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Introduction

“Nobody bullies my brother! I’d do anything to protect him, even if it meant that I had to be the hottest girl in his school’s PTA meetings.”

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

∞∞∞

When our parents died, I promised myself that I’d look after my brother. It wasn’t easy, most especially when he was the perpetual target of his mean classmates.

Losing our parents in an accident was traumatic enough and I had to act fast. I didn’t want him to be scarred for life. Sadly, the bullies’ parents weren’t as cooperative as I was. I had to be creative and get through their dads with the power of my feminine charm.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to He’s A Lady.


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

∞∞∞

AS I SIFTED THROUGH the endless columns of Dolcenelli's latest inventory on my laptop, the soft clicking of keys was almost therapeutic. The living room, bathed in the gentle morning light, felt unusually quiet for a Saturday. I glanced at the clock—10:30 AM. Perfect time for a break.

"Hey, AB," I called out, stretching my arms above my head. "Arcade today? You can thrash me at air hockey again." I waited for Abraham's usual enthusiastic response, but silence hung in the air, unbroken.
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Frowning, I stood up and wandered through our home. "AB?" My voice echoed slightly off the walls. No reply. His bedroom, usually a fortress of adolescent chaos, was empty. The sight of his unmade bed, a few comic books sprawled across the duvet, tugged at my heart.

"AB?" My voice grew more concerned as I paced through the apartment. Then, a faint sniffle reached my ears. Following the sound, I found myself standing outside our parents' bedroom, a room we'd barely touched since the accident.

Pushing the door open, I saw Abraham, perched on the edge of their bed, a photo album open in his lap. His small shoulders shook with silent sobs, the morning sun casting a warm glow on his tousled hair.

I crossed the room in four strides, sitting beside him. His tear-filled eyes, so much like Mom's, met mine before he buried his face in my chest. I wrapped my arms around him, a protective cocoon against the world.

"Shh, I'm here, AB," I murmured, my heart aching. "I've got you."

He clung to me, his tears soaking into my shirt. I could feel the tremble of his body, the weight of his grief. It was a grief I knew all too well, a shared sorrow that had silently bonded us even more deeply.
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"I miss them so much, Tom," he choked out between sobs.

"I know, buddy, I know." I stroked his hair, fighting back my own tears.

"But we have each other, right? We're a team."

He nodded against my chest, his grip tightening. I sighed, my mind racing with thoughts of how to ease his pain. The responsibility of being a brother and a father figure weighed heavily on me, but it was a weight I bore willingly.

"You know," I began, a soft smile playing on my lips despite the sadness. "Mom used to say that when we miss someone, they're sending us love from the stars. Dad would pretend to be skeptical, but I caught him looking up at the night sky more times than I can count."

Abraham sniffled, a small smile breaking through his tears.

"Do you think they're together, watching over us?"
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"I'm sure of it." I squeezed him gently. "And they'd want us to be happy, to make the most of each day. So, what do you say? Shall we hit the arcade, grab some pizza, and maybe even adopt a stray dog on the way back?"

He laughed through his tears, the sound like music to my ears.

"You're just saying that because you want a dog."

"Guilty as charged," I admitted with a grin. "But only if you're up for it."

He wiped his eyes and looked up at me, a semblance of his usual spark returning.

"Let's do it. But I'm choosing the dog."

"Deal. But first, you have to practice with I virtual one," I ruffled his hair, feeling a sense of purpose fill me. No matter what, I'd be there for Abraham. He was my world now, and together, we'd navigate this life, one day at a time.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, amidst the chic ambiance of Dolcenelli, I found myself folding a cascade of silk scarves, their vibrant colors a stark contrast against the minimalist decor. I chatted animatedly with Marco, one of our sales associates, my hands moving deftly over the fabric.

"Did you see L'Etoile's window display this morning?" I asked, not bothering to mask my irritation. "It's like they raided our design room. I mean, imitation is the sincerest form of flattery, but this is just blatant!"

Marco laughed, nodding in agreement. "They can try, but they'll never have your eye for style, Tom."

I flashed a grateful smile, even as a part of me bristled at being here, surrounded by the world of high fashion–a world I'd stumbled into by chance. Five years ago, Dolcenelli was just supposed to be a stepping stone, a temporary gig before I started my psychology studies, my dream of becoming a professor. Yet here I was, the store manager, my life taking a detour I hadn't expected.

The hum of the store around me, the soft rustle of clothes, the subtle scent of fresh fabric mixed with the gentle aroma of our signature Dolcenelli fragrance, it was all familiar. Comforting, yet unsettling in its comfort.

As I arranged a display of designer handbags, my mind wandered. I thought about lectures and textbooks, about helping people explore the depths of their minds. Instead, here I was, helping them explore the depths of their wardrobes. Ironic, isn't it?

"Tom, could you help me with the window display?" Marco's voice brought me back to the present.
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"Sure, let's give L'Etoile something to really talk about," I said with a wink, feeling a surge of creative energy.

We spent the next hour transforming the window display into a visual spectacle. I drizzled my expertise over every detail, each mannequin styled to perfection, the lighting adjusted just so to cast dramatic shadows. It was art, it was fashion, it was… not where I thought I'd be.

In moments of quiet, when the store's buzz faded into the background, I'd catch my reflection in the mirrors. A 25-year-old store manager with an unfulfilled dream, a guardian to a younger brother, someone who had traded psychology for polyester and silk.

But as I watched customers gaze admiringly at our display, their faces lighting up, I couldn't deny the flicker of pride in my chest. Maybe this wasn't where I planned to be, but for now, it was where I needed to be.

"Great job, Tom," Marco said, clapping me on the back. "You're a natural at this."

I smiled, feeling the warmth of his compliment. "Thanks, Marco. Let's just hope our friends across the street take note."

Moments later, it proved to be a slow Tuesday afternoon at Dolcenelli before he walked in. The man was svelte, with an air of elegance that commanded the room. His eyebrows were so finely groomed they were almost nonexistent, and his gaze roamed over our displays with a discerning, almost snobbish, eye.

I straightened my tie, sensing a big sale. Striding confidently over, I greeted him with my practiced store manager smile.

"Good afternoon! Can I assist you in finding something from our men's collection?"

He raised his nonexistent eyebrows, a hint of amusement in his eyes.

"And what makes you think I'm interested in men's clothes?"

I stood there, dumbfounded, my internal script suddenly useless. He must have sensed my confusion because he pulled out his phone and flicked through a gallery of photos. The transformation on the screen was astounding. The man before me morphed into Luna Sparkles, a vision of femininity with an hourglass figure, dressed in dazzling outfits.

"I'm Luna Sparkles," he said, "the most expensive drag performer in Chicago."

I blinked, my mind struggling to reconcile the two images. Luna was stunning, undeniably attractive, and it sent an unfamiliar blush to my cheeks. I wasn't gay, but the allure of Luna's female persona was undeniable.

"Wow, but what about the boobs?" was all I managed to ask, my usual eloquence deserting me.

Luna chuckled, a sound that was both deep and melodic.

“Oh honey, I wear breastplates for that.”
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"Surprised? Don't be. Now, let's find something fabulous, shall we?"

As we browsed through the aisles, Luna's presence filled the store. He moved with a grace that made every garment he touched seem like it was made for him. He selected items–a mix of traditionally male and female clothing–with an expert eye.

As he held up a shimmering dress against himself, he caught my still slightly stunned expression. "You know, Tom… Tom, isn’t it?” I nodded—rubbing my nameplate nervously.

“Clothes are for everyone. They're an expression of who we are, or sometimes, who we want to be.”

His words echoed around me, stirring something deep inside. The soft rustle of fabrics, the subtle scent of his cologne mixed with the store's ambient fragrance, the kaleidoscope of colors he surrounded himself with – it was all so vivid, so alive.

"Absolutely," I found myself saying, my confidence returning.

"Fashion knows no boundaries."

We chatted as he shopped, his voice weaving stories of performances, of applause, of the freedom found in becoming Luna Sparkles. I listened, captivated, my earlier embarrassment forgotten.

By the time he approached the counter with an armful of purchases, I felt like I'd been given a glimpse into another world. A world where lines blurred, where expression reigned supreme.

As Luna handed over his credit card, he winked.

"Thanks for the help, Tom. Maybe I'll see you at one of my shows?"

I smiled, a genuine, wide smile. "I wouldn't miss it for the world."
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Watching Luna Sparkles leave Dolcenelli, his bags of new attire swinging lightly, I realized something. We all wear masks, in one way or another. Today, I met someone unafraid to show both sides of theirs, and it was nothing short of inspiring.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

WE WERE SITTING AT OUR small dining table three months later, the aroma of homemade mac and cheese filling the air, a simple comfort on a busy Wednesday night. AB was pushing his food around his plate, his usual chatter absent.

I scrolled through my emails, half-listening for the sound of his voice. It was then I noticed his hesitant glances, the way he opened his mouth to speak, then closed it again.

"What's up?" I asked, setting my phone down.

He hesitated, then blurted out, "Can I transfer schools?"

I was taken aback. "Why? What's wrong with your current school?"

"I'm just bored," he mumbled, avoiding my gaze.

"Bored? That's a lot of hassle, AB. You know you might be delayed a year if we do that." My mind raced with the logistical nightmare of school transfers.
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He fidgeted with his fork. "How about homeschooling?"

I sighed, pinching the bridge of my nose. "You know I have a job at the store. I can't homeschool you."

He looked desperate, his eyes pleading. "I just... I want to be out there, not stuck in that school."

Something was off. "AB, what's really going on?" I pressed, my voice firm yet gentle.

“Nothing, I told you I’m just bored!”

He was silent for a moment, then the dam broke. "I'm being bullied," he confessed, his voice cracking. "By Bryan and some others."

I leaned forward, my heart pounding. "What are they doing to you?"

"They ask me for money, for my PS5 games, to do their homework. They threaten to beat me up if I don't," he said, his small frame trembling.

A wave of anger washed over me. I moved to his side, my arm around his shoulders. "I'm so sorry, AB. I'll talk to the principal tomorrow."

"No!" He looked up, his eyes wide with fear. "They'll just bully me more if you do that."

"No, this has to stop, immediately," I said firmly, my mind racing with protective instincts.

I could feel his fear, almost taste the bitterness of his experience. My little brother, who should be worrying about video games and movies, not bullies and threats.

"We'll figure this out, together," I assured him, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside. "I won't let anyone hurt you. You're not alone in this, okay?"

He nodded, sniffling, and leaned into me. The comforting smell of our dinner was now overshadowed by the gravity of the situation. I held him close, my mind already planning the steps to take.
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The next day during my lunch break, found me in the sterile, beige waiting area of the principal's office, my knee bouncing with a mix of anxiety and anger. The room was too warm, the air filled with the faint scent of industrial cleaner and old books. I tapped my foot impatiently, the clock on the wall ticking away the seconds in a slow, torturous rhythm.

Finally, the principal's door opened. "Mr. Johnson, please come in."

