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Introduction

“Have you ever wondered who you could be if you stopped pretending?”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I used to live quietly—hidden behind my computer, my hoodies, and the mask of a man I wasn’t meant to be. Romance wasn’t something I believed in. Transformation? Even less. But then my landlord’s nephew moved in next door, and Adrian saw through me with alarming ease.

Where others saw hesitation, he saw softness. Where others saw a confused boy, he saw a girl waiting to breathe.

It started with a simple compliment… then a makeover… then a name I whispered only in the safety of his hands: Shay. With every touch, every word, every moment he held space for me, the truth inside me grew louder.

He didn’t force me. He didn’t rush me. He just kept asking the question no one ever dared to ask: “Who do you want to be?”

And somewhere between the makeup wipes, the soft clothes, the mirror that reflected a stranger I longed to become, and the man who kissed me like I was already her…

I realized I wasn’t falling in love with him alone.

I was falling in love with myself—for the first time.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, gradual feminization, friends-to-lovers, coming-of-age, and first-time feminization tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to He Helped Me Become a Girl.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE FIRST TIME I saw him, I was halfway through a raid and trying not to think about the sticky layer of lip tint drying on my mouth.

I hadn’t meant to put it on. It was just sitting there on my desk, a leftover freebie from some promo my ex left behind, this tiny tube of cherry something. I’d been staring at my reflection in the black part of my monitor during queue time, wondering, stupidly, what I’d look like with a softer mouth. One thing led to another. Curiosity, boredom, self-sabotage—take your pick.

So there I was, in an oversized band tee and sweatshorts, headset on, lips shiny and a little too red, yelling at strangers on voice chat, when someone knocked on my door.

Hard.

I flinched, my character died, and my teammates started flaming me in chat.

“Of course,” I muttered, ripping off the headset. The knock came again, more polite this time but still confident. Three clean taps.

“Coming,” I called, wiping my hands on my shorts. My heart thudded a little too fast. I lived alone, mostly. My landlord was barely ever around, and my friends had learned not to just show up.

I cracked the door open—and nearly forgot how to breathe.

The guy standing in the hallway looked like he’d been printed out of some lifestyle blog about “effortless men’s fashion.” Dark hair, short on the sides, thick on top, swept back as if it always fell that way. Light stubble, sharp jaw, a fitted white t-shirt that did absolutely nothing to hide the definition in his arms. He held a cardboard box in one hand and a set of keys in the other.

“Hey,” he said, smiling like he knew exactly how good he looked. “You must be Shane.”

I blinked. “Uh. Yeah. That’s me.”

The smile widened. “I’m Adrian. My uncle’s the landlord. He’s letting me crash in 3B for a while.” He tilted his head toward the door opposite mine. “He said you were the quiet, reliable tenant. Gamer guy, right?”

Great. I’d been reduced to a personality type.

“Something like that,” I said. My lips tingled with every word, and that’s when I remembered the damn tint. I watched his eyes, waiting for that micro-flicker of judgment. The way people’s gaze snagged when they saw something that didn’t quite fit.

Instead, his gaze lingered. Not harsh. Just… focused.

“Sorry,” I added, rubbing the back of my neck. “I was in the middle of something.”

“You look fine,” he said casually, like it was a neutral fact. “Sorry to interrupt. I just wanted to introduce myself before I start dropping boxes and making noise.”

Fine. Not weird. Not “why the hell are your lips glossy, man?” Just… fine.

“Uh. It’s okay,” I said. “Welcome to the building, I guess. It’s quiet. The walls are thin. You’ll hear my angry keyboard sometimes.”

He chuckled. “As long as you’re not playing drums at three in the morning, I can handle it.”

He shifted the box to his hip. A strand of hair fell over his forehead, stupidly perfect.

“Oh, and your internet?” he added. “My uncle said you’re the one he asked about which provider to use. I might need your help setting it up later, if you don’t mind.”

“Sure,” I said automatically. Tech talk was safe territory. Safer than whatever was happening with my mouth. “Just knock when you’re ready. I’ll, um, help you connect.”

His gaze dipped to my lips again. This time, I couldn’t pretend I imagined it. Heat crawled up my neck.

“You wearing something?” he asked, not unkind, not mocking. Just curious. “On your lips, I mean.”

I swallowed. “It’s—uh—it was just lying around. I was bored.”

“Looks good on you,” he said, like it was nothing. Like it was obvious. “Gives your face a bit of color.”

I stared at him. I couldn’t remember the last time someone said I looked good and meant it without any edge to it. No laugh, no joke, no “for a guy.” Just… good.
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“Right,” I said, eloquent as always. “Thanks.”

He shifted his box again, muscles flexing. “I’ll let you get back to your game, Shane. I’ll swing by about the internet once I’ve dumped my stuff inside. If that’s cool.”

“Yeah. Sure.” I stepped back, suddenly very aware of how crappy my apartment looked from the doorway—tangled cords, empty cans, a hoodie hanging off the dining chair like a dead thing. “Welcome again.”

“Thanks, neighbor.” He gave me one last quick smile and crossed the hall, unlocking 3B with an easy twist of his wrist.

I closed my door and leaned my forehead against it.

“Looks good on you.”

The words echoed in my head like a buff I hadn’t asked for.

Back at my desk, my raid group was still arguing in chat. I sank into my chair and caught my reflection in the monitor again. The lip tint had settled in nicely, a soft sheen more than a full gloss now. Not loud. Just… different.

Fine. It looked fine.

Maybe even good.

I pressed my lips together, watching the subtle movement, and for a second, there was someone else staring back. Someone softer around the edges. Someone I almost recognized and almost didn’t.

From the hallway, through the thin walls, I heard a muffled thud and Adrian’s low laugh as he bumped something into a wall.

I told myself the tight feeling in my chest was just annoyance at having my game interrupted.

I knew I was lying.

Adrian didn’t wait long.

I’d barely respawned in my game when another knock rattled my door—lighter this time, almost playful. I muted the headset, sighed like I was being inconvenienced, and went to open it.

He was standing there with two iced coffees in one hand and an Ethernet cable coiled over his shoulder like some tech-savvy, casually hot demigod. His shirt had changed—gray now, slightly loose, sleeves rolled just enough to show forearms that absolutely did not need to be shown. Great. Just great.

“I figured moving deserves caffeine,” he said. “And you look like someone who lives on caffeine.”

He wasn’t wrong, but I still narrowed my eyes. “You bribing me to help you?”

“Yes,” he said without shame. “Come on. Humor me.”

I let him in, pretending I didn’t care that a very attractive man was stepping into my natural habitat of gamer mess. He glanced around—not judging, just taking it in.

“Cozy,” he said.

“It’s not cozy,” I said. “It’s dysfunctional.”

He laughed and set one iced coffee on my desk. Then he leaned on the back of my chair like he belonged there already.

“I was thinking,” he said. “About earlier.”

Oh no. No. No no no.

“Earlier?” I echoed.

“The lip thing.”

My soul left my body.

“I wasn’t judging,” he added quickly. “I just thought it looked good. Honestly.”

“Okay,” I muttered, looking anywhere but directly at him. “Sure.”

He stepped around me, blocking my escape route. “Actually,” he continued, eyes glinting, “I bet you’d look good in more than just that.”

I froze. “What.”

“Clothes. Makeup. A whole look.” He shrugged. “You have the face for it. The bone structure is insane.”

Excuse me?

I scoffed to cover the spike of heat climbing my neck. “You don’t even know my bone structure. You saw me for like thirty seconds.”

“And that was enough,” he said. “I’ve met a lot of people. I can clock potential.”

Potential.
Like I was some blank canvas he wanted to paint on.

I crossed my arms. “And why are you so invested in what I’d look like dressed up?”

He paused, then gave me a small, almost embarrassed smile. “Because… I think it’d make you smile. And I’d like to see that.”

Oh. Oh, absolutely not. He was not allowed to say things like that.

I cleared my throat violently. “Well, tough. Because I’m not dressing up for you.”

“For me?” He grinned. “Shane, you think too highly of me. I meant for you. But—” He lifted a finger. “Let’s make it interesting.”

“No.”

“Too late,” he said. “I propose a bet.”

“I don’t want—”

“You play games, right? So hear me out.”
He gestured to my monitor. “One round. Any game you choose. If I win—”

“You won’t.”

“If I win,” he repeated louder, ignoring me, “you let me do a makeover. Full glam. Just once.”

Absolutely not.
My stomach backflipped.
My brain fizzed.
My lips tingled—again—with that stupid tint.

“And if I win?” I asked unsteadily.

“I’ll cook dinner for you,” Adrian said. “Not takeout. Real food. Something good.”

I stared at him. Hard.

“You’re awfully confident.”

“You should be asking why you’re so nervous,” he said softly.

I hated him.
I hated the way he said it.
I hated the fact that he was not wrong.

“Fine,” I snapped. “One round. But I’m picking the game.”

“Deal.”

“And I’m not letting you win.”

He leaned closer, his voice dropping. “I’m counting on it.”

He was terrible at the game.

I chose a simple fighting game—easy controls, fast rounds—but Adrian played like someone who barely touched a controller in his life. His character stood still half the time, jumped at random, spammed the same useless kick over and over.

“You’re actually bad at this,” I said, astonished.

“Yes,” he said brightly. “Why? Were you hoping I’d dominate you?”

My hands slipped on the controller.

“I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t have to.”

I glared at him, refocusing. I was demolishing him. Victory was mine. Dinner would be cooked for me. No makeover. No weird vulnerability. No—

Then, suddenly, he paused the game.

