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Introduction

"He said that he was my soulmate and that I’m a divine feminine on the inside. What a weirdo."

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

∞∞∞

I’d once been a confident womanizer who treated love like a game. But everything changed the day I met him, a stranger who seemed to know me better than I knew myself. There was something about him—something otherworldly, something cosmic—and like he wasn’t from this world.

He’d come to guide me, to awaken parts of myself I’d buried, parts I hadn’t dared to see. Something told me I knew him, but I couldn’t help but wonder… why this weird guy wanted me to dress all girly.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to My Girly Destiny.


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

∞∞∞

I LEANED BACK in the booth, savoring that last sip of my gin and tonic, letting Fino and Gus sweat it out a little. They both had that eager look on their faces, waiting for me to make a move. They lived for this. It was the same story every time we hit the bars together: I’d pick a target, work my magic, and they’d sit back, soaking it up like I was some kind of god.

And, honestly, I didn’t mind putting on a show.

"Alright, Mr. Smooth," Fino said, nudging me with that goofy grin. "See that one over by the bar? The one in red?"

I followed his gaze and spotted her. I didn’t even need a second look. Even from across the room, I could tell she was the real deal. Red dress, tall heels, and enough hair for a shampoo commercial. She had this classy-but-dangerous vibe that screamed trouble, and I was more than ready for it.

"Bet you can’t get her number," Fino added, clearly baiting me. Gus snorted, then went on to throw in a five-dollar bill like it was a foregone conclusion that I’d fail.

I rolled my eyes, smirking. “Five bucks? What am I, a charity case? I’ll tell you what: I’ll get her to leave with me, and you both can take your cash and buy yourselves a lesson in confidence.”

Gus snorted, shaking his head. “Heath, one day, some woman’s gonna show you up. Then maybe you’ll stop acting like God’s gift to women.”

I just grinned, gave them a mock salute, and made my way toward her. The place was packed, music thumping, lights low. Perfect conditions for the night’s main event. I was feeling that energy buzzing through me, like it always did, the thrill of knowing I could have anyone I wanted. And I knew I wanted her.

I slid into the space next to her, leaning against the bar like I had all the time in the world. She glanced my way, then went back to her drink, her perfectly manicured fingers curling around the glass.
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"Drinking alone?" I asked, my voice just loud enough to cut through the noise but casual enough to keep her guessing.

She turned, looked me up and down with a hint of something like amusement mixed with boredom, like she’d seen this move a thousand times before. "Does that line ever work for you?" she asked, not even trying to hide the skepticism.

I shrugged, giving her my best grin. “Guess you’ll have to let me know in a few minutes.”

She snorted, but I saw the spark there. A tiny crack in her armor. A challenge. She was used to brushing off guys, and I could tell she was trying to figure me out, decide if I was just another one to brush off or something more interesting. I liked keeping her guessing, throwing out a few lines that felt like they meant something but were really just part of the game.

“You always play hard to get?” I asked, leaning in, a little closer than before. She smelled like vanilla and spice, a mix that made me dizzy for a second.

“Only with guys who think they’ve got it all figured out,” she shot back, raising her eyebrow.

“Oh, trust me,” I said, letting a bit of that cocky edge slip through, “figuring you out is all part of the fun.”

We traded a few more lines, and I could feel her defenses coming down, little by little. A few jokes, a couple of half-compliments, and I had her laughing, leaning toward me. The thrill of reeling her in hit me, the rush of knowing she was falling for it, letting her guard down. Before long, she was relaxed, smiling at me in a way that said she was into it.

Somehow, we ended up on the dance floor. I don’t even remember how it happened. All I know is that one minute, we were talking, and the next, my hands were on her hips, and she was moving against me like it was what she’d wanted all along. I held her close, felt her relax into me, let her sway and press into me, and I knew right then that she was mine for the night.

When we finally made it back to my place, she practically tackled me, her nails digging into my back, her mouth hot against my neck. I don’t remember half of what we said or did; I just remember that feeling of her wrapped around me, completely under my spell. By the time we were done, she lay next to me, catching her breath, looking a little dazed.

“That was amazing,” she let out.

I gave her half a smile and gently squeezed her arm. That’s when the routine kicked in. I leaned back, threw one arm up behind my head, letting the silence linger a little. She was staring at me, and I could see the gears turning in her head, the way she was trying to figure out if I was worth a second round or just another guy she’d forget.

I reached for my phone, glancing at the screen as if I had something to do, something important, and gave her the half-shrug, the one that said she could stay if she wanted, but I wasn’t going to make it easy. “Early meeting,” I murmured, making sure to sound just tired enough, like I’d loved every second but had other priorities.

“I knew it. Guys like you will never change.”

I pretended to care but not enough for her to come back to bed with me. She rolled her eyes, clearly unimpressed, but she started gathering her things. There’s always that moment, right before they leave, where you can tell they’ve got you figured out, even if just a little. She shot me a final glare, threw her bag over her shoulder, and slammed the door behind her.

“Women…” I let out.

I just lay there, grinning up at the ceiling. There was something satisfying about the silence that followed, the sense of being alone again, but with that lingering scent of her perfume in the air. This was what I lived for: the thrill, the chase, and that sweet, private satisfaction that came after.
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Eventually, I got up, tossed on a pair of boxers, and wandered out to the balcony. The city buzzed below me, all those tiny lights, those distant sounds, like some big machine humming along, just for me. I lit up a cigarette, inhaling, letting that familiar sense of power and freedom wash over me.

But then I saw him. Standing under the streetlamp, looking right up at my balcony. He had this weird, quiet presence, like he was waiting for something. Dressed sharp, face shadowed, and something about him was… off. Too polished, too perfect, like he didn’t belong out there with everyone else.

I squinted, trying to get a better look. He was my age, maybe younger, with this sharp, chiseled look that seemed almost… unreal. He didn’t move, didn’t break eye contact. Just stood there, calm as anything, watching me.

I took another drag off my cigarette, trying to shake it off, but there was something about him that stuck with me. It was like he’d been waiting for me, like he knew I’d step out onto that balcony right at this second. I shook my head, laughing at myself. Probably some random guy who got lost or someone waiting for an Uber.

But then he smiled. A slow, knowing grin that sent a chill down my spine.

Alright, buddy, I thought, blowing smoke into the air.

Mind your business.

I flicked the cigarette, letting it fall down to the street, and gave him one last look. He was still there, still watching, and I got this sudden, itchy feeling under my skin like I needed to go back inside. I shook it off, turning away and closing the door behind me.

That night, my dreams were weird. And I don’t mean the typical, half-drunk, can’t-remember kind of weird. I mean I was somewhere else, someone else.

I was walking through this crowd, but nothing felt right. People were looking at me, staring at me, and instead of feeling cocky, I felt small. Exposed. I kept reaching up to brush hair out of my face—hair that was long and silky, the kind of hair you’d see on a shampoo ad. I kept walking, stumbling a little on these high heels I was apparently wearing, trying to look confident while I felt a hundred eyes burning into me.

I looked down, and my body was… different. Softer, curvier. I was wearing this tight, black dress that hugged me in ways that made me feel trapped, like I couldn’t breathe. And the heels. I was teetering in these stiletto heels that made every step a challenge, every move feel shaky.

I stopped in front of a store window and caught my reflection. Staring back at me was a woman with dark hair, dressed to kill, but her eyes looked as terrified as I felt. My eyes, but somehow not my eyes.

I tried to reach out, to touch the glass, to understand what I was seeing, but the whole thing went blurry, slipping away like sand through my fingers.

“Hah!” I let out.

I jolted awake, tangled up in my sheets, breathing hard like I’d run a mile. The room was dark and quiet, but that weird feeling from the dream, that strange unease, clung to me like smoke.

It was just a dream, I told myself.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I STRUTTED INTO THE dealership one morning feeling like a million bucks. The weekend had been good to me—great, actually. Nights like those left me buzzing for days, and I was still riding the high. Walking past the rows of polished cars, I could practically see myself reflected in all that shiny metal. This place was my kingdom, and I was the guy who made it all look easy. I’d been raking in sales, stacking up commissions, and my name stayed at the top of the leaderboard.

Just as I was heading toward my desk, Phil, my manager, waved me over with a look that said he had big news. “Heath, got a VIP for you in five minutes. This guy’s serious business, wants the best you can show him. Think you can handle it?”

“Phil,” I grinned, giving him a pat on the back, “I was born ready. Just point him in my direction.” I didn’t need the prep talk; I was the best closer on the team, and we both knew it.

Phil laughed and shook his head. “Yeah, yeah. Just don’t let your ego get in the way, alright? Guy’s already called ahead—wants the fastest ride we’ve got on the lot. No fluff, just speed.”

“Fastest one here,” I said, nodding, but already I was planning how I’d get him hooked on something with a nice big price tag attached. Speed’s great, but you add a little luxury, a few zeroes, and a bit of charm? You can’t go wrong.

A few minutes later, I spotted the guy walking through the lot. He stood out right away, and not just because he was dressed sharp as hell. There was something about him that didn’t match the place—too calm, too collected, like he was walking through his own living room instead of a noisy car lot.

I adjusted my cuffs and made my way over, putting on my best professional smile. “You must be Mr. Hutchinson,” I said, extending my hand.

He looked at my hand for a second, then shook it. His grip was cool, steady, but there was no extra squeeze or effort. Just… calm. “Travis,” he corrected, meeting my eyes. “You’re Heath, right? Aquarius?”

That threw me. “Uh, yeah. That’s me, how did you know?” I said, feeling like he’d just read my high school yearbook or something. Who leads with zodiac signs?

“Wild guess,” he nodded, like he’d just confirmed something, then glanced around the lot. “I’m looking for the fastest car you have. No compromises.”

I grinned, feeling like the universe was handing me a bonus round. “Well, Travis, you’ve come to the right guy. We’ve got a few beauties here that’ll leave your heart racing.” I motioned for him to follow, pulling out my best lines about performance, handling, all that. But he didn’t seem overly impressed by any of it. Just listened, nodding politely, barely reacting.

Eventually, we stopped in front of the top car on the lot—the priciest model, all sleek curves and horsepower for days. I gave it a little tap on the hood, like introducing an old friend. “This baby? She’s everything you could want in speed and style. The ultimate package.”
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He glanced at the car, his expression unreadable. “Is she the fastest?”

I hesitated, just for a split second. There were faster options, but this car was the most expensive one we had. And Travis? He didn’t look like the kind of guy who’d check under the hood himself. “Fastest you’ll find around here,” I said with an easy smile.