I stood up, my heart pounding in my chest. As I entered the office, I was acutely aware of the thick, uncomfortable silence that hung in the air.

"Thank you for seeing me on such short notice," I began, my voice steady but edged with anger. "It's about my brother, Abraham. He's being bullied, and I need it to stop. Now."

The principal, a middle-aged man with a weary look, motioned for me to sit.

"I assure you, Mr. Johnson, we take these matters very seriously. Could you please elaborate on the situation?"

I recounted Abraham's ordeal, my words sharp and pointed. "They're threatening him, extorting him for money and personal items. This isn't just kids being kids. It's serious, and it needs immediate action."

The principal nodded, his expression grave. "We will speak to the students involved and their parents. We'll also keep a closer eye on the situation."

I leaned forward, my hands clenched.

"Listen, I'm not just a concerned brother. We lost our parents last year. AB, I mean, Abraham… can't go through another traumatic experience. He needs to feel safe."

The principal looked at me, his eyes reflecting understanding.

"I assure you, we will handle this with the utmost seriousness."

I stood up, my every sense heightened with protective instincts.
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"I'll be following up on this. Daily. Abraham's well-being is my top priority, and I expect it to be yours as well."

As I left the office, the click of the door behind me sounding final, I felt a mix of relief and lingering frustration. The school corridors, usually bustling with life, felt oddly oppressive as I walked through them. The colorful lockers, the sound of distant laughter, it all seemed out of place given the gravity of what I'd just discussed.

I stepped outside into the bright light of day, the fresh air a stark contrast to the stifling office. I took a deep breath, my mind already racing with the next steps, ready to fight tooth and nail for AB's safety and happiness.

This was just the beginning. I would do whatever it took to ensure my brother never had to feel scared and alone again. They say it takes a village to raise a child, and I was ready to remind this village of their responsibility.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD PASSED since my meeting with the principal, and I found myself nestled in the corner of our living room, surrounded by a fortress of psychology books. The soft hum of the city outside our window provided a comforting backdrop as I delved into the world of psychological healing, a world I had once aspired to join professionally.

The book in my hands, "Healing Young Minds" by Dr. Eleanor Strauss, was insightful, its pages filled with strategies to help children overcome trauma. The scent of the pages, a mix of ink and paper, was strangely soothing. I flipped through another, "The Resilient Child" by Marcus Leary, absorbing his theories on emotional resilience in kids.
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As I read, the pieces began to click together, forming a clearer picture in my mind. 'Aha,' I thought, as I came across a passage about the power of open communication and creating a safe emotional space. It resonated deeply with me, considering AB's recent struggles.

I leaned back, my eyes drifting to the ceiling, lost in thought. "It's not just about providing a safe home, but a safe heart," I murmured to myself, a phrase I'd just read in "Nurturing Young Hearts" by Lila Emerson.

The idea of emotional safety - it was something so simple, yet so profound. I had been so focused on the external factors of AB's well-being, like school and bullying, that I'd almost overlooked the internal healing he needed.

Grabbing a notepad, I began jotting down ideas. 'Regular check-ins, active listening, creating a routine of sharing and openness.' The pen scratched against the paper, each idea a stepping stone to helping AB.

I glanced over at the small stack of psychology books on the coffee table. Each author, from Strauss to Leary to Emerson, had contributed a piece to the puzzle. I was piecing together my own makeshift psychology education, driven by a brother's love and a fierce determination to heal the wounds life had unfairly dealt us.

I was dozing off, the book I'd been reading slipping from my hands, when a gentle knock on the door jolted me awake. The room was dim, the only light coming from the streetlamp outside, casting long shadows across the floor.

"Tom?" It was AB's voice, small and hesitant.

Rubbing my eyes, I sat up. "What's the matter, buddy?"

He stood in the doorway, a sullen shadow against the faint light. His usual vibrant energy was gone, replaced by a palpable heaviness. I could feel a knot forming in my stomach.

"They haven't stopped," he whispered, his voice breaking the silence like a delicate glass shattering on a hard floor.

I felt a surge of frustration and helplessness. "The bullies?"

He nodded, his eyes downcast. "I know I can't be homeschooled, and transferring schools is just... Can I just stop going to school? At least for a year? They'll be in a different grade next year, and maybe they'll leave me alone."

His words hit me like a physical blow. The idea of him dropping out, even temporarily, was heart-wrenching. I couldn't let that happen, but what could I do?

I got up and crossed the room, pulling him into a hug. His body was tense in my arms, like a coiled spring. I could feel his breath, shaky and uneven, and it tore at my heart.

"AB, I... I'll come up with something. Just trust me," I said, my voice more confident than I felt. Inside, my mind was a whirlwind of anxiety and uncertainty. What could I do that I hadn't already tried?

He nodded against my chest, his trust in me both a comfort and a weight. I held him tighter, my brain racing through every possible solution.

The silence of the night pressed in around us, the quiet so stark against the loud, chaotic thoughts in my head. I had to do something, anything, to help him.

But what?

As I stood there, holding my little brother, I made a silent promise to myself and to him. I would find a way to make this right. I had to. He was my responsibility, my family, and I wasn't going to let him down.

We stayed like that for a while, two brothers lost in a moment of shared pain and determination. Eventually, I guided him back to his room, tucking him into bed like when we were kids.
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Walking back to my room, the weight of the situation settled on my shoulders. I didn't have the answers yet, but I would find them. For AB, I would turn the world upside down if I had to.

That weekend, I found myself sitting in a stiff, plastic chair in the school's multipurpose room, surrounded by the chatter and clatter of the PTA meeting. My hands were clammy with nervousness, but a fire of determination burned in my chest. I was there to confront the parents of Bryan, the ringleader of the bullies tormenting AB.

The room was a bland sea of beige and fluorescent lights, the air filled with the scent of stale coffee and photocopy ink. I sat through the meeting, barely registering the discussions about fundraisers and school improvements. My eyes scanned the crowd, trying to put a face to the name 'Douglas Smith,' Bryan's father.

Eventually, Douglas took the floor. He was charismatic, his voice booming confidently through the room.

“Looks like everyone missed the game today to see me,” he jested with a wink.

He spoke about the challenges of being a single parent, his words resonating with many in the room. He even suggested creating a support group for single parents, a network for sharing tips and organizing events.

As he spoke, his charm and ease only fueled my growing anger. Here he was, talking about community and support, while his son was making my brother's life a living hell. I clenched my fists under the table, feeling a bitter taste in my mouth.

'Deal with your own household first,' I thought bitterly. 'Your son is a bully.'

After the meeting, I approached him. My heart was pounding, my steps heavy with both dread and resolve.

"Mr. Smith?" I said, my voice tight.

He turned, his smile wide and welcoming. "Yes, that's me. And you are?"

"Tom Johnson. My brother, Abraham, goes to school with your son, Bryan."

His smile faltered slightly, a flicker of recognition crossing his face.

"Oh, yes, Bryan's mentioned Abraham. Great kid, Bryan. A real leader,” he said smugly.

I fought to keep my voice even.

"A leader in bullying, you mean. Your son has been making my brother's life miserable."

Soon after, his smile vanished, replaced by a look of confusion and defensiveness.

"Bullying? Bryan? That doesn't sound like him."

I leaned in closer, my voice firm. "It's happening, Mr. Smith. And it needs to stop. Now."

Douglas leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a more earnest tone. "Look, my wife just died last year, and it's been very hard for Bryan. I'm sorry for what your brother is going through."

His words hit me unexpectedly, a sudden connection in our shared loss. "We lost our parents too," I replied, softer now, but the anger still simmering. "It's been incredibly hard for AB."

He nodded, a flicker of sympathy in his eyes. "I'll talk to Bryan about it. I'm sorry."
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Despite his words, a part of me doubted his sincerity. He seemed too composed, too smooth. Then he added, "They're just kids being kids, you know. I wouldn't worry too much."

That did it. My anger flared up again, hotter and sharper. 'Just kids being kids'?

Was he serious?

Bullying is not just some rite of passage. It's harmful, damaging.

I stood up, the chair scraping loudly against the linoleum floor. "That's where you're wrong. This isn't something to be brushed off. It's serious, and it needs to stop."

I didn't wait for his response. I turned and walked out, my footsteps echoing in the now almost empty room. The air felt cooler outside, the night's calm a stark contrast to the storm raging inside me.

As I walked, the anger simmered in my veins, a bitter taste in my mouth. Douglas' words replayed in my mind - the excuses, the justifications. I couldn't let this go. AB's safety and well-being were on the line.

'I won't let this slide,' I thought, my resolve hardening. 'Not now, not ever.'


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THAT NIGHT, back in my room, I tossed and turned in bed, my mind racing with frustration and anger. I couldn't sleep, the events of the evening replaying in my head. I needed a solution, a way to persuade someone to take real action about AB's situation, without compromising his education or our livelihood.

In desperation, I flicked on the bedside lamp and rummaged through my stack of psychology books, searching for something, anything, that could help. The soft glow of the lamp cast a warm, calming light, but did little to ease my turmoil.

Then, buried under more academic titles, I found a book I'd forgotten I even owned: "Seduction Leads to Action" by Lilly Liebring. It was a guide on persuasion, on using dark psychology and seduction to get what you wanted. The title alone was a stark contrast to the scholarly works I'd been poring over.

Curiosity piqued, I opened the book. The pages emitted a faint, musty scent, the ink slightly smudged from years of unuse. As I read, Liebring's words began to resonate with me. She talked about using beauty as a tool, about the psychology of colors, makeup, heels, skirts, dresses–all elements of seduction and persuasion.

'Aha,' I thought, as a concept about non-verbal cues and physical attractiveness creating a powerful impact sunk in. But then, a wave of doubt washed over me.

'How can I follow this? I'm a guy.'

I paused, my mind suddenly flashing back to Luna Sparkles. Luna was a guy too, yet on stage, he transformed into this mesmerizing, powerful presence.
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Could I do something similar? The thought was both thrilling and terrifying.

I shook my head, trying to dispel the idea. It was ludicrous, wasn't it?

Dressing up to persuade? Yet, the seed had been planted. Luna Sparkles had shown me how fluid and impactful appearance could be.

I placed the book back on my nightstand and turned off the lamp, the room plunging back into darkness. My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, possibilities, doubts. Could I really step into a persona so far removed from my own to protect AB?

As I finally drifted off to sleep, the idea simmered in the back of my mind, outrageous yet strangely compelling. Luna Sparkles had opened a door to a world I'd never considered before.

The following weekend found me stepping into a world completely alien to me. I had secured a table at the club where Luna Sparkles and other drag queens performed. My heart raced with a mix of nerves and excitement as I entered, the pulsing music and vibrant lights enveloping me in an instant sensory overload.

The air was a heady mix of sweat, cologne, and the faint whiff of vodka tonics. Lights pulsed in time with the thumping beat, painting everyone in strobes of neon.