“Wait, what does this button do?” he asked innocently.

“That’s block—don’t— Adria—”

Unpaused.
Combo.
Combo.
Throw.

He knocked out my character with a cheap string of accidental-seeming moves.

“What the hell!” I yelled.

He blinked at the screen. “Oh. I won.”

“No, you didn’t! You button-mashed your way into—”

“A win,” he said cheerfully. “Which means…”

I covered my face with both hands. “No.”

He gently pried my fingers apart, smiling far too kindly for the psychological warfare he just pulled.

“Shane,” he said softly, “a bet is a bet.”

My pulse hammered.
My thoughts spiraled.
And deep—deep—under the embarrassment was something else.

Anticipation.

Damn Adrian.

I tried to stall.

I really did.

I cleaned my desk, rearranged my mousepad, pretended I suddenly cared about hydration—anything to delay the inevitable. But Adrian wasn’t going anywhere. He leaned against my wall, arms crossed, watching me spiral with the patience of a saint and the smugness of someone who absolutely knew he’d gotten under my skin.

“Ready?” he asked.

“No.”

“Good,” he said, pushing off the wall. “Come here.”

I stiffened. “We’re not doing this right now.”

“We are,” he said, stepping closer. “Because if I leave, you’ll spend the entire night overthinking. Better to rip off the Band-Aid.”

He was right, which made it worse.

“I don’t have anything for… whatever you’re planning,” I said. “So joke’s on you.”

“I brought my own,” he replied.

“What—”

He held up a small makeup bag I hadn’t noticed earlier. Neutral beige, compact, suspiciously professional-looking.

“Why do you even have that?” I demanded.

“My cousin left it in my old room,” he said. “She never came back for it. And before you accuse me of plotting this since birth, it’s just convenience. Now sit.”

He pointed to the edge of my bed like I was a misbehaving cat.

I sighed, muttered something about divine punishment, and sat.

The mattress dipped when he sat in front of me, knees brushing mine. Too close. Way too close. The air shifted—warmer, tighter, scented faintly with whatever clean-aftershower thing he used.

“Relax,” he murmured.

“That’s impossible.”

He chuckled. “Tilt your face up a little.”

I did.

He brushed a thumb over my cheekbone, checking texture, as if assessing his canvas. I swallowed hard. His touch was gentle, steady. Reassuring in a way that made me nervous for entirely new reasons.

“You have great skin,” he said.

“I do not.”

“You do,” he insisted. “You just don’t see yourself the way other people do.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that, so I didn’t.

He reached for the bag. “We’ll keep it simple today. Soft base, a little definition, and we’ll amplify what’s already working.”

“What’s already working?” I asked before I could stop myself.

Adrian paused, meeting my eyes like the answer was obvious.
“Your eyes. Your lips. Your cheekbones. You have a naturally pretty structure.”

Pretty.
Pretty.

My whole body went hot.

He began gently tapping something under my eyes—cool, creamy. Concealer? Foundation? I didn’t know. I only knew his fingers lingered just a second longer than necessary.

“You okay?” he asked, voice low.

“Fine,” I lied.

“No,” he said softly, “but you will be.”

He blended something onto my cheeks, adding warmth. Brushed a hint of shadow near my lash line. Swept a soft sheen over my lips that made them look… plush. I could feel them tingling again, but this time not from the tint.

From him.

“Almost done,” he murmured. “Close your eyes.”

I did, too quickly.

His thumb smoothed my brow. His knuckle brushed the tip of my nose by accident. Or not an accident. Hard to tell when my senses were a mess.

He leaned back, inhaling softly like he was taking in the final image.

“Okay,” he said. “Open.”

I opened my eyes.

He held up my phone, reversing the camera.

And there she was.

Not a stranger. Not exactly me.
But… something softer. Something possible. Something I’d thought about in vague, guilty ways but never dared imagine clearly.

A version of me that didn’t feel like a joke.

A version that felt—
Real?
Beautiful?
Wanted?

I blinked. The girl in the camera blinked back.

“I knew it,” Adrian whispered. “I knew you’d look beautiful.”

My breath caught. “I—I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything.” He set the phone down and gently lifted my chin. “Just let yourself see it.”

He wasn’t flirting.
He wasn’t mocking.
He wasn’t doing a bit.

He meant it.

My heart thudded in a way that felt like a door unlocking somewhere deep inside me.

He let go slowly, like releasing something fragile.

“That’s enough for tonight,” he said. “I don’t want to overwhelm you.”

Too late.

He stood, gave me a soft smile, and headed for the door. “I’ll check on you tomorrow, okay?”

“Okay,” I whispered.

And when the door clicked shut behind him, I looked at my reflection again.

This time, I didn’t look away.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T SLEEP much. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw that version of myself Adrian had created—soft cheeks, gentle shadows, lips that looked like they belonged to someone braver, someone who didn’t flinch at being seen.

I kept trying to tell myself it was just makeup. Just lighting. Just a man who knew exactly what to say to scramble a brain already prone to overthinking.

But when morning came and I caught my reflection in the bathroom mirror—barefaced now, makeup washed away—the absence hit harder than the presence ever had.

Something was missing.

Something I wanted back.

And that terrified me.

There was no knock this time.

Just the beep of my phone as a message popped up.

Adrian: You awake? Come over if you are.
I made pancakes.

Pancakes. Manipulation disguised as breakfast. And I fell for it instantly.

I brushed my hair into something less tragic, rinsed my face, and tried not to focus on the fact that my lips still remembered his touch. Then I crossed the hall and knocked.

He opened the door wearing joggers and a loose tank top, hair damp from a shower. Everything about him radiated warmth—casual, effortless, annoying in the way only truly good-looking people could be.

“Morning, Shay,” he said.

Shay.

I froze.

“I mean—Shane,” he corrected quickly, eyes widening. “Sorry. It slipped.”

But the thing was… it didn’t sting. It didn’t feel wrong. It felt like he’d said something true before correcting himself into a lie.

“It’s fine,” I muttered, stepping inside.

His apartment was still half-unpacked—boxes pushed against walls, a mattress on the floor, the faint smell of paint lingering from the building. On the counter sat a plate of pancakes, steaming gently.

“You didn’t have to cook,” I said.

Adrian shrugged. “I like taking care of people.”

I sat down before my knees gave out.

He cut a piece of pancake, slid the plate toward me, then leaned his elbows on the counter like he’d been waiting for this moment all morning.

“So,” he said lightly. “How do you feel about last night?”

I stabbed a pancake. “Mortified.”

“Why?”

“Because you saw me…”

“Beautiful?” he offered.

I nearly choked. “Adrian.”
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“What? I’m not lying,” he said with a smile. He then reached into a box by his feet and pulled out something folded—soft fabric in a pale, muted lavender. “I was thinking… if you’re up for it, we could try something new today.”

My fork froze in midair. “New?”

He unfolded the fabric.

It was a blouse.

Light chiffon. Slight puff sleeves. Gentle, flowing lines meant to drape over curves I didn’t have—but suddenly wished I did.

“Absolutely not,” I said instantly.

Adrian smiled. “I figured you’d say that.”

“I’m serious. I can’t—no. No way.”

“Why not?”

I opened my mouth. Closed it. Considered lying. Gave up. “Because it’s embarrassing. Because I’ll look ridiculous. Because I’m—”

“None of those,” he interrupted softly. “You won’t look ridiculous. And being embarrassed isn’t always a bad thing.”

My pulse fluttered. He stepped closer. Not touching—just near enough that I felt him.

“If you hate it,” he said, “I’ll drop it. Completely. No pressure. No teasing.”

“And if I don’t hate it?” I asked quietly.

His smile softened. “Then we keep going at your pace.”

My throat tightened.

“This is insane,” I whispered.

“So is eating cold pancakes,” he said, tapping the plate. “Finish those first.”

I took a shaky bite.

He waited, patient, letting me come to my own conclusion. He didn’t coax or push. He simply laid the blouse across his arm and let its softness speak for itself.

When I finished eating, I set the fork down and stared at the lavender fabric again.

My fingers twitched.

“Fine,” I muttered. “But just to prove you wrong.”

Adrian didn’t celebrate.
Didn’t grin.
Didn’t make it a victory.

He just nodded, eyes warm.

“Come here,” he said gently. “Let’s try it on.”

He stepped behind me as I stood, hands steady as he helped me slip out of my hoodie.

His fingers brushed my shoulders as the blouse settled over me—light, airy, unreal.

I caught my reflection in the dark window across the room.

The blouse didn’t swallow me.
It softened me. And worse—it suited me.

I exhaled shakily. “This is a terrible idea.”

Adrian’s voice came from just behind my ear.

“No, Shay,” he murmured. “It’s the beginning of something.”

I didn’t move at first.

The blouse felt too light, too soft, too intentional on my skin—like wearing a secret I wasn’t supposed to admit I wanted. Adrian stood behind me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of him, but he didn’t touch. He waited, which was somehow worse.

“You’re quiet,” he murmured.

“Because I’m processing,” I said through a tight throat.

“What’s there to process? You look good. Really good.”

I shook my head, unable to look at the window reflection again. “This is different from makeup, Adrian. Clothes change the whole silhouette. They tell people something—”

“And what does this one tell?” he asked gently.

“That I’m…” The word lodged in my chest. Ridiculous? Curious? Exposed?

Or something else entirely?

I settled on the safest answer. “That I’m not myself.”

Adrian stepped to my side, not blocking the reflection but standing just close enough that I felt less alone in it.

“Maybe you’re more yourself than you think.”

I looked at him sharply. “Stop saying things like that.”

