myself with the usual tasks—sweeping the floor, wiping down the counter, and rearranging the display of padlocks and keys in the front case.

I tried to focus on the simplicity of the work, the familiarity of it, hoping it would drown out the lingering sense of inadequacy that Gerald always seemed to stir up in me.

The bell above the door chimed, and I looked up, expecting another regular. Instead, a man I didn’t recognize stepped in, bringing with him an energy that filled the shop in a way I wasn’t used to. He was tall, with dark hair and a warmth in his expression that was both disarming and strangely inviting. I didn’t often get visitors who weren’t already set in the rhythms of Willowbrook, and it took me a moment to gather myself.

“Hello there,” he said, his voice light and friendly as he approached the counter.
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“I hope I’m in the right place. Are you Evan?”

“Uh, yeah,” I replied, surprised by how at ease he sounded. “Evan Grant. Can I help you?”

The man extended his hand, and I shook it, noticing the firmness of his grip and the warmth that seemed to radiate from him. “I’m Liam Thorne,” he introduced himself, his smile genuine.

“I’m new in town. Recently bought the old Victorian mansion out on Maple. I’ve been restoring it and need someone skilled to help with the locks. Word around town is that you’re the one to talk to.”

I felt myself relax slightly, something about Liam’s presence setting me at ease in a way that rarely happened. “Yeah, I do a lot of work with old locks. Happy to take a look if you’d like,” I said, hoping my voice sounded steadier than I felt.

He nodded, clearly pleased. “Perfect. The locks in this place are beautiful, but they’re old and tricky. I want to keep as much of the original charm as possible, so I need someone who knows how to work with these kinds of things, who has a careful hand.”

His words brought a warmth to my chest, a sense of validation that I didn’t often feel. Willowbrook had never made me feel like my skills were anything special, and here was someone, a complete stranger, appreciating my work without a hint of judgment or disdain.

“I’d be happy to help,” I replied, a small smile tugging at the corner of my mouth.

We spent the next few minutes talking about the mansion, with Liam describing the details of the restoration project with genuine excitement. His enthusiasm was infectious, and for the first time in a while, I felt a surge of energy that went beyond my usual routine. He asked about my experience with antique locks, listening with an interest that felt sincere, and I found myself opening up more than I typically would with a stranger.

After a few minutes, he paused, looking at me with a thoughtful expression. “It’s rare to find someone who takes such pride in their craft,” he said. “You don’t see that kind of dedication very often.”

The words struck a chord in me, and I felt a strange warmth settle over me. “Thank you,” I replied, feeling slightly embarrassed but deeply appreciative. “It’s… it’s something I’ve always been drawn to. I guess I like the precision of it, the way everything has to fit just right.”

He nodded, understanding in his gaze. “I think that’s exactly what I need for this place,” he said. “I’d like you to come by this afternoon if you’re available. Take a look at the locks and see what you think.”

I agreed, feeling a flutter of excitement that surprised me. The prospect of working on something as grand and historic as a Victorian mansion was thrilling, and the fact that it was for someone like Liam only made it more appealing.

When he left, the shop felt emptier than usual, the silence pressing in again, but this time there was a sense of anticipation rather than loneliness. I could hardly wait for the afternoon to arrive.

Later that day, I made my way over to Maple Street, my bag of tools slung over my shoulder. The mansion loomed at the end of the street, its tall, intricate spires casting shadows over the neatly trimmed lawn.
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The house was a relic of another time, with ivy creeping up its stone walls and ornate, faded wooden accents framing the windows. I felt a strange thrill as I walked up the steps and knocked on the heavy oak door.

Liam opened the door with a warm smile, stepping aside to let me in. “Welcome,” he said, his voice echoing slightly in the vast entry hall.

“Let me show you around.”

As we walked through the house, I was struck by its grandeur. The high ceilings, intricate woodwork, and faded wallpaper all told stories of a time long past, and I felt an odd sense of reverence as I took it all in. He led me through the rooms, pointing out the various locks on doors, cabinets, and drawers that needed attention. Each one was unique, with delicate patterns and worn edges that spoke of decades, if not centuries, of use.

“I want to preserve as much of this as possible,” he explained as we stopped by an old study. “There’s a certain beauty in the way these things were made, don’t you think?”

I nodded, running my fingers over one of the locks. “Absolutely. They don’t make things like this anymore. It’s like each lock has its own personality, its own quirks.”

He chuckled, clearly pleased by my response. “That’s exactly how I feel. It’s why I wanted someone like you, someone who understands the artistry behind it.”

We spent the next hour or so going through the house, and with each room, I felt my appreciation for the mansion—and for Liam’s vision—grow. There was something magical about the place, a sense that it held secrets within its walls, waiting to be discovered.

In the study, as I was inspecting a locked drawer, something caught my eye—a glint of metal hidden within a small compartment. Curious, I reached in and pulled out an antique key, unlike any I’d seen before. It was intricate, with an ornate design that wound its way up the shaft, and when I held it in my hand, I noticed it felt unusually warm, almost alive.

He noticed my interest and stepped closer, peering over my shoulder. “Find something interesting?” he asked, his tone light but curious.

I held up the key, showing it to him. “This was in the drawer,” I said.

“It’s… beautiful. And it feels warm, somehow.”

He raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Strange. I don’t recall seeing that before.” He looked thoughtful for a moment. “Why don’t you hold onto it? Maybe it fits something in the house, something we haven’t discovered yet.”

I nodded, slipping the key into my pocket, feeling a strange sense of attachment to it. It was as if the key was meant for me, a secret that only I could unlock.

We finished up for the day, with Liam thanking me and asking me to return the following week to start the actual work on the locks. As I walked back to the shop, I kept my hand in my pocket, feeling the key’s warmth against my fingers, a comforting presence that lingered even as the evening air grew colder.

That night, as I prepared for bed, I took the key out of my pocket and held it in my hand, marveling at its intricate design. The warmth was still there, radiating softly, almost as if the key held some kind of hidden life. I lay back on my bed, holding the key close, and let my mind wander.

Before long, I drifted into a deep sleep, and with it came a dream more vivid than any I could remember. In the dream, I was standing in front of a mirror, but the reflection staring back at me wasn’t quite my own.

My features were softer, my hair longer, my face framed in a way that felt both strange and familiar. There was a gentleness, a delicacy to my appearance that I couldn’t quite place, yet it felt right in a way I couldn’t explain.

I touched my face in the dream, tracing the contours of my softer cheeks, the curve of my lips. I felt an overwhelming sense of peace, a quiet joy that seemed to bloom from deep within me. It was as if I were seeing myself—truly seeing myself—for the first time.

When I woke, the feeling lingered, a warmth spreading through my chest as I lay there, staring up at the ceiling. I reached for the key on my bedside table, running my fingers over its cool surface.

The dream had felt so real, so tangible, that I almost expected to look in the mirror and see that softer, gentler face staring back at me.

For the first time in years, I felt a sense of curiosity, of excitement, stirring within me. I didn’t know what the key meant or why it seemed to hold such power, but I was determined to find out.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE DAYS FOLLOWING MY first visit to the mansion were a blur of routine work and strange, nagging thoughts that I couldn’t shake. Ever since I’d found that antique key, something had changed. It was subtle at first—barely noticeable—but it was there, like a quiet whisper in the back of my mind.

Each morning, I’d catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror, and every time, I’d feel that same flicker of confusion, a sensation that was both unsettling and oddly comforting.

My skin was the first thing I noticed. Where it had once been rough and weathered from years of working with my hands, it now looked smoother, softer somehow. I’d catch myself running my fingers along my jaw, marveling at the way it felt. I tried to brush it off, telling myself it was probably just the light, or maybe I was just imagining things. But no matter how many times I dismissed it, the changes were there, undeniable.
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One morning, as I was getting ready to open the shop, I leaned closer to the mirror, examining my face in detail. My jawline looked softer, my cheekbones more defined, almost as if someone had taken a brush and gently blurred the edges. I frowned, tilting my head to the side when I saw some stubble while studying my reflection with a mix of irritation and fascination. I shaved my face, to get rid of the fuzz.

“There, much better.”

I touched my face once more, tracing the gentle curves that had begun to emerge, and felt a strange thrill run through me. There was something beautiful in those softened features, something I couldn’t quite explain but that felt… right. But as quickly as the thought appeared, I pushed it away, forcing myself to focus on the day ahead. I had work to do, customers to help, and I couldn’t afford to get lost in strange, fleeting thoughts.

It was mid-morning when the familiar chime of the bell signaled a visitor. I looked up, and my heart sank when I saw Gerald stepping into the shop, his broad frame casting a shadow across the small space. He was wearing that smug, self-assured expression that I’d come to dread, and I braced myself, already anticipating his usual barrage of condescending remarks.

“Evan,” he greeted me, drawing out my name as if it were something distasteful. He took a slow look around the shop, his eyes narrowing as they settled on me.

“You’re still hanging onto this place, I see.”

“Yes,” I replied, keeping my voice as steady as I could manage.

“Can I help you with something?”

He chuckled, shaking his head. “Just thought I’d check in, see if you’d finally come to your senses about selling. I keep thinking, any day now, you’ll realize this shop is a waste of time. But here you are, still clinging to it like it’s all you’ve got.”

My jaw tightened, but I forced myself to stay calm. “You really won’t listen huh? This shop is mine, Gerald. I’m not interested in selling.”

His smirk faded, his expression turning into one of mild irritation. He took a step closer, and I resisted the urge to back away, standing my ground as he leaned in, his gaze sharp and unkind. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed, Evan, but you’re starting to look… different.”