I nervously edged my way through the crowd to my table, acutely aware of the curious glances and more-than-friendly smiles thrown my way.

"Not in Kansas anymore, Toto," I muttered to myself, trying to blend in.

A waiter, dressed in what could only be described as 'glam meets rock star', sashayed over.

"What can I get you, honey?" he asked, his smile as bright as his sequined vest.

"Uh, just a beer, thanks," I replied, feeling like a fish out of water.

He winked. "One 'boring but safe' coming right up!"
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As I waited, the performances started. Each act was more outrageous than the last, a wild mix of comedy, lip-syncing, and dance. The crowd was loving it, their laughter and cheers almost as loud as the music.

Then, a drag queen named Miss Electra took the stage. She was all sass and spandex, belting out one-liners faster than a speeding bullet.

"What do you call a group of men waiting for a haircut? A barbercue!" The crowd roared, and I couldn't help but laugh.

By the time Luna Sparkles appeared, the energy in the room was electric. She was a vision, her every move a masterclass in poise and charisma. As she performed, I was completely captivated, her presence a dazzling force.

Between acts, I found myself chatting with the people at the neighboring table.

"First time?" asked a guy with a smile that could light up a room.

"Yeah, is it that obvious?" I replied, feeling a bit self-conscious.

"Just a tad," he chuckled.

"But don't worry, we were all first-timers once. Welcome to the family!"

As the night wore on, the drinks flowed, and the laughter grew louder, I began to relax. This world, so different from my own, was vibrant, inclusive, and unapologetically bold.

Luna's performance was the highlight, a perfect blend of humor, heart, and artistry. As she left the stage to thunderous applause, I felt a newfound sense of admiration and inspiration.

Moments later, there I was, fidgeting in the waiting area outside Luna Sparkles' dressing room, the buzz from the beer making my thoughts swim. I rehearsed what I wanted to say in my mind, but the words tangled up in a knot of nerves.

The door swung open, and Luna stood there in all her post-show glory, her makeup still flawless, her presence overwhelming.

"Yes?" she asked, her voice a mix of surprise and curiosity.

I cleared my throat, feeling a blush creep up my neck.

"Hi, I'm Tom. You, uh, might not remember me, but..."

She tilted her head, studying me with a playful glint in her eye.

"Let me guess...my long-lost cousin? My biggest fan? Or wait, are you the handsome guy from that cooking show?"

I chuckled, despite my nervousness.

"None of those. You bought some clothes from Dolcenelli. I'm the store manager."

Her face lit up with recognition. "Oh, hey! Tom, right? Come in, come in." She stepped aside, ushering me into the chaos of her dressing room, scented with a mix of perfume and hairspray.

She grabbed a pen, a smile still on her lips. "Where do you want me to sign, darling?"

I laughed, a little more relaxed now. "Actually, I just wanted to say how amazing you were tonight. And, um, maybe ask you out for coffee?"

Her smile turned into a playful smirk. "I'm flattered, but I have a boyfriend."

My face must have been a picture of disappointment because she quickly added, "Is that all you came here for?"

I took a deep breath, the moment of truth. "No, actually. I need your help. I want to... learn how to look like a girl."

Luna's eyebrows shot up, her expression a mix of shock and intrigue.
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"Now that's a first. Do tell."

So I poured out everything–about AB, the bullying, the dead-end solutions, and my wild idea inspired by her performance. My words tumbled out, a little slurred but heartfelt.

Luna listened, her expression shifting from amusement to genuine interest.

"So, you want to use the art of drag to... what, exactly?"

"To persuade someone. To make a change. To protect my brother," I said, the room spinning slightly as I spoke.

She leaned back, tapping the pen against her chin thoughtfully. "You're serious about this, aren't you?"

"I've never been more serious about anything," I replied, my determination clear despite the tipsiness.

She set the pen down and regarded me with a new level of respect. "Well, Tom, you've got guts. I'll give you that. Let's talk."

And so we did. We talked about everything–makeup, fashion, the power of persona. Luna shared her insights, her experiences, and her wisdom. It was surreal, sitting there amidst the glitter and costumes, planning something that felt like a cross between a covert operation and a performance art piece.

As I stumbled out of the club later that night, the cool air sobering me up a bit, I realized I had just embarked on a journey far outside my comfort zone. But it was a journey I was willing to take, for AB, for justice, and maybe, just a little bit, for my entertainment.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, there I was, standing in the lobby of Luna Sparkles' upscale condo, my hands clutching bags filled with the most feminine items imaginable. I kept glancing around, half-expecting someone to ask me why I was holding a bag that clearly said 'Luscious Lady Lingerie' on the side. My heart raced, a mix of nervous excitement and sheer terror.

Luna descended the staircase, and for a moment, all I could do was gawk. She was stunning, her outfit a perfect blend of elegance and flair, her makeup impeccable.
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"Got the stuff?" she asked, her voice a melodious tease.

I nodded, trying to hide the bags behind my back as if they were top-secret documents.

"Yes, but let's, uh, maybe not advertise it?"

She laughed, a rich, warm sound that echoed in the luxurious lobby.

"Relax, Tom. This is just the beginning."

Her condo was a reflection of her persona–elegant, luxurious, with a touch of dramatic flair. The air was scented with a subtle, expensive perfume, and the soft light accentuated the tasteful art on the walls.

As we settled in, Luna turned serious. "Before we start, let's get one thing straight. I don't like being questioned about the choices I make for you. This is about transformation, not comfort zones."

She paused, her gaze piercing. "I had a protégé once. Dropped her because she couldn't stop whining about every little thing. Understand?"

I swallowed, feeling a bit like a soldier being given a pep talk before battle.

"Understood. I'm here to learn, not to question."

"Good." She smiled, the strict mentor transforming back into the supportive guide.

As we began, Luna guided me through the basics–the art of makeup, choosing the right fabrics, understanding the nuances of feminine mannerisms. It was overwhelming, the sheer volume of information, the intricacies of transforming from Tom to... well, whoever I was going to become.

I tried to keep up, jotting down notes, practicing movements, fumbling with makeup brushes. Luna was a patient, if occasionally stern, teacher. The hours flew by in a blur of color, fabric, and laughter.

The next lesson with Luna Sparkles started with an unexpected turn. She eyed my scruffy facial hair with a mix of horror and determination. "Honey, that's going to have to go. You can't contour over a beard."

Before I knew it, I was sitting in her lavishly decorated bathroom, a pot of hot wax simmering with a scent that was alarmingly reminiscent of my last visit to the dentist. Luna, armed with a spatula and a devilish grin, was all business.

"Brace yourself," she said, slathering a generous amount of wax onto my cheek.

I gritted my teeth, trying to channel every action hero I'd ever seen. 'I can do this,' I thought. 'How bad can it be?'

The answer came swiftly and painfully. As Luna ripped off the first strip, a yelp escaped my lips, echoing off the marble walls. "Holy mother of fashion, that hurts!"

She chuckled, unsympathetic. "Beauty is pain, darling. Now hold still, we've got a lot more to go."

Each rip was a fresh wave of eye-watering pain. My face, my chest, even parts of my body I'd never considered hair removal for, all fell victim to Luna's waxing crusade. "I didn't sign up for torture!" I gasped out between strips.

"Stop being such a baby," Luna chided, but her hands were gentle, her touch surprisingly soothing despite the circumstances.

By the end of the session, I felt raw and red, but undeniably smoother. I gazed at my reflection in the mirror, barely recognizing the hairless person staring back at me. 'This is it,' I thought. 'I'm really doing this.'

Luna inspected her handiwork, nodding in approval. "Much better. Now we can actually start with the makeup."

As I followed her back to the living room, every step was a reminder of the waxing ordeal. But there was no turning back now. I was committed to this transformation, no matter how painful or bizarre it might get.

Sitting down again, I braced myself for the next phase. Makeup, I hoped, would be less painful than waxing. But with Luna Sparkles as my guide, I was learning to expect the unexpected.

The makeup tutorial was an entirely different battlefield. As she brandished her brushes like a skilled artist, I found myself in the midst of a relentless bicker-fest.

"Stop squinting," she scolded as she tried to apply eyeliner.

"I'm not squinting; I'm wincing in anticipation of pain!" I retorted, only half-joking after the waxing ordeal.

She rolled her eyes dramatically. "Drama queen. Hold still, or you'll end up looking like a raccoon."

The feel of the brush against my skin was ticklish and unfamiliar. Every time she came close with the mascara wand, I instinctively pulled back.

"That thing looks like a medieval torture device!"
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"It's mascara, not a mace. Stop being such a baby," she chided with a smirk.

The air was filled with the scent of powders and creams, a heady mix that was surprisingly comforting. As Luna worked her magic, transforming my face, I could see her focus and passion. It was like watching a master at work.

Finally, after what felt like hours of poking, prodding, and painting, we moved on to the wig tutorial. Luna explained the intricacies of wig caps, hair placement, and how to create a natural-looking hairline.

When she finally placed the wig on my head and adjusted it to her satisfaction, I hardly dared to breathe. The room was silent as I turned to face the mirror.

The person staring back was unrecognizable. My features, once decidedly masculine, were softened and transformed under Luna's expert hand. My face looked smaller, more delicate. Even I had to admit, the effect was astonishing.

"Wow," was all I could muster, my voice a whisper of awe.

Luna stood beside me, a proud smile on her lips. "You have such a small face for a guy. It works."

I continued to stare, taking in the high cheekbones, the perfectly arched eyebrows, the soft, full lips. It was me, but not me. It was someone new, someone bold and daring.

"I can't believe this is me," I said, still in shock.

He patted my shoulder, her eyes shining with satisfaction.

"Believe it, honey. You're going to turn heads."

"So, take off your clothes," Luna said nonchalantly, rummaging through a box of what looked like torture devices for body hair.

I froze, my eyes widening. "Erm, I'm not here for that kind of... service."

She scoffed and rolled her eyes dramatically. "Oh, shut up. We need to wax the rest of you. You have to be convincing in a dress."

The thought of more waxing made my skin crawl, but the determination to see this through overrode my fear. Reluctantly, I began to undress, feeling more exposed than I'd ever been.

As she worked, the sound of ripping strips became the soundtrack of my pain. "I'm pretty sure I didn't sign up for a full-body exfoliation," I grumbled, wincing with each pull.

"Beauty is pain, sweetheart," she quipped, her hands moving with a precision that was both terrifying and impressive.

After surviving the waxing (barely), Luna introduced me to the world of shapewear. "This is going to redefine the word 'snug'," she warned as she handed me a garment that looked two sizes too small.

I struggled into it, my every movement constricted. "I feel like a sausage," I gasped, my voice muffled by the fabric.

"Sexy sausage," Luna corrected with a wink.

Then came the lingerie. Holding up a lacy contraption, Luna explained its purpose with a seriousness that made me want to burst out laughing.

"This isn't just underwear; it's architecture."
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Dressed, or rather squeezed, into the lingerie, I looked at myself in the mirror. "I'm not sure if I should be impressed or terrified," I admitted.