“Why?”

“Because they get into my head.”

He smiled softly. “Good.”

I tried to glare at him, but the panic fluttering under my ribs made it come out softer than intended.

“Adrian, I’m not—this isn’t normal.”

“For who?” he asked. “You? Or the version of yourself you think you’re supposed to be?”

I didn’t have an answer. My throat tightened.

He walked around to face me fully, hands in his pockets, gaze steady. He wasn’t pushing anymore. He wasn’t teasing. He was studying me—really seeing me.

“Look,” he said quietly, “last night, when you saw yourself in the makeup… how did it feel?”

Heat climbed up my neck. “I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do.”

I swallowed. “It felt… easier.”

His lips curved. “Meaning?”

“It felt like breathing,” I whispered.

There it was. The thing I had avoided saying even in my own head.

He took one step closer.

“And this?” He touched the end of the blouse sleeve lightly. “How does this feel?”

I exhaled, a shaky, unsteady breath. “Like something I shouldn’t want.”

“But you do.”

I hated how fast the answer came. “Yes.”

He nodded, as if filing the information gently away. “Then there’s no problem.”

I shook my head. “You’re oversimplifying everything.”

“Maybe,” he said. “Or maybe you’re complicating things because you’re scared.” His voice softened. “Which is normal.”

I stared at him, heart pounding so loud it felt embarrassing.

He hesitated, then spoke carefully, like he was approaching something delicate. “You know, last night… when you were all done up… you didn’t look like a ‘Shane’ to me.”

I froze.

“My name is Shane,” I said quietly.

“I know.” He held my gaze. “But the person I saw? She had a different energy. Different softness. A different… presence.”

“Presence,” I echoed weakly.

“Yeah.” He swallowed. “Have you ever thought about a different name? Even hypothetically?”

I opened my mouth to deny it.

But the truth came faster.

“…Maybe.”

“What name?” he asked, not pressing, just curious.

I looked at the floor, cheeks burning. “It was stupid.”

“Tell me anyway.”

I hesitated long enough that he reached out, gently hooking a finger under my chin to lift my face.

“Shane,” he said, “I won’t laugh.”

I met his eyes. Big mistake. They were too earnest.

“…Shay.”

The word fell out of me like a confession.

Adrian’s expression softened instantly—something warm blooming across his face.

“Shay,” he repeated, slow, tasting the sound. And then, with certainty: “That’s beautiful.”

My chest constricted.

“It’s just a silly thought,” I insisted, voice cracking at the edges.

“No,” he said. “It suits you. It really suits you.”

He stepped closer, one hand lifting to brush a stray lock of hair near my cheek. “Shay,” he murmured again, almost reverent.
“When you’re like this, that name makes perfect sense.”

I felt tears prick behind my eyes—unexpected, unwelcome.

Adrian noticed instantly. “Hey,” he whispered, gently touching my forearm. “It’s okay. Names are just doors.”

“Doors to what?”

“To who you want to be.”

My voice broke. “I don’t know who that is.”

He smiled softly. “That’s the fun part, Shay. We get to find out.” And this time—I didn’t correct him.

Adrian didn’t rush me. He didn’t crowd me. He just stood there, close enough to anchor me, far enough that I could still run if everything became too much. The lavender blouse fluttered lightly when I breathed, a constant reminder of what I’d let happen.

Of what I’d wanted to let happen.

I wiped under my eyes before anything embarrassing escaped. “Sorry. I don’t know why I’m getting emotional.”

“You don’t have to apologize for feeling something,” Adrian said softly.

“Yeah, well, I’m not used to feeling things in front of people.” I let out a weak laugh. “It’s usually me, my computer, and my cat who hates everyone.”

He smiled, stepping just half a foot closer—slow enough that I felt it before I saw it. “You’re doing better than you think.”

I looked at him, and that was the mistake. His eyes were warm and open, focused entirely on me with a softness I didn’t know how to receive.

“Let’s take a picture,” he said suddenly.

“What? No. No way.”

“Just for us,” he promised. “You looked so proud last night for a split second. I want you to have something to look back on. Proof that this wasn’t a dream.”

My heart kicked. “Adrian…”

“Sit,” he said gently, gesturing to the couch.

And because my legs had officially staged a rebellion against my brain, I sat.

He sat beside me, thigh to thigh, his phone held loosely in one hand. Then he angled the camera so both of us were in frame—him, effortlessly handsome; me, soft and nervous in lavender.

“Ready?” he asked.

“No.”

He took the picture anyway.

I wasn’t smiling, not fully. But there was something in my eyes—something open, vulnerable, curious. Something I couldn’t deny.

He looked at the photo for a moment, then at me. “See? That’s her.”

“Her,” I echoed under my breath.

“Shay,” he murmured.

The name—spoken softly, like a secret between us—sent a shiver down my spine.

He set the phone aside but didn’t move away. If anything, he seemed to sink a little closer, our shoulders touching now. My breath caught, chest tightening with a confusing blend of want and fear and an ache I’d kept buried for too long.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Yes,” I lied.

“No,” he said gently, “but that’s fine.”

I swallowed. “You’re really… close.”

“Do you want me to move?” he asked.

The problem was that I didn’t. Not even a little.

“I don’t know,” I whispered.

Adrian lifted a hand—slow, deliberate—and cupped my cheek. His thumb brushed lightly along my skin, wiping away a streak of leftover emotion.

I didn’t pull back. I couldn’t.

His face dipped closer, his breath warm against my mouth. Half a second. Maybe less. But it stretched into something suspended, electric, terrifying.

He was going to kiss me.

I felt it—felt the inevitability of it—felt the way my whole body leaned without permission.

But just as his lips were about to meet mine—

I flinched.

Barely. A tiny jolt. But it was enough.

Adrian stopped instantly.

His forehead pressed to mine for a moment, a grounding gesture, not a frustrated one. His hand slid from my cheek to my shoulder, steady and slow.

“Okay,” he whispered. “Not yet.”

Heat flooded my face. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean—”

“You didn’t do anything wrong,” he said firmly, lifting my chin so I couldn’t avoid his eyes. “We move at your pace. I promised, remember?”

My throat tightened. “But you wanted to—”

“I want you to feel safe more than I want anything else.”

Those words… God. They hit deeper than any almost-kiss.

He brushed one last thumbstroke across my cheek before releasing me completely.

“Let’s stop here for today,” he said softly. “Before either of us gets overwhelmed.”

He stood slowly, giving me time to breathe, to think, to gather myself.

But before he stepped away, he added one last thing:

“When you’re ready, Shay… I’ll be ready too.”

And then he walked to the door, leaving me there on the couch, blouse soft on my skin, heart pounding in a new, unfamiliar rhythm.

A rhythm that felt dangerously close to becoming desire.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I SPENT THE next two days avoiding Adrian like it was my part-time job. It wasn’t intentional—okay, it absolutely was—but what else was I supposed to do after nearly kissing him while wearing a lavender blouse that made me feel like someone I wasn’t ready to admit I wanted to be?

I stayed inside. Played games. Cleaned my apartment twice, which should’ve been the first sign that I was losing my mind. Every little sound from the hallway made me jump. Every knock that might be him sent me scrambling behind my computer chair like a cat hiding from responsibility.

And worse…

I kept looking at the picture he took.

Not obsessively—but often enough that I had to start lying to myself about it. I’d open the photo, stare at her—me but not me—and feel something twist low in my chest. Something warm. Something terrifying.

Adrian didn’t text. Didn’t knock. Didn’t ask for anything.

He waited.

Which somehow made it worse.

So by the time he messaged me Thursday night—

Adrian: Drink with me? Just the bar on the corner. No makeovers. Just talking.

I was already pacing my apartment like a trapped animal. Part of me wanted to ignore it. Pretend I was busy. Pretend I wasn’t thinking about him every time I brushed my hair from my face.

But the other part… the part with the soft new voice whispering Shay inside my chest… wanted to see him.

So I changed—nothing dramatic, just a cleaner shirt, jeans that actually fit, and, before I could stop myself, the smallest swipe of the lip tint again.

Just enough to feel… nice.

I noticed. But I pretended I didn’t.

The bar was quiet when I walked in—warm lighting, low chatter, not the kind of place where anyone cared who you were or what you looked like. Adrian sat at the far end, one elbow on the counter, scrolling through his phone.

My stomach fluttered.

He looked up before I reached him, and the smile that spread across his face was immediate, bright, and entirely too genuine.

“There you are,” he said, standing to pull out the stool next to him. “I was starting to think you died.”

“Just busy,” I lied, sitting down.

His eyes flicked to my mouth. Not in judgment—just noticing.

“You look nice,” he said simply.

My face went hot. “It’s nothing.”

“Doesn’t have to be something to be nice.”

The bartender took our orders. I asked for a rum and coke because it felt neutral enough. Adrian got something dark that looked expensive and unhelpfully attractive.

For a minute, we sat in silence. Not uncomfortable—just loaded.

Finally, Adrian spoke.

“I didn’t want to push you the other day.”

“I know.”

“And I didn’t want you to think I was disappointed.”

I looked at him sharply. “I never thought that.”

“Good.” He took a slow sip from his glass, watching me over the rim. “Because I wasn’t.”

My heart thudded like I’d run up stairs. “Then… why did you stop?”

“I didn’t stop,” he corrected gently. “You hesitated. I listened.”

I exhaled shakily. “I wasn’t scared of you. I just—”

“I know,” he said. “You were scared of what it meant.”

The bartender set our drinks down. I took a long sip, too big, too fast, liquid courage burning down my throat.