I felt a jolt of panic, my hand instinctively reaching up to touch my face.

Did he see it, too?

The changes I’d tried so hard to ignore?

I swallowed, forcing myself to keep my composure. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I replied, my voice betraying a hint of defensiveness.

“Oh, come on,” he scoffed, his lips curling into a sneer. “You think people around here won’t notice these things? You’re not exactly… blending in. It’s like you’re trying to stand out. Maybe you should be careful. Willowbrook isn’t exactly a place for… people who don’t fit the mold.”

The implication was clear, and it hit me like a punch to the gut. I wanted to say something, to stand up for myself, but the words wouldn’t come. Gerald’s gaze held mine for a long, uncomfortable moment, and I felt the familiar sting of inadequacy rising within me.

No matter how hard I tried to brush it off, his words lingered, feeding into the insecurities that had always lurked just beneath the surface.

“Well,” he said finally, straightening up and adjusting the lapel of his jacket. “The offer still stands. When you’re ready to see sense, you know where to find me.”

With that, he turned and walked out, leaving me standing there in the silence, his words echoing in my mind. I felt a wave of frustration, mixed with something deeper—something that bordered on fear. Gerald’s remarks had struck a nerve, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that he’d seen something in me that I hadn’t even fully admitted to myself.

That afternoon, I made my way to the mansion for another day of work, hoping that the change of scenery would distract me from the unease that had settled over me. As I approached the house, the grand structure looming against the sky, I felt a sense of calm wash over me.

There was something about the mansion, about its history and elegance, that made me feel… alive. It was a stark contrast to the oppressive weight of Gerald’s judgment, and I found myself grateful for the escape.

Liam greeted me at the door, his warm smile instantly putting me at ease. “Evan! Good to see you again,” he said, ushering me inside.
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“I hope you’re ready for another day of puzzles and mysteries.”

I couldn’t help but smile, feeling a familiar thrill at the prospect of working on the mansion’s intricate locks. “Absolutely,” I replied, my spirits lifting as we made our way through the halls. “There’s something fascinating about these old locks. It’s like each one has its own story.”

He nodded, his gaze thoughtful. “That’s exactly how I feel. This place has a history, and every detail, every lock, and key, is a part of that. It’s rare to find someone who appreciates that kind of artistry.”

His words warmed me, filling me with a sense of pride that I badly needed after another showdown with Gerald. I felt seen, truly seen, and it was a feeling I didn’t want to let go of. We spent the afternoon working together, with Liam occasionally pausing to watch as I worked, his eyes filled with admiration. I could feel his gaze, the weight of his attention, and it made me feel… special.

Like I was someone worth noticing.

At one point, he stopped mid-sentence, his eyes narrowing slightly as he looked at me. “You look different today,” he said, his tone casual but curious.

“There’s a… glow about you. Freshly shaven face?”

I felt my cheeks warm, a mixture of embarrassment and delight flooding through me. “Oh, yeah, maybe that’s it. But I… I don’t know, I do feel like I’m glowing,” I stammered, unsure if I said the right thing.

But he simply smiled, his gaze gentle and reassuring. “Whatever it is, it suits you,” he said, his words laced with a warmth that made my heart race. There was something in his tone, a kindness and acceptance that felt like a balm to my wounded spirit. In that moment, I felt a connection, a bond that went beyond mere words.

As we worked side by side, I found myself drawn to Liam, to the way he spoke, the way he moved. There was an ease about him, a quiet confidence that I envied. In his presence, I felt… safe, as if all the fears and insecurities that haunted me could fade away, if only for a little while.

When the day came to an end, and I was gathering my tools to leave, he placed a hand on my shoulder, his touch gentle but firm. “Thank you for today, Evan,” he said, his voice soft.

“You’ve brought a sense of life back to this place. And to me.”

I looked up at him, my heart pounding, and for a moment, I couldn’t find the words. I managed a small nod, a faint smile, but inside, I felt a rush of emotions that I couldn’t quite name. It was as if, in that brief touch, Liam had seen through all the walls I’d built around myself, and the thought left me both exhilarated and terrified.

That night, as I lay in bed, I took the key from my pocket and held it in my hand, feeling its warmth spread through my fingers. I traced the intricate patterns with my thumb, marveling at the delicate craftsmanship.

The key was beautiful, mysterious, and somehow it felt like it belonged to me, like it was meant to be in my hands.

As I stared at it, I thought about the changes I’d noticed in myself, the softness in my features, the glow that Liam had mentioned. I couldn’t deny it anymore—something was happening to me, something beyond my understanding.

And at that moment, instead of fear, I felt a strange sense of peace, a quiet acceptance that settled over me like a gentle breeze.
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I closed my eyes, letting the warmth of the key seep into my skin, and as I drifted into sleep, I felt a surge of longing, a desire to embrace this new, softer side of myself. In my dream, I stood in front of the mirror again, my reflection transformed into a gentler, more feminine version of myself.

I reached out, touching the glass, and felt an overwhelming sense of belonging, as if I were finally seeing the person I was meant to be.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

WHEN I FINALLY WORKED UP the courage to take that first small step, it felt as though I’d spent years standing on the edge, waiting. I’d come home from the shop after another quiet day, the lingering warmth of the key in my pocket and the softening features in the mirror weighing on my mind.

Alone in my small bedroom, I took a long look at myself, letting the possibilities unfold in front of me. I’d spent so long hiding, blending into the background, that the idea of stepping into something different felt both exhilarating and terrifying.

I reached up and ran my fingers through my hair, longer than it used to be and softer, more vibrant. It caught the light in a way I’d never noticed before, and I wondered what it might look like styled, just a bit more intentionally.

I took a few hesitant steps toward my dresser and picked up a small brush, running it carefully through my hair, smoothing it down on the sides. I experimented, pushing the hair back slightly, letting it frame my face in a way that softened my features. The reflection looking back at me was unfamiliar, but there was something deeply comforting about it, as though I were finally seeing myself through a clearer lens.
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On a whim, I opened my closet and rummaged through the clothes, eventually pulling out a light gray sweater I’d rarely worn.

It was softer than my usual button-ups and felt more… me, in a way I couldn’t quite explain. I pulled it on, adjusting it around my shoulders and feeling the way the fabric hugged my frame. There was something beautiful in the simplicity of it, in the softness of the lines, the way it seemed to bring out the gentle curves that had slowly begun to emerge.

I stepped back, studying my reflection with a mixture of nervousness and excitement. In the privacy of my room, I allowed myself to try on the name that had been lingering in my mind, a name that felt like a quiet whisper of truth.

Evelyn.

The word echoed softly in my mind, filling the room with a warmth that felt almost tangible. It was a name I’d never thought to claim, one that felt like it belonged to someone else, someone I’d only just begun to know. But as I stood there, letting the name settle over me like a gentle embrace, I felt a quiet thrill, a sense of belonging I’d never known before.

A few days later, Liam invited me to dinner at the mansion, a casual gesture that I’d have normally turned down out of fear or hesitation. But this time, something in me urged me to say yes, to allow myself the chance to be seen, if only for an evening. I arrived just as the sun was setting, casting a warm, golden glow over the mansion’s grand facade. He greeted me at the door, his smile warm and welcoming as he led me inside.

He’d set up a small dining area in the study, the table adorned with a simple meal and a bottle of wine. It was cozy, intimate, and as I took my seat across from him, I felt a warmth settle over me, a quiet joy that was both foreign and comforting.

As we talked, he shared stories of his travels, his fascination with history, and his love for restoration. He spoke with a passion that was infectious, and I found myself hanging on every word, captivated by the way he brought the past to life with his vivid descriptions.

At one point, he paused, looking at me with a thoughtful expression. “You know, I’m really glad to have met you,” he said, his voice soft and genuine.

“It’s hard to make friends in this town. You make it easier for me to adjust. You make me feel like I belong here.”

I felt a blush rise to my cheeks, a mix of embarrassment and delight flooding through me. “Thank you,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

“It means a lot to hear that.”

He smiled, his gaze warm and steady. “You know, I almost called you Evelyn just now,” he said with a chuckle.

The name hit me like a gentle wave, filling me with a sense of validation that I hadn’t expected. Evelyn. Hearing it spoken aloud, even as a simple, offhand comment, felt like an affirmation, a sign that I was on the right path. I let the name settle over me, feeling its weight and warmth, and for the first time, I allowed myself to embrace it fully.

We continued our dinner, our laughter and conversation flowing easily, the connection between us growing with each passing moment. It was a night I wanted to hold onto, a memory I wanted to keep close, and as I left the mansion that evening, I felt a quiet joy, a sense of belonging that I’d never known before.
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The following afternoon, I was heading back to the shop when I crossed paths with Gerald. He was standing outside his own shop, his arms crossed over his chest, a look of mild disdain on his face as he watched me approach. I could feel his eyes on me, scrutinizing every detail, and I felt a pang of discomfort, a familiar tension settling over me.

“Evan,” he greeted me, his voice dripping with condescension. His eyes narrowed, a smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth.

“You’re looking a bit… soft these days. Something going on that I should know about?”

I felt a flash of anger, my fists clenching at my sides as I fought the urge to respond. Gerald’s words stung, his tone laced with mockery and judgment, and I could feel the familiar insecurities bubbling up, the doubts and fears that I’d tried so hard to push away. But beneath the anger, there was something else—a sense of pride, a quiet strength that urged me to stand tall, to refuse to let his words define me.

“No, Gerald,” I replied, keeping my voice steady.

“There’s nothing you need to know. This is my business, my life. You don’t get a say in it.”