Travis studied me for a long second, like he was sizing me up. Then he nodded, pulling out a pen without even a hint of excitement. “Alright. I’ll take it, cash.”

That was all I needed. We went through the paperwork, me chatting away about features, the driving experience, all that stuff. But Travis barely glanced at the papers as he signed. He seemed distracted, his gaze flicking around the lot, as if he wasn’t really there.

Finally, we wrapped it up, and I handed him the keys. “Pleasure doing business with you, Travis. She’s a beauty—you’re gonna love her.”

He took the keys, then looked me over with a hint of a smile. “I’ll be seeing you, Heath,” he said in that calm, quiet way of his. And then he was gone, sliding into the driver’s seat and rolling out of the lot like he’d done it a thousand times before.

Three days later, I was back on the lot, checking inventory, when that same car pulled up. My stomach did a little flip as soon as I saw him step out. Travis was back. Same suit, same perfect hair, same vibe like he was just gliding through the world without a care.

He walked right up to me, not wasting any time. “Heath,” he greeted me, his voice cool.

“Got a moment?”

I kept my smile in place, trying to play it cool. “Of course, Travis. How’s the car treating you?”

He didn’t smile back. He just looked at me, his eyes somehow colder than I remembered. “You sold me the most expensive car,” he said, his tone even, almost too calm. “But not the fastest.”

My stomach dropped. I could feel my face twitch, but I forced the smile to stay. “Well, it’s still one of the best we have. And fast,” I added quickly, feeling like I was talking to an iceberg.

Then his mouth curved into a slight smirk, and his eyes narrowed a little, like he was enjoying watching me squirm. “Interesting choice,” he said, folding his arms. “Though I’m not surprised, given what I know about you.”

“What you know about me?” I echoed, laughing a little too loudly. “I think you’ve got me mixed up with someone else.”

But he shook his head, and that’s when I noticed something that made my skin prickle. He was familiar. Not just from the dealership but from… somewhere else. That’s when it hit me. He was the guy from the other night. The one under the streetlamp, staring up at my building.

I stared at him, trying to keep my cool, but I could feel the shift in my smile, the way it was getting harder to hold steady. Three nights ago, I’d been up on my balcony, cigarette in hand, king of my own world—and there he was, down on the street, just staring up at me like he’d been waiting for me to notice him. I’d told myself it was nothing. Some random guy who just happened to look my way.

But here he was, right in front of me, that same unreadable expression. I could feel the back of my neck start to prickle.

“You were outside my building the other night,” I said, my voice coming out sharper than I’d intended. “Staring up at my place. What’s up with that?”

Travis’s smirk widened, just a little. “Interesting that you remember,” he said, his voice calm and measured, like he hadn’t just been caught acting like a creep.

“Yeah, well, hard to forget when a guy’s giving you the evil eye from the middle of the street.” I crossed my arms, trying to project the same confidence I usually had with customers, but it was slipping, fast. “You wanna tell me what that was about?”

He just looked at me, his eyes bright with something I couldn’t put my finger on. It was like he was amused, or curious, or… I don’t know. Something that felt too intense for a car sale.

“You don’t recognize me, do you?” he asked, his tone soft but somehow heavy. Like he was letting me in on a secret.

I scoffed, trying to shake off the weird tension. “Look, man, I meet a lot of people. You’re just another customer to me.”

His gaze didn’t waver. If anything, it sharpened, like he was studying me under a microscope. “I’m not here by accident, Heath. And you’re not the man you think you are.”

I barked out a laugh, more out of nerves than anything else. “You think you know me? Because you guessed my zodiac sign? Please.”

He tilted his head, the smirk vanishing, replaced by something colder. “You think this life you’re living, the person you are—it’s all by choice?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. This guy was seriously starting to get under my skin. “Look, buddy, I don’t know what kind of game you’re playing here, but I’m not interested. I sold you a car. You wanted the fastest; I gave you the best.”

He gave a soft laugh, but it wasn’t warm. It was almost pitying. “You sold me the most expensive car, Heath. Not the fastest. And we both know why.”

I felt my cheeks heat up, and I straightened, going on the defensive. “It’s a great car. You got what you paid for.”

He held up a hand, stopping me. “I’m not here to argue over a sale. I’m here because I think you need a wake-up call.”

My jaw clenched. Who did this guy think he was? He waltzed into my lot, bought a car, and now he was standing there like he knew me better than I knew myself. I forced a laugh, crossing my arms. “Oh, really? Enlighten me, then.”

He tilted his head, studying me like I was some interesting puzzle. “Meet me for coffee,” he said, ignoring my sarcasm completely. “One hour. The Coffee Bean down the block.”

I laughed again, but it came out more forced than I intended. “Yeah, I don’t think so. I’m not exactly looking for life advice from a guy who thinks he’s some kind of mystic.”

But he just kept looking at me, unblinking, with that same eerie calm. “Meet me or I’ll return the car and tell your boss,” he said, his voice soft but firm.

I should have walked away. I should have laughed in his face and told him to get lost. But something in his eyes held me there, like he was daring me, like he knew I wouldn’t be able to resist the challenge.

After a long silence, I sighed, rolling my eyes for show. “Fine. Coffee, one hour. But don’t think for a second you’ve got me figured out.”

His lips curled into that infuriating smirk again, and he nodded once, satisfied. “See you then.”
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An hour later, I found myself walking into the café, my mood sour. I’d spent the past sixty minutes pacing my office, convincing myself this whole coffee thing was a waste of time, and trying to figure out what Travis’s angle was. But here I was, anyway. Part of me wanted to see what his deal was, but mostly, I didn’t like feeling like I’d been outplayed. If he thought he could shake me up, I’d prove him wrong.

I spotted him right away, sitting in the corner, calm as anything, sipping a black coffee. He looked up when I walked in, and his eyes did that same unnerving thing they’d done at the dealership—assessing, like he was sizing me up for some invisible test I hadn’t signed up for.

I plastered on my best indifferent look and walked over, sliding into the seat across from him. “Alright, I’m here. What’s the big reveal?”

He set down his cup, watching me with that unreadable gaze. “Glad you made it,” he said, like he’d never doubted I would.

“Let’s cut to the chase, alright?” I said, leaning back and folding my arms. “You’ve got five minutes to tell me what you want.”

He looked at me like he was trying to decide where to begin. “You sold me that car because it was the most expensive, not because it was the best fit,” he said, his tone even. “Why?”

I gave him a shrug, keeping my expression casual. “Look, man, it’s business. I close deals. You asked for fast, I showed you the best of the lot. It’s not just about speed, sometimes, it’s also about the style, the luxury.”

“The best for you, maybe,” he replied, not breaking eye contact. “But not the best for me.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but he held up a hand, stopping me. “It’s not just the car, Heath. It’s about you. About why you do what you do.”

I blinked, caught off guard. “Excuse me?”

“You’re driven by the need to feel powerful, to accumulate, to step on others, to stay in control,” he continued, his voice calm, almost soft. “And it works for now. But it’s not sustainable.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “And you figured this out in one meeting?”

He didn’t laugh. Didn’t even crack a smile. “I figured it out because I know you better than you realize.”

A chill crept up my spine, and I could feel my hands clench into fists under the table. “You don’t know anything about me.”

“Oh, I know more than you think,” he said, his tone still infuriatingly calm. He leaned forward, fixing me with that intense gaze. “You’ve spent your whole life running from who you really are, trying to fit into a role that doesn’t suit you. But there’s only so long you can keep running before it catches up to you.”

My jaw clenched, and I forced a laugh, trying to shake off the weird tension in my chest. “And what exactly am I running from, Mr. Mystic?”

He held my gaze, his eyes softening just a bit. “From yourself, Heath. From the person you’re meant to become.”

I scoffed, trying to brush off the weird feeling creeping up my spine. “Look, I don’t know what kind of game you’re playing, but I’m not interested in your therapy session, alright?”

“This isn’t therapy,” he replied smoothly. “It’s an opportunity.”

I narrowed my eyes. “An opportunity for what?”

“To finally understand who you are. To break free from the persona you’ve created. You’re not the man you think you are, Heath.” His voice was calm but firm, like he was sharing some kind of ancient truth.

I wanted to stand up, to laugh it off and tell him he was crazy, but something held me in my seat. The way he was looking at me, like he could see through every layer, like he knew things I didn’t even know about myself. It made me feel exposed, like he was peeling back parts of me I hadn’t even realized were there.

I leaned forward, trying to regain some control. “You think you know me? You don’t know a damn thing. I sell cars, I live my life, and I don’t owe you—or anyone—any explanations.”

He just nodded, unfazed. “I understand. But I think, deep down, you know there’s more to it. More to you. That’s why you agreed to meet me, isn’t it?”

I clenched my jaw, fighting the urge to stand up and walk away, but something kept me rooted in my seat. It was like he was speaking directly to a part of me I didn’t want to admit was there.

A part that, maybe, felt lost. Out of place.

He leaned back, crossing his arms and watching me with that same, maddening calm. “This isn’t about the car. It’s about what you’re running from. What you’ve been ignoring.”

“You keep talking about what I’m ignoring, what I’m running from,” I snapped, my patience fraying. “So why don’t you quit the riddles and just say it?”

He held my gaze, unflinching. “It’s time you face your truth, Heath. There’s more to you than you’re allowing yourself to see.”

A strange silence fell between us, heavy and uncomfortable. I wanted to fight back, to tell him he was full of it, but the words caught in my throat. He just watched me, his eyes steady, waiting.

Finally, he leaned forward, his voice dropping to a murmur. “Meet me again. Give yourself a chance to see what’s possible.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “You really think I’m going to fall for this guru act?”

He didn’t flinch. “That’s up to you.”

I leaned back, crossing my arms, trying to get a read on him. “You show up here, give me some cryptic lecture about who I am… and you think I’ll just play along?”

Travis’s gaze didn’t waver. “I think you’ll do whatever makes sense to you, Heath. But if you keep pushing it away, it’ll come back stronger.” He reached into his jacket and pulled out a business card, sliding it across the table toward me. “When you’re ready for answers, call me.”

I looked down at the card. It was sleek, plain, just his name—no number, no email, just Travis Hutchinson. I let out a short laugh.

“Just your name? Real helpful.”

“Call it a first step.” He rose from his seat, giving me one last, steady look. “I’ll be around, Heath. It’s up to you how soon you’re willing to find out more.”