Adrian’s voice dropped low. “So tell me, Shay—”

My breath hitched. He didn’t correct himself this time.

He leaned in just enough that his shoulder brushed mine.

“What are you scared it means?”

I stared into my glass. Avoidance was my favorite coping mechanism. But tonight—it wasn’t working.

Because I didn’t want to avoid him anymore.

I swallowed hard. “When you… did the makeup. And the clothes. And said my name like that…”

He waited—never rushing, never filling silence with anything but patience.

“It felt good,” I admitted in a whisper. “Too good. Like something I shouldn’t want.”

“And now?” he asked.

Now.

Now I was sitting beside him with lip tint on my mouth because I wanted him to notice. Now I was hearing Shay in his voice and feeling something inside me melt. Now I was wondering how long I could keep lying to myself.

“Now,” I said, forcing myself to meet his eyes, “it still feels good.”

Adrian’s expression softened—warm, proud, gentle.

“Thank you for telling me,” he said. Not gloating. Not pushing. Just receiving it carefully, like something fragile.

I let out a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding.

“Does this change anything?” I asked.

He smiled—slow, controlled, but bright around the edges.

“Shay,” he murmured, “it changes everything. But only in ways you choose.”
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The rum and coke warmed me just enough to loosen the knot in my throat, but not enough to numb the fact that Adrian was sitting beside me—close, steady, calm—like he’d been designed specifically to undo me molecule by molecule.

I kept replaying his last words in my head. It changes everything. But only in ways you choose.

My fingers tightened around my glass.

“What if I choose wrong?” I muttered.

Adrian didn’t look away from me. “Then you change again. That’s what life is.”

Before I could answer, someone bumped hard into the back of my stool.

I jolted, steadying my drink.

“Hey, watch it,” the guy muttered. Early thirties, loud shirt, breath already soaked in beer. He gave me a once-over, his gaze catching on the subtle tint of my lips—too long, too obviously.

“Sorry,” I said automatically, shrinking a little.

The man snorted. “Didn’t know this bar did theme nights.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Lip gloss?” He laughed under his breath. “Did you lose a bet or something?”

Something inside me tightened. Shame rose too fast, familiar and sharp.

Adrian’s voice cut through it like a blade.

“Don’t talk to her like that.”

Her.

The entire room seemed to tilt for a second.

The man looked at Adrian, incredulous. “Her? Really?”

Adrian stood—not towering, not aggressive, but rooted. Solid. “Yeah. Her. And you’re going to apologize.”

The man scoffed. “Relax, dude. It was a joke.”

“No,” Adrian said calmly, “a joke lands when everyone laughs. No one’s laughing.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. I felt exposed. Seen. Protected. Terrified. All at the same time.

The man rolled his eyes, muttered something foul under his breath, and drifted away toward the other end of the bar. The moment he left, the tension snapped like a rubber band.

Adrian sat back down slowly, turning to me with a softness so sudden it nearly unraveled me.

“You okay?” he asked.

I nodded too quickly. “Yeah. I’m fine. It wasn’t a big deal.”

“It was,” he said, voice low. “Because it hurt you.”

“It didn’t—”

“Shay.”

That stopped me.

He reached out, gently covering my hand where it gripped the glass. My pulse jumped against his palm.

“You don’t have to pretend,” he murmured. “Not with me.”

My lip trembled before I could stop it. I hated how easily my emotions betrayed me around him. I was used to being a sealed vault, unbothered, unreachable. Now I was a vase with a crack running down the side.

“I just don’t like attention,” I whispered. “I don’t like… being noticed that way.”

“I know.” He squeezed my hand once. Not dragging, not claiming, just grounding. “But you didn’t deserve that. And you’re not going to apologize for existing.”

The words hit so deeply I had to look down.

A moment passed—quiet, warm, heavy.

Then:

“I liked what you did,” I admitted softly. “Calling me… her.”

Adrian’s breath caught. “Yeah?”

I nodded, cheeks warm. “It felt… right. I don’t know why. I’m not saying— I don’t know what I’m saying. But it felt good.”

He smiled—not triumphant, not smug. Soft. Devoted. Like I’d just handed him something precious.

“You don’t have to define anything tonight,” he said. “Or tomorrow. Or ever, if you don’t want to. But if it felt good? We can follow that feeling. Slowly.”

My fingers curled around his, holding him back this time instead of letting go.

“What if I mess it up?” I whispered.

“You won’t.”

“You say that like it’s a fact.”

“It is,” he said. “Because I’ll be there. And because you’re braver than you think.”

A warmth spread through my chest—new, unfamiliar, terrifyingly welcome.

We stayed like that for a moment, hands intertwined on a bar counter, two drinks half-finished, the noise fading around us. I didn’t feel ridiculous. I didn’t feel wrong.

For the first time in a long time… I felt seen.

And I realized I didn’t want to hide from that anymore.

We didn’t talk much on the walk back.

Not because it was awkward—if anything, it was the opposite. Something unspoken hung between us, stretching from his shoulder to mine like a taut, invisible thread. Every time our arms brushed, my breath caught just a little.

When we reached my apartment door, I hesitated.
“So… thanks. For earlier. For, um… everything.”

Adrian tilted his head, studying me with that infuriating gentleness. “Do you want company? Just to talk. Or sit. Or breathe. Whatever you need.”

I should’ve said no. I absolutely should’ve said no.

Instead, I heard myself say, “Yeah. Come in.”

My apartment felt different with him in it. Smaller in a good way, warmer, like space had reorganized itself to make room for him. I flicked on the soft lamp near my bed, casting everything in a muted gold.

Adrian stopped at the door, eyes falling immediately to my mouth.

“You’re wearing the tint again,” he said quietly.

I touched my lips self-consciously. “It’s dumb.”

“It’s not.” He stepped closer. “It suits you.”

The heat in my cheeks was instant and humiliating. “It was just for the bar. I forgot to take it off.”

“Want help?” he asked.

My pulse stumbled.

“I—yeah,” I murmured before I could stop myself.

He motioned for me to sit on the edge of my bed. I did. His presence filled the room, calm and steady, grounding me and unraveling me all at once. He retrieved a makeup wipe from a small travel pack—how he had one, I didn’t ask—and sat beside me.

“Look at me?” he said softly.

I did. And that was the beginning of the end.

He cupped my jaw gently, tilting my face toward him. The makeup wipe brushed my lips—soft, cool, deliberate. He wiped slowly, as if the act itself mattered more than the result.

“There,” he murmured. “Almost gone.”

His thumb swept one final trace of color from the corner of my mouth, but the pad of his thumb lingered—too long, too warm.

My breath hitched.

He noticed. His hand froze—not retreating, just… waiting.

“Shay,” he whispered, voice low and steady. “Look at me.”

I did. My chest tightened.

His face was so close. Too close. I could see the faint stubble along his jaw, the warm flecks in his eyes, the way his lips parted the slightest bit as if he were tasting the moment.

He leaned in an inch.

Then two.

Every nerve in my body lit up.

“Adrian…” I whispered.

I didn’t pull back. I didn’t move forward either.

I hovered—half breath, half want, half terror.

He saw all of it.

His voice softened to something that almost melted me entirely.
“If I kiss you now,” he said, “I need you to want it. Not just tolerate it. Not just let it happen.”

“I…” My throat closed around the word. “I don’t know what I’m allowed to want.”

His expression softened in a way that made my chest ache.
“You’re allowed to want anything. But you don’t have to decide tonight.”

His thumb stroked my cheek once—slow, grounding.

“Tell me what you’re feeling right now,” he murmured.

“Everything,” I whispered, voice trembling. “And nothing makes sense.”

“Then we stop.”

He pulled back—not far, just enough to break the magnetic pull between our mouths. My lungs tried to relearn how to function.

He set the wipe aside and took my hands gently in his.

“Shay,” he said, “you’re exploring something real. Something new. You don’t have to rush toward it just because it’s in front of you.”

My eyes stung—not from fear this time, but from the unbearable relief of being understood.

“You’re not disappointed?” I asked quietly.

“Never,” he said. “I’m proud.”

No one had ever said that to me before. Ever. I let out a shaky breath. “I wanted to… but I couldn’t.”

“Then that’s your truth tonight,” Adrian said. “And that’s enough.”

He squeezed my hands once before letting go.

“We’ll get there,” he added softly. “When you want it. Not a second before.”

The words settled in my chest like warm embers.

Not burning. Becoming.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP the next morning feeling like someone had rearranged my internal wiring. Not in a dramatic, life-altering way. More like… every thought had a soft afterglow. Every breath felt fuller. Every movement felt like it belonged to someone learning their own shape.

Adrian hadn’t kissed me. But he hadn’t pulled away from me, either. And somehow, that felt even more intimate.

I dragged myself out of bed, splashed water on my face, and tried not to think too hard about anything. Which was impossible.

Because the first thing I did—without meaning to—was check my reflection.

Still me. Still Shane. But not the same Shane from last week.

I leaned closer, fingers brushing my jawline. My skin looked softer. That wasn’t true—nothing physical had changed. But something about the way I saw myself had shifted. A crack in the mirror. A door half-open.

I backed away, startled by how much the idea shook me.

I made coffee. Sat down at my desk. Tried to queue a game. Cancelled immediately because my brain was elsewhere—specifically, on a search bar glaring back at me.

I stared at it for a full minute before typing:

“early signs you might be trans”

Delete.
Delete.
Delete.

I tried again:

“do hormones help dysphoria”

Delete.

My chest tightened.

I exhaled, then typed the thing I was actually circling around:

“how do HRT changes feel”

I read.