He chuckled, shaking his head in amusement. “Suit yourself, Evan. But don’t say I didn’t warn you. People around here don’t take kindly to folks who don’t… fit the mold. You might want to think about that before you go making any big changes.”

With that, he turned and walked away, leaving me standing there, a mixture of frustration and pride swirling within me. His words echoed in my mind, feeding into the fears I’d carried for so long, but this time, there was something different, a quiet resilience that refused to be silenced.

I’d spent my whole life hiding, blending into the background, but now, for the first time, I felt a spark of defiance, a desire to be seen, to live as the person I was meant to be.

That evening, as I stood in front of the mirror, I let my reflection tell its own story, the soft lines and gentle curves a testament to the journey I’d begun. I thought about the name, the way it had settled over me like a second skin, and I whispered it aloud, letting the sound fill the room. Evelyn.

It was more than a name; it was a promise, a commitment to myself, to the person I was becoming. I could see it in my eyes, in the way my reflection seemed to glow with a quiet confidence, a sense of purpose that had once felt so out of reach.

As I lay in bed that night, I thought about the life I’d left behind, the years spent hiding, blending into the shadows. I thought about Gerald’s words, his warnings and judgments, and I felt a wave of pride, a determination to prove him wrong, to show him—and the world—that I was more than the sum of his assumptions.

For the first time, I allowed myself to dream, to imagine a life where I could be free, where I could live as Evelyn without fear or hesitation.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I WAS TINKERING WITH an old lock in the study one afternoon when Rosie entered, a warm smile lighting up her face as she caught my eye. Over the past few weeks, Rosie had become more than just the mansion’s housekeeper; she was a friend, someone who, without asking, seemed to understand the weight I carried.

She’d been observant, always offering a comforting presence, as if she could see beyond the small, careful steps I’d taken to find my way as Evelyn.

“Evan,” she said, her voice gentle. “Or perhaps it’s Evelyn now, hmm?”

I looked up, my hands freezing mid-twist on the lock, and met her kind eyes. The question, spoken so softly, hit me like a warm breeze. I swallowed, feeling a mixture of gratitude and fear rise within me. She saw it too. She understood, even without my having to explain.

“Maybe, but for now, it’s our secret.” I replied, my voice barely a whisper, as if saying it aloud might disturb the fragile identity I’d begun to embrace. “It… it feels right.”

Rosie gave a slight nod, her eyes twinkling with a mix of pride and encouragement. She stepped closer, gently taking the lock from my hands and setting it aside. “How would you feel about a day out?” she asked, as though it were the most natural thing in the world. “A little shopping, maybe? I know a few shops in the next town over that I think you’d love.”

The idea made my heart race. It felt like too much, too soon, but at the same time, the thought of going somewhere new, somewhere I could try on a different version of myself, was tempting. I hesitated, glancing down at my hands as I fidgeted with a small screwdriver, thinking of all the reasons why I should say no.

What would people think?

What if someone I knew saw me?

Rosie seemed to sense my reluctance, and her hand rested gently on my shoulder. “There’s no rush, Evelyn,” she said softly. “But you deserve to feel like yourself, and sometimes it helps to have a little help along the way.”

Her words were like a balm, easing the fear that had settled in my chest. With a small nod, I looked up at her, a tentative smile crossing my lips.

“Alright. Let’s do it.”

[image: Mage media]

An hour later, Rosie and I were in her car, heading toward the neighboring town. The scenery outside was a blur of green fields and quaint farmhouses, but my mind was far from the passing landscape.

I felt a strange mix of excitement and nerves, my hands clasped tightly in my lap as I thought about what lay ahead. I’d never done anything like this before—shopping for clothes that felt like me, clothes that reflected the person I was becoming. The thought was both thrilling and terrifying.

We arrived at a small boutique on the edge of town, a cozy place with pastel-painted walls and large windows filled with mannequins dressed in flowing dresses and delicate blouses. She led me inside, her hand gentle on my arm as she guided me toward a rack near the back. The air was filled with the faint scent of lavender, and soft music played in the background, creating an atmosphere of comfort and ease.

She picked out a few pieces, holding them up with a critical eye before handing them to me. “Try these,” she suggested, her voice warm with encouragement.

“You might be surprised at how they look.”

I took the clothes from her, my fingers brushing against the soft fabrics—a flowing shirt in a light blue, a pair of fitted jeans, a sweater with gentle lace trim. Each item felt like a small step toward the person I was trying to find, the person I was beginning to see in the mirror each morning. I stepped into the fitting room, my heart pounding as I slipped out of my old clothes and into the ones Rosie had chosen.

When I looked in the mirror, I barely recognized myself.

The shirt hung loosely over my frame, softening my silhouette in a way that felt new and wonderful. The jeans hugged my hips, accentuating curves I hadn’t realized were there, and the sweater felt like a gentle embrace. I stared at my reflection, feeling a quiet thrill that surged through me, a sense of belonging that felt foreign and yet so right.

“How’s it going in there?” Rosie called from outside the fitting room, her voice filled with anticipation.

Taking a deep breath, I opened the door and stepped out. Her eyes lit up as she looked me over, her face breaking into a broad smile.

“Oh, Evelyn,” she said, her voice soft with emotion.

“You look… gorgeous.”

Hearing the name spoken aloud again, especially in such an affirming way, sent a wave of warmth through me. I glanced down, feeling a shy smile spread across my face. “Thank you,” I murmured.

We spent the next hour picking out a few more pieces—a soft cardigan, a floral blouse, and a delicate scarf that she insisted brought out my eyes. With each outfit, I felt a little more at home in my skin, a little more certain that this was who I was meant to be. Rosie’s encouragement was unwavering, her gentle guidance helping me see myself through a kinder, more accepting lens.

After we paid for the clothes, we walked to a nearby diner for lunch. The place was small and cozy, with red vinyl booths and a jukebox playing old rock songs. We took a seat by the window, and as we sipped our coffee and waited for our food, she reached across the table, her hand resting gently on mine.

“You know, Evelyn,” she said, her voice soft but firm.

“You have every right to be exactly who you are. You don’t owe anyone an explanation. This is your life, and you deserve to live it in a way that makes you happy.”

Her words settled over me like a warm blanket, filling me with a sense of safety that I hadn’t felt in years. In that moment, I realized how much I’d been holding back, how much fear had dictated my life.

But here, in this small diner with Rosie’s kind eyes watching over me, I felt seen, valued, and understood. It was a feeling I wanted to hold onto, a sense of belonging that I’d been searching for without even knowing it.

“Thank you, Rosie,” I replied, my voice thick with emotion.

“I don’t think I could have done this without you.”

She squeezed my hand, her smile warm and reassuring. “We all need a little help sometimes,” she said. “And I’m just glad I could be here for you.”

We finished our meal, and as we walked back to the car, I felt lighter, as if a weight had been lifted from my shoulders. The clothes I wore felt like an extension of myself, a reflection of the person I was beginning to embrace, and as we drove back to the mansion, I couldn’t help but feel a quiet joy bubbling up within me.

When we arrived at the mansion, I felt a surge of nerves as I thought about seeing Liam. I hadn’t planned on showing him this new side of me, but the thought of hiding felt wrong, like a step backward. I took a deep breath, steeling myself as we entered the mansion and made our way down the hall to the study.

He was there, poring over a stack of papers, his brow furrowed in concentration. When he looked up and saw me, his expression shifted, his eyes widening slightly as he took me in. I felt a blush rise to my cheeks, my heart pounding as I waited for his reaction.

“Evelyn,” he murmured, his voice soft, almost reverent. He took a step closer, his gaze warm and admiring as he looked me over.

“You… you look incredible.”

His words sent a rush of warmth through me, a feeling of validation that settled deep within my chest. I met his gaze, feeling a surge of emotion that I couldn’t quite name, a mixture of gratitude, admiration, and something deeper, something that made my heart race and my breath catch.
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“Thank you, Liam,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

We stood there in silence, a lingering glance passing between us, filled with unspoken words and quiet understanding. At that moment, I felt truly seen, as though he could look past the layers of fear and uncertainty and see the person I was trying to become.

It was a feeling of connection, of belonging, that I’d never known before, and I found myself savoring it, holding onto it as tightly as I could.

That night, as I stood in front of the mirror in my room, I took a long, steady look at my reflection. The clothes I wore—the flowing shirt, the fitted jeans, the soft scarf draped around my neck—felt like an extension of myself, a reflection of the person I was becoming.

For the first time, I saw Evelyn staring back at me, her eyes filled with a quiet confidence, a sense of self that I’d never thought possible.

I felt beautiful, truly beautiful, in a way that went beyond appearances. It was a feeling that came from within, a deep, abiding sense of self-acceptance that had taken root and begun to flourish. I ran my fingers along the fabric of my shirt, feeling the softness against my skin, and smiled, a genuine, unguarded smile that felt as though it came from the very core of who I was.

But even as I reveled in this newfound confidence, a shadow of fear lingered at the edges of my mind. I thought about Willowbrook, about the judgmental glances, the whispers, the quiet disapproval that filled the town.

People like Gerald, who would never understand, who would see my transformation as something strange, something to be feared.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE FOLLOWING WEEKS passed in a whirlwind of small but meaningful changes, each one leading me closer to the person I was becoming. Every morning, I’d look in the mirror and catch glimpses of her. I’d run my fingers along the softening curves of my cheeks, brush back my hair, and allow myself a private smile.

It was a transformation that had taken root slowly, but each day, I could feel it strengthening, solidifying into something real.