With that, he left, leaving me sitting there, the strange card still in my hand. I looked around, half expecting someone else to tell me this was some kind of joke. But the café buzzed with people going about their lives, oblivious.

I wanted to toss the card, leave it behind on the table. But for some reason, I slipped it into my pocket.

Later that evening, back at my place, I tried to shake off the encounter, telling myself he was just some eccentric weirdo. But my brain kept circling back to that intense look in his eyes, that weird sense that he was looking at me like I was someone else entirely.

I tossed and turned that night, a strange tension buzzing under my skin. When I finally drifted off, it was into a fitful, hazy sleep, my mind flashing with images I didn’t recognize. I saw glimpses of a life that wasn’t mine, felt emotions that didn’t belong to me.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I found myself back in the same café, waiting for Travis. I didn’t know why I’d agreed to meet him again. Hell, I didn’t even understand why I still had his weird business card tucked into my wallet. But I was there, and that was something. My stomach churned with a mix of annoyance and curiosity, and I tapped my fingers against the table, trying to look like I hadn’t been checking the door every two seconds for the past twenty minutes.

Finally, he walked in, calm as ever, as if he’d been there the whole time. He slid into the seat across from me, his expression unreadable.

“Glad you came,” he said, his voice smooth, like he was about to discuss the weather instead of… whatever this was.

“Yeah, well, I figured I’d humor you,” I replied, keeping my tone casual, dismissive. “So let’s hear it. You said you had answers. I’m here. Wow me.”

Travis didn’t flinch at my tone, didn’t even blink. He just watched me, his gaze almost too steady, too calm. “Alright, Heath. You want answers, I’ll give you some. But you have to keep an open mind.”

I laughed, crossing my arms. “Look, man, if this is some sales pitch, you’ve got the wrong guy.”

He shook his head, ignoring my attempt to throw him off. “This isn’t about selling you something. This is about you. About who you really are.”

That threw me. I opened my mouth to come back with a snarky reply, but something in his eyes made me hesitate. It was like he could see straight through me, past the arrogance, the jokes, right to something I didn’t even know was there.

He took a sip of his coffee, still watching me. “Have you ever thought about why you live the way you do, Heath? Why you go through people like they’re disposable, moving on the second you’re bored?”

I bristled. “It’s called enjoying life. Some of us don’t need to go around acting like gurus to feel good about ourselves.”

He smiled, just a little. “Maybe. Or maybe you’re avoiding something. Something deep inside you that you’ve buried so far down, you can’t even see it anymore.”

I rolled my eyes. “You sound like a therapist. Just get to the point.”

He leaned forward, his gaze intense. “We share a karmic connection, Heath. Our souls are tied together, lifetime after lifetime. And until you face who you truly are, that connection will keep pulling us back to each other.”
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“Karmic connection?” I snorted, shaking my head. “This is insane. You seriously expect me to believe that we’ve… what, known each other in past lives?”

“Yes.” His answer was simple, certain, like he was stating a fact as plain as the color of the table in front of us.

I laughed again, louder this time, leaning back in my chair. “Alright, so tell me—if this is all so real, why don’t I remember anything?”

He watched me, his face calm, as if he’d been expecting my reaction. “Sometimes the truth is too much for us to handle all at once. But if you’re willing, I can help you remember.”

“Remember what?” I shot back, crossing my arms, defensive. “That we were best friends in some past life? Lovers? Give me a break.”

His gaze softened. “Close.”

My laughter died on my lips, and I felt a weird, creeping discomfort settle over me. “What are you saying?”

He took a deep breath, leaning closer. “In our past lives, Heath, you weren’t who you are now. You were… different. You were a woman.”

My mouth fell open before I could stop it. “I was what?”

“You were a woman,” he repeated calmly, his eyes searching mine. “And we were together. In every life we’ve shared, we were connected. But something happened—a break, a choice that kept you from becoming who you were meant to be.”

I scoffed, trying to push down the strange feeling rising in my chest. “You’re out of your mind. I think I’d remember if I had some… history of being a woman.”

“Not if you’ve spent lifetimes avoiding it. You’ve been reborn as a man again and again, each time avoiding the path that would allow you to ascend.”

I forced a laugh, but it came out hollow. “So, what… you’re saying I’m supposed to become a woman again to… what, save my soul?”

“It’s not about saving,” he replied, his voice low and firm. “It’s about balance. True ascension requires that we understand both sides of ourselves—our masculinity and our femininity. You’re only living half your truth, and until you accept that, you’re going to keep feeling like something’s missing.”

I sat there, staring at him, trying to process what he was saying. The words felt foreign, almost impossible to believe. But at the same time, there was this… familiarity in them. Like they touched on something I’d been hiding from myself, something I didn’t want to look at too closely.

“Why should I believe any of this?” I asked finally, my voice quieter than I meant it to be.

He held my gaze. “Because deep down, you already know it’s true. You’ve felt it. The emptiness, the restlessness. You keep searching, but nothing satisfies you. No matter how many people you’re with, how many thrills you chase, you always feel like something’s missing.”

I wanted to argue, to tell him he was wrong, that I was perfectly happy with my life. But the words wouldn’t come. Because he was right. That feeling, that constant need to prove myself, to keep moving—it was like I was trying to fill a hole I didn’t even understand.

Travis reached out, placing his hand on the table, palm up. “If you’re willing, I can help you see. I can show you who you really are.”

My eyes flicked to his hand, then back to his face. “And how exactly are you planning on doing that?”

“Close your eyes,” he said softly. “Let me guide you.”

I hesitated, every instinct screaming at me to get up, walk out, and forget this whole thing. But something in his voice, in his eyes, held me there. Against my better judgment, I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath.

I felt his hand cover mine, warm and steady, and then… something shifted. It was like a door opening, a window into something beyond myself. Images flickered through my mind—scenes that felt like memories, but weren’t mine. A woman, standing in front of a mirror, her face both strange and familiar. The weight of a dress against her skin, the sensation of long hair brushing her shoulders. And beside her… a man, his face shadowed but unmistakably Travis.

I saw myself through her eyes, felt emotions that were hers but somehow mine, too. Love, longing, fear. And then a sense of loss, of separation, like something precious had been torn away.

I opened my eyes with a gasp, pulling my hand back, my heart pounding in my chest. The café came back into focus, the noise of people around us bringing me back to reality, but I couldn’t shake the images from my mind.

“What the hell was that?” I whispered, my voice shaky.

Travis watched me, his gaze calm, patient. “A glimpse of the truth.”

I shook my head, trying to clear the fog in my mind. “That… that was just a trick, some hypnotic thing or… I don’t know. But it wasn’t real.”

“It’s real, Heath,” he said quietly. “You’re only seeing a fraction of who you are. There’s more, and it’s waiting for you to accept it.”

I didn’t know what to say. Part of me wanted to storm out, to leave him and all his nonsense behind. But another part of me—the part that felt the strange, haunting familiarity of those images—kept me rooted in my seat.

Travis leaned forward, his voice soft but insistent. “If you want to understand, if you want to finally feel whole, let me help you. I can guide you. Show you the path to who you’re meant to be.”

I swallowed, feeling the weight of his words settle over me. “And if I don’t?”

He shrugged, his gaze never leaving mine. “Then you’ll keep living like this. Always searching, always running, never feeling like you’re enough. The choice is yours.”

A long silence stretched between us, heavy with the offer he’d just laid out. Finally, I nodded, more to myself than to him. “Alright. Fine. I’ll give this… whatever this is… a chance. But don’t think for a second that I’m buying into all this.”

He smiled, a genuine smile that made his eyes soften. “I don’t need you to believe, Heath. I just need you to be willing.”

As we walked out of the café, I kept a step or two behind him, my mind reeling. I felt like I was being pulled along, like I was drifting toward something I didn’t understand, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to. Travis moved with that same calm certainty he always had, like he knew exactly where this was going, even if I was stumbling along in the dark.

We stopped at the sidewalk, and I shoved my hands in my pockets, trying to mask the strange feeling of vulnerability prickling at my skin. “So, what now?” I asked, trying to keep the sarcasm in my voice, like I hadn’t just agreed to let him turn my world upside down.

“Now,” he said, looking at me with that steady gaze, “we start small. Little steps to help you connect with who you are beneath the surface.”

“Yeah? And what does that look like?” I scoffed, still trying to cling to my usual smug confidence. But inside, I felt like a kid waiting for some big test, one I didn’t know how to prepare for.

“You’ll see,” he replied, that infuriating half-smile on his lips. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small, thin package. “Here. Call it a starting point.”

I glanced down at it, eyebrows raised. “What, no crystal ball? Tarot cards?”

He chuckled softly. “Nothing so dramatic. Just something to get you thinking differently.” He gestured to the package in my hand. “When you’re ready, take a look. I’ll see you soon.”

Before I could ask any more questions, he gave a small nod and turned, disappearing into the crowd like he’d done his part for the day, leaving me standing on the sidewalk, clutching the package and feeling like I’d just stepped into the Twilight Zone.

I waited until I was back in my apartment before opening the package, flipping it over in my hands a few times, half-expecting some bizarre talisman or charm inside. But all I found was a simple black mirror compact, the kind you’d see in a drugstore aisle. Plain and ordinary. I scoffed, feeling stupid.

Was this supposed to be some kind of joke?

But when I flipped it open, the sight in the mirror wasn’t the usual one. I mean, yeah, it was my face staring back, but something felt different. Like I was seeing myself from an angle I hadn’t noticed before. My reflection looked softer, like maybe this was a side of me that wasn’t so hardened, the edges less sharp.

I snapped it shut, shaking my head. Ridiculous. It was just a mirror. But the feeling didn’t go away.

Over the next few days, I kept thinking about it. That sense of… unfamiliarity in my own face. I’d find myself staring at my reflection in windows, glancing at myself in every mirror I passed. And in the back of my mind, I could feel Travis’s words hovering there, quietly insistent, like an echo I couldn’t shake.

By the time I met up with him again, I’d half convinced myself it was nothing—just my mind playing tricks on me. But there he was, waiting in the same café as before, and when he saw me, he gave me a knowing smile that made my stomach twist.

“Figured anything out?” he asked as I sat down across from him.

I shrugged, playing it cool. “Not sure what I’m supposed to be figuring out. I looked in the mirror. Saw my face. Big deal.”

He just smiled, unbothered by my tone. “And? Did you see anything different?”