"Both," Luna replied with a nod of approval.

Next were the stockings. "These are the devil's invention," I declared as I tried to roll them up without tearing them.

"Less complaining, more pulling," Luna instructed, her patience wearing thin.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

FINALLY, THE DRESS. Luna zipped me up, and I looked at myself. The transformation was complete. The man who walked into Luna's condo was gone, replaced by someone new, someone bold.

"I look... amazing," I whispered, a mix of disbelief and pride in my voice.

"You're a work of art," she said, her tone softening. "Now, let's teach you how to walk in heels without looking like a newborn deer."

"Cool," I said, confidently striding forward in my sneakers. How hard could it be? I'd been walking for decades.

Luna burst into laughter. "Not like a man, darling. Like a queen." She went to her closet and came back with a pair of red stilettos that looked like they could double as lethal weapons.

"These aren't just shoes; they're an aphrodisiac for men," she explained with a wink.

I eyed the stilettos with a mix of awe and terror. Slipping my feet into them, I hoped against hope they would fit. Luna reassured me,

"Don't worry, we're about the same height and dimensions. You're 5ft 4 too, right?"

"5ft 6," I corrected, a bit defensively.

"Keep telling yourself that," she quipped with a smirk.

"Okay, follow my lead," Luna instructed, starting to walk with the grace of a runway model.
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I took a step and immediately stumbled, my ankle wobbling dangerously. The sensation of being on stilts was disorienting. The shoes felt like they were reshaping the very foundation of my balance.

"Easy, easy!" she cautioned, her hand reaching out to steady me.

"It's like walking on a tightrope. Small, deliberate steps."

I tried to mimic her movements, but it was like learning to walk all over again. The click of the heels on the floor was a sharp contrast to the usual thud of my sneakers. My feet felt pinched, and every step was a battle between grace and gravity.

"Imagine you're gliding," Luna encouraged, her own steps a study in elegance.

I glided–or at least, I attempted to. It was more of a lurching wobble. The scent of my own determination mixed with a growing fear of twisted ankles.

"Relax your hips, more sway," Luna instructed, demonstrating a fluidity that seemed physically impossible to me.

After several more attempts, and a near miss with the floor, I managed a few steps without holding onto anything for dear life. It was an achievement, albeit a small and painful one.

As the lesson progressed, I began to gain a bit more confidence, my steps becoming less about survival and more about style. Luna's laughter and words of encouragement echoed in the room, a soundtrack to my clumsy yet determined efforts.

Stepping out of the stilettos at the end of the lesson, my feet sighed in relief. But there was a part of me that was already looking forward to trying again.

"I'm thirsty, and you're buying," Luna declared, her voice ringing with a mix of command and mischief.

"Sure, let me just change out of these clothes," I said, eyeing the door like a lifeline.

Luna wagged a finger at me. "Nuh-uh-uh, after all the hard work I've put into this masterpiece, you are not going back to boring old Tom. We're hitting the club."

My heart skipped a beat. "The club? Like this?" The thought of going out in public dressed as my new alter ego sent waves of panic through me.

She fixed me with a look that brooked no argument.

"Honey, you're planning to seduce someone at a PTA meeting in broad daylight. How bad can a club be?"

She had a point. Taking a deep breath, I nodded. "Okay, let's do this."

The club was a sensory overload–flashing lights, pulsating music, and the tangy scent of cocktails and perfume. I felt a thousand eyes on me as we entered, my every step in the stilettos a precarious adventure.

Men approached, offering drinks with suave smiles and raised eyebrows.

"No thanks, man," I replied reflexively to one, my voice too gruff, too Tom.

Luna chuckled beside me. "You don't talk like that. Soften your voice, be gentle, be mysterious."

Taking her advice, I tried again with the next suitor, my voice softer, my response more coy.
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"No, thank you." It felt strange, but his smile widened, clearly charmed.

Luna and I found a spot at the bar, the clink of glasses and the murmur of conversations enveloping us. "Remember, it's not just about looking the part. It's about feeling it, being it," she said loudly over the music.

I nodded, taking in the sea of faces, the laughter, the energy. This was a world away from my usual life, yet here I was, a part of it.

Raising our glasses, she smiled. "Cheers to your brother's freedom. Cheers to revenge."

"Cheers to stepping out of comfort zones," I added, feeling a rush of adrenaline mixed with pride.

The night passed in a blur of music, laughter, and learning. With each interaction, I grew more confident, more comfortable in this new skin—even retouching my makeup from time to time.

Luna was right beside me, guiding, teaching, and occasionally laughing at my missteps.

As we left the club, the cool night air felt like a balm. I had survived my first night out as this new version of myself, and it was exhilarating.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

IT WAS A FRIDAY AFTERNOON when I found myself in the disabled bathroom at AB’s school, transforming into my new persona: Tanya. The room was cramped and smelled faintly of antiseptic, a stark contrast to the glamour I was attempting to conjure.

I applied the finishing touches of makeup, my hands surprisingly steady. "Hi, I'm Tanya," I practiced in a soft, sultry voice, not quite believing the reflection in the mirror. The person staring back was a far cry from Tom, the store manager.
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Luna has been gradually yet surely guiding me with my transformation for almost a month.

My outfit for the evening that I just took out from my gym bag was a calculated choice–a red dress that clung tightly to my torso, with frills around the hips to create the illusion of curves I didn't have. Adjusting the wig and applying a final stroke of red lipstick, I remembered a line from 'Seduction Leads to Action' about the power of red as a color to attract attention, to command a room.

The sounds of children playing outside began to fade, signaling the approach of the PTA meeting. My heart pounded in my chest, a mix of nerves and excitement.

I took a deep breath, checking my appearance one last time. The dress felt foreign, but also empowering in a way I couldn't have imagined. 'Tonight, I'm not just Tanya. I'm a warrior,' I thought to myself.

Stepping out of the bathroom, I felt the shift in my identity. Every step was a performance, every gesture a statement. The clack of my heels on the school hallway floor sounded like a drumbeat, heralding my arrival.

As I neared the meeting room, the murmur of parental chatter filled my ears. I could smell the strong scent of coffee and the subtle notes of various perfumes mingling in the air. My heart raced, but I was ready. This was it, the moment of truth.

'Tanya' was more than just a disguise; she was my ticket to fighting for AB, to standing up against the injustice he faced. The thought of my brother gave me strength. I was doing this for him, for us.

With one last deep breath, I pushed the door open and stepped into the room. The conversation lulled for a moment as heads turned in my direction. I smiled, a blend of confidence and charm, ready to take on whatever came my way.

This was my debut as Tanya, and I was determined to make it count. For AB, for myself, for justice. The game had just begun.

I entered the room with a smile, searching for a seat. The air was thick with the scent of freshly brewed coffee and a hint of competitive tension among the parents. I noticed the moms subtly placing their designer bags on the empty chairs next to them, a clear sign they weren't keen on sharing the spotlight.

Meanwhile, the men, a mix of single and not-so-single, were quick to offer me a seat. Flipping my hair with a practiced motion, I smiled graciously and made my way to the front, relishing the power of the persona I had created.
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Settling into an empty seat, I could feel the weight of numerous gazes on me. The room buzzed with whispers and curious glances, but I kept my composure, focusing on the task at hand.

Douglas soon took the stage, and the moment our eyes met, I saw the shock on his face.

“We-welcome to th-the, weeky, I mean, weekly meeting,” he said—beads of sweat apparent on his forehead.

He stumbled over his words, clearly mesmerized, his usual suave demeanor faltering. It was both satisfying and unnerving to see him so off-balance.

He began his speech about the upcoming field trip, but his eyes kept darting back to me. Suggestions for locations flew around the room, parents eagerly voicing their opinions. The atmosphere was charged with a mix of excitement and one-upmanship.

As he stuttered through his speech, the room filled with the cacophony of parents throwing out suggestions for the field trip. "How about the science museum?" one enthusiastic dad offered, while a mom countered with, "The kids would love the zoo!"

The suggestions bounced around the room like a lively tennis match, each parent trying to outdo the other with more extravagant or educational destinations. It was a spectacle of parental one-upmanship.

All the while, Douglas struggled to regain his composure. Every time his gaze landed on me, or rather Tanya, he seemed to lose his train of thought.

"Um, yes, the, uh, museum is a... good option," he stammered, his usual confidence deflating like a punctured balloon.

The sight was both comical and gratifying. Here was the man whose son had caused so much grief for AB, now fumbling and tripping over his words because of Tanya's presence. It was a small victory, but a victory nonetheless.

Then, unexpectedly, Douglas asked me for my input. The microphone was suddenly in my direction, and panic fluttered in my chest. I wasn't ready for this. Speaking in Tanya's voice in front of everyone, especially Douglas, was a whole different ballgame.

I managed a demure shake of my head and a smile, hoping it would be enough to deflect attention. "I'm just here to listen," I mouthed, my voice a soft whisper.

The men around me seemed even more intrigued, their stares lingering. I could feel my nervousness spike, a cold sweat forming despite the cool air of the room.

Throughout the meeting, I kept up the facade, my every move calculated and deliberate. The scent of my perfume mingled with the adrenaline coursing through my veins, creating a heady mix of fear and excitement.

After the meeting, I sat alone, flipping through a booklet from the evening's presentation. The glossy pages were filled with educational proposals and colorful pictures, a stark contrast to the scheming thoughts racing through my mind.

Just as I was about to leave, Douglas approached, a tentative "Uhm, Miss?" escaping his lips.

Internally, I couldn't help but think, 'Bingo.' As Tanya, I slowly uncrossed my legs—showing him that my panty was redder than my dress—and stood up, maintaining the poised demeanor I had been practicing.

Douglas engaged in small talk, his voice laced with curiosity.

"May I know which sister you are? I'm sure you're not a mom yet; you look quite young."

"You're right," I replied, my voice soft but confident.

"I'm Abraham's sister."

He looked surprised, a hint of recognition dawning in his eyes.

"Yeah, I've met your brother. You do look like him."

"Yeah, I get that a lot," I said, keeping my tone light, non-committal.

As I began to walk away, he called out, "Hey wait, miss, where are you going?"

I paused, turning slightly. "Home, why?"

"Would you like to grab some drinks?" he asked, a hopeful note in his voice.

Remembering the rule from 'Seduction Leads to Action' about not appearing desperate, I replied coolly, "I'm busy tonight, maybe some other time."

He seemed eager not to let the opportunity slip away.
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"Can I have your number, then?"

I hesitated, feigning annoyance and the rush of someone with a busy schedule, but inside, I was soaring with triumph. Reluctantly, I rattled off a number, then turned and walked briskly to my car.

Once inside, I let out a breath I hadn't realized I'd been holding and broke into a grin. This was it; I was making headway. Douglas Smith, the father of the boy who had been making my brother's life miserable, was now unknowingly entangled in my web.