Rosie, as always, was there to support me. Her encouragement had become a lifeline, and one afternoon, she suggested what I’d been toying with but hadn’t yet dared to do—a full makeover.

“It’s time, Evelyn,” she said, her voice full of warmth.

“Let’s bring your true self more to the surface.”

The suggestion thrilled and terrified me, and yet I knew she was right. It was time to step out of the shadows and embrace this new identity completely. With her guidance, I arranged for a day dedicated to my transformation, a day that would mark the beginning of my life as Evelyn in every way.

On the morning of my makeover, I woke with a mixture of excitement and nerves thrumming through me. Rosie greeted me with a warm smile and a gentle hug, sensing the tension in my posture.

“Today’s the day,” she said, her eyes shining with pride.

“You’re going to be absolutely stunning, Evelyn.”

Her words bolstered my resolve, and we began with my hair. Rosie had arranged for a stylist she trusted, a friend in the nearby town who was known for her impeccable skills. As I sat in the chair, the stylist ran her fingers through my hair, studying its texture and length. “We’re going to bring out its softness,” she said, her voice full of warmth, “and create something that reflects who you are.”

I closed my eyes, letting her work her magic as she trimmed and shaped, coaxing each strand into place. With every snip of the scissors, I felt a layer of the old Evan fall away, replaced by the person I was becoming. When she finished, my hair cascaded gently around my shoulders, framing my face in a way that felt natural, effortless. I ran my fingers through it, marveling at the softness, the way it moved with me, as though it were an extension of who I truly was.

Next came the makeup, an aspect of femininity I had long admired from afar but had never dared to explore. Rosie guided me through each step, her hands steady as she showed me how to apply foundation, blush, and a soft sweep of eyeshadow.

Each brushstroke felt like a small act of rebellion, a defiant embrace of the beauty that I had kept hidden for so long. When I applied the final touch—a gentle pink gloss to my lips—I looked in the mirror and felt a surge of pride. The woman staring back was me, Evelyn, radiant and unapologetically herself.

With my hair and makeup complete, we moved on to the clothes. Rosie had laid out an array of options, each piece carefully chosen to reflect my personality and style. I selected a flowing blouse in a soft pink, a color that brought out the warmth in my skin and the sparkle in my eyes.

Paired with a fitted skirt and delicate jewelry, the outfit felt like a revelation. I twirled in front of the mirror, laughing as the fabric swirled around me, embracing the joy of seeing myself fully as Evelyn.

Her smile mirrored my own as she took my hands in hers. “You’re beautiful,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. “Absolutely beautiful.”

I felt tears prick at the corners of my eyes, overwhelmed by the depth of her kindness and support. “Thank you, Rosie,” I whispered, my voice trembling with gratitude. “I don’t know how I would have done this without you.”

She pulled me into a warm embrace, and for a moment, we simply stood there, sharing in the quiet joy of the moment. It was a day I would carry with me forever, a memory that marked the beginning of my life as Evelyn in every way.

That evening, I met Liam for dinner. We’d agreed to meet at the mansion, and as I approached the front door, I felt a flutter of nerves. This was the first time he would see me fully as Evelyn, the hair, the makeup, the dress, and not just hints of femininity.

I wondered what he would think, if he would see the same beauty and confidence that I felt within myself.

When I stepped inside, he was waiting in the foyer, his back turned as he adjusted a few papers on the small side table. As he looked up and saw me, his expression shifted, his eyes widening in awe. He took a slow step toward me, his gaze never leaving mine, and I felt a blush rise to my cheeks under the intensity of his admiration.

“Evelyn…” he murmured, his voice soft with wonder.
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“You’re… breathtaking.”

The sincerity in his voice sent a shiver down my spine, and I felt my heart flutter as he drew closer. “Thank you,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

“I feel… beautiful.”

His gaze softened, his hand reaching out to gently touch my cheek. “You’re more than beautiful, Evelyn. You’re extraordinary. I feel so lucky to know you.”

His words wrapped around me like a warm embrace, filling me with a sense of worth and validation that went beyond appearance. In his eyes, I saw acceptance, admiration, and something deeper, something that made my heart race and my breath hitch.

We moved to the dining room, where he’d prepared a simple but elegant meal, and as we shared laughter and conversation, I felt our connection deepen. There was an ease between us, a sense of understanding that needed no words, and as the evening wore on, I found myself drawn to him in a way I couldn’t deny.

As we finished the last of our wine, Liam reached across the table, his hand resting gently on mine. Our eyes met, and in that moment, the unspoken emotions that had been building between us spilled over.

He leaned forward, and I hesitated.

“I’ve never kissed a man,” I said.

He smiled—not letting my reluctance affect his emotions. Soon, his lips met mine in a kiss that was soft, tender, and filled with a passion that left me breathless. It was a kiss that spoke of acceptance, of desire, and of something that I never knew I’d needed.

“How does it feel kissing a man?” he mumbled.

I didn’t answer. All I wanted was for us to keep going. As our hands intertwined, I felt the intensity of our connection settle deeper. Never in my life did I picture myself wanting to kiss a man, but there I was, taking and breathing everything in like his lips were the only thing I needed to keep on going.

When we finally pulled apart, his eyes searched mine, filled with a quiet reverence. “Thank you for sharing this with me, Evelyn,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. “You’re… everything I could have ever wanted.”

I held his gaze, feeling a joy that went beyond words, a joy that filled every corner of my heart.

This was real.

This was not just acceptance, this was love.

The next morning, I walked back to my shop. I was Evelyn now, fully and completely, and nothing—not even the judgment of Willowbrook—could take that from me.

As I reached the town square, I spotted Gerald standing outside his shop, his gaze fixed on me with a mixture of confusion and suspicion. His eyes narrowed as I approached, his posture stiffening as he took in my appearance.

“Evan?” he called out, his tone laced with disbelief.

“What the hell are you doing, dressed like that?”

I met his gaze, feeling a surge of defiance rise within me. “I’m Evelyn,” I replied, my voice steady and calm. “Evan’s sister. I’m here to take care of the shop for a while.”

For a moment, he looked taken aback, his eyes darting between my face and my clothing, as if searching for some flaw, some sign that I was lying. But I held his gaze, refusing to flinch, refusing to give him the satisfaction of seeing my fear.

He cleared his throat, a faint smirk crossing his lips. “Well, then, Evelyn,” he said, his tone dripping with condescension. “Make sure you keep that shop in order. We don’t want… any trouble around here.”

I nodded, my expression calm, even as I felt a flicker of anger at his thinly veiled threat. “Don’t worry,” I replied, my voice laced with quiet strength.

[image: Mage media]

“I know exactly what I’m doing.”

He muttered something under his breath, his eyes narrowing as he looked me over one last time before turning and walking away. I watched him go, feeling a swell of pride and satisfaction. I’d stood my ground, faced his judgment head-on, and I’d emerged unscathed. I was Evelyn, and nothing he said or did could change that.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN A WEEK since my evening with Liam at the mansion, a night that lingered in my memory with a kind of brightness I’d never known. Each morning after, I’d woken with a fresh warmth, a quiet excitement that filled my chest. I felt more like myself every day, moving through life as Evelyn with a newfound confidence, though there were still moments when the old fears crept in, reminding me how much courage this new life demanded.

Tonight was different—a real date, in the next town over, where Willowbrook’s familiar eyes wouldn’t be watching. Liam had suggested it casually, but the invitation had set my heart racing. It felt like an invitation not only to be with him, but to truly step into my identity, to be Evelyn, unapologetically, and to experience life fully.

I could feel the thrill of it as I stood in front of my mirror, but fear simmered underneath, too, a reminder of how new all of this was.

I wanted everything to be perfect, so I started getting ready early, savoring each step. My shower felt like a cleansing ritual, a warm embrace that relaxed every muscle and steadied my nerves. I carefully washed and conditioned my hair, combing through it and feeling its softness against my fingers. Tonight, I wanted my hair to fall in loose waves around my shoulders, framing my face with a softness that felt like home.

Once out of the shower, I wrapped myself in a towel and took a long look at my reflection. I was Evelyn, I reminded myself, feeling both nervous and excited. I could feel her coming to the surface, waiting to be seen, and I was determined to give her the space she deserved.

I took extra care with my makeup, selecting a light foundation that gave my skin a smooth, dewy glow. I brushed a hint of blush onto my cheeks, giving my face a warmth and softness I loved, then added a touch of warm eyeshadow to bring out my eyes. A few strokes of mascara, a light swipe of eyeliner, and a soft, pink lip gloss completed the look. I smiled at myself in the mirror, seeing Evelyn fully come to life.

I spent some time with my hair, running my fingers through it to create the loose, flowing waves I’d imagined. It cascaded around my shoulders in a way that felt both effortless and feminine, a look that felt authentically mine. I chose a pair of delicate silver clip-in earrings and fastened a simple silver chain around my neck, watching the pendant catch the light.

Finally, I pulled a dress from the closet, a soft, flowing piece in deep emerald green. I slipped it on, feeling the gentle sway of the fabric against my legs and the way it hugged my figure, accentuating curves I’d come to love. I stepped into a pair of low heels, adjusting the dress one last time before standing back to take in the full effect. The woman staring back at me was Evelyn in every sense, and the sight filled me with a deep, abiding pride.

Before leaving, I picked up the antique key from my dresser, the one I’d found in the mansion weeks ago. It had become a small but powerful talisman, a reminder of my journey and the courage it had taken to embrace myself. I held it for a moment, whispering a quiet “thank you” before setting it back down.