I scoffed, leaning back. “Look, you’re the one with the answers, right? So why don’t you just cut to the chase and tell me what this is all supposed to mean?”

Travis tilted his head, that strange calm settling over him like he was looking straight into me. “This journey isn’t about what I tell you, Heath. It’s about what you see for yourself.”

“Great. So more riddles,” I muttered, trying to mask the weird frustration bubbling up. But he didn’t bite; he just watched me, calm as ever.

“Next time, try looking without judgment,” he said quietly. “There’s more to see when you’re not looking for what you think should be there.”

I rolled my eyes, but his words stuck with me, lodging themselves in a place I didn’t want to admit existed. It was like he was speaking to some part of me that was buried, hidden beneath layers of my usual defenses.
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I decided to test it. That night, back in my apartment, I found myself standing in front of the mirror, studying my own face. I tried to do what he’d said, to look without judgment, without that usual layer of arrogance. It wasn’t easy. It felt stupid, pointless. But slowly, I began to see something different.

There was a softness there, something I’d never noticed before, like maybe I wasn’t as tough as I’d always thought. It made me feel exposed, vulnerable in a way I didn’t like, but there was also a strange comfort in it. Like maybe… just maybe, there was more to me than I’d let myself believe.

The next time I saw Travis, I didn’t bother with my usual sarcasm. I just sat down across from him, waiting.

He watched me, nodding slightly. “You’re starting to see.”

“See what, exactly?” I asked, my voice quiet, uncertain.

“That there’s more to you,” he replied. “More than this role you’ve created for yourself. There’s a part of you that you’ve ignored, buried deep inside. And until you face it, you’ll keep searching, keep running in circles.”

I shook my head, feeling that same unease, that sense of something just out of reach. “And you think the answer is… what, embracing some hidden side of myself?”

“Yes.” His answer was simple, certain, like he was saying something as plain as the color of the sky. “You’ve been afraid of it for lifetimes, avoiding it, but it’s time to face who you truly are.”

I felt a chill go down my spine, but I forced myself to meet his gaze. “And what does that look like, exactly?”

He leaned forward, his eyes holding mine. “It means balancing both sides of yourself—the masculine and the feminine. It means opening yourself up to all of who you are, instead of hiding behind this version you think you should be.”

I let out a shaky breath, feeling the weight of his words settle over me. I wanted to argue, to tell him he was wrong, but there was a part of me that couldn’t deny it.

I stared down at the table, tracing a finger over the wood grain, trying to wrap my head around what he’d just said. Balance? Masculine and feminine? It was the kind of thing I would’ve laughed at if anyone else had said it. But with Travis sitting there, calm, almost expectant, I couldn’t shake the feeling that he was seeing something real, something I’d spent my life brushing off.

“So… what, I’m supposed to just flip a switch and suddenly get in touch with my ‘feminine side’?” I forced a laugh, but it sounded hollow.

Travis shook his head. “It’s not about flipping a switch. It’s about opening yourself up to the possibility that there’s more to you than what you’ve let yourself believe. And sometimes, that means letting go of control.”

I scoffed, more out of habit than anything. “I’m pretty sure I’ve got all the control I need, thanks.”

“Do you?” he asked, his gaze never wavering. “Or are you just afraid of what you’ll find if you let it go?”

I clenched my jaw, trying to keep my face neutral, but his words hit something deep inside. It was like he was peeling back layers I didn’t even know were there, and it left me feeling raw, exposed. Vulnerable.

“Look, I don’t buy into this whole ‘balance’ thing, alright? I am who I am, and I like it that way,” I said, more defensively than I’d intended.

Travis didn’t react. He just watched me with that infuriating calm, like he already knew what I was going to say. “You may think that now, but this is only the beginning. You’ll see, Heath. Soon enough, you’ll see.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. There was something about his words, his tone, that made me feel… unsettled. Like he’d planted a seed in my mind that I couldn’t ignore, no matter how much I wanted to.

After a long silence, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a thin booklet, sliding it across the table. I stared at it, not sure what to make of it.

“What’s this?” I asked, picking it up and flipping through the pages.

“Consider it a guide,” he said. “It’s not about changing who you are. It’s about exploring a side of yourself you’ve been ignoring. Start with something small. See how it feels.”

I flipped through the booklet, frowning. It was full of strange, almost meditative exercises, each one aimed at “connecting with your inner self,” whatever that meant. It sounded ridiculous, but there was something in his tone, in the way he handed it to me, that made me hesitate.

“Fine,” I muttered, slipping the booklet into my pocket. “But don’t expect any miracles, alright? I’m just… giving it a look.”

“That’s all I ask,” he said, smiling that small, knowing smile.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A COUPLE OF DAYS later, Travis texted me, saying he’d set up something “different” for us. He told me to meet him downtown in front of some boutique. Just the idea of Travis deciding what “different” meant made my stomach flip a bit, but I figured I’d see it through. I’d been getting these strange, restless feelings ever since we met, and I couldn’t seem to shake them off. So, there I was, leaning against a display window, waiting.

Travis showed up on the dot, his expression that same calm, steady look he always wore. He nodded at the shop and said, “We’re going to pick out some clothes today. It’ll help you start seeing yourself differently.”

I let out a laugh, trying to shake off the nerves prickling up my spine. “New clothes, huh? Well, if you’re paying, I can pick out whatever you want.”

But he just gave me that small, knowing smile, ignoring my sarcasm. “Let’s see what you’re comfortable with,” he said, holding the door open for me.

As soon as we walked in, I noticed the racks weren’t exactly filled with my usual choices. Soft fabrics, light colors, fitted cuts. Everything in here looked… well, delicate. Way out of my comfort zone.

“Look, Travis,” I muttered, keeping my voice low as I glanced around, “I usually go for things that don’t look like they belong in my mom’s closet.”

He chuckled, walking over to a display of fitted shirts and cardigans. “This isn’t about dressing up like someone else. It’s about exploring a side of yourself you haven’t seen yet.” He held up a light pink sweater, giving me an expectant look. “Try it on.”

I stared at it, feeling ridiculous. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“Just try it,” he said, his tone gentle but firm. “See how it feels.”

I shrugged, muttering under my breath, and took the sweater. I went to the fitting room, pulling the curtain shut with a little too much force. Staring at the thing in my hands, I felt stupid. It was just a sweater, but somehow, it felt like I was holding something foreign, something that didn’t belong to me.

But I pulled off my shirt and slipped it on. It was snug, hugging my chest and shoulders in a way that was almost… comfortable. Looking in the mirror, I barely recognized myself. It wasn’t that I looked different, exactly, but I looked softer. The usual cocky guy who strutted around like he owned the world wasn’t staring back. I wasn’t sure who I was looking at, and that scared me a little.

“How’s it going in there?” Travis’s voice came through the door, pulling me back.
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I cleared my throat, trying to shake off the weird feeling. “I mean, it’s alright,” I said, my voice tight.

“Come out here. Let’s see.”

I hesitated, then opened the curtain and stepped out. Travis looked me over, nodding thoughtfully. “Looks good,” he said, his tone approving. “Now, let’s try a few more things.”

Over the next half-hour, he handed me more clothes—fitted jeans, shirts that were softer and lighter than anything I usually wore, and even a pair of slacks that clung to my hips in a way that felt both weird and strangely… nice. I found myself staring in the mirror, not sure what to make of it. This wasn’t me. But at the same time, it didn’t feel wrong.

When I’d changed back into my usual clothes, Travis led me over to the checkout and paid for everything. I tried to ignore the fact that I’d actually started to like a few of those outfits, chalking it up to him being persuasive.

“Alright,” I said as we walked out, carrying the bag. “So, you got me some clothes. Happy?”

“Almost,” he replied, and there was a glint in his eye that made me wary. “There’s one more place we need to go.”

A fifteen-minute walk later, we entered a salon that looked way too high-end for my usual barber shop go-to. “This is a chance for you to explore a new look—just a little change. It’ll help you see yourself in a different light.”

“New look?” I scoffed, eyeing the stylists working on clients with hair dryers and combs that looked like they belonged in a science lab. “I don’t know about this, Travis. A haircut’s one thing, but this place looks like it’s about to start a whole production on me.”

He just smiled, unbothered by my grumbling. “It’s more than a haircut, Heath. Let’s try a subtle weave. A little length, a little style—it’s nothing drastic, but it’ll make a difference.”

“A weave?” I repeated, my voice going up a notch. “You’re serious? You really think that’s going to do… what exactly?”

Travis chuckled, nodding toward a stylist who was making her way over. “It’s about letting yourself change, bit by bit. You’ll see—this isn’t just about looks.”

Before I could argue, the stylist, a woman with bright red hair and an almost too-cheerful smile, motioned me over to a chair. “Ready for a transformation?” she asked, her voice chipper.

“Uh… yeah, let’s not get too carried away,” I mumbled, eyeing the scissors and brushes laid out like surgical tools. But Travis just gave me a nod, and somehow, that was all it took to keep me in the seat.

She draped a cape over me, and before I knew it, she was combing through my hair, talking about textures, lengths, and “soft layering.” I tried to keep up, but honestly, most of it went over my head. All I knew was, she was about to turn my hair into something it had never been before, and the thought made my skin itch.

“Look, I usually just get a trim,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “You know, the usual guy stuff.”

She just smiled, unfazed. “Trust me. We’re just going to add a little length, something that frames your face better. It won’t be drastic, but you’ll notice a difference.”

I looked over at Travis, who was watching with that calm, encouraging look that was starting to annoy me. “Do I really need all this? I mean, I get it—you want me to ‘explore’ or whatever, but this feels… like a lot.”

Travis stepped closer, his voice low enough for only me to hear. “This isn’t about what you’re used to, Heath. It’s about seeing yourself differently, letting yourself change without fighting it. Just let the process happen, and if you hate it, we’ll take it out.”

I sighed, sinking back into the chair. “Fine, but don’t expect me to come out of this chair a new person.”

He smiled, as if he knew something I didn’t. And before I could protest again, the stylist got to work. She started washing my hair, her fingers massaging my scalp in a way that was both relaxing and strange. I tried not to think about how long this was going to take or how I’d probably end up regretting it. Instead, I let myself zone out, figuring if I couldn’t beat this experience, I might as well let it happen.

After what felt like forever, she started adding the extensions, weaving them in with a skill I didn’t know existed. I could feel the weight building, feel my scalp tingling as she worked, but I tried to ignore it. I told myself it didn’t mean anything, that it was just hair. But with every passing minute, that itch of discomfort grew stronger.