As Tanya, I had just achieved a significant milestone. It was a mix of exhilaration and fear, but mostly, it was a feeling of empowerment. I was no longer just Tom, the store manager and worried brother. I was Tanya, a force to be reckoned with, a strategic player in this high-stakes game.

Driving home, the city lights blurred past me, each one feeling like a marker of my journey into this uncharted territory. I was doing more than just dressing up; I was fighting back, and this was just the beginning.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

SUNDAY AFTERNOON FOUND ME, as Tanya, on a bus headed downtown, my heart racing with a cocktail of nerves and anticipation. I was on my way to what could loosely be termed a 'pseudo-date' with Douglas, and the reality of what I was doing—and its potential consequences—was hitting me hard.

In my handbag, I found my compact mirror and lipstick, the shade a perfect match for the confidence I was desperately trying to muster. With practiced precision, I applied another layer, ensuring my appearance was flawless. A quick spritz of Midnight Shower, the perfume Luna had given me, enveloped me in a cloud of its seductive scent. Its musky undertones mixed with the slightly stale air of the bus, creating an aura of allure I hoped was convincing.

My outfit for the day was meticulously chosen: a simple yet elegant black dress that hugged my frame without betraying my secret, paired with a light cardigan to ward off the autumn chill. My shoes, a comfortable pair of flats, were a concession to the fact that I'd be navigating the city streets. The ensemble was feminine, understated, and, I hoped, perfect for a casual coffee date.

As the bus rumbled on, I couldn't help but worry about every possible outcome of this meeting.
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'What if he finds out? What if he recognizes me, not as Tanya, but as Tom, Abraham's brother?'

The stakes were high, and the fear of being discovered before I could achieve my goal for AB gnawed at me.

But as I rehearsed my story and responses in my head, I reminded myself of the role I had to play. This wasn't just a coffee date; it was a strategic move in a larger plan to protect my brother and confront the source of his troubles head-on.

The bus stopped, and I stepped off, the cool air brushing against my skin. The city around me was alive with the sounds of people and traffic, the smells of street food and exhaust mixing in the afternoon haze. I adjusted my wig, checked my reflection in a shop window, and took a deep breath.

As I walked toward the café where I was to meet Douglas, I felt the weight of my disguise both physically and metaphorically.

I stepped into the coffee shop, my heart pounding not just from the nerves but also from the unfamiliar thrill of the attention I was about to receive. Douglas was already there, standing as he saw me, his demeanor the epitome of attentiveness and charm.

As I approached, he greeted me with a warmth that sent an unexpected flutter through my chest.

"Tanya, you look absolutely stunning," he said, his eyes lighting up in a way that made me momentarily forget my true identity.

"Thank you, Douglas. You're looking quite dapper yourself," I replied, my voice a soft, practiced melody. I was surprised at how easily the words came out, how naturally I fell into this role.

He pulled out a chair for me to sit. It was a simple gesture, but one that no one had ever done for Tom. As Tanya, I was experiencing a world of chivalry I'd only ever seen from the outside.

"I've never been treated like this before," I found myself saying, a genuine note of appreciation in my voice.

He smiled, a hint of pride in his response. "That’s odd, with your beauty, I assumed that you’re quite used to it."

‘Fuck!’ I thought.

As we ordered our coffee, the conversation flowed effortlessly. Douglas was indeed sweet, his attentiveness not just an act of chivalry but a genuine interest in me, or rather, the me I was portraying.

"You have a very unique perspective. I'm really enjoying our conversation," Douglas remarked after I shared a thought on a recent book I'd read.

I laughed, a light, airy sound that felt foreign yet fitting. "Thank you. I find that life's too short for dull conversations."
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He nodded in agreement, his gaze lingering a bit longer than necessary. "Absolutely. And speaking of life, how do you find balancing your personal interests with your responsibilities as a stewardess?"

The question caught me off guard, a reminder of the real reason I was here. Yet, sitting across from Douglas, being treated with such care and interest, it was hard not to get lost in the moment, to forget the mission behind the masquerade.

"It's all about finding joy in the little moments," I said, my answer more reflective of Tom's reality than Tanya's facade.

Our coffees arrived, and we toasted, "To new friends and insightful conversations."

The warmth of the coffee cup in my hand, the rich aroma of the brew, the soft lighting of the café, and the gentle hum of other patrons chatting created an ambiance that was both comforting and exhilarating. For a fleeting moment, I allowed myself to enjoy the attention, the care, and the unexpected thrill of being seen in a new light.

As the date progressed, I found myself caught up in the role, enjoying Douglas's company more than I had anticipated. My heart fluttered not from romantic attraction but from the intoxicating blend of acceptance, disguise, and the thrill of the performance.

Yet, beneath the surface, my resolve remained firm. This was about protecting AB, about finding a way to make things right. But as I left the café, Douglas holding the door open for me once again, I couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt for enjoying the charade a little too much. The lines between Tom and Tanya, reality and role-play, were blurring, and I knew I needed to tread carefully to maintain control of this intricate dance of deception.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD PASSED since the coffee encounter with Douglas, and I found myself pushing the boundaries of my deception further. After a long day at the store, I changed into a fake stewardess uniform, a part of the intricate web of lies I'd spun to keep Douglas intrigued. The uniform was snug, tailored to accentuate curves I didn't have, complemented by a modest amount of makeup and my trusty wig.
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Meeting Douglas for dinner, I noticed his eyes light up the moment he saw me. He looked more dapper than usual, a clear indication that he was as invested in this evening as I was apprehensive.

"Tanya, you look... breathtaking," he said, his voice laced with a mixture of admiration and something deeper, more besotted.

As we entered the restaurant, he took my hand in his, and to my utter shock, he kissed it gently. I tried to pull away, a part of me screaming to maintain the boundaries of my ruse. Yet, when his skin touched mine, a wave of unexpected warmth washed over me, and for a fleeting second, the world seemed to spin. It was a sensation so foreign, so bewildering, I was momentarily lost in it.

"I really appreciate you meeting me at such late notice," I managed to say, once we were seated and the initial shock had subsided.

He smiled, his gaze locked on mine.

"I'd do anything for you, Tanya," he said with sincerity that made my heart twinge with a cocktail of guilt and something perilously close to affection.

The conversation naturally veered towards "the kids," a territory I had been both dreading and eagerly anticipating. It was time to steer the conversation towards Bryan, to subtly work towards my ultimate goal.

"So, how do you handle discipline with Bryan?" I ventured, trying to sound casual, yet keenly interested.

Douglas's expression softened. "Well, it's been tough, especially since his mom... you know. But I believe in understanding and dialogue. Why do you ask?"

I took a deep breath, navigating this delicate part of the conversation with care. "Well, I've always believed that discipline is crucial in shaping a child's future. It's about guiding them, not just reprimanding them."

He nodded, clearly receptive. "I agree. Maybe I've been too soft on him. Do you have any suggestions?"

The door was open, and I walked through it, discussing strategies and approaches, all the while feeling Douglas's hand occasionally brush against mine, each touch sending an inexplicable shiver down my spine.
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“Oh, you bet I do. Been using them on AB and they’re very effective. He’s a very good boy.”

As the evening wore on, his amenable attitude towards my suggestions about Bryan gave me hope that this intricate dance of deception might lead to real, positive change. Yet, with every gentle touch and look of admiration from Douglas, I found myself wrestling with the complexities of my emotions.

The line between Tom and Tanya, truth and lie, was blurring, and I was caught in the middle, unsure of how much longer I could keep up this charade without losing myself entirely.

Leaving the restaurant, his promise to "do anything for Tanya" echoed in my ears, a reminder of the stakes involved. This wasn't just about Bryan anymore; it was about the unforeseen consequences of a lie too well told, and a heart unintentionally entangled.
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Two weeks later, the scent of lavender wax filled the air filled my bathroom, a sharp contrast to the usual mundane aromas of soap and shaving cream. I was in "boy mode," a term Luna had laughingly coined, waxing my legs while a hydrating face mask clung to my skin, its coolness a balm against the sting of hair removal.

The process had become oddly therapeutic, a ritual in the transformation of Tom into Tanya, each strip of wax pulling me further away from my old self.

I contemplated letting my hair grow out a bit more. The wigs I'd been wearing as Tanya suggested that a longer hairstyle might suit the shape of my face better. Luna's advice about tweezing my eyebrows also echoed in my mind, a reminder of the subtle changes I was considering to maintain my dual life more seamlessly.

The phone was on speaker, Luna's voice bubbling with excitement from the other line.

"I told you, darling, Douglas is putty in Tanya's hands. You're doing amazing!"

Just as I was about to respond, a knock at the door startled me. Panic set in. "Just a second!" I called out, frantically hiding the waxing strips and skin care products under the sink. The last thing I needed was for AB to stumble upon my secret stash.

"What is it?" I asked, trying to sound as nonchalant as possible while wiping off the face mask with a towel.

"Tom, look!" AB's voice was filled with an excitement I hadn't heard in a long time as he showed me his phone.

"Bryan is inviting me to his birthday party!"

The news hit me like a wave of relief and joy. The plan was working.

"That's great, AB! Is Bryan still, you know, being mean to you?" I asked, my voice laced with cautious optimism.

"No, he's been awfully nice to me lately. It's like he's a different person," he replied, his words confirming the impact of my efforts.

I leaned against the bathroom door, a smile spreading across my face. The sacrifices, the secrets, the dual lives—it was all beginning to pay off. AB was smiling again, feeling included and valued, and that was all I had ever wanted.

“That’s great!” I said as he walked away—giggling in excitement.

Luna, still on the line, overheard our conversation. "See? You're not just changing your brother's world; you're changing yours too. Tanya's not just a disguise; she's a hero."

As I hung up the phone, the weight of Luna's words settled on me. Tanya had started as a means to an end, but she was becoming so much more. She was a symbol of change, of courage, and of the lengths we go to for the ones we love.
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Two days later, working behind the counter at Dolcenelli, I was lost in a discussion with Marco about the latest fashion trends, when my phone buzzed with an incoming text from Douglas. It was an invitation for Bryan's birthday party—for Tanya. A wave of panic washed over me. AB didn't know about Tanya, and the thought of keeping up the disguise in such a personal setting had my stomach in knots.

"What the..." I muttered under my breath, my mind racing with possible scenarios and their potential disasters.

Marco leaned in, his curiosity piqued by my sudden change in demeanor.

"What's up? Spill the tea!"

I showed him the text, watching his expression shift from confusion to shock, and then, almost immediately, to gleeful intrigue.

"Oh, honey, you are in a pickle," he said, his voice a mix of sympathy and excitement.

"I can't possibly go as Tanya. AB doesn't know, and I’m sure he’ll recognize me... it's just too risky," I confessed, feeling the weight of my double life more than ever.

Marco, ever the flamboyant strategist, snapped his fingers, a lightbulb moment clearly illuminating his face.

"I've got it! You, or rather Tanya, have an emergency flight! Stewardesses have unpredictable schedules, right?"