Liam arrived right on time, pulling up in his car with the sun setting behind him, casting a warm, golden glow over everything. As I stepped outside, I caught the look in his eyes as he took me in, his gaze filled with admiration and something deeper that made my heart race. He opened the car door for me, his hand outstretched to help me in.

“You look… incredible,” he said, his voice low and genuine as I slid into the passenger seat.

“I can’t believe how beautiful you are.”

“Thank you,” I replied, my cheeks warming under his gaze.

“You’re not looking too bad yourself.”

He chuckled, starting the car and glancing over at me with a playful smile. “I’d say we make a pretty good-looking pair.”

The drive to the next town was filled with easy conversation, light laughter, and a warmth that felt both comforting and thrilling. I was soaking in every moment, savoring the freedom of being with him, but as we pulled into the plaza, I felt a flicker of anxiety.
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The plaza was bustling with people—couples, families, groups of friends—each one a potential set of eyes, each one a potential judgment.

My heart began to race, a mix of excitement and fear, and I could feel my hand tightening around Liam’s without realizing it.

What if people looked at me, noticed something off, saw me as someone pretending to be a woman? The thought sent a wave of panic through me, my confidence wavering as I imagined the stares, the whispers, the quiet judgments.

Liam noticed the tension in my grip, and he turned to me, his face softening with concern. “Hey,” he said gently, giving my hand a reassuring squeeze.

“You okay?”

I hesitated, glancing around at the people moving through the plaza. “I just… I guess I’m still not used to… being out like this,” I admitted, my voice trembling slightly.

“I keep thinking people are staring, that they’ll see me as a… a…”

“A what?” he prompted, his tone soft but encouraging.

“A freak,” I whispered, the word feeling heavy in my mouth.

His eyes filled with understanding, and he stepped closer, his hand warm and steady in mine. “Evelyn, look at me,” he said, his voice firm but gentle.

“You’re not a freak. You’re beautiful, inside and out, just as you are. You deserve to be here, to be seen, and to enjoy yourself. And if anyone doesn’t get that, that’s on them—not you.”

His words settled over me like a balm, soothing the tension that had built up inside. I took a deep breath, allowing myself to relax, to let go of the fear and embrace the moment. I looked up at him, meeting his gaze, and felt a surge of gratitude.

“Thank you,” I murmured, my voice filled with emotion.

“I… I needed that.”

With a reassuring smile, he led me further into the plaza, his hand never leaving mine. We strolled through the cobblestone streets, stopping occasionally to admire the storefronts or watch a group of children laughing nearby.

Every now and then, I would catch someone’s glance, but with Liam beside me, I felt safe, grounded in the warmth of his presence. He had given me permission to be myself, and in that moment, I chose to embrace it.

At one point, he led me to a small ice cream stand, his eyes lighting up as he looked at the flavors. “What’s your favorite?” he asked, glancing over at me with a playful grin.

“Strawberry,” I replied, feeling a little shy but enjoying the lightheartedness of the moment.

He ordered two cones—one strawberry for me and one mint chocolate chip for himself—and handed me mine with a smile. We walked along the edge of the plaza, savoring the cool sweetness as we took in the sights and sounds around us. The simplicity of it all, the joy of sharing something so ordinary with someone who made it feel extraordinary, filled me with a quiet happiness I hadn’t known before.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting a warm, dusky glow over the plaza, he took my hand and led me to a quiet corner of the jewelry shop. He spoke with the shop owner briefly, then turned back to me, holding a small, velvet box in his hands.

“I saw this a while ago and couldn’t help but think of you,” he said, his voice soft and sincere. He opened the box to reveal a delicate silver necklace with a tiny star-shaped pendant.

“You shine, Evelyn. Like a star. I wanted you to have something to remind you of that.”

The necklace was beautiful, simple and elegant, and his words sent a warmth spreading through me, filling me with a sense of worth that went beyond appearance. I watched as he fastened it around my neck, the pendant resting lightly against my skin, a symbol of his belief in me. I looked up at him, my heart full, and whispered,

“Thank you, Liam. This means everything to me.”

After our stroll, he led me up a small hill overlooking the town. We sat on the grass, the stars twinkling above us, and the world felt peaceful, alive with a kind of magic I’d never known. I leaned against him, feeling his arm around me, his warmth a steady presence that grounded me in the moment.

As we sat in silence, I felt his fingers gently tracing my arm, sending shivers down my spine. His touch was tender, respectful, yet filled with a desire that left me breathless. He turned to face me, his hand resting gently on my cheek as he looked into my eyes.

“Evelyn,” he whispered, his voice low and filled with longing.

“May I?”

I nodded, barely able to speak, my heart pounding as his lips met mine in a kiss that was soft and tender, deepening with each second. His hands moved slowly, exploring, tracing the lines of my body, each touch filling me with a warmth that felt both thrilling and comforting.

I felt my body respond, a quiet desire building within me, and I found myself surrendering to the moment, letting him in, letting myself be vulnerable.

As his hand moved gently along my side, I felt an exhilarating mix of emotions—anticipation, tenderness, and a vulnerability I had only recently come to understand. His touch was gentle and as his fingers traced the outline of my waist, I felt myself melting into his embrace, every brush of his hand sending warmth radiating through me. It was as though the world had disappeared, leaving only us beneath the vast sky, our connection deepening with each passing moment.

His lips moved softly against mine, his hand tracing its way up to rest just below my collarbone, his fingers exploring with a delicate reverence that made my heart ache with both joy and uncertainty.

I could feel him hesitating, as if waiting for a sign from me, a quiet invitation to go further, and the intensity of the moment sent a rush of emotions flooding through me. Gently, I guided him to my breasts, the ones that once scared me but now, delivered deliciously tactile sensations all over my body.
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“Oh, Liam…” I mumbled.

He was eager, he wanted more, but he was careful not to hurt me. I mentioned to him before that I sometimes felt sharp pains as my breasts grew and he was respectful enough to remember and deal with my novel twins gently.

And then, he began to move lower, his hand slipping down, tracing the curve of my hip. A wave of uncertainty swept over me, my breath hitching as I felt the stirrings of both desire and fear. I wanted this closeness, wanted to feel fully seen and cherished in his arms, but a part of me wasn’t ready for everything that would mean. The fear of revealing too much, too soon, stirred within me, pulling me back from the edge.

I gently pulled back, my voice barely a whisper as I murmured, “Liam… I… I’m not ready. I just—” My words faltered, and I felt a blush rising in my cheeks, feeling the weight of vulnerability settle over me.

“I don’t… I don’t have everything, not yet.”

His eyes softened, his hand coming to rest gently on my cheek as he looked at me with a warmth that eased every fear. “Evelyn,” he said softly, his thumb tracing a gentle line along my cheekbone.

“You’re perfect just as you are. There’s no rush, no expectation. I just want to be here with you, however you’re comfortable. That’s enough for me.”

His words filled me with a sense of reassurance that went beyond anything I’d ever known, a kind of acceptance that felt like a gift. I could feel the tension easing, the insecurities melting away as I held his gaze, finding strength in his kindness and understanding.

We spent the rest of the night lying side by side on the hill, watching the stars and talking in quiet tones, sharing pieces of ourselves that went beyond words. He held me close, his warmth steady and constant, and I felt a peace that settled deep within me. We stayed close, his hand entwined with mine, our breaths and desires mingling in the air.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS HAD PASSED, each day bringing new changes that felt like a revelation, a blossoming of the person I had long buried. Every time I looked in the mirror, I saw her—Evelyn—with fuller cheeks, a softness to her eyes, and a gentleness in the curve of her jaw. My hair had grown much longer, framing my face in a way that felt both foreign and beautifully familiar, like a glimpse of a long-lost self.

The changes weren’t just subtle now.

My breasts had filled out my C cup, a weight and softness to them that felt as natural as breathing, and my hips had widened, rounding out into an hourglass figure that made me look every bit the woman I had always wanted to be. My clothes clung to new curves, and each morning, as I dressed, I felt the thrill of being wholly, completely me.

But alongside the joy was a gnawing concern.

The changes had come so quickly, almost impossibly so, and as much as I reveled in this transformation, a small voice at the back of my mind wondered how it was happening. It was 1993, and the world was only just beginning to understand what it meant to be transgender, let alone the medical paths that people could take to transition.

I felt that I was at the frontier of something I couldn’t fully grasp. And so, after much hesitation, I made an appointment to see an OB/GYN in a nearby town, someone I hoped could help make sense of what was happening.
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The clinic was small and unassuming, tucked away on a quiet street lined with budding trees. I felt a nervous anticipation fluttering in my chest as I approached the entrance, clutching my bag close to my side. I had always felt safe in the smaller town nearby, a place where I was just another face in the crowd, free from the weight of Willowbrook’s scrutiny.

The OB/GYN’s office was warm, with soft lighting and framed posters of flowers and landscapes on the walls. The doctor, a woman with kind eyes and a firm, no-nonsense manner, welcomed me into the examination room. She asked me a few questions, her pen poised over a clipboard, and I did my best to explain the changes, the rapid transformation, and how I felt so completely… myself.

“So, Evelyn,” she said slowly, her brow furrowing.

“You’re saying these changes happened on their own? That you didn’t take anything, no hormones or supplements?”

“That’s right,” I replied, a faint smile tugging at my lips. “It just started happening, almost like magic.” I let out a small, nervous laugh, hoping to lighten the atmosphere.

The doctor didn’t laugh; she only nodded, her expression unreadable.

“Would you mind if I examine you?” she asked, her tone gentle but direct.

“Of course,” I replied, lying back on the examination table, my heartbeat picking up as she began her examination. I watched her face for any sign of acknowledgment, a spark of recognition of what I’d been feeling. As her examination concluded, I waited, anticipation bubbling within me, sure that she’d tell me something extraordinary.