“So, what are we going for?” I asked, trying to keep my tone casual. “Are you turning me into some kind of shampoo commercial here?”

The stylist laughed, brushing a strand of my hair forward. “Not exactly. Just adding a bit of length as Mr. Hutchinson suggested, something that frames your face. Trust me, you’ll barely notice the change… until you do.”

Travis leaned in, his voice quiet but firm. “The discomfort you feel, Heath—that’s part of it. Change feels strange, even unsettling. But this is just a start. Think of it as letting yourself become who you really are, one small step at a time.”

I rolled my eyes, even as something in his words made my stomach flip. “Yeah, well, don’t get too attached. I don’t plan on making this a regular thing.”

He didn’t answer, just watched with that same calm, knowing look that somehow made me feel like I was already halfway down a path I couldn’t turn back from.

When the stylist finally finished, she spun the chair around, facing me toward the mirror. I looked at my reflection, feeling a strange mix of shock and… something else I couldn’t name. The hair framed my face, softer, longer than it had ever been. It wasn’t drastic, just a few inches, but it was enough to make me look like someone else entirely.

“Well?” she asked, smiling as if she’d just created a masterpiece.

I swallowed, not sure what to say. Part of me wanted to laugh it off, to brush it off as some experiment gone wrong. But there was another part of me, quieter but undeniable, that felt… something else. Something that felt almost like pride, like I was looking at a version of myself I didn’t recognize but didn’t want to reject.

“It’s… different,” I said finally, my voice barely above a whisper.

Travis stepped up beside me, meeting my gaze in the mirror. “Sometimes, all it takes is one small shift to see things in a new light.”

I scoffed, trying to ignore the way my chest felt tight, like his words were pressing against something inside me. “Alright, Yoda. It’s just hair. Let’s not get carried away.”

He smiled, but his eyes were serious. “It’s more than hair, Heath. It’s about letting yourself be open to change, letting go of the boundaries you’ve put around yourself.”

I looked away, unable to meet his gaze. The truth of his words felt too close, too raw, and I didn’t want to admit it. But as I looked back at my reflection, I couldn’t shake the feeling that he was right. It wasn’t just hair. It was like I was letting myself step into something new, something that both terrified and excited me.

“Alright,” I said, forcing a laugh to lighten the mood. “You got me in the chair, you got me to try this out. Happy now?”

He just nodded, that calm smile never leaving his face. “We’re getting there.”

After the salon, Travis took me out to lunch, somewhere casual, where I could adjust to my new look without feeling like everyone was watching. I felt a mix of nerves and excitement, trying to act like I didn’t notice the subtle glances from people as we walked in.

“Feeling okay?” Travis asked once we sat down, his eyes studying me.

“Yeah, just… weird,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. It felt different, heavier somehow, and every time I caught my reflection, I felt like I was looking at someone I didn’t know.

“That’s normal,” he replied, leaning forward. “It’ll take time, but the more you allow yourself to explore this side of you, the more natural it’ll feel.”

I gave him a skeptical look. “So, this is what you call helping me ‘find myself’? By giving me a makeover?”

He chuckled. “This isn’t about the clothes or the hair. It’s about letting go of the boundaries you’ve set for yourself. You’ve spent your whole life building walls around who you think you’re supposed to be. This is about seeing what happens when you take those walls down.”

I stared at him, the weight of his words settling over me. I wanted to argue, to tell him he was wrong, but there was something about what he was saying that resonated in a way I didn’t want to admit.

“Alright,” I said finally, leaning back in my chair. “So what’s next on this little self-discovery tour?”

He smiled, satisfied. “Next, we’ll ease you into things. Try going out in one of those outfits, something a little more fitted, more comfortable. And we’ll see how it feels.”

A few days later, I found myself standing in front of my bathroom mirror, wearing one of the outfits we’d picked out. It was a simple outfit—fitted jeans, a soft sweater that hugged my shoulders in a way that felt… strange, but not uncomfortable. The weave was subtle but noticeable, and it gave me this feeling, like I was starting to understand something new about myself.

But stepping out of my apartment? That was a different story. I felt exposed, like everyone would notice something was different. Even though the changes weren’t drastic, they felt huge to me, like I’d crossed some invisible line I couldn’t uncross.

It wasn’t easy, I’d had to tie it in a bun and wear a cap at work. I didn’t want anyone noticing the change. I wasn’t ready for questions, most especially questions that I didn’t have any answers for.
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One day, as Travis and I walked along the bridge during one of our “going out dressed all girly,” challenges, I stuck close to Travis, my hands stuffed in my pockets, trying to avoid eye contact with everyone. But to my surprise, nobody even looked twice. The world went on like normal, and I started to relax, letting myself feel just a little bit comfortable in this new skin.

At one point, Travis nudged me, giving me a reassuring smile. “See? Not so bad, right?” I shrugged, trying to play it cool. “Guess not,” I muttered, but there was a part of me that felt lighter, like I was finally letting go of something I hadn’t realized I was carrying.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

WHEN I MET TRAVIS outside the spa a week later, I couldn’t believe I’d actually shown up. A spa wasn’t exactly my scene. The building looked like some kind of temple, sleek and expensive, with huge glass doors that probably cost more than my car. I felt like I was about to step into a world I had no business in.

Travis, standing there in his usual calm way, gave me a small smile as he caught my eye. “Ready for something new?”

I shrugged, trying to keep my cool. “If by ‘new’ you mean weird, then yeah. I’m ready as I’ll ever be.”

He chuckled, unbothered by my sarcasm, and motioned for me to follow him inside. As soon as the doors closed behind us, I was hit with this wave of lavender and eucalyptus, the kind of scent that makes you instantly relax, even if you don’t want to. The place was so quiet I could hear my own breathing, and the people moving around in white robes looked like they were floating.

“Just… follow my lead,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper, matching the spa’s vibe. We walked up to the counter, where a woman with a serene expression greeted us.

“We have you both set for the waxing treatment,” she said softly, looking at me with a smile that was almost too calm. “Follow me, please.”

I felt my stomach drop. Waxing? Nobody had mentioned waxing. I thought we’d maybe get a massage or something—a little strange, sure, but I could handle it. But waxing? I shot Travis a look, but he just gave me a reassuring nod, as if this was all perfectly normal.

“Is this really necessary?” I muttered as we walked down a long hallway lined with dim lights and statues of what looked like ancient gods. “I mean, there are a million other ways to ‘explore’ myself that don’t involve ripping my hair out.”

He gave me a patient smile. “Part of this process is learning to let go, Heath. You already know that. Sometimes that means embracing discomfort.”

“Yeah, well, I could think of a few other ways to embrace it,” I grumbled, but I followed him anyway.

The waxing room was cozy, dimly lit, with a massage table in the center and a small pot of wax heating on a table nearby. The sight of that wax made my skin prickle with nerves. I’d heard horror stories about waxing, and suddenly, I was questioning every decision that had led me to this moment.

Monica, the waxer, was friendly, but with a kind of no-nonsense vibe that told me she’d seen it all. She instructed me to lie down, and I did, feeling awkward as I stretched out on the table. She looked at me, smiling a little.

“It’s your first time, huh?” she asked, dipping a wooden stick into the pot of wax.

“Yeah, and hopefully the last,” I muttered, eyeing the wax like it was about to attack me.

Travis stood nearby, calm as ever, watching like he was just observing some casual process. His presence both irritated and reassured me. Part of me wanted to impress him by acting like this was no big deal, but another part of me wanted to get up and run.

Monica spread a layer of warm wax onto my leg, the heat surprising but not unpleasant. “Just a little discomfort,” she said, smoothing down a strip over the wax.

“It’s worth it for the results.”

Before I could ask what she meant, she yanked the strip away. Pain shot through me, sharp and intense, and I nearly shot up off the table. “Holy—” I bit back the rest, clenching my fists.
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Travis chuckled softly, his eyes twinkling with something like amusement. “You’re doing great.”

“Oh, yeah? Feels fantastic,” I said through gritted teeth, forcing a smile. But the truth was, each strip was its own little hell, and Monica kept working, focused and relentless. It was like she was on a mission, determined to leave no hair behind.

With each pull, I could feel a strange vulnerability creeping in. It wasn’t just the pain—it was the sensation of being laid bare, of losing something I’d always taken for granted. And the oddest part was, underneath the discomfort, there was something almost… freeing about it. Like I was shedding something more than just hair.

When Monica finished, I let out a long breath, feeling drained but strangely lighter. My skin was smooth, almost new, and I couldn’t stop running my hand over it, feeling the unfamiliar softness. It was weird, yeah, but also kind of exhilarating, like I’d just crossed some invisible line.

“See?” Travis said as we left the room, his tone warm and approving.

“Pain can lead to transformation. You did well.”

I wanted to brush off his words, to play it cool, but there was something in his gaze that made me pause. For a second, I felt… proud. Like I’d done something worth noticing.

“Yeah, well, if you think this means I’m coming back every week, you’re dreaming,” I said, but there was no real bite in my voice.

We walked out of the spa, and the warm evening air felt almost surreal against my freshly waxed skin. I was hyper-aware of every little breeze, every brush of my clothes, like my whole body was tuned to a new frequency. It was weird, but it was also… strangely pleasant. Like I’d been given a fresh start in some unexplainable way.

As we strolled down the street, I tried to act casual, but Travis kept glancing over at me with this knowing smile that made me squirm.

“What?” I asked, a little too defensively.

“Nothing,” he replied smoothly, though that calm smirk of his said otherwise.

“Just noticing that you seem… more open.”

I scoffed, shrugging him off. “Yeah, well, let’s not get carried away. It’s just hair, right?”

“Is it?” he asked, raising an eyebrow. “Or is it the first step toward letting go of some of the walls you’ve built around yourself?”

I rolled my eyes, trying to play it cool, but his words lingered, settling into the back of my mind like a challenge I didn’t want to accept but couldn’t ignore. “Look, if the waxing is some big metaphor, let’s just skip to the part where you tell me what’s next.”

He chuckled, as if he’d been expecting that answer. “Next is an experience that’ll push you a little further.” He gestured toward a small boutique across the street. The sign above it read, Lilly’s Secret.

I stopped in my tracks, looking from the boutique to Travis with a mix of shock and horror. “No way,” I said, shaking my head. “You’ve already got me wearing clothes that hug a little tighter, getting my legs waxed—I’m not putting on… that.”