I read too much. I opened article after article about estrogen—about softening skin, emotional clarity, breast buds forming, fat redistribution, the warmth people described settling under their skin. Some talked about relief. Some talked about crying more. Some talked about finally breathing in a way they didn’t know was possible.

I didn’t know which part scared me more:

That it sounded overwhelming. Or that it sounded like something I wanted.

A rustle in the hallway snapped me out of my spiral. A knock followed, gentle but familiar.

I scrambled to close tabs—too late. The door opened a crack.

“Shay?” Adrian’s voice drifted through. “Is now a bad—”

He stepped inside, saw my screen for half a second, and froze.

Mortification slammed into me.

“It’s not— I wasn’t—” I stammered, slapping my laptop closed so fast it echoed.

Adrian blinked. His expression wasn’t shocked or confused. If anything, it softened, like everything suddenly made sense.

“Were you reading about hormones?” he asked quietly.

I looked away. “Please don’t make a big deal out of it.”

“I’m not.” He stepped closer, slow and steady, as if approaching a skittish animal. “I just want to understand what you’re feeling.”

“I’m not feeling anything,” I snapped too quickly. “It was just curiosity. Just… a thought I shouldn’t be having.”

“Why shouldn’t you have it?”

“Because I’m not—” The word stuck in my throat.
I swallowed hard. “I’m not that. I’m not trans. I’m not anything. I’m just… confused.”

Adrian sat beside me without asking, keeping enough space that I didn’t feel cornered but close enough that I felt held.

“Confusion isn’t a verdict,” he said softly. “It’s a beginning.”

My eyes stung. “I don’t want to make a mistake.”

“You won’t.”

“You don’t know that.”

He turned to me fully, voice gentle but firm. “I know you’re thoughtful. You question things. You don’t jump blindly. If you’re curious about hormones, it’s because something inside you is asking to be heard.”

I looked down at my hands. My fingers were trembling.

“What if it’s just a phase?” I whispered.

“Then it’s still real,” he said. “Phases teach us things.”

A silence stretched—frail, delicate.

Then Adrian did something small, but devastating.

He took my hand.

Not to claim. Not to lead. Just to anchor.

“Shay,” he murmured, “what did reading about hormones make you feel?”

I squeezed my eyes shut. The truth rose like a tide.

“Like… hope,” I whispered.

Adrian exhaled gently, the sound full of understanding.

“That,” he said, squeezing my fingers, “is worth exploring.”

And for the first time, I didn’t pull my hand away.

Adrian didn’t push after that. He didn’t ask follow-up questions or try to decode my silence like some puzzle he needed to solve. Instead, he squeezed my hand once more, then released it gently—like setting something precious down without dropping it.

“Let’s get out of your head for a bit,” he said softly. “Come over later? I’m making dinner.”

I nodded before I even processed it.

Hours later, after I’d paced my apartment enough to wear a path into the floor, I knocked on his door. It opened immediately, like he’d been standing on the other side, waiting.

The smell hit me first—garlic, butter, something warm and comforting simmering on the stove. Adrian wore a fitted black T-shirt this time, sleeves hugging his biceps, hair messy in a deliberate way. Domestic and devastating at the same time.

“You made actual food,” I said.

He grinned. “Told you I would.”

Dinner was simple—pasta, salad, wine—but it felt heavier than any formal meal. Not because of the food, but because of the effort. The intention. Every time I lifted my fork, Adrian’s gaze flicked to me, checking—not judging—that I was okay.

After we ate, we talked about nothing. Games. Work. The ridiculousness of our building’s elevator. It felt normal. Grounded.

So when he finally said, “Can I show you something?” I didn’t tense.

Until he disappeared into his bedroom and returned with a small, neatly folded pile of clothes.

Soft. Feminine. Beautiful.

My breath caught. “Adrian…”

“I know what you’re thinking,” he said gently. “And no—this isn’t pressure. But I remembered what you said the other day. That seeing yourself a certain way felt like breathing. And I want you to feel that again. If you want to.”

He set the clothes down on the bed. A pale skirt. A fitted cream top. And a wig—long, chestnut, slightly wavy.

My heart thudded painfully.

“I— I don’t know,” I whispered. “It feels like a lot.”

“Okay,” he said. “Then let’s make it small.”

He picked up the top, holding it out to me like it was something sacred.

“You can try just one thing. Or none. Or all. I’ll be right here.”

I swallowed hard. My fingers twitched toward the fabric.

“Just the top,” I murmured.

Adrian nodded, stepping back to give me space. “I’ll turn around.”

He did—no peeking, no hovering. Just quiet trust. I changed, slipping out of my shirt and into the cream top. It hugged me differently—gentler around my shoulders, softer at the waist. I caught a glimpse of myself in his full-length mirror and froze.

Not a girl. Not a boy. Something in between. Something possible.

“Adrian,” I whispered.

He turned slowly, eyes scanning me with a softness that sent goosebumps prickling up my arms.

“That suits you,” he said. “More than you think.”

He stepped closer—not touching, just near—giving me space to react.

“Can I… try one more thing?” I asked quietly.

“Anything,” he said.

I reached for the wig with trembling hands. Adrian didn’t move. Didn’t help. He let me do it myself. The fibers slipped over my fingers, silky and strangely grounding.

I placed it on, adjusting it until it sat right. When I lifted my head—

My heart stopped.

The person in the mirror wasn’t Shane. Wasn’t entirely Shay yet.
But she was undeniable.

Softness.
Shape.
Possibility.
A silhouette I’d never allowed myself to imagine.

My breath hitched. My chest tightened. Tears gathered before I could stop them.

Adrian stepped behind me slowly, hands hovering near my shoulders but not touching.

“Can I?” he whispered.

I nodded, barely.

His hands settled lightly on my shoulders—warm, steady, grounding. Our eyes met in the mirror.

“That,” he murmured, voice thick with something I didn’t dare name, “is you. I’ve seen her since the first day. I think you’ve been waiting to see her too.”

A sob caught in my throat—not painful, but releasing something old and locked.

“I don’t know who she is,” I whispered.

“She’s you,” he said. “Just… freed.”

[image: A person covering her mouth with her hand  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

I covered my mouth as tears slipped free, but Adrian was already pulling me gently back against him, not enough to break the mirror’s spell—just enough to hold me steady as my world rearranged itself.

For the first time in my life, I wasn’t imagining being someone else.

I was imagining being me.

Adrian didn’t move.

He stood behind me, hands resting lightly on my shoulders, as if he knew any sudden shift would shatter the fragile, terrifying, beautiful moment unfolding in the mirror.

I stared at my reflection—at her. The soft top hugging my frame.
The wig cascading down in gentle waves. My eyes, wide and glassy, no longer hiding from themselves.

It felt like I’d slipped into a dream I wasn’t sure I was allowed to have.
Like reality was tilting toward something truer.

A tear slipped down my cheek.

Adrian’s thumb caught it gently. “Hey,” he whispered, “why are you crying?”

“I don’t know,” I whispered back. “Everything feels… too much.”

“Too much bad?” he asked softly.

“No,” I breathed. “Too much good. Too much right.”

He exhaled, warm against the back of my neck. “Then let it be right.”

I trembled—not from fear, but from the overwhelming relief of being seen. Really seen.

Adrian guided me to turn away from the mirror and face him. Carefully. Slowly. As if every inch was a decision he wanted me to own.

When I finally faced him, he took half a step closer.

The wig framed my face in a way that made my jawline look softer, my features gentler. I felt exposed, vulnerable, precious, breakable. But not alone.

Never alone.

Adrian lifted a hand and brushed a strand of hair behind my ear. His fingers lingered, tracing the line of my cheek. My breath caught—sharp, soft, aching.

“You look beautiful,” he murmured.

I shook my head instinctively, but he tilted my chin up, not letting me hide.

“Shay,” he said. “Believe me for once.”

The name curled around me like a warm ribbon.
Shay.
Shay.
Shay.

I whispered it inside myself, letting it fill the hollow places I’d spent years pretending weren’t there.

“Adrian…” My voice was small, airy.

His brows softened. “Tell me what you’re feeling.”

I swallowed. “I—I want…”

He didn’t finish the sentence for me. He didn’t rescue me from the truth.

He waited.

I drew a shaky breath. “I want you to kiss me.”

His eyes closed briefly—like he’d been holding himself back with both hands and finally, finally had permission to breathe.

“Are you sure?” he asked.

I nodded, but he didn’t move.

“Say it.”

The request wasn’t dominance. It was care. Consent woven into a whisper.

“I’m sure,” I said, voice trembling but real. “I want you to kiss me, Adrian.”

He stepped into my space—slow, warm, unstoppable.

His hand slid to the back of my neck, not pulling me, just holding me like something delicate. His forehead rested against mine for a suspended heartbeat. I could feel every breath he took, each one syncing with mine.

Then—finally—he kissed me.

Soft at first. Testing. Asking.

His lips brushed mine like a promise, then deepened slowly, heat blooming in my chest until I felt weightless. My hands floated to his shoulders, fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt as if anchoring myself to him.

He kissed me like I was something worth discovering.
I kissed him back like I’d been waiting my whole life to be found.

The wig slipped slightly; he adjusted it with a gentle sweep, never breaking the kiss for more than a breath.

There was no hesitation this time. No flinch. No fear.

Only surrender.

Only want.

Only truth.

When he finally pulled back, it was just far enough to look at me—my swollen lips, my trembling breath, my reflection still glowing in the corner of my vision.

“Shay,” he whispered, thumb brushing my cheek, “this is real. You’re real. And I’m right here.”