The doctor sat back, removing her gloves with a sigh.

“Evelyn,” she began carefully, “I don’t see anything unusual.”

I felt a jolt of confusion. “I’m sorry?”

“There are no signs of breast development,” she continued, her voice level. “Your body, as far as I can tell, is presenting as a typical male body. Your hair is longer, sure, but aside from that, there’s no indication of what you’re describing—no signs of feminization.”

Her words felt like ice water thrown over me. I sat up, my hands clutching the edge of the examination table as I struggled to process what she was saying.

“But I feel them—I see them!” I protested, my voice trembling.

“My hips, my waist, my… everything! It’s all changed, it’s real.”

The doctor’s gaze softened with a hint of sympathy. “I understand this must be confusing,” she said. “The mind can be a powerful thing, Evelyn. Sometimes, it can even change the way we perceive ourselves. But physically, there are no signs of the changes you’ve described. You may want to consider speaking to a specialist, someone who can help make sense of this.”

“A specialist?” I repeated, feeling a pang of dread.

“A psychiatrist,” she clarified gently. “They can work with you to understand what you’re feeling. You mentioned feeling more like yourself, more complete. They might be able to help you understand those feelings more deeply.”

I felt my stomach twist, my mind spinning with disbelief. She was telling me it wasn’t real, that the changes I’d felt so deeply, the curves and softness that had become part of me, were all… imagined?

I nodded numbly, murmuring a polite thank you, but her words felt hollow, disconnected from the truth I knew in my bones.

I left the clinic in a daze, my mind racing with a thousand questions that spiraled in every direction.

How could she say it wasn’t real?

I’d seen the changes, felt them, every day growing more and more into the woman I knew myself to be. The weight of her words pressed down on me, casting a shadow over the joy and freedom I’d felt these past few weeks.

As I walked down the clinic’s hallway, I caught a glimpse of myself in a mirror on the wall. I stopped, turning to face my reflection, and there she was—Evelyn, with her soft curves, her long hair framing her face, her hips and breasts filling out the clothes she wore. I touched my own reflection, the smooth, soft shape of my jaw, the subtle line of my collarbone, and felt a rush of indignation.

How could the doctor deny what was right in front of me?

How could she not see the truth?

Still shaken, I returned to my shop, seeking refuge in the familiar rhythm of my work. I had a few locks that needed to be fixed, deadlines I’d promised to meet, and I hoped that focusing on the small, intricate details would bring me some clarity. I set up at the workbench, letting the smell of metal and oil ground me as I worked, each click and twist of the lock mechanisms like a steadying pulse, keeping me rooted in the present.

But the doubts wouldn’t leave.

As much as I wanted to dismiss the doctor’s words, to hold on to the truth I felt so deeply, a small voice at the back of my mind whispered questions I couldn’t ignore. Was it possible that my mind was playing tricks on me, that I was seeing only what I wanted to see?

I shook my head, dismissing the thought.

No, I knew who I was.

I knew what I felt.

This was real.

The bell above the door chimed, startling me from my thoughts, and I looked up to see Gerald standing in the doorway, his gaze fixed on me with a mixture of curiosity and suspicion. He had that familiar look of disdain, but there was something sharper in his eyes, a glint of doubt that made my skin crawl.

“Hello, Gerald,” I greeted him, my voice as steady as I could manage. “What brings you here?”

He closed the door behind him, taking a few steps toward me, his gaze sweeping over me with an intensity that felt intrusive. “You know, Evelyn,” he began slowly, his voice dripping with skepticism, “You can fool the others. But you can’t fool me. I know what’s under that dress.”

I felt a spark of anger rise within me. “What’s under my dress is my business, Gerald,” I replied coolly, meeting his gaze head-on.

“You don’t have to worry about me.”

“Oh, I’m not,” he said, his tone mocking. “But I wanted to see for myself.” He took another step forward, his expression darkening, and before I could react, he reached out, his hand grabbing my shoulder, holding me firmly in place.

“Gerald, let go,” I said, my voice trembling with anger and fear.

But he didn’t let go. Instead, he moved closer, his eyes narrowing as he scanned me, his fingers tightening around my shoulder. “You’re just pretending,” he sneered, his voice low and menacing.

“You’re still that weak little boy, playing dress-up.”

The words stung, but it was his grip, his sheer audacity, that made my blood boil. I struggled against him, feeling my own anger rise, a fury I hadn’t known before, but he was strong, holding me in place with a twisted grin on his face.

In the struggle, I felt something shift in my pocket, and before I could stop it, the antique key I’d carried so close fell to the floor, landing with a small, fragile clink. I watched in horror as it shattered into pieces, the rusting delicate metal fracturing under the weight of our struggle.

A rush of fury surged through me, stronger than anything I’d ever felt. I pulled free from Gerald’s grip, stepping back, my gaze fixed on the broken pieces of the key scattered on the floor. The key that had been a part of my journey, my transformation, reduced to fragments because of him.

“Get out,” I said, my voice low but filled with a fury that made him pause, his eyes widening in shock.

“Get out, or I swear you’ll regret it.”

For a moment, he hesitated, glancing at the pieces of the key, at my clenched fists, and something in my gaze must have struck a chord of fear in him, because he took a step back, muttering under his breath before finally turning and stumbling out of the shop.
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“This is not over,” he warned.

As the door closed behind him, I sank to the floor, my hands trembling as I reached for the broken pieces of the key. A wave of grief washed over me, a loss I couldn’t fully name. The key had been more than an object; it had been a symbol of my transformation, my journey to becoming Evelyn. And now, it lay shattered, as fragile as the truth I had fought so hard to embrace.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

I SAT ON THE COLD FLOOR of my shop, my hands shaking as I held the shattered pieces of the key. I could barely see through the blur of tears streaming down my cheeks, my chest tight with anger and grief. It wasn’t just a key; it had been my talisman, my guide through this transformation. Now, scattered in pieces in my hands, it felt like something inside me had broken, too.

A soft jingle at the door startled me, and I looked up to see Liam standing there, concern etched across his face as he took in my tear-streaked cheeks, my trembling hands. He crossed the room in a few swift steps, kneeling beside me.

“Evelyn,” he murmured, his voice soft with worry.

“What happened? Are you okay?”

The words caught in my throat, my mind racing with images of Gerald’s mocking face, the feel of his cruel grip, and the broken key lying between us. I shook my head, struggling to form a sentence.

“It’s… it’s the key from your house,” I finally managed, my voice choked. “ I held out the pieces, my hand trembling. “It broke, Liam. The key’s broken, and now… I can’t be Evelyn anymore.”

He looked at the fragments in my hand, his expression shifting from concern to confusion. “Evelyn, I don’t understand. What does this key have to do with… with you?”

I let out a shaky breath, feeling the weight of everything settle on my shoulders. “It’s hard to explain,” I whispered, looking down at the pieces. “Since I found it, I started… changing. I was becoming the woman I felt inside—the curves, the hair, even the way I felt in my skin. It was like the key was… guiding me, transforming me.”

His brow furrowed as he listened, his hand gently squeezing mine.

“You mean… your dressing up, it happened because of the key?”

I nodded, feeling the lump in my throat grow tighter. “And now it’s broken. What if it all goes away, Liam? My body, my breasts, my curves. What if I lose everything I’ve become? I don’t know who I’ll be without it. I don’t know if you’ll love me anymore.”

His face softened, a gentle warmth filling his gaze as he took my hands in his. “Evelyn, you think I care about… curves? About how your body looks?” His voice was so tender, so filled with genuine affection, that it left me momentarily speechless.

“I didn’t fall for you because of any of that.”

A sob caught in my throat as I looked up at him, feeling a flicker of hope. “But… the curves, the softness—it’s what made me look like a woman, Liam. It’s what made me… me, and why you like me.”

“No,” he murmured, his hand moving to cup my cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear. “That’s not what made you Evelyn. You were always her. From the first moment I saw you, when you started dressing as yourself, I knew who you were. It was the confidence, the joy that lit up your face. It was the way you looked at me with kindness and curiosity.”

I searched his face, half-daring to believe him, to let myself trust in the love I saw in his eyes. “You really mean that?” I whispered, feeling the fear begin to ease, replaced by something softer, something real.

“I do,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “You’re beautiful, Evelyn, because of who you are—not because of how you look. And nothing, not even a broken key, can change that.”

His words wrapped around me like a warm embrace, grounding me in a way I hadn’t felt before. I wiped at my eyes, taking a deep breath as I glanced up at him. Slowly, he guided me to my feet, and as he pulled me close, I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the shop’s mirror. The woman staring back at me looked different now—no obvious curves, no softened silhouette—but the longer I looked, the more I saw Evelyn, in every line and contour.

I turned to him, my heart full as I pressed my hands against his chest, feeling his steady heartbeat beneath my fingers. He looked down at me, his gaze warm and filled with something deep, something that felt like both desire and respect. He leaned in, his lips brushing mine in a kiss that was gentle, full of an intensity that sent shivers down my spine.

His arms wrapped around me, pulling me close as our kiss deepened, a tenderness in every movement that made me feel cherished. I let myself melt into him, feeling his hands trace the line of my back, each touch sending a warmth through me that banished every last doubt. He saw me, truly saw me, in a way I’d never known.

“Liam…” I let out.
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He took his shirt off and then locked the door before he lifted me gently, guiding me to the soft couch in the corner of the shop, and as he settled beside me, his hands moved with a yearning that left me breathless. His fingers traced the lines of my face, and my neck, moving with a tenderness that made me feel both beautiful and safe.