He didn’t waver. Just stood there, hands in his pockets, watching me with that infuriating patience. “It’s just lingerie, Heath. It’s about understanding different parts of yourself. And believe it or not, there’s a lot to learn from embracing the things we resist the most.”

I wanted to argue, to turn around and leave, but his words were like a hook pulling me back. Part of me felt ridiculous, like I was letting him lead me on some pointless journey. But another part of me, quieter but undeniable, felt drawn to the challenge, like I was stepping toward something I couldn’t see but somehow knew was there.

“Fine,” I muttered, following him into the boutique. “But let’s keep this quick.”

Inside, the place was like a different world. Satin and lace lined every rack, delicate fabrics in soft colors that seemed to whisper secrets. The air was lightly perfumed, and the lighting was warm and intimate, casting a soft glow over everything. I felt like an intruder, like I was trespassing in some sacred, hidden realm I had no business entering.

Travis moved through the racks with ease, picking up a few items and examining them like he knew exactly what he was doing. Meanwhile, I stayed near the entrance, arms crossed, feeling like a fish out of water. Every now and then, I’d catch a glimpse of something lacy or sheer, and my face would burn, my mind racing with a mix of curiosity and discomfort.

Finally, Travis held up a leotard shapewear, sleek and black, with a faint shimmer to the fabric. “Try this,” he said, handing it to me.

I stared at it, feeling my face go hot. “You’ve gotta be kidding. You really expect me to wear… that?”

“It’s just clothing,” he said, his voice calm. “If it helps, think of it as an experiment. It’s about understanding how it feels, not what it looks like.”

I took the shapewear reluctantly, trying to ignore the way my pulse quickened as I held it. I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was crossing some invisible line, but there was also a thrill there, a pull I didn’t want to acknowledge. Without a word, I headed for the fitting room.

Inside, I slipped out of my clothes and stared at the shapewear, feeling like it was looking back at me. The fabric was soft, smooth, and I hesitated, wondering if I’d lost my mind. But Travis’s words echoed in my head, urging me to let go, to just try. So, I stepped into it, pulling it up slowly, feeling the fabric stretch and hug my body in ways that felt both foreign and strangely… comforting.

When I looked in the mirror, I barely recognized myself. The shapewear smoothed out my lines, creating a shape that felt different but not wrong. There was a softness there, an unfamiliar silhouette, and for the first time, I let myself look without judgment. Just seeing, just being.

A quiet knock at the door pulled me out of my trance. “How’s it going in there?” Travis’s voice came through, calm and steady.

I cleared my throat, feeling my cheeks heat up. “Uh… it’s… different,” I managed, not sure how else to describe it.

“Come out when you’re ready,” he said, his tone gentle.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself, then opened the door and stepped out. Travis looked me over, his expression thoughtful, and for a moment, I felt completely exposed, like he was seeing parts of me I hadn’t shown anyone.

He nodded slowly, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. “It suits you.”

I crossed my arms, trying to hide my discomfort. “Yeah, well, let’s not get used to it.”

But there was a strange satisfaction in his gaze, a quiet pride that made me feel like I’d done something worthwhile. I couldn’t explain it, but I felt… lighter, somehow.

Travis picked up another item—a pair of sheer stockings—and handed them to me with a gentle nod. “Try these too. You might surprise yourself.”

I took the stockings, feeling a strange mix of nerves and excitement. This whole experience was surreal, but I couldn’t deny the pull I felt, the curiosity simmering beneath my reluctance. Back in the fitting room, I slid the stockings on, feeling the soft fabric glide over my freshly waxed skin. The sensation was oddly thrilling, delicate yet powerful, like I was stepping into a new version of myself, one that I didn’t fully understand.

When I looked at my reflection this time, there was no denying it. I looked different. Softer, more open, and in a way, more myself than I’d ever allowed myself to be. It was unsettling, yes, but also strangely… comforting.

I stepped out again, and Travis’s gaze softened as he took in the sight of me. He nodded, his voice quiet but full of warmth. “Beautiful.”
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I felt my heart skip a beat, my face heating up as I looked away. “Alright, alright. Don’t get all sentimental on me.”

He chuckled, unbothered by my reaction. “Sometimes, embracing the unfamiliar brings us closer to the truth. You’re beginning to see that.”

I wanted to brush it off, to tell him he was overthinking it, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that he was right.

We left the boutique with a bag filled with pieces I’d never imagined myself owning: shapewear, stockings, and, as if that wasn’t enough, a pair of silky camisoles that Travis had insisted on. I told myself I’d probably stash the whole bag at the back of my closet and forget about it, but even as I thought it, I knew that wasn’t true. Something about those pieces, the way they felt, the way they made me look in the mirror—it had gotten under my skin.

As we walked down the street, I felt a weird energy buzzing through me, a mixture of excitement and nervousness I couldn’t shake. Travis was by my side, calm and collected as always, as if all of this were the most natural thing in the world. And in his presence, it was starting to feel that way, too.

The next day, I decided to test it out. Underneath my usual dress shirt and pants, I slipped on the shapewear, the black stockings, and one of those silky camisoles. The feel of it against my skin, hugging me in ways I wasn’t used to, was strange but… good. It was like a secret, a quiet rebellion against the image I’d spent years building. Every step I took felt different, as if I were carrying a part of myself that no one else could see.

All day at work, the smooth fabric under my clothes was a constant reminder, a small thrill that lingered beneath my usual routine. My movements felt more deliberate, my posture straighter. It was subtle, but it changed everything, making me hyper-aware of myself in a way I’d never felt before. I kept catching glimpses of myself in the reflection of windows, almost expecting to see someone else staring back.

During lunch, I found myself thinking about Travis, about the way he’d looked at me in the boutique, that warm, approving gaze that had somehow made me feel both nervous and proud. I told myself it was just admiration—admiration for his weird brand of confidence, his ease with everything. But the more I thought about it, the more I couldn’t deny there was something deeper there, a pull that was starting to scare me. I shook those thoughts away and focused on work.

I’d gotten used to letting people’s words roll off me, brushing them aside while I zeroed in on what I could sell them. It was a game—a game I usually won. But as I walked back to the showroom, I found myself noticing things I normally wouldn’t.

A young couple stood near one of the less expensive models, both of them looking a little uncertain, their hands clasped tightly together. They had that vibe—the one where you just knew they were calculating every penny, wondering if they could really afford something new.

I’d usually steer people like that toward something pricier, trying to talk up features they didn’t really need. But today, I paused. I watched them, the way they whispered to each other, their brows furrowing, clearly nervous. It hit me then that this wasn’t just a car sale to them—it was something big, something that mattered.

Taking a breath, I walked over with a smile, keeping my tone easy, friendly. “Looking at this one?” I asked, nodding toward the model they were eyeing.

The guy glanced up, looking surprised that I’d noticed. “Uh, yeah… it’s nice. Just trying to figure out if… you know, if it’s the right fit.” His voice trailed off, and he glanced at the woman beside him, who gave him a small nod of encouragement.

“Gotcha,” I said, keeping my tone calm. “What are you looking for, exactly? Something reliable for everyday stuff, or are you hoping for a few extra features?”

They exchanged a look, and the woman gave a small smile. “Honestly, we’re just trying to get something dependable, within our budget. We’re kind of… just starting out.”

There was a vulnerability in her voice, a quiet honesty that I hadn’t bothered to listen to in my clients before. But now, it struck me, and I found myself nodding, thinking about what they really needed instead of what I could get out of them.

“Alright,” I said, leaning against the car casually. “If that’s what you’re after, we’ve got a few options. I don’t want you leaving here stretched thin, so let’s stick to models that’ll work with your budget but still give you everything you need.”

The guy’s face lit up, and he glanced at his partner, who smiled, looking relieved. I showed them around, pointing out a few reliable models with strong safety ratings and low maintenance costs, keeping the focus on what would work best for them.

They asked questions, and instead of giving my usual polished answers, I found myself really listening, paying attention to the little things they were saying. When they talked about wanting a safe car for the family they were planning to start, I could feel the weight of that desire, the hope and excitement that came with it.

Finally, after half an hour of real conversation—conversation that wasn’t about what I wanted, but what they needed—they picked a model that fit. It was a simple sale, modest commission, but something in their faces, the way they looked at each other with pride and relief, felt like more than a paycheck.

“Thank you,” the guy said as he shook my hand, his grip firm but genuine. “It’s nice to feel like someone actually listened, you know?”
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I just nodded, feeling a strange warmth in my chest. “Glad I could help. This is a big step—gotta make sure it feels right.”

They left, hands clasped, and I watched them go, feeling a satisfaction that had nothing to do with numbers. For the first time, I felt like I’d done something that mattered—not for me, but for them.

And as I stood there, a quiet smile on my face, I realized that Travis was right. This wasn’t just about change; it was about seeing the world differently, seeing myself differently. Maybe, just maybe, I was starting to understand.

After work, I felt a strange eagerness as I made my way to meet Travis at a nearby playground. It was a quiet spot, mostly deserted at this hour, with an open view of the sky stretching above. When I arrived, he was already there, sitting on one of the swings, his face tilted up toward the stars.

He glanced over as I approached, giving me a small nod. “Beautiful night,” he said, his voice soft.

I settled into the swing beside him, feeling the cool metal chains under my hands. “Didn’t take you for the playground type.”

He chuckled, looking over at me with that familiar calm. “I wanted a place where we could talk, somewhere open.”

There was a quiet pause, and for a moment, we both just looked up at the stars, the night stretching out around us in all directions. It was peaceful, but that same hum of excitement and nerves lingered in my chest, like I was on the edge of something big.

“Have you ever thought about the stars?” Travis asked, his voice thoughtful. “How they’ve been there, guiding people, for centuries?”

I shrugged, trying to keep my tone casual. “Not really. Guess I’ve never been much of a stargazer.”

He smiled. “Each planet, each star, has a meaning. Venus, for example, is a symbol of feminine energy, of love and beauty. It’s the embodiment of a softer power, one that comes from within.”

I glanced over at him, feeling a strange pull as he spoke. “So… what, you think we’re all just shaped by these planets? That Venus is telling us how to be?”

“Not telling,” he corrected gently. “Guiding. It’s about balance. The masculine and feminine, each part complementing the other. True power comes from understanding both.”

I looked away, trying to hide the strange emotions bubbling up. “I don’t know if I buy all that. I mean, I get what you’re saying, but… it just feels too… big.”