I felt the words settle deep beneath my ribs, warm and terrifying and perfect.

The mirror behind him reflected us both—me, soft and trembling, him, steady and sure.

For the first time, I didn’t look away.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE NEXT morning felt unreal—like waking up after a dream so vivid you half-expect the world to look different when you open your eyes.

But the world looked the same. I didn’t. I lay there for a long time, staring at the ceiling, replaying everything: the mirror, the wig, the way Adrian’s hands steadied me, and the kiss—God, the kiss. Soft, certain, patient, like he’d been tracing the outline of that moment for days.

A notification buzzed on my phone.

Adrian: Are you awake?
If you’re free tonight… I want to take you out.

My heart stalled.

Take me out. A date. Not “hang out,” not “talk,” not “come over so I can challenge your entire understanding of gender again.”
A date.

I typed three different responses, deleted them all, then finally sent:

Me:
Where?

His response was instant.

Adrian:
Somewhere queer-friendly. Somewhere you won’t feel stared at. Dinner? Drinks? Both? I want you comfortable.
And I want it to feel like a real date, Shay.

Shay. He didn’t hesitate anymore. Neither did something inside me when I read it.

Me:
Okay. Let’s go.

But as soon as the message sent, anxiety slithered up my spine.

What would I even wear? Was I supposed to dress femme? Was I allowed to dress femme? Would it be weird? Too much? Not enough?

I paced my apartment, pulling open drawers, closing them, trying on a shirt then throwing it onto the bed. Everything felt wrong—not because the clothes were wrong, but because I wasn’t sure who I was supposed to be.

A knock came early evening.

When I opened the door, Adrian stood there—dark jeans, charcoal button-up, hair slightly tousled. He looked like he’d stepped out of a romance novel and onto my threshold, which was rude, honestly.

He smiled the second he saw me. “Hi.”

I tugged at the hem of my plain T-shirt. “I don’t know what to wear.”

“That’s okay.” His voice softened. “Can I help?”

I stepped aside, letting him in. He took his time looking at me—really looking. Not judging, not searching for flaws. Just… understanding where I was.

“You don’t have to go full glam,” he said. “Unless you want to. Tonight is about being comfortable in whatever version of yourself feels right.”

“But I want…” I hesitated.

He waited.

“I want to feel feminine,” I admitted softly. “Not over the top. Just… me. A softer me.”

Adrian’s smile warmed in a way that melted something low in my stomach. “Then let’s do soft.”

He moved to the small stack of clothes he’d brought over last night. From it, he lifted a simple outfit—a pale cardigan, a fitted camisole, and jeans with a gentle curve at the hip. Nothing loud. Nothing dramatic.

But undeniably feminine.

“Try these,” he said gently.

I took the clothing and went to the bathroom. My hands shook as I changed, piece by piece. When I looked in the mirror, I barely recognized myself—subtle, soft, pretty in a way that didn’t scream or demand attention.

Just a girl learning who she was.

A girl finding her breathing.

When I stepped back into the room, Adrian went completely still.

He took me in slowly—from the cardigan draped around my shoulders to the slight shape of the camisole, to my nervous hands twisting at the fabric.

“Shay,” he breathed, “you look beautiful.”

I flushed so hard I felt heat in my ears. “It’s nothing dramatic.”

“It doesn’t need to be.” He stepped closer, voice dropping. “You look like yourself.”

Something fluttered in my chest—new, fragile, real.

He offered his hand.

“Ready for our date?”

My fingers slid into his. Warm. Steady.

“Yeah,” I whispered. “I’m ready.”

We walked out of the building together—me in soft clothes that felt like a promise, him walking half a step closer than necessary, making sure I felt shielded without being smothered.

Outside, the night was cool, lights glowing against the pavement. Adrian squeezed my hand once.

“I’m proud of you,” he murmured.

And for the first time stepping into the world like this—like her—I didn’t feel small.

I felt seen.

I felt chosen.

I felt Shay.

The restaurant Adrian picked wasn’t loud or crowded. It was tucked between a bookstore and a quiet café, the kind of place with warm lighting and soft music—somewhere people actually listened to their own conversations. Somewhere safe.

The host greeted Adrian by name—apparently he’d called ahead—and looked at me with a polite, unbothered smile. No stares. No double takes. No flickers of what is that?

Just normalcy.

I didn’t know how badly I needed normalcy until it wrapped around me like a blanket.

Adrian pulled out my chair for me. A small gesture. A cliché one, even. But it made something inside my chest flutter in a way that felt dangerously addictive.

“You okay?” he asked as he sat across from me.

“I think so.”

But my fingers twisted the edge of my cardigan, betraying me. The soft clothes, the public setting, the faint tint still lingering on my lips—it was all real now. Not a private moment. Not a fantasy in a mirror. Me, out in the world, trying to be someone I never allowed myself to imagine.

Adrian noticed immediately. “Talk to me.”

I inhaled sharply. “I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“That’s okay.”

“What if I’m wrong?” I whispered. “What if this isn’t me? Or worse—what if it is and I can’t handle it?”

Adrian leaned forward, elbows on the table, expression steady and open.
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“Shay,” he said softly, “when you talk about this, your voice shakes—not from fear, but from wanting. You don’t give that kind of emotion to anything else. Not games, not work, not even me.” A small smile tugged at his lips. “This is different. Because it’s yours.”

My throat tightened. “What if I don’t know who ‘me’ is?”

“You’re learning her,” he said. “Piece by piece. And that’s brave.”

I looked down at my hands, fingers trembling slightly.

“When you put the clothes on,” he continued, “did you feel like you were pretending?”

I shook my head.

“When you looked in the mirror last night… did you feel like you were lying to yourself?”

Another shake.

“And right now, in those clothes, at this table, with me—do you feel wrong?”

“…No.”

His voice softened further, warm as a hand on the back of my neck.
“Then you’re not lost, Shay. You’re just beginning.”

I blinked fast, trying to keep the tears from spilling.

“I’m scared,” I whispered.

“Of what?”

“That I’ll disappoint people. That I’ll look stupid. That this is some… delusion I’m setting myself up for.”

Adrian shook his head slowly. “The only delusion is thinking you owe the world a version of you that hurts to live in.”

My breath caught.

He reached across the table, palm open—not demanding, just offering.

I placed my hand in his. The moment our fingers intertwined, a dam inside me cracked.

“I don’t want to keep pretending nothing’s changing,” I said quietly. “Because it is. Every day. And I feel… lighter. And terrified. And relieved. And alive. All at the same time.”

A smile tugged gently at his lips. “That sounds like becoming yourself.”

I let out a shaky laugh. “You make it sound so easy.”

“It’s not,” he said honestly. “It’s messy and confusing and sometimes painful. But it’s also beautiful. And you’re not doing it alone. I’m right here, step for step.”

A tear slipped down my cheek. I didn’t even bother wiping it; Adrian reached forward and brushed it away with his thumb, the same way he had the night before.

“I want…” I swallowed hard. “I want to start hormones.” The words left my mouth before I could censor them. A truth so new, so fragile, it made the air buzz.

Adrian didn’t look shocked. He didn’t look confused.

He looked proud.

“Then we’ll figure it out together,” he said. “At your pace. With support. With care.” He squeezed my hand. “You’re not rushing. You’re listening to your heart. And I’m honored you’re letting me be part of that.”

My whole body warmed—relief, fear, joy, desire—blending together in a way that felt like a sunrise under my skin.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“You don’t have to thank me,” he said. “I’m here because I want to be. Because I…” He hesitated, then smiled softly. “Because I care about you. A lot.”

The fluttering in my chest deepened into something steady, something honest.

I cared about him too.

More than I knew what to do with.

The walk back to our building was quiet, but not empty. It buzzed with everything we hadn’t said, everything we had said, and everything we were tiptoeing toward. Adrian stayed close—close enough that our hands brushed every few steps, close enough that my heart kept fluttering like it wanted to leap into his palm.

When we reached my door, I expected a soft goodnight, maybe a hug if he was feeling bold. Instead, Adrian hesitated—studying me, searching for something in my eyes.

“Do you want me to come in?” he asked.

Not a command. Not an assumption.
A question with a thousand gentle threads woven into it.

“Yes,” I whispered, before overthinking could ruin me.

He followed me inside, closing the door softly behind us. The dim lamp lit the room in warm gold, the same glow it had the night he almost kissed me. Except now, there was no almost shaping the air.

I turned to say something—something small, something nervous—but Adrian stepped close, cupping my cheek with a tenderness that made my knees wobble.

“You sure?” he murmured.

I nodded. “I’m sure.”

He kissed me again—slow, unhurried, like we had all the time in the world. His lips were warm against mine, guiding, coaxing me into a softness I didn’t know I held inside.

This time, I didn’t hesitate. This time, I kissed him back fully.

His hands slid down to my waist, careful, never gripping—just holding me like I was something delicate he didn’t want to bruise. The camisole shifted under his fingers, the soft cardigan falling slightly off my shoulder. A small sound caught in my throat, and he swallowed it with a deeper kiss that made my whole body melt.

“Shay,” he breathed against my lips, voice warm and low, “you’re beautiful.”

The word didn’t embarrass me this time. It rooted into me. Soft. True. Mine.

He guided me backward toward the bed—not pushing, not pulling, just creating a path I could choose to follow. And I did.

When the back of my legs brushed the mattress, he paused.

“Tell me what you’re feeling,” he whispered.

“Everything,” I said, breath trembling. “But none of it is fear.”

His eyes softened, pride flickering across his face. “Good.”