I moved my hands to his chest, feeling the strength beneath his shirt, my fingertips exploring each line and curve. Every touch, every breath felt like a reaffirmation, a silent promise that I was exactly who I was meant to be. Our lips met again, a slow, languid kiss that held the weight of everything unsaid, a depth of feeling that transcended words.

“You’re beautiful, Evelyn,” he whispered.

He kissed along the line of my jaw, trailing soft kisses down my neck, and I felt a quiet, thrilling anticipation build within me, a warmth that grew with each touch. His hands moved lower, gently caressing my waist, and I responded in kind, feeling the soft contours of his shoulders, his arms.

As he lowered himself beside me, he took his time, exploring, savoring every touch. There was no rush, no pressure, just the slow, beautiful unfolding of something real, something that made me feel both desired and accepted. I felt his hand move lower, inside my panties, a gentle, lingering touch, and in that moment, I knew I was loved for exactly who I was.

Afterward, we lay together on the couch, the warmth of his embrace grounding me in a way I’d never experienced. His fingers traced small circles on my shoulder as I lay against his chest, feeling the steady rise and fall of his breath. It was a peace that filled every corner of my being, a sense of completeness that went beyond words.

As the quiet of the shop settled around us, Liam finally broke the silence, his voice a low murmur against my hair. “How did the key break?” he asked gently, his tone filled with concern.

A shadow crossed my face as I thought about Gerald, the anger simmering just below the surface. “Gerald,” I replied, my voice steady but laced with anger. “He came into the shop, started accusing me of playing dress up, and when I tried to make him leave, he grabbed and undressed me. The key fell out of my pocket and broke when he… when he wouldn’t let go.”

Liam’s body tensed beside me, his jaw tightening as he listened.

“He’d always drop by asking me to sell the shop to him but I always said no.”

I could feel the anger radiating off him, a quiet fury that sent a shiver down my spine. “And this… this has been going on for a while?” he asked, his voice a low, controlled growl. “He’s been treating you like this?”

I nodded, feeling a wave of relief that I could finally share this burden. “Months. He’s been trying to push me out of the shop, telling me I don’t belong here. But today, he got physical...”

His eyes darkened, his expression shifting from concern to something far more intense. He pulled away, standing up with a determination that left me momentarily speechless. “I should have known,” he muttered, his voice filled with barely restrained anger.

“You should’ve told me before.”

I watched him, my heart pounding as he moved to the door, grabbing his coat with a fierce resolve in his movements. “Liam… where are you going?” I asked, a hint of fear creeping into my voice.

“Don’t follow me,” he said, his voice cold but protective. “I’m going to have a talk with Gerald. This ends now.”
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The door closed behind him before I could say another word, leaving me alone in the shop, my heart pounding with fear. I wanted to follow him, to be there by his side, but I knew he needed to do this on his own. Gerald was a cruel man, and though I feared for Liam, a part of me trusted him, knew that he wouldn’t let Gerald hurt him or anyone else.

I sank back onto the couch, my thoughts racing as I stared at the empty doorway. The shop felt suddenly quiet, the weight of everything that had happened settling over me.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD PASSED, and I’d been swept up in a whirlwind of realizations, each one bringing a new layer of understanding. With every small shift in perspective, I felt the pieces of my life coming together, creating a fuller, richer picture of who I was meant to be. But amid all the changes, a single mystery gnawed at me, tugging at the edges of my mind.

Rosie.

From the beginning, she’d been my guide, my confidante. But I hadn’t seen her in a while. She had been the one to push me forward, to help me step into my true self. Yet now, getting a clearer view of myself, I couldn’t shake a strange, nagging suspicion. Rosie’s presence had felt too perfectly timed, her advice too tailored to every fear and insecurity I held.

With the uncertainty eating at me, I decided to ask him directly.

That afternoon, as we sat together in the mansion’s study, the warm light filtering through the windows casting a soft glow over everything, I turned to him.
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“Liam,” I began, hesitating as I searched for the right words. “I haven’t seen Rosie in a while. Where is she?”

He frowned, looking puzzled. “Rosie?”

“Your housekeeper,” I continued, feeling the tension build in my chest. “She helped me, right from the beginning. She was there for me, encouraged me. She’s… I don’t know how to explain it, but she’s been a huge part of my transformation.”

Liam’s brow furrowed deeper, his expression shifting from confusion to concern. “Evelyn, I don’t have a housekeeper named Rosie. In fact… I don’t have a housekeeper at all. It’s just me here.”

The words hung in the air, each one like a pinprick against my skin. I felt my heart skip a beat, then pound louder in my chest.

“What? But I… I’ve spoken with her so many times. She’s been here. She’s the one who took me shopping, helped me pick out my clothes, even styled my hair.”

He shook his head slowly, his gaze softening as he reached for my hand. “Evelyn, I’m sorry but I don’t know who you’re talking about.”

The realization settled over me, flooding me with a strange mix of sadness and relief. Was Rosie just a part of my imagination as well? Maybe she had been a manifestation of something inside me, something I needed to push forward.

I felt tears prick at the corners of my eyes, mourning the possible loss of a friend who’d never existed outside of my mind, but at the same time, a quiet gratitude stirred within me. Rosie had been my strength when I felt alone, and now, I could carry that strength with me.

Later that week, I wanted more answers. I sat across from Dr. Marcy Borne, a psychiatrist and gender specialist from the nearby town. Her office was warm, filled with soft lighting and shelves of books. She was a pioneer in her field, known for her compassion and understanding, and I felt safe under her gaze, a reassurance that had become a rare comfort.

She listened patiently as I recounted my journey, from the first discovery of the key to Rosie’s integral part of my changes. I explained how each step had brought me closer to my true self, and finally, how it had all come to feel fragile with the breaking of the key.

When I finished, Dr. Marcy smiled, her eyes full of empathy.

“Evelyn,” she began gently, “the journey you’ve described is extraordinary. But I want you to understand something important. The key… it didn’t hold any magic. It was a catalyst, yes, but the changes you felt were within you all along.”

I looked at her, feeling a spark of both relief and confusion.

“But I felt it, Dr. Marcy. I felt my body change, saw my curves. It felt real.”

She nodded. “That’s the power of acceptance, Evelyn. You’ve repressed your womanhood for so long that when you finally found something—anything—that allowed you to start seeing yourself as you truly are, your mind responded. You began to inhabit yourself, to see the beauty within. And yes, at times, that can feel like magic.”

The truth of her words washed over me, both comforting and profound. “So… you’re saying I was always Evelyn, even before all this?”

“Yes,” she said, her smile warm. “You didn’t need curves or any physical markers to be Evelyn. You simply needed to accept her. And you did. You were brave enough to face her, to let her shine. And the transformation you felt was a reflection of that inner acceptance.”

“What about Rosie?” I asked—trembling and hoping that she wasn’t just my imagination.

“Nobody else knows her but that doesn’t mean she’s not real. Let’s just say that she only appears when you need her the most… and I think her role in your life is over.”

Her words struck a deep chord within me, resonating with every moment I’d spent fighting for this identity. The key, Rosie, all of it had been a means to an end—a way to let go of the fears I’d carried for so long and embrace myself fully. I felt a weight lift from my shoulders, a quiet peace settling over me.

“Thank you, Dr. Marcy,” I murmured, feeling the gratitude well up within me.

“You’ve… you’ve helped me see what I needed to see.”

She reached across the desk, placing her hand over mine with a reassuring smile. “You’re not alone in this, Evelyn. And remember, who you are is beautiful, with or without any external changes. You’ve found the courage to be yourself, and that’s the most powerful transformation of all.”

Leaving Dr. Marcy’s office, I felt a renewed strength, a sense of completeness and enlightenment I badly needed. I made my way to the shop, eager to throw myself into work, the rhythm of locks and keys providing a steady comfort. But as I hopped off the bus and neared the familiar street, I saw a crowd gathered in front of the shop, their faces twisted with anger, their voices raised in harsh, ugly slurs that cut through the air.
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“Tranny!” one voice yelled, a man near the front of the crowd, his face red with fury.

“Get out of Willowbrook!”

My heart raced as I approached, the hateful words echoing in my ears, each one stinging with a cruelty that felt like a physical blow. I saw Gerald standing at the front, his eyes gleaming with a sick satisfaction as he pointed at me, his voice rising above the crowd.

“You think your rich boyfriend can save you, Evan?” he sneered, his tone dripping with contempt.

“What are you talking about, Gerald?” I demanded, my voice shaking as I took a step forward, trying to hold my ground.

Gerald’s mouth twisted into a bitter smile. “Liam’s family owns half the hotels in this state. And guess who’s the one who supplied locks to every single one of them? That was me—until he fired my company.”

The crowd murmured, and I felt the weight of their stares, their judgment pressing down on me. “Gerald, this is my life. What I do has nothing to do with you,” I said, my voice barely audible over the rising anger of the crowd.

“You lied to us!” another voice shouted, a woman near the back.

“You said you were Evan’s sister, but you’re Evan! You freak!”

The words hit me like a slap, the realization sinking in that Gerald had orchestrated this entire scene, twisting the truth to turn the town against me. He raised his hand, gesturing to the crowd, and in an instant, they began to surge forward, their faces contorted with anger, their voices raised in a cacophony of hate.

“Get her out of here!” someone yelled, and I felt the press of bodies around me, the fear rising in my chest like a tidal wave.