He nodded, unfazed. “It’s not something you have to understand all at once. It’s a journey. But you’re already on it, Heath. You’re starting to open up to the parts of yourself you’ve been hiding, the parts that bring you closer to who you really are.”

His words settled over me, sinking in deeper than I wanted to admit. I looked up at the stars, feeling the vastness of the sky, the quiet peace of the night, and for a moment, I felt something close to calm. Like maybe he was right, like maybe there was something here I’d been afraid to see.

We sat in silence for a while, the only sound the faint rustling of leaves in the breeze. I could feel him watching me, his gaze steady, warm, and I felt myself leaning into it, drawn to his presence in a way I couldn’t explain. It was like he was some kind of anchor, grounding me in this strange, new world he’d introduced me to.

After a while, he leaned closer, his voice barely above a whisper. “You’re starting to see it, aren’t you?”

I swallowed, my heart pounding in my chest. “Maybe. I don’t know.”

He looked at me, his face inches away, his eyes filled with something I couldn’t name. For a moment, I thought he might kiss me, and my breath caught, my heart racing with a mixture of excitement and fear. The world around us seemed to fade, leaving just the two of us, connected by something deep and unspoken.

But then he pulled back, giving me a small smile, and the moment passed. “Take your time, Heath,” he said gently. “There’s no rush. This journey is yours to discover.”

I nodded, feeling a strange ache as he moved away, the distance between us both a relief and a disappointment. “Yeah. Thanks, I guess.”

He chuckled, giving me a soft look that made my chest tighten. “You’re doing well. Better than you think.”

We sat there for a while longer, the silence settling around us like a warm blanket.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I FOUND MYSELF in a makeup studio a week later, sitting under the kind of lighting that made everything look both flawless and terrifying. Travis had brought me here, casually mentioning that “a friend” of his was a makeup artist, someone who “knew what they were doing.” And now here I was, surrounded by mirrors, the sight of my own face reflecting back at me from every angle.

The makeup artist, Camille, was a tall woman with an easy smile and an eye for detail that bordered on intimidating. Her fingers moved quickly as she laid out her brushes and palettes, her gaze sharp as she assessed my face with the kind of scrutiny that made my heart race.

“So, you’re new to this,” she said, more as a statement than a question.

I gave a small, nervous laugh. “Yeah. I don’t know why I’m here but here I am,” I said, rolling my eyes on Travis. He shot me a look that made me retract my answer and really say how I felt.

“To be honest… I’m curious, I just don’t know where to begin,” I continued.

She smiled, her eyes twinkling with a mix of kindness and professionalism. “Everyone’s a beginner once. But don’t worry—you’re in good hands.” She reached out, her fingers gentle as she adjusted my face to catch the light just right. “We’re going to start light, enhance what’s already there.”

Her voice was soothing, calm, and somehow, that helped. I settled back, watching her in the mirror as she went to work, each movement precise and practiced. She dabbed a bit of foundation onto her brush, blending it over my skin in smooth, even strokes.

“Foundation’s all about balance,” she explained as she worked. “It’s not meant to hide who you are, just to bring everything together. A blank canvas, if you will.”

As she applied it, I felt a strange calm settle over me. My skin looked softer, more even, like I was seeing myself through a new filter. She added a hint of blush next, just a soft wash of color along my cheekbones, and somehow, that small touch made everything pop, giving my face a warmth that felt both strange and… right.

Next came the eyes. She chose a neutral palette, earthy tones that highlighted my eyes without overpowering them. As she applied the eyeshadow, she leaned close, her voice low and steady.

“Eyes are everything,” she murmured. “They’re the first thing people notice, the window to your soul. We’re going to make them pop, just enough to let them speak.”

“Those look like weapons,” I retaliated—not wanting the eyeliner anywhere near me.

“Trust me, it’s not gonna hurt,” she assured.

As I braced myself while she added a touch of liner, a soft brush of mascara, I felt that attention shift, like I was really looking forward to seeing myself for the first time. It wasn’t bad, a little uncomfortable but did not hurt one bit.

When she was finished, she stepped back, her gaze assessing as she took in her work. “Beautiful,” she said softly, more to herself than to me. “You have good features. Strong, but with a softness underneath.”

I looked at my reflection, barely recognizing the person staring back. It was me, but different—softer, more open, like I’d peeled back a layer I hadn’t known was there. I touched my face, my fingers grazing my cheek, and felt a strange thrill, a quiet excitement bubbling up inside me.
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“Wow,” I murmured, unable to tear my eyes away from the mirror. “I… I didn’t know I could look like this.”

Camille smiled, her gaze warm. “It’s amazing what a little color can do. You don’t have to change who you are—just bring out what’s already there.”

Her words settled over me, and I felt a warmth in my chest, a sense of pride and vulnerability all at once. I glanced over at Travis, who had been watching the whole time, his expression unreadable but full of something deep, something that made my pulse quicken.

“You look stunning,” he said, his voice soft but intense. “You’re allowing yourself to be seen, I can see your soul a little bit better...”

I looked away, feeling my face heat up, but there was a smile tugging at the corners of my mouth. This was new, different, but it felt right, like I was finally stepping into a part of myself I’d kept hidden.

That night, Travis suggested we go out—a real outing, this time with me fully styled. He’d picked out a dress for me, a soft, flowing piece in a shade of pink that brought out the warmth in my eyes, and just looking at it made my heart race. It was delicate, elegant, the kind of thing I’d never imagined myself wearing.

In the quiet of the dressing room, I wasn’t nervous, I was looking forward to really seeing myself. The makeup, the hair, the soft skin—they were all begging to be femininely wrapped. Slowly, I slipped into the dress, feeling the cool fabric against my skin, the way it hugged my curves, accentuating a softness I hadn’t allowed myself to see before. I glanced in the mirror, and a wave of emotions washed over me. I looked… beautiful. It was a beauty I’d never let myself embrace, a gentleness I’d always kept buried. But now, looking at my reflection, I felt a quiet pride, a thrill that made my heart beat faster.

When I stepped out, Travis’s eyes widened, and for a moment, he just stared, taking me in with an intensity that made my breath catch. He stepped closer, his gaze warm and admiring.

“You look incredible,” he murmured, his voice low. “You’re stunning, Heath.”

I felt a blush rise to my cheeks, but I couldn’t hide the smile that broke through. “Thanks… It feels good, you know? Like… like I’m finally seeing a part of myself I didn’t know was there.”

He smiled, his eyes full of something deep and real. “That’s because you’re allowing yourself to be. You’re stepping into your truth, and it shows.”

We left for the bar, and with every step, my confidence grew. The dress flowed around me, the makeup softening my features, and for the first time, I felt free, unburdened. This was me, no hiding, no pretense, and as we walked into the dimly lit bar, I felt like I was walking into a new chapter of my life.

Clubs and bars were my second home, but at that moment, wearing a dress with Travis, with the bar buzzing, filled with people talking, laughing, swaying to the music—I could feel every eye in the room on me—and definitely not the way I was used to. We found a spot near the bar, and as I settled onto a stool, my heart pounded. A part of me wanted to retreat, to hide, but Travis’s calm presence grounded me, his reassuring smile reminding me of why I was here.

He ordered drinks, his demeanor relaxed, and I found myself following his lead, letting the atmosphere wash over me. The music was soft, a slow beat that seemed to pulse through the room, and I allowed myself to sink into it, to let go of my inhibitions.

After a while, he turned to me, a playful smile on his lips. “Want to dance?”

I hesitated, feeling a fresh wave of nerves. “I… I don’t know if I can. I mean, I’ve never danced like this before.”

He chuckled, reaching out to take my hand. “Just follow my lead. Trust yourself.”

With a deep breath, I let him guide me to the dance floor. The music was slow, gentle, and as we began to move, I felt myself relax, letting go of the tension I’d been holding onto. Travis’s hand was warm in mine, his touch steady, and I felt a quiet thrill as we swayed to the rhythm, our movements in sync, like we were the only two people in the room.

As we danced, I felt a shift, a softening. My usual defenses, the walls I’d built around myself, began to fall away, leaving me exposed, vulnerable. But in Travis’s presence, that vulnerability felt safe, comforting, like I was finally allowing myself to be seen.

Our eyes met, and the space between us felt electric, charged with a quiet intensity. There was a warmth in his gaze, a depth that pulled me in, and I felt my heart race, my breath catching as he leaned in, his face inches from mine.

I held my breath, feeling the world narrow down to just him, the soft glow of the lights around us casting shadows that seemed to blur everything else. Travis’s hand slid up to rest on my waist, his touch light but grounding, and I leaned into it, feeling the warmth radiate from his palm.

Our faces were close, so close I could feel his breath on my skin, smell the faint hint of cologne that clung to him. There was a weight in his gaze, something that went beyond words, something that spoke to parts of me I’d been afraid to touch. He looked at me like I was the only person in the room, the only thing that mattered, and in that moment, I felt a quiet rush of emotions I couldn’t name.

“I feel… different,” I whispered, almost to myself, but his eyes didn’t leave mine.

“No, you feel like your real self,” he murmured, his voice low, almost a rumble in his chest. “And you… are so beautiful.”

A shiver ran through me, my heart pounding as his words sank in. I’d spent so much time hiding, putting on this front, this armor, but here I was, stripped bare, no defenses, no mask. And for the first time, I wasn’t afraid of being seen. I wanted it.

Travis leaned in slowly, giving me every chance to pull away, but I didn’t. I couldn’t. His lips brushed mine, soft and tentative, and the world around us seemed to melt away. It was gentle at first, a soft connection that grew, deepened, until I felt like I was falling into him, letting go of everything else.

Our kiss lingered, each second stretching into something timeless, something that felt like it had been waiting to happen. When we finally pulled back, his hand still rested on my waist, and I looked up at him, my chest tight with a mix of excitement and fear.

“This… this is real, isn’t it?” I whispered, more to myself than to him.

He nodded, his gaze never wavering. “It’s as real as you’re willing to let it be.”
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After we left the bar, he drove us to a nearby beach, the soft sound of the waves crashing in the distance a calming backdrop to the quiet between us. He parked, and without a word, we stepped out, walking down to where the sand met the water. The stars above stretched endlessly, each one a quiet reminder of the vastness around us, and I felt a strange sense of peace settle over me.

We sat in the sand, side by side, our shoulders brushing, and for a moment, neither of us spoke. I looked out at the ocean, the moonlight casting a soft glow over the waves, and I let myself just… be. No expectations, no pressure. Just the quiet presence of him beside me.