I paused, considering the simplicity and brilliance of his suggestion. "That... might actually work," I admitted, a flicker of hope cutting through the fog of my anxiety. Marco's flair for drama, often showcased in his fashion choices and store displays, was proving to be an unexpected asset.

"Like, how do I break the news?" I pondered aloud, the complexities of the situation tying my stomach in knots.

Marco waved a dismissive hand, his confidence infectious.

"Darling, just play up the whole 'duty calls' angle. Make it glamorous, mysterious! He'll be eating out of the palm of your hand."

I couldn't help but smile, despite the absurdity of it all. Marco's enthusiasm and support, not to mention his knack for turning a crisis into a spectacle, were exactly what I needed.

"Okay, I'll do it. I'll text Douglas and play the emergency card the day before Bryan’s birthday," I decided, feeling a mix of relief and apprehension.

As I crafted the message to Douglas saying a fake yes, I couldn't help but marvel at the oddity of my situation. Here I was, juggling identities, relying on fabricated stories to navigate my life, all while folding sweaters and discussing the latest runway trends with Marco.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

LATER THAT NIGHT, under the canopy of a starlit sky, I found myself walking alongside Douglas in the park, the persona of Tanya fully embraced. The air was crisp, carrying with it the scent of autumn leaves and the distant sound of the city. Our footsteps on the gravel path were soft, yet they echoed the significant weight of this unexpected journey.
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Douglas, in a rare moment of vulnerability, began to open up about his dreams for his son, his voice carrying a mix of hope and uncertainty.

"I want Bryan to grow up knowing that he can be anything, do anything. It's not just about success; it's about being happy, being kind, understanding the world around him."

His words resonated deeply with me, mirroring the very dreams I held for Abraham. It was a surreal moment, realizing how closely our hopes for those we loved aligned.

"I... I share that dream," I found myself saying, the words slipping out with an honesty that surprised even me. "For my brother, I mean. I want him to live in a world where he feels loved, supported, and free to pursue whatever brings him joy."

The park around us felt alive, the rustling of the leaves and the distant laughter of strangers providing a backdrop to our intimate conversation. Douglas stopped walking, turning to face me, his eyes reflecting the soft glow of the street lamps.

"Tanya, I... I hope you can be a part of that life. Part of our lives," he said, his voice tinged with a hopefulness that made my heart skip a beat.

For a moment, I was caught off guard, the lines between Tom and Tanya blurring more than ever. Here was Douglas, opening his heart, seeing in Tanya a potential partner in the journey of raising his son. And here I was, trapped in a web of my own making, touched by his words yet unable to fully embrace them.

"It would be an honor," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper, the words carrying a weight far heavier than Douglas could imagine.
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As we resumed our walk, the conversation shifted to lighter topics, but the depth of our earlier exchange lingered in the air between us. Douglas shared stories of Bryan's childhood, his challenges and triumphs, each tale painting a picture of a father's love that knew no bounds.

Under the soft luminescence of the park's scattered lights, Douglas and I paused beside an ancient tree, its branches a testament to countless whispered secrets and stolen moments. The air around us was cool, tinged with the earthy scent of autumn, carrying the distant echo of the city's heartbeat.

His gaze, intense yet gentle, fell upon me, and with a tenderness that caught me off guard, he reached out to caress my face.

"You're beautiful, Tanya," he murmured, his voice a soft melody in the quiet night.

A flurry of butterflies erupted in my stomach, a sensation so foreign yet intoxicating. It wasn't just the compliment but the sincerity behind it.

Around Douglas, I felt seen, not just as Tanya but as a person worthy of affection and attention. It was a feeling I couldn't fully understand, given my supposed indifference to men. Yet, there was something undeniably different about Douglas, something that made me cherish the person I became in his presence.

As he leaned in, his lips met mine in a kiss that was tentative at first, then more assured. My initial reaction was to pull back, a wave of panic and confusion flooding through me. "What," he whispered, his breath mingling with mine, a question hanging in the space between us.

"I'm not ready," I stammered, my voice a mix of fear and longing.
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"I don't want you to do something you'll regret."

His eyes searched mine, his next words sending a shock through my very core.

"I know what you are, Tanya. And I don't care," he said, leaning in once more, his lips finding mine in a kiss that was both a question and an answer.

The kiss was my first with a man, a cascade of sensations that overwhelmed my senses. His lips were soft, yet insistent, and as I allowed myself to melt into the embrace, I found a part of me that yearned for this connection, this acceptance. It was a moment of vulnerability and strength, a fusion of fear and desire.

When he pulled away, Douglas whispered, "I know you're trans."

"Yes," I replied, the lie slipping out almost reflexively.

Deep inside, a turmoil raged—was Tanya just a disguise, or was she a part of me I could no longer deny?

In that moment, however, his words wrapped around me like a warm blanket, offering acceptance and appreciation I hadn't known I craved.

As we stood there, under the watchful eye of the ancient tree, the world around us faded into a blur. Douglas had seen through the facade, not to the truth of my identity but to the essence of the person I had become in his eyes. And at that moment, acceptance and fear, truth and deception, all melded into a single, indescribable feeling of being truly seen.

Walking home that night, the city's noises a distant hum, I was left to ponder the complexities of identity, attraction, and the unexpected paths to finding acceptance. Douglas's kiss had awakened something within me, a realization that the lines between Tom and Tanya, between disguise and reality, were more blurred than I had ever imagined.


Chapter 12

∞∞∞

THE FOLLOWING DAY, ensconced in the quiet lull of Dolcenelli, where the air was filled with the soft scent of luxury fabrics and the distant hum of the city outside, I found myself in an unusual conference with Luna Sparkles and Marco. It was a slow day, the store bathed in the gentle light of the afternoon sun, casting long, lazy shadows across the polished floors.

"I... I think I might be in love with Douglas," I confessed, the words feeling both liberating and terrifying as they hung in the air between us.

Luna, ever the embodiment of grace and wisdom, leaned forward, her eyes soft with understanding.

"Darling, that's beautiful... and complicated. But tell me, is it Douglas you're in love with, or the way he sees you as Tanya?"

Marco, flamboyantly perched on a display table, chimed in, "Yeah, and are you falling for the guy, or for the way you feel when you're Tanya?"

Their questions pierced through the fog of my emotions, grounding me.

"I... I don't know," I admitted. "As Tanya, I feel confident, happy, like I'm finally seeing the world in full color. But I'm not sure if I'm trans or just... just caught up in the moment."

Luna reached out, her hand brushing mine in a gesture of support.

"Sweetheart, identity is a journey, not a destination. Whether you're trans or not, what matters most is finding your truth, embracing the happiness you've discovered."

Marco nodded, his usual playful demeanor giving way to earnest sincerity.

"And let's not forget, you've crafted Tanya out of necessity, but maybe she's more you than you realized. Regardless, we're here for you, every step of the way."

Their words wrapped around me like a warm embrace, offering comfort amid the chaos of my thoughts.

"But what about Douglas?" I pressed, the weight of my burgeoning feelings heavy on my heart.

"He thinks I'm trans, and I didn't correct him. I'm scared of losing this... whatever it is we have."

Luna's gaze was steady, her voice firm.
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"Then maybe it's time for a conversation with Douglas. Honesty, even when it's hard, is the foundation of any relationship. He deserves the truth, and so do you."

Marco hopped off the table, his usual exuberance returning. "And no matter what happens, you've got us. Plus, you've already conquered the world as Tanya; how hard can one little chat be?"

"But what about AB? And Bryan? It's all just too complicated," I voiced out, my concern spilling over. The thought of unraveling the intricate web I had woven, especially where it concerned my brother and his newfound peace, weighed heavily on me.

Luna fixed me with a look that managed to be both reassuring and serious.

"Tanya, or Tom, this journey you're on... it's about discovering who you truly are. You've been given a unique opportunity to explore aspects of yourself that many never even dream of."

She leaned in closer, her voice soft but firm. "I think you should consider seeing a gender therapist. They're experts in helping people navigate these waters, understand their feelings, and make sense of their identity."

The suggestion resonated with me, the idea of speaking to someone who could help me untangle my thoughts and feelings about my gender identity felt like a beacon in the fog.

"And don't worry too much about AB or Bryan right now," she continued, her tone gentle yet insistent. "Your identity, who you are at your core, is your right. It's not about making things easier for everyone else. It's about being true to yourself."

Her words, spoken with such conviction and understanding, cut through the cacophony of doubts in my mind. For so long, I had been preoccupied with protecting AB, with the facade of Tanya, that I hadn't fully considered what it meant for me, for my own identity.

"I... I guess you're right," I admitted, feeling a mix of apprehension and relief at the thought of seeking professional guidance.

"I've been so focused on everyone else, I've neglected to really think about what all of this means for me."

She smiled, a warm and encouraging expression that made me feel seen and supported.

"It's a big step, but I believe in you. And whatever you decide, whatever you discover about yourself, you're not alone."
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The day after my heart-to-heart with Luna and Marco, I found myself in the uncharted territory of a gender specialist's office, my nerves frayed at the edges. The lobby was a calming palette of soft blues and greens, a stark contrast to the turmoil brewing inside me.

A gentle, floral scent lingered in the air, and the muffled sounds of the city outside seemed miles away. Despite the tranquility of the environment, my heart raced, a steady drumbeat of apprehension and anticipation.

Before the session could start, I remembered the looming obligation—Bryan's birthday celebration, a fake commitment I had made to Douglas. The weight of the impending appointment pressed down on me, forcing my hand.

Pulling out my phone, I crafted a message to Douglas, the words feeling heavier with each tap on the screen. 'I'm terribly sorry, Douglas, I can't make it to Bryan's birthday. An emergency flight has come up, and I have to go. Duty calls.' Sending the message, I felt a twinge of guilt for the lie, but it was a necessary evasion.

No sooner had I sent the message—the gender specialist, Dr. Jensen, beckoned me into her office.

“Johnson?”

The space was warm and inviting, with bookshelves lined with texts on psychology and gender studies, and a large window that bathed the room in natural light.

"Thank you for seeing me on such short notice," I began, my voice betraying the nervous energy I was trying to contain.

Dr. Jensen was one of the top gender specialists in the city and I thought that she would come off as a strong character. But her office’s warmth enveloped me, creating a safe haven for the tumult of thoughts and emotions swirling within me.

She had a way of making the vast expanse of her office feel intimate, a private cocoon where the outside world's noise and demands faded into the background.

"I’ve read your file and I must say that your case is quite rare. So, tell me," Dr. Jensen began, her voice calm and inviting, "what prompted you to create Tanya?"

I hesitated, collecting my thoughts. "It started as a way to protect my brother, to confront someone causing him harm without putting myself at direct risk. But... it's become something more," I confessed, feeling the weight of my words.

"And how does being Tanya make you feel?" she probed gently, her pen poised above a notepad, though her focus remained entirely on me.

The question was simple, but it opened the floodgates. I poured out everything—the creation of Tanya, the interactions with Douglas, the complex emotions that had arisen from living a dual life, and the confusion about my own gender identity that these experiences had unearthed.