But before they could reach me, I heard the blaring of a siren, the flashing lights of a police car cutting through the chaos. Liam’s car pulled up beside it, and he stepped out, his face a mask of anger as he took in the scene, his gaze locking on Gerald with a fury I’d never seen before.

“Everyone back off!” the police officer shouted, his voice cutting through the noise, and the crowd began to disperse, their angry mutters fading as they backed away.

Liam rushed to my side, his arms wrapping around me as I sank to the ground, my body shaking with the weight of everything that had just happened. “It’s over, Evelyn,” he murmured, his voice soft and soothing as he held me close.

“They’re gone. I’m here.”

I clung to him, feeling the tears spill over as I let myself lean into his embrace, the warmth of his presence grounding me in a way that no words could. “I… I don’t know if I can stay here, Liam,” I whispered, my voice thick with emotion. “This is my home, my shop, but… I don’t know if I’m safe anymore.”

He brushed a strand of hair from my face, his gaze filled with a tenderness that left me breathless. “You don’t have to stay here,” he said gently. “We can leave, start fresh somewhere else, where people see you for who you are and accept you. I have apartments, penthouses in the city. You can choose any one you want.”

A flicker of hope rose within me, mingling with the grief and anger that still lingered.

“But… what about my shop? This was my life, my family’s legacy.”

Liam took my hands in his, his voice steady and reassuring. “We can start over, Evelyn. Build something new, something that’s yours and yours alone. You deserve to live somewhere safe, with me...”

His words filled me with a warmth, a sense of belonging that went beyond any shop or legacy. He was right—this town had been a place of judgment, a place that had tried to erase who I was. But with Liam, I could see a future where I was free, where I could live without fear.

I looked up at him, my heart full as I whispered, “Thank you, Liam. I… I don’t know what I would’ve done without you.”

He leaned down, pressing his lips to mine in a kiss that was soft, full of the promise of a life we could build together.

“I love you so much, Evelyn…”

“Liam… I’ve never loved anyone but you.”

And as I held him close, I felt a quiet certainty settle within me. I was Evelyn, in every way that mattered. Together, we would leave this place, leave the shadows of judgment behind, and step into a world where I could be myself, fully and unapologetically.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE ENERGY IN TIMES SQUARE was electrifying as we welcomed the year 1994, the crowd’s anticipation humming like a live wire. Liam and I stood arm in arm, just a block away from our new home, surrounded by thousands of people waiting to ring in the new year. The giant, glittering ball hovered above, and the city lights sparkled all around us, casting a glow over everything that made it feel like we were in the heart of a dream.
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I shivered with excitement, leaning closer to Liam. He wrapped his arm around me, pulling me into the warmth of his chest. “You’re still adjusting to the cold, aren’t you?” he murmured, his voice barely audible over the din of the crowd.

“Yes, well, not just that but the whole city thing,” I replied, laughing as I looked around, taking in the towering buildings and the bustling throng. “It’s so alive here—loud and full of life. I never imagined I’d end up here.”

After the chaos back in Willowbrook, New York City felt like another world—a world where anonymity offered me freedom, where I could walk down the street as Evelyn without fear or hesitation. There was no Gerald, no small-town gossip, only the city lights, endless shops, and the open arms of possibility.

Sometimes I missed the quiet solitude of my old shop, but here, I felt like I could truly spread my wings.

He squeezed my hand, a gentle reminder that this place, this life, was real. Since moving here, we’d created a new rhythm, finding comfort in the small rituals we’d built together. Shopping trips, filling our penthouse with touches that felt like home, taking care of each other in ways that felt small but meaningful.

I’d fallen in love with the city’s eclectic shops and boutiques, slowly building a new wardrobe that reflected who I was. I loved coming home with bags of new clothes, knowing I could try different styles and let myself explore without judgment. Every piece felt like a small affirmation of the life I was building with him.

“Can you believe it?” I asked, glancing up at him with a grin. “Just a few months ago, I was tinkering away in that tiny shop, and now here we are.”

“Time flies,” he replied, brushing a strand of hair from my face.

“But I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Neither would I. I loved the life we’d created here. Our days were filled with laughter, the gentle ebb and flow of shared routines, and the peace of being fully myself. Sometimes I’d catch a glimpse of us reflected in the penthouse’s massive windows—Liam with his easy confidence, me in my favorite oversized sweater, feeling every bit the woman I’d fought so hard to become—and I’d feel a surge of gratitude so overwhelming it brought tears to my eyes.

The thought of working again had crossed my mind more than once. I missed the satisfaction of a well-made lock, the quiet thrill of turning raw materials into something secure, something with a purpose. Liam had never pressured me to work; he seemed perfectly content with my company, happy just to have me by his side. But in his gentle way, he’d been encouraging me to follow my passion.

“Whenever you’re ready,” he’d said one night, over dinner. “I’d love to invest in your business here. We could make it something amazing. A place that’s all yours.”

I hadn’t been ready to start anything yet, but the idea had taken root in my mind, growing slowly each day. The city was full of old buildings with ancient locks and doors that creaked with stories. I could start something small here, even if just to keep my hands busy, to feel the familiar weight of metal and tools. The thought excited me, and though I hadn’t fully decided, I knew Liam would be there, supporting me in whatever I chose.

A few blocks down, the stage lights blazed brightly, and a band began playing a countdown anthem, their voices filling the square. The crowd cheered, everyone pressed close together, their anticipation building as the minutes ticked by.

Liam looked down at me, a question in his eyes.

“How’s your first New Year’s Eve in the city so far?” he asked, his voice soft but filled with affection.

“Unreal,” I whispered, glancing around. “I still can’t believe we live here, that this is our life.”

He pulled me closer, his lips brushing my forehead in a kiss that sent a thrill down my spine. “Neither can I. But I’m glad we do. Every time I see you smiling, I know we made the right choice.”

We fell silent as the seconds ticked down, the crowd’s cheers growing louder with each passing moment. I looked up at the glittering ball, feeling a sense of wonder that matched the childlike excitement bubbling within me. This was the beginning of a new chapter, one that was ours to write, free from the weight of the past.

As the countdown reached ten, the crowd’s voices swelled, everyone shouting along. Liam and I joined in, our voices blending with the thousands of others, a harmony that felt like a shared promise.

“Three… two… one!” And just like that, the ball dropped, marking the start of a new year.

Liam turned to me, his gaze warm and full of love. He pulled me into a kiss, his arms wrapping around me as the crowd erupted in cheers and confetti rained down around us. The kiss was slow, unhurried, filled with a quiet joy that made the world around us melt away. In his arms, I felt safe, cherished, and more than anything, deeply, completely loved.

As we pulled apart, I looked up at him, feeling the words rise to my lips. “Thank you, Liam. For everything. For loving me, for helping me find this life. I never thought… I never thought I could feel this happy.”

He smiled, brushing a strand of confetti from my hair. “Evelyn, loving you has been the best decision I’ve ever made. This city, this life—it’s ours now. And there’s so much more waiting for us.”

We held each other as the confetti continued to fall, lost in the glow of the new year, our hearts full of hope. It was then, in the midst of the celebration, that he whispered, “I want us to build a future together, Evelyn. One where we can make every dream come true.”

His words filled me with a warmth that spread through my entire being. I thought of the life we could have, a life full of laughter, love, and endless possibilities. “I’d love that,” I replied, my voice thick with emotion. “Someday, maybe we could… you know, make it official. Get married.”

He nodded, a soft smile tugging at his lips. “One day, when the world catches up with us.” His eyes sparkled with a mix of determination and hope. “Until then, I’ll be by your side, whatever it takes.”

I knew we were dreaming, that same-sex marriage was still a distant hope, but with Liam, I felt a quiet confidence that anything was possible. In the meantime, we had each other, and that was more than enough.

The music began again, and Liam took my hand, guiding me into a slow, gentle sway in the midst of the cheering crowd. People danced around us, couples embraced, friends laughed, and strangers joined in the celebration. But for Liam and me, the rest of the world faded away. We were lost in each other, in the gentle rhythm of our dance, and I felt a peace settle over me, a feeling of rightness that wrapped around me like a warm blanket.
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As the first moments of the new year unfolded, I looked up at the sky, the twinkling lights of Times Square reflecting in my eyes. I felt a surge of gratitude for every step of the journey that had brought me here, to this city, to this moment, to this man who loved me unconditionally.

“Happy New Year, Liam,” I whispered, leaning into his embrace.

“Happy New Year, Evelyn,” he replied, his voice a gentle promise.

We stood there, wrapped in each other’s arms, watching as the confetti continued to fall. The city lights glowed around us, and in that moment, I knew that our future was as bright and limitless as the night sky above.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Girly Key? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.
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“Along with the Estrogen and Anti-androgen, I took EVERYTHING, including the Risk of Falling in Love.”

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

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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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


Hello Lilly

[image: A person holding a phone  Description automatically generated]

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


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“What have you done to me!? Why am I starting to look like a girl?”

I thought hiring a new housekeeper after my former got pregnant would make my life easier. Juliette Briggs came highly recommended—calm, efficient, and exactly what I needed to ring order to my home. But from the moment she arrived, things began to change.

I felt different. My skin softened, my emotions shifted, and a strange sense of femininity crept into my everyday life. The harder I fought it, the deeper I was drawn into her mysterious influence.
I turned to Marcus, my long-time gardener, for support, but as our bond grew, so did my confusion about who I really was.
By the time I realized the full extent of Juliette’s magic, it was too late to turn back. The only question left was whether I’d embrace the woman I was becoming—and whether Marcus would still be there by my side when I did.

Read The Maid’s Secret

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

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Girly Key – A Gradual Feminization and Transgender Transformation 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.

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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