He kissed me again, deeper this time, his hands still gentle as they explored the new softness of my silhouette. His touch wasn’t claiming; it was confirming. Like he was learning every line and curve I was only just beginning to understand myself.

I slipped my hands under his shirt, fingertips grazing warm skin and strong muscle. He shivered lightly—an involuntary reaction that filled me with a strange, blooming confidence.

“You’re trembling,” I whispered.

“So are you,” he murmured with a soft smile.

He eased me onto the bed, not hovering over me but beside me, propped on one elbow so he could watch my face. His fingers brushed the wig from my cheek, tucking the strands behind my ear with reverence.

“Is this okay?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Touch me if you want,” he whispered. “Tell me to stop if you need. Nothing here is rushed.”

I placed my hand on his chest, feeling the steady heartbeat under my palm. It grounded me. Anchored me. Made the moment feel real instead of terrifying.

“I want this,” I said.

Adrian’s breath hitched—quiet but unmistakable.

“Then so do I.”

He kissed me again, slower and deeper than before, his hand slipping to rest on my hip, thumb drawing small circles through the fabric of my jeans. Every touch felt like permission. Every kiss felt like an affirmation.

For the first time, I didn’t feel like I was performing a role someone else expected.

I felt like I was stepping into the girl I’d been hiding from for years.

Wrapped in his arms, kissed with patience and desire, the fear dissolved. The uncertainty quieted. All that remained was warmth and want and the soft, undeniable truth:

I wasn’t becoming someone new tonight. I was becoming someone real.

And Adrian held me like he already knew her.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

ADRIAN LEFT early the next morning—not because he wanted to, but because he knew I needed space. He kissed my forehead before he went, lingering there for a second longer than strictly necessary.

“Text me if you need me,” he murmured.

I did. I needed him. But needing him wasn’t the same thing as needing to stand on my own two feet.

And today… today was about standing.

I sat at the edge of my bed after he left, staring at my phone. I’d slept in the cream camisole and cardigan, the soft fabric holding onto the warmth of him. My hair—my wig—rested folded neatly on the dresser, but even without it, something inside me felt new.

I felt like Shay. Even without the clothes, the makeup, the hair.

The name didn’t feel borrowed anymore.

It felt earned.

But that made what I had to do next both necessary and terrifying.

I opened my messages. My thumb hovered over one name for a long, long moment:

Mia — my younger sister. The only person in my family who still called just to check in. My closest friend growing up. The one who would know if something big was happening in my life.

And something big had definitely happened.

I typed, deleted, typed again.

Me:
Can I come over? I want to talk. It’s important.

She responded almost immediately:

Mia:
Of course. You okay?

I swallowed. Was I?

Me:
I think so. I’m on my way.

Her apartment was just a few train stops away, but the ride felt endless. My heart hammered hard enough that I could feel it in my fingertips. My reflection in the train window looked soft—different—just enough that I kept catching myself staring.

Not out of fear.

Out of recognition.

By the time I reached her building, my nerves had formed a tight knot between my ribs. I raised my hand to knock, but the door swung open before I touched it.

Mia stood there in a hoodie and pajama shorts, hair in a messy bun. Her eyes scanned my face immediately.

“Hey,” she said softly. “You look… different.”

My stomach dropped. “Different bad?”

She shook her head. “Different like you’re about to tell me something huge. Come in.”

I stepped inside. The door closed behind me with a soft click that felt louder than it should’ve.

We sat on her couch—me stiff as stone, her turned toward me with that big-sister energy she somehow developed despite being younger.

“Talk to me,” she said. “Whatever it is, I’m here.”

My throat tightened. “Mia, I… something’s been happening. With me.”

Her face softened. “Okay.”

“I’ve been…” I swallowed again. “Feeling different. About myself. How I look. Who I am. And I don’t fully understand everything yet, but…” I forced the words out before fear could swallow them.

“I think I might be transgender. Or something close to that. I don’t know. I just know I feel more like myself when I’m… her. When I’m Shay.”

Silence.

Then Mia moved so quickly it startled me—not away, but toward. She wrapped her arms around me, squeezing tightly.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, voice thick, “that’s huge. And I’m so proud of you for telling me.”

My breath broke on a quiet sob I didn’t mean to make. I’d been preparing for disappointment. For confusion. For questions I wasn’t ready to answer.

Instead, I got warmth. Safety. Home.

“I don’t have everything figured out,” I whispered into her shoulder.

“You’re not supposed to,” she said. “That’s the whole point. You figure it out as you go. And you don’t have to do it alone.”

I pulled back, wiping my face. “You’re… not weirded out?”

“No.” She squeezed my hands. “I’m honored you trust me with this. And if Shay is who you are, then I want to meet her properly someday.”

A laugh trembled out of me. “I’d like that.”

She glanced toward the hallway. “Does this have anything to do with the guy you’ve been ‘accidentally’ texting photos of your dinner to?”

Heat exploded in my cheeks. “Mia!”

“Oh my God, it does,” she gasped. “He’s cute. And he looks at you like you’re the only person in the room.”

I pressed my hands over my face. “Please stop.”

She grinned. “I won’t. But for now? I’m just glad you’re finding yourself. Whoever she is.”

My eyes stung again—so much emotion packed into a single morning.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

She squeezed my hand. “Always.”

Outside the window, the sun was rising fully—warm, golden, honest.

It felt like a beginning.
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Three months passed—quietly, steadily, and with an undeniable sense of forward motion.

HRT wasn’t magic. It didn’t change everything overnight. But the slow shifts were real enough that some mornings I woke up and just… felt different in my own skin.

My emotions came easier—not overwhelming, just accessible, like someone had finally turned the dimmer switch up. My skin felt softer, smoother. My thoughts calmer. My body… not transformed, but beginning.

Like the inside of me had finally synced with something on the surface.

Most days, I didn’t even notice the changes until Adrian pointed them out.

“Your cheeks look softer today,” he’d say, brushing his thumb along them. Or: “Your hair looks shinier. Are you doing something new?” Or, my secret favorite: “You’re glowing, Shay.”

I wasn’t. Not physically, anyway.

But emotionally? Yeah. Maybe I was.

Tonight, we were supposed to meet outside my building before heading to dinner. I took my time getting ready—not because I felt pressured, but because I liked it. A simple dress this time, soft and floral; a cardigan in case I got cold; a little lip tint; a dab of blush.

Nothing overwhelming. Just me. Becoming more me every day.

When I opened my apartment door and stepped into the hallway, Adrian’s reaction hit me like warm sunlight.

He froze. Actually froze.

His smile broke slowly, like he was taking in each part of me and letting it settle in his chest.

“Wow,” he breathed. “Shay… you look beautiful.”

I felt heat bloom across my cheeks—not embarrassment, but a shy kind of pride. “Thank you.”

He stepped closer, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “You look happier too.”

“I am,” I admitted. “For the first time in a while.”

He took my hand, lacing his fingers with mine as we walked out of the building. The city was loud around us, but it felt muted compared to the soft weight of his hand holding mine.

Halfway down the street, he slowed. I looked up at him.

“You seem deep in thought,” I said.

“I am.” His thumb brushed my hand. “You’ve changed a lot these past few months.”

My heart thudded. “In a good way or…?”

“In the best possible way,” he said immediately. “But it’s more than just changes. You’re calmer. Lighter. You laugh more. You smile more.” He paused. “You’re becoming yourself, Shay. And I love watching that.”

My breath caught—not from fear, but from something warm, deep, grounding.

“Adrian…”

We stopped walking. He turned fully to face me, his expression careful but certain.

“I’ve been wanting to ask you something,” he said.

My heart flipped.

He took both my hands this time, holding them gently like he didn’t want to spook me.

“Can I call you my girlfriend?” he asked, voice low and earnest. “Only if it feels right for you.”

The world spun—not wildly, but like something finally clicking into place.

I swallowed hard. Softness rose in my chest like warm air.

“I…”
My voice shook. “I like that. I want that.”

His smile blossomed—bright, relieved, full of pride and affection. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I whispered. “I want to be your girlfriend.”

He exhaled as if he’d been holding his breath for weeks. Then he leaned down and kissed me—soft, warm, reverent.

Not claiming me. Not defining me. Just celebrating me.

When we broke apart, I rested my forehead against his. “That feels real,” I whispered.

“It is real,” he murmured. “You’re real, Shay. And I’m lucky to be the one beside you while you become who you’ve always been.”

The words sank into me like something permanent.

Hand in hand, we kept walking—two people moving toward a future that finally felt like mine.

Dinner felt different now.

Not because of the food—though Adrian had picked a place with dim lights, warm wooden tables, and a menu full of things I couldn’t pronounce—but because of the way he looked at me. Not like I was changing. Not like I was trying something.

He looked at me like I had already arrived.

Every time our eyes met, something warm fluttered in my chest. Not panic. Not uncertainty.

Recognition.

Halfway through dessert, he reached across the table and brushed my hand with his fingers.

“You realize you haven’t stopped smiling since we left your apartment?” he said softly.

I touched my cheek, startled. “I haven’t?”

He shook his head, chuckling. “No. And it suits you more than you know.”

I felt heat spread under my skin—soft and full, like the beginning of a blush I didn’t have to hide. We finished our meal, talked about nothing and everything, and when we stepped outside, the night air was cool enough that I automatically reached for my cardigan.

Adrian slipped it over my shoulders before I could even lift my arms.

The gesture caught me completely off guard. So gentle. So thoughtful. So… intimate.

“Adrian,” I murmured, startled.

He didn’t say anything—he just looked at me in a way that made my heart flutter and settle all at once.