"Empowered, confident, alive," I said, surprising even myself with the clarity of my response. "As Tom, I've always felt like I was in the background, but as Tanya, I'm seen. It's intoxicating."

Dr. Jensen nodded thoughtfully. "It's not uncommon for people to discover new facets of themselves through experiences like yours. Do you feel that Tanya is a reflection of who you might truly be, or is she just a role you're playing?"

The question caught me off guard, forcing me to confront a truth I had skirted around. "I... I don't know," I admitted. "I thought she was just a role, but now, I'm not so sure. There's a part of me that feels more genuine when I'm her, and it's confusing."

She leaned forward, slightly disheveling her bun—her expression one of understanding.

"It's okay to be confused. Gender identity can be fluid, and it's a deeply personal journey. Have you thought about where you might fit on that spectrum, or is this the first time you're allowing yourself to explore these feelings?"

"It's the first time," I said, feeling a vulnerability I hadn't anticipated. "I've never allowed myself to think beyond male and female, but now, I'm questioning everything I thought I knew about myself."

As I spoke, Dr. Jensen listened intently, her presence a grounding force in the whirlwind of my revelations. The conversation meandered through topics I had never dared to explore aloud, from the performative aspects of gender to the deeper, more intrinsic questions of identity and self-perception.

Throughout the session, I found myself fluctuating between Tom and Tanya, between the person I had always been and the persona I had created. Dr. Jensen's insights were both enlightening and challenging, pushing me to consider not just the immediate dilemma of Bryan's birthday and Douglas's expectations, but the broader, more profound journey of understanding who I was beyond the labels and expectations.

Soon, she offered a reassuring smile. "Exploring your gender identity is a brave step, and it's okay to take your time to understand your feelings. There's no rush to find a label or define yourself in a specific way. What's important is that you find a path that feels right for you."

The rest of our session flowed in a similar vein, Dr. Jensen guiding me through a labyrinth of questions and reflections that challenged me to look deeper into my own psyche. We discussed the concept of gender dysphoria, the difference between gender identity and sexual orientation, and the importance of self-acceptance in the journey towards understanding oneself.

As the session drew to a close, Dr. Jensen offered one final piece of advice.
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"Your journey is yours alone, but remember, you're not walking it by yourself. There are communities and professionals ready to support you. And whether you continue as Tom, Tanya, or someone new entirely, the most important thing is that you remain true to yourself."

As Dr. Jensen and I were winding down our session with some lighter conversation, a momentary reprieve from the heavy topics we'd been navigating, my phone erupted into a cacophony of vibrations and ringing. Glancing at the caller ID, my heart sank—it was AB.

Excusing myself, I answered the call, the cheerful ambiance of the room suddenly feeling miles away.

"Hey, AB, what's up?"

"How could you do this to me!?" His voice was a cocktail of anger and betrayal, so raw and pained that it struck me like a physical blow.

"AB, what are you talking about? Talk to me," I pleaded, confusion and concern wrestling within me.

But he didn't answer; the line went dead, leaving me clutching a silent phone and a heart full of dread. I tried calling back, desperation clawing at me, but he wouldn't answer. Each unanswered call felt like a tightening noose of panic around my neck.

Dr. Jensen's voice broke through my turmoil. "What's wrong?"

I stood up abruptly, the chair scraping against the floor in my haste.

"I have to go. I need to find my brother," I said, my voice barely above a whisper, my mind racing with worst-case scenarios.

Rushing out of the office, I could feel my heart pounding against my ribcage, each beat a loud echo in the quiet of the building's hallway. The outside world hit me with a rush of sensory overload—the blaring horns of city traffic, the muffled conversations of pedestrians, and the sharp scent of exhaust fumes.
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I ran to the nearest bus stop, my breaths coming in short, ragged gasps. As I waited for the next bus, I dialed Douglas's number, my fingers trembling with a mix of fear and cold.

"Hey babe," Douglas answered, his voice a soothing balm in the chaos of my emotions.

Forcing a calm I didn't feel, I replied, "Hey. Is...is AB still at the party?"

There was a brief pause. "No, he went home around 30 minutes ago. Is everything okay?"

"Yeah, thanks," I lied, the words tasting like ash in my mouth. I hung up, my mind racing with possibilities.

The bus arrived, and I boarded it, each stop feeling agonizingly slow as I made my way back home to AB. My thoughts were a tangled mess, fear for my brother intertwining with confusion over his anger.

What had happened to elicit such a response from him?

And more importantly, how could I fix it?

As the bus trundled along, the city passing by in a blur of lights and shadows, I felt a deep, unsettling fear that whatever awaited me at home, whatever had caused AB's distress… wasn’t serious.


Chapter 13

∞∞∞

AS THE BUS NEARED our neighborhood, I felt a sense of urgency pulsating through me. With deft, practiced movements, I began to erase the traces of Tanya from my appearance. The makeup wipes felt cool against my skin, each swipe removing layers of my disguise.
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The wig, once a crown of confidence, now felt like a heavy secret as I tucked it away in my bag. Underneath it all, I wore a simple jacket and jeans, thankfully unisex enough not to draw attention. My heart was racing, not just from the fear of being caught but from the impending confrontation with AB.

Stepping off the bus, the evening air felt chilly against my now-bare face. The neighborhood was quiet, the familiar sights and sounds offering no comfort tonight. My steps quickened as I approached our house, a sense of dread building with each step.

When I entered, the house was eerily silent. I called out for AB, but there was no response. The silence was broken by a rustling sound coming from my room. My stomach dropped. Hastening to my room, I found AB, his back to me, rummaging through my things.

"What's all of this?" he demanded, holding up some of my feminine items, his voice a mixture of confusion and accusation.

"I can explain," I stammered, my mind racing to formulate a response that would somehow make sense of the chaos.

AB whirled around, his eyes flashing with anger and hurt. "No, Bryan told me that his dad has a new girlfriend named Tanya and showed me their picture together. And that's you in a wig!"

The words hit me like a physical blow. Flabbergasted, I struggled to find words, any words, that could explain the tangled web I had woven. The room felt stifling, the walls closing in as the reality of my actions and their implications for AB and me came crashing down.

AB was relentless, his betrayal and confusion pushing him to demand answers I wasn't sure I had.
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"Why, Tom? Why would you do this?"

The question hung heavy in the air between us. How could I make him see that every lie, every deception, was born out of love and desperation to protect him? How could I explain that Tanya was turning out to not just be a disguise, but a part of me I was still trying to understand?

At that moment, I realized the full weight of my choices, the intricate dance between truth and deception, and the fine line I had been walking. AB, the person I had been trying to protect, was now the one most hurt by my actions.

"I...I thought I was helping," I finally managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I thought I could make things better for you, but I never meant to hurt you or lie to you. Not really."

The room was thick with tension, the silence between us heavy with unspoken words and unresolved emotions. I stood there, vulnerable and exposed, not as Tanya, but as Tom, facing the consequences of a journey that had taken me farther from home than I ever intended.

AB's question hung in the air, stark and loaded, "Are you gay?" It was a query born out of confusion and the tangled mess of emotions we were both wading through.

"No," I replied, the word slipping out more as a reflex than a definitive answer. The truth was, the question of my sexuality felt irrelevant in the face of the larger identity crisis I was grappling with.

AB's brow furrowed, his young mind trying to piece together a puzzle that I myself hadn't solved. "Then what are you?" he asked, his voice laced with both curiosity and concern.

"I don't know what I am," I admitted, feeling the weight of my own uncertainty. "I'm still trying to figure it out." The admission felt like a confession, a baring of my soul in a way I hadn't expected to, especially not to AB.

Sensing his confusion, I took a deep breath and tried to explain the genesis of Tanya, how what started as a protective guise to infiltrate Douglas's world and safeguard AB from Bryan's bullying had spiraled into something far more complex.

"I only did it to protect you at first, to manipulate Douglas into disciplining Bryan," I said, hoping my words would bridge the gap between us.

As the conversation unfolded, I saw a myriad of emotions play across AB's face—confusion, realization, and then, unexpectedly, understanding.

When I finished, there was a moment of silence, heavy with everything that had been said and unsaid.

Then, to my surprise, AB's eyes filled with tears, and he stepped forward to wrap me in a hug.

"I don't care whatever you are, you're my family," he said, his voice muffled against my shoulder. The embrace, so simple yet so profound, broke down the last of the barriers I had erected around my heart.

"But what you're doing to Bryan's dad is wrong," he continued, pulling back to look me in the eyes. His words were gentle but firm, a reminder of the moral compass that guided him.

"You should tell him the truth about using him."

His encouragement to come clean with Douglas was a bitter pill to swallow, but I knew he was right. The deception, no matter how well-intentioned it had begun, had spiraled into something that could hurt more people than it helped.
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Left alone in my bedroom after AB's departure, I found myself crying, a rare and cathartic release. The tears weren't just for the complexities of my situation with Douglas or the fear of what lay ahead. They were for the journey I was on, the discovery of who I was beneath the layers of Tom and Tanya, and the realization that no matter where that journey took me, I had AB's unconditional support.

The night stretched long and silent around me, a canvas for my thoughts and fears. Contemplating the truth I would eventually have to face—not just with Douglas but with myself—was daunting.

Yet, in the echo of AB's words, I found a glimmer of hope, a reminder that authenticity and honesty, though painful, were the only paths forward. The road ahead was uncertain, but for the first time, I felt ready to walk it, knowing I had AB by my side.


Chapter 14

∞∞∞

THE NEXT SATURDAY found me standing in my room, the photo of my parents in my hands, their smiles frozen in time yet radiating warmth and love. It was moments like these, suspended between the past and the uncertain future, that I found myself seeking their silent counsel. The room was quiet, save for the soft rustling of fabric as I moved, the scent of my perfume mingling with the lingering presence of their memory.

Dressed in a red dress that clung to every curve I had artfully created, I felt a surge of confidence buoyed by AB's acceptance. The dress, vibrant and daring, felt like a declaration of intent, a symbol of the bold steps I was about to take. My makeup, carefully applied, enhanced the determination in my eyes, the red lipstick a mirror of the courage I was summoning.
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Yet, beneath the surface confidence, nerves fluttered like caged birds within my chest. Today, I was about to do something monumental, a decision that had weighed heavily on my heart and mind since my conversation with AB.

As I placed the photo back on my dresser, my reflection stared back at me from the mirror, a blend of Tom and Tanya, of past choices and future promises. The room around me felt charged with the energy of impending change, the air thick with the scent of possibility and the faint, underlying note of fear.

My hands, adorned with rings that caught the light with every movement, trembled slightly, betraying the turmoil that lay beneath my poised exterior. I took a deep breath, the taste of anticipation bitter on my tongue, and steadied my resolve.