Travis glanced over, his gaze warm as he looked up at the stars. “Have you ever thought about how the universe connects us?”

I shook my head, feeling a quiet curiosity. “I’ve never really thought about it.”

He smiled, his gaze fixed on the sky. “Leo and Aquarius, we’re opposites in many ways. Fire and air. Bold and cautious. But there’s a connection between us, something that goes beyond this life, beyond the here and now.”

I looked over at him, feeling a strange warmth spread through me. “You really believe that, don’t you? That we’re connected like that?”

He nodded, his gaze steady. “It’s not just something I believe. I feel it. There’s a reason we found each other, a reason we’re here now, like this.”

His words wrapped around me, grounding me, and I felt my heart race as he turned toward me, his face close, his gaze unwavering. There was a pull between us, a tension that had been building since we’d met, and I felt myself leaning in, drawn to him in a way that felt both terrifying and exhilarating.

Our lips met once more, and in that moment, everything else fell away. The kiss deepened, our breaths mingling, and I felt a quiet, powerful connection surge between us, a warmth that spread through every part of me. It was like coming home, like finding something I hadn’t known I was missing.

The stars were brighter than I’d ever seen them, scattered like endless sparks across the night sky, their light casting a gentle glow over the beach. The sand was warm beneath us, and the soft sound of the waves provided a rhythm that matched the quiet pounding of my heart. Travis’s hand was warm in mine, his fingers tracing soft circles on my palm as we sat side by side, our shoulders brushing.

He turned to me, his face close, eyes reflecting the moonlight, and there was a softness in his gaze, a depth that made my heart race. He reached up, tucking a strand of my hair behind my ear, his fingers lingering as his hand moved to cradle my face.

“Heath,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper, but full of warmth, full of something deep and undeniable. “You’ve come so far, opened up so much of yourself. I want to show you… show you how to make love, to feel fully as you are, to embrace all of it.”

I swallowed, my chest tight with emotion. His words wrapped around me, grounding me, yet making me feel like I was floating. And then, his hand still gently holding my face, he whispered, “Heather.”

The name fell from his lips like a secret, something sacred, and the way he said it, with so much tenderness, so much certainty, made my heart skip. I’d never heard my name spoken like that before, not with such conviction, such care. It was as if, in that moment, he was calling out to a part of me that had been waiting, hidden, to be seen.

“Heather,” he repeated, his thumb tracing a soft line along my cheek, his gaze unwavering. “Let me show you how to make love, like a woman. Let me show you what it feels like to embrace everything you are.”

A shiver ran through me, my breath catching as his words settled into the quiet places of my heart. I didn’t respond, couldn’t find the words, but I leaned into him, my hand finding the back of his neck, pulling him close. Our lips met again, and the world around us disappeared, leaving only the stars above, the sand beneath us, and the warmth of his kiss, his touch.

His hand moved to my waist, his grip firm but gentle, guiding me as we lay back on the sand, our bodies pressed close, fitting together as if we were two halves of something whole. Every touch, every whisper of his breath against my skin, felt like a revelation, like he was showing me parts of myself I hadn’t known existed.
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“I won’t do anything that will hurt you,” he assured. I didn’t know what to do, I didn’t have the parts that could make me feel like I was making love like a woman, but I was sure of one thing, and that was trusting Travis was all I needed to do.

He took his time, moving slowly, carefully, his touch light but full of intent. He murmured soft words, words of reassurance, of love, calling me Heather with a tenderness that made my heart swell. And as he guided me, teaching me, I felt myself letting go, sinking into the moment, allowing myself to feel, to be vulnerable, to embrace the fullness of my identity.

The night stretched on, every second feeling infinite, sacred, and as we lay together, the stars shining down, I felt a quiet, powerful joy. This was more than love, more than intimacy—this was a coming home, a quiet acceptance of everything I was, everything I was becoming.

And in the quiet afterward, as I lay nestled in his arms, my head resting against his chest, I felt a peace I’d never known. For the first time, I felt whole, complete, fully seen as Heather, fully loved.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD PASSED since that night under the stars, and everything had changed. I’d spent so long hiding, living behind a front that felt more like a wall, but now, that wall had come down, brick by brick. Travis had opened up a world I didn’t even know existed, a world where I could be Heather without hiding, without fear. But even with him by my side, I knew that there were some steps I had to take alone.

The first one was telling my friends.

Fino and Gus had been there with me through thick and thin, back in my old life, the life I’d lived as Heath. They knew me as the confident, cocky guy who always had a smug grin and a smart comeback. But this was different. This was real, raw, and I wasn’t sure how they’d react.

I’d asked them to meet me at our usual spot, a small café off the main strip. I got there early, nervous energy buzzing through me as I waited, nursing a coffee I couldn’t bring myself to drink. I’d picked a soft pink dress that felt comfortable, true to myself, but I kept catching my reflection in the window, wondering if they’d even recognize me under my excellent makeup application and femininely styled hair.

When Fino and Gus finally walked in, I felt my heart rate spike. They spotted me right away, and for a moment, they just stared, a mix of shock and confusion on their faces. Fino was the first to speak, his brow furrowed as he took a seat across from me.

“Heath?” he asked, his voice tentative.

I swallowed, trying to keep my voice steady. “Not… exactly,” I said, my lips curving into a small, nervous smile. “I go by Heather now.”

Gus just stared, his mouth hanging open, clearly at a loss for words. Fino, on the other hand, looked like he was trying to process about a thousand different thoughts at once.

“Wait, so… you’re… Heather?” Fino asked, his voice uncertain but not unkind.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice soft. “It’s… it’s who I’ve been becoming. Who I feel like I am.”

There was a long pause, and I could see the wheels turning in their minds, could see them trying to match this new version of me with the guy they’d known for years. But instead of the shock or judgment I’d been expecting, Fino just let out a breath and nodded slowly.

“Well… I mean, it’s a lot to take in,” he admitted, his gaze steady but soft. “But if this is who you are, then… I’ll do my best to understand.”

Gus finally spoke, his voice a bit shaky. “Yeah, man—I mean, Heather. We’ve been through too much to let something like this change that. It’s just… new, you know?”
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I nodded, feeling a wave of relief wash over me. I’d been so afraid, so worried that this part of me would push them away, but instead, they were meeting me where I was, even if it took a little time. And for the first time, I felt a sense of peace, a quiet assurance that I didn’t have to hide, not from them.

Coming out to my friends was one thing, but telling my boss was something else entirely.

The office had always been a place where I’d leaned into that confident, brash persona, the “top dealer” who could charm anyone into buying what they didn’t need. But now, that version of myself felt distant, like a character I’d left behind.

I took a deep breath as I walked into my boss’s office, trying to calm the nerves bubbling up inside me. He looked up, his usual no-nonsense expression softening as he saw the seriousness on my face.

“Mr. Harding,” I began, my voice steady but quiet, “I wanted to talk to you about something important. I’m… I’m no longer Heath. I’m Heather.”

He stared at me, his expression unreadable, and for a moment, I felt a surge of panic, a fear that he’d reject me, that he’d see me as less. But he surprised me.

“Well, Heather,” he said slowly, his voice thoughtful, “as long as you’re still the top dealer here, I don’t see why it should matter. Just do your job well, and we’ll be fine.”

The relief was overwhelming, and I thanked him, feeling a sense of pride and confidence that had been growing, thanks to Travis’s encouragement. But I knew there was one more hurdle, one more step that I had to take.

Telling my family was the hardest part.

My parents had always had high expectations, an image of me as the successful, straight-laced son they could show off to the neighbors. I wasn’t sure how they’d react, but I couldn’t keep living a lie, couldn’t keep hiding this part of myself just to meet their expectations.

When I finally sat them down, the words tumbled out, my voice wavering as I explained everything—how I’d been discovering myself, how Heath was no longer who I was, that I was now Heather, and that this was who I truly felt I was meant to be.

My mother’s face softened, her hand reaching out to grasp mine, her eyes filling with tears. “Oh, honey,” she murmured, her voice breaking. “I… I don’t understand it all, but if this is who you are, then… I’ll try.”

My father, on the other hand, was silent, his face hard, his jaw clenched. He didn’t say much, didn’t offer any words of support or encouragement. And though it hurt, though it felt like a weight settling in my chest, I knew I had to stand firm. This was my truth, and I couldn’t back down now, not when I’d come this far.

“You know, when you were at the ages four to seven, you would constantly tell me that you were a princess and that your prince had flown away to a very far planet. You’d wait by the door every August saying that he’d come home for his birthday…”

My heart stopped hearing those words. Travis mentioned that the veil gets thicker at the age of eight and maybe that’s why I stopped waiting for him and have completely forgotten about what my mom was sharing with me.

Leaving their house that day, I felt a mix of emotions—relief, sadness, but most of all, a quiet strength. I was Heather, and that was something no one could take away from me.

Through all of it, Travis was there, his presence steady and unwavering. He’d been my anchor, my guide, helping me navigate each step, each difficult conversation. He encouraged me, reminded me of the strength I’d found, and every time I felt doubt creep in, he was there, grounding me.

One evening, we were sitting on the balcony of my apartment, watching the sun dip below the horizon, casting the sky in hues of pink and orange. Travis turned to me, his gaze soft but serious.

“You’ve come so far, Heather,” he said, his voice filled with pride. “But remember, every cycle, every journey has moments of challenge. The universe tests us, pushes us, and it’s only through courage that we reach the end of our path.”

I looked at him, feeling a warmth spread through my chest. “I don’t know if I could’ve done this without you,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

He reached over, taking my hand, his thumb brushing softly over my knuckles. “You always had the strength, Heather. I was just here to remind you of it.”

His words lingered in the air, and I felt the pull between us, the quiet intensity that had been growing, building with each passing day. I wanted to lean into him, to close the space between us, but something held me back, a fear of losing him, of breaking this connection.

And then, as if reading my thoughts, he leaned closer, his gaze locked on mine, and I felt my heart race, my breath catching. “You don’t have to hold back, Heather,” he murmured, his voice low, filled with a quiet warmth. “We’re connected, in ways that go beyond this life. Let yourself feel it.”

I held my breath, his words wrapping around me like a blanket, comforting yet stirring something deep within. The connection between us felt undeniable, real in a way that transcended any hesitation or fear I’d felt before. Travis was more than just a friend, more than a guide—he was a part of me now, someone who had opened doors to places I’d never dared explore.

I leaned closer, letting the warmth of his presence seep