We walked slowly, our hands brushing until he finally linked his fingers with mine again. Streetlights cast soft circles over the pavement, catching hints of gold in his hair, rosy warmth on my cheeks.

“This feels surreal,” I whispered. “All of it.”

He gave my hand a small squeeze. “Surreal isn’t always bad.”

“No,” I agreed. “Not bad at all.”

We walked a few more steps, quiet except for the distant hum of the city. Then Adrian stopped. Completely. Gently guiding me to face him.

The light above us flickered—twice—before settling into a warm glow.

He looked at me like he was memorizing something. Every detail. Every change. Every truth.

“Shay,” he said, voice low and steady, “I know everything is shifting for you. Your identity. Your emotions. Your future. And that can be terrifying.” He swallowed, eyes soft. “But I need you to know something.”

My chest tightened. “What?”

“I’m in this,” he said. “Not just the fun moments. Not just the pretty ones. I’m here for all of it. The confusion. The breakthroughs. The days you feel beautiful and the days you don’t recognize yourself. I’m here.”

My breath shook.

He stepped closer, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “I don’t want to rush you or decide anything for you. But I want you to know that wherever this goes—whoever you become—I’m choosing that future with you.”

A tear broke free before I could stop it.

“Adrian…” My voice cracked.

He wiped the tear gently with his thumb. “I love who you’re becoming. But even before that—I love you.”

The city blurred around us, fading into soft edges. My heart felt full in a way that frightened me and soothed me simultaneously.

“I love you too,” I whispered, the truth settling into my bones with surprising ease.

He smiled—slow, warm, certain—then leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn’t a hungry kiss. Not desperate. Not loud.

It was a promise. Soft, sure, unwavering.

When we finally pulled apart, foreheads resting together, I closed my eyes and breathed in the warmth of him.

For the first time in my life, the path ahead didn’t feel like a maze.
It felt like a sunrise.

A future I wasn’t walking alone.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR IS supposed to be a long time. But somehow—it wasn’t. It moved softly, steadily, like a tide coaxing me closer to myself with every passing month. When I think back to who I was before… it feels like remembering a photograph of another life. Familiar, but distant. A version of me frozen at the edge of becoming.

Now?

I’m the one taking the picture.

It’s a quiet Sunday morning in Adrian’s apartment—our apartment, technically, though he still insists on calling the second bedroom “Shay’s room,” even though I’ve slept beside him every night for the past eight months. Soft sunlight spills through the curtains, warm and golden, brushing over my skin.

My skin feels different now. Softer. Thinner. My cheeks glow naturally because of the estrogen, and the slight curve of my hips peeks through the loose cotton nightdress I’m wearing. My breasts—small but tender and real—shift gently when I stretch.

Two months post-op, the ache is still there sometimes, but it’s a comforting ache. A purposeful one. A reminder of a promise I made to myself.

I slip out of bed, careful not to wake Adrian. He sleeps like a man who has spent a lifetime holding other people together and finally gets to rest. His hair falls into his eyes, and his lips still hold the ghost of last night’s kiss.

I pad into the living room, the hem of my nightdress brushing the tops of my thighs, and catch my reflection in the hallway mirror.

It stops me.

Every time.

For so many years I avoided mirrors like they were traps, each reflection a reminder of what I wasn’t. But now—now they’re portals. Proof. Quiet miracles.

My face isn’t dramatically different. Just… softer. My jaw more forgiving. My eyes framed by longer lashes even without makeup. My features no longer feel like a costume I’m trapped inside.

They feel like home.

“Checking yourself out again?”

I turn to see Adrian leaning against the doorframe, sleep-warm and smiling. His voice is rough, morning-raspy, and I swear it vibrates straight into my bones.

“You have no proof,” I say.

“Oh, I have plenty.” He crosses the room, looping his arms around my waist from behind. His hands settle naturally at my hips—where my hips actually curve now—and he rests his chin on my shoulder. “But I’ll let you pretend.”

I laugh softly and cover his hands with mine. “Good morning.”

He nuzzles my cheek. “Best morning.”

I still haven’t gotten used to this—being adored without question, without hesitation. Loved as Shay. As myself. Not as a compromise. Not as a secret.

As truth.

I turn to face him, and he kisses me, slow and warm. The kind of kiss that says good morning and I love you and I’m proud of you all at once.
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“You’re staring again,” I murmur, pulling back.

He brushes a finger along my cheekbone. “I’m allowed to stare at my girlfriend.”

Girlfriend.

That word still hits me like a soft meteor every time.

“You hungry?” he asks.

“Only for pancakes.”

“You’re impossible.” He kisses my forehead and heads to the kitchen. “Sit. I’ll make breakfast.”

I watch him move around the kitchen, relaxed and humming some song he clearly hasn’t woken up enough to remember the lyrics to. A year ago, the idea of anyone seeing me in a nightdress—let alone loving me in one—would’ve brought me to my knees.

Now, it feels like breathing.

My phone buzzes on the counter.

Mia:
Saw a cute dress today. Sending you the link. Also, Mom says hi and wants to take you to lunch next week.
She said she’s proud of you.

I swallow around the sudden tightness in my throat.

It wasn’t all smooth—coming out to the rest of my family took time. Patience. Tears. Some distance. Some healing. But a year later… love has a way of filling spaces that used to echo.

I set the phone down, wiping a small tear before it falls. Adrian notices instantly—even though I’m across the room.

“You okay, babe?” he asks gently.

I nod. “Yeah. Just… grateful.”

He smiles. “Me too.”

We eat breakfast curled on the couch, legs tangled, his hand constantly brushing my thigh as if reminding himself I’m real. Later, he kisses me again before heading to his weekend shift, and I stay in the apartment with sunlight warming my shoulders and a feeling I used to chase without knowing its name:

Belonging.

As I sit down at my vanity—yes, I have a vanity now—I brush out my hair and pause again at the mirror. Not because I’m afraid. But because I want to savor it. Every change. Every curve. Every softness.

I whisper to the reflection, as if greeting an old friend finally returned:

“Hi, Shay.”

She smiles back.

A year ago, I was terrified to admit she existed. Now, I can’t imagine a world where she doesn’t.

My phone buzzes again—this time with a message from Adrian.

Adrian:
Pick you up later? I want to take you somewhere special tonight. Celebratory date.
Bring your beautiful self.

I grin.

Me:
I always do.

I set the phone down and look at myself again, at the woman who isn’t hiding, isn’t pretending, isn’t wishing for something impossible.

She’s here. She’s real. She’s mine.

And when Adrian and I walk out into the world tonight, hand in hand, under the streetlight that watched us promise a future to each other—

I know the truth in my bones: I didn’t just transition. I transformed.
And I found love—not because I became someone else,
but because I finally became me.

Shay.

Finally, wholly, beautifully Shay.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy He Helped Me Become a Girl? 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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“Eleven fine femboys, feminized by chance, self-discovery, and love.”
This is an illustrated novella collection, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy! No cross-additions guaranteed. You won’t find these best-selling stories in any of my other collections.


Story 1 – Secret Girlfriend
I didn’t expect that the price to pay to be walking the hallways with them would entail me, serving the jocks food and drinks every weekend… in his sister’s clothes.


Story 2 – Becoming My Mother
Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.


Story 3 – Female ID
It was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.


Story 4 – In The Navy
I didn’t expect that I’d be asked to slip into something more appropriate for the bedroom and not the ocean. Something that was so out of character and out of my job description. But then again, he was the Captain, it was his ship, and I had to follow his orders...


Story 5 – Cheerleader By Chance
When I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!


Story 6 – The Secretary
Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes. He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.


Story 7 – Old Maid
When I stumbled upon the chance of discovering my glamorous alter ego and the chance at love, I started questioning if I was still okay with being the male version of an old maid.


Story 8 – Angel Baby
She was beautiful, kind, and had all the answers to my questions. But then, she started telling me to try the shoes of another person, and that pair… had six-inch heels.


Story 9 – My Crazy Girl
One night, I met that drunk girl in the subway station, my crazy girl who showed me how femininely beautiful this world could be and left me questioning if I was ready for it.


Story 10 – Miss Meow
During one of my overtimes, I decided to wear one of my creations—the ones that he deemed were trash. Soon after, night after night, I would prowl the dark streets and discover facets of myself in my tight and glossy leotard—letting everyone know how extraordinarily fun it was to be Miss Meow.


Story 11 – After Midnight
My hands started having a life of their own and clicked the Women’s Shoes category and then the cosmetics section. I thought the mystery ended with girly things. Little did I know, my nights would turn sleepless—prowling and yearning to satiate my novel hunger for… men. 

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.

[image: A person in a white dress  Description automatically generated]

Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

We have over 30,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

You don’t even need to upgrade to VIP to enjoy most of it.

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…

[image: ]

“The growth of these flowers is as rapid as the change in my cup size! Please, doctor, tell me the truth!”

I only wanted a summer job. A paycheck. Something simple before college. But the day I planted those strange seeds behind the old Foster house, my life began to change—literally.

The flowers grew overnight, wild and beautiful, and so did the things I didn’t understand inside me.

My skin softened, my voice shifted, my body reshaped itself as if the garden were rewriting me one petal at a time.

Dr. Foster called it science. Her son, Hendrick, called it fate.

I called it a nightmare I was secretly starting to love.

Every day, the mirror showed less of Ferdie and more of someone new—someone named Fern. And as I learned to bloom in my own skin, I also learned what it meant to be seen, wanted, and loved for who I truly was.

Read The Flower Boy

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 He Helped Me Become a Girl.

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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