The sound of my heels clicking against the floor as I paced the room was a steady drumbeat, a reminder of the journey I had embarked upon and the path that still lay ahead. The texture of the dress against my skin, the weight of the makeup on my face, and the scent of my perfume were all anchors, grounding me in the present moment, in the reality of the choice I was about to make.

In the silence of the room, with only my thoughts for company, I allowed myself a moment of vulnerability, a brief acknowledgment of the fear and doubt that shadowed my determination. But as I looked once more at my reflection, at the person I had become and the person I was still discovering, a sense of peace settled over me.

Today, I would face my fears head-on, armed with the love and acceptance of my brother, the silent strength of my parents' memory, and the undeniable truth of my own heart. Today, I would take a step that could alter the course of my life forever, and despite the swirling emotions that threatened to overwhelm me, I knew it was a step I needed to take.
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Later that day, the moment I stepped into the PTA meeting as Tanya, the atmosphere shifted palpably. The room, filled with the buzz of conversation and the scent of freshly brewed coffee, seemed to pause, every pair of eyes briefly turning my way. The men's gazes lingered, a mix of admiration and curiosity, while the moms offered less welcoming looks, their side-eyes sharp as knives.

Douglas was there, standing at the front with a stack of flyers in his hand, his presence a beacon amidst the sea of judgmental glances. He caught sight of me and smiled, a gesture that sent a wave of conflicting emotions crashing through me.

He was about to discuss the upcoming Bingo Bonanza event, a fundraiser for the school's play, his enthusiasm for the project evident even from a distance.

My heart pounded against my ribcage, a staccato rhythm that mirrored my escalating nerves. 'I might lose him,' the thought echoed in my mind, a relentless whisper that threatened to drown out the noise of the room. The thought of revealing the truth to Douglas, of shattering the illusion of Tanya, was terrifying. Yet, the weight of the secret I carried was becoming too heavy to bear alone.

The texture of the chair beneath me felt rough against my skin as I took a seat, trying to appear composed. The air was thick with anticipation, and the soft murmur of voices around me felt distant, as if I were hearing them from underwater.

My fingers gripped the fabric of my dress, the material a tangible reminder of the persona I had crafted so carefully, now at risk of unraveling.

As Douglas began his presentation, his voice confident and engaging, I couldn't help but admire the passion he poured into every word. He spoke of community, of coming together for a common cause, and the irony of my situation was not lost on me. Here I was, about to disrupt the very sense of community he was striving to build.

The flavor of the coffee I had accepted on entering now tasted bitter on my tongue, each sip a reminder of the impending confession. The light from the overhead projector cast shadows across the room, turning the mundane setting into a stage for the drama about to unfold.

With every minute that passed, my resolve wavered and then strengthened, a cycle of doubt and determination that left me mentally exhausted. I rehearsed the words in my mind, each iteration sounding more absurd than the last.

How could I explain how Tanya came to life?

How could I justify the deception, the lies, the manipulation, even if it was done with the best intentions?

Douglas's presentation drew to a close, and the room erupted into polite applause. It was now or never. As the crowd began to disperse, moving towards the refreshment table or clustering in small groups to chat, I knew my moment had come.

Standing, I felt the room tilt slightly, the sensation of stepping off a cliff and into the unknown. My steps toward Douglas were automatic, propelled by a force beyond my control. My heart was a drumbeat of fear and hope, love and loss, as I prepared to reveal the truth and face the consequences, whatever they may be.

As he leaned in, the anticipation of a kiss hanging in the air between us, the reality of the crowded room snapped me back to the present. "Not in front of these people," I whispered urgently, a plea laced with a storm of emotions. "I have something to tell you."
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Understanding, or perhaps sensing the gravity of what I was about to reveal, he nodded. He took my hand, leading me with a gentle firmness to the back room, away from the prying eyes and the buzzing atmosphere of the PTA meeting.

The room was starkly quiet in contrast, the only sound our synchronized breathing and the distant, muffled voices from the meeting. The air felt cooler here, carrying a sense of solitude that both comforted and intimidated me.

"I need to tell you something important," I started, my voice barely above a whisper. The words felt heavy, laden with the weight of my truth.

He looked at me, his eyes soft, encouraging. "Anything," he urged gently.

I took a deep breath, the air in the room seeming to still around us.

"The person you know as Tanya... it's a facade, a role I created," I confessed, the words tumbling out in a rush. "I did it to persuade you… to protect my brother from bullying. But it became more complicated than I ever imagined."

His expression remained unreadable, his silence a void that widened with each second.

"And," I continued, my heart in my throat, "in the process, I've been questioning a lot about myself, my identity... I'm not even sure where I fit anymore. But one thing I am sure of," I paused, locking eyes with him, "is how I feel about you."

The room was charged with my admission, every word hanging between us like a delicate thread.

He stepped closer, his presence a warmth in the cool room.

"You're saying you created Tanya... for your brother?" His voice was a mix of surprise and something deeper, a dawning understanding.

"Yes," I admitted, feeling the walls I'd built around myself beginning to crumble. "And now, I'm scared. Scared of losing you, scared of not knowing who I am without Tanya."

I braced myself for anger, for disappointment, for the end of whatever it was that had blossomed between us. But it never came. Instead, Douglas reached out, his touch gentle as he wiped the tears that had unknowingly started to fall from my eyes.

"I would've done the same for my son," he said, his voice carrying a weight of understanding, of unconditional acceptance that I hadn't dared to hope for.

"I love you for who you are, not for who you pretend to be. Tanya, Tom... it doesn't change how I feel."

"But I lied to you," I whispered, the guilt a heavy cloak around my shoulders.

He smiled, a warmth that reached his eyes.

"We all wear masks, in one way or another. Yours was just a little more literal. What matters is your reason, and it's one I can't fault."

"But what about us… your son… your family?" I asked, the vulnerability in my voice raw and exposed.

"I'm still trying to figure out who I am."

He leaned in, his forehead resting against mine. "Then we'll figure it out together. I'm not going anywhere. I love you, and that's not dependent on a label or an identity."
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The simplicity and sincerity of his words were overwhelming, a lifeline in the tumult of my emotions. "I'm scared," I admitted, the truth of my feelings laid bare between us.

"Me too," he confessed, his voice a soft echo of my own fears and hopes. "But I'm also excited. Excited for us, for the journey ahead. We don't have to have all the answers now. We just need to be honest and open with each other."

As he pulled me into a gentle kiss, the world outside the room—the doubts, the fears, the uncertainties—melted away. In that moment, there was only us, Douglas and me, embarking on a path of discovery, together. The kiss was a promise, a vow of mutual support and love, regardless of the challenges ahead.

Pulling back, Douglas grinned, his hand still cradling my face. "Now, let's go face the world, together.”


Epilogue

∞∞∞

SIX MONTHS HAD PASSED since the day I unveiled the truth to Douglas, a period marked by profound transformation and introspection. My journey with Dr. Jensen continued, a therapeutic exploration that had guided me through the initial stages of my transition.

Three months ago, with her support and comprehensive care, I started hormone therapy, a step that felt both monumental and incredibly right.

The changes in my body were subtle yet unmistakable. My skin had become clearer, softer, reflecting the inner peace I was starting to find. My features seemed to soften, rounding out in a way that felt more authentic, more me. And yes, the tenderness in my breasts was a constant, albeit gentle, reminder of the path I had chosen.

AB had embraced my identity with an acceptance that warmed my heart. His resilience and love had been a beacon of support, proving that family isn't just about blood; it's about understanding and unconditional love.

Douglas, ever my rock, was beside me through every step, his happiness for me mirroring my own. His encouragement and love had made this journey less daunting, transforming it into a shared adventure.
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Today, we were in Douglas's car, a comfortable space filled with the soft hum of the engine and the faint scent of his cologne, mixed with a hint of my own floral perfume. The atmosphere was light, tinged with anticipation as we headed to pick up Bryan and AB from school. They had formed a bond that defied the odds, the proof of the healing and unity our families had experienced.

Douglas had mentioned a surprise, something about showing us a property he'd recently acquired. As a real estate broker, his excitement about this particular piece of real estate had been palpable, infectious even.

As we pulled up to the school, the kids' laughter and chatter filled the car, a soundtrack of joy and youthful energy.

“How far is the new house, Dad?” Bryan asked.

“Not too far,” Douglas said—his face beaming.

The drive to the property was filled with playful banter and shared looks of affection between Douglas and me, a silent communication that spoke volumes.

Arriving at the property, the sight that greeted us was breathtaking—a spacious, inviting home nestled in a serene, picturesque setting. It was more than just a house; it was a promise of new beginnings, of a future we could build together.

As we explored the rooms, each space felt like a piece of a dream coming together, a dream of family, love, and belonging. The kids' excitement was palpable, their imagination already filling the rooms with memories yet to be made.

Then, in a moment that felt suspended in time, Douglas turned to me, a soft smile playing on his lips. In his hand was a small, velvet box. My heart stopped, anticipation coiling tight within me.

"Tanya," he began, his voice steady yet filled with emotion, "these past months have been the happiest of my life. You've shown me what true courage and love look like. I want us to build our future together, here, in this home, as a family."

He opened the box to reveal a ring, simple yet elegant, a symbol of his commitment and love. "Will you marry me?" he asked, the words a gentle whisper that seemed to echo in the vastness of the moment.
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Tears welled in my eyes, not of fear or uncertainty, but of overwhelming joy and love. "Yes," I whispered back, the word a vow, a promise of a shared future.

As he slipped the ring onto my finger, the kids cheered, their voices a jubilant chorus that filled the space around us. Douglas handed me a spare key, its weight in my palm a tangible reminder of the reality of our new life together.

In that moment, standing in our future home, surrounded by the love of our family, I felt a profound sense of belonging. The journey here hadn't been easy, but it had led me to this point, to a place of love, acceptance, and the promise of a beautiful life ahead.
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As we looked out at the setting sun, the warm glow illuminating our faces, I realized that this was just the beginning. Together, as a family, we were ready to face whatever came our way, bound by love, strengthened by our journey, and eager to build a future filled with endless possibilities.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy He’s A Lady? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Chronicles.

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

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

But then, as I was cleaning the master bedroom, I couldn’t help but try my late mother’s clothes—from her stockings, intimates, skirts, blouses, and down to her dresses. Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.

Story 2 – Female ID

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

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

Story 3 – In The Navy

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

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

Story 4 – Cheerleader By Chance

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

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

Story 5 – The Secretary

It all started with the Mayor’s weird foot fetish. However, it didn’t end there. Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes.

He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.

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

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

Read Feminization Chronicles

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“I was an inch close to ending it all until he showed me that there was more to life… the beautiful life that I didn’t know I deserved.”

Read Tender Loving Care


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!

[image: A person in a pink corset  Description automatically generated]

	[image: A person with long hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person sitting on a bench holding a lantern  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in red dresses  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person in a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a white lingerie  Description automatically generated]


[image: A cartoon of a person lying down  Description automatically generated]


Custom Story

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

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

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

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

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and He’s A Lady – A Deceitful Feminization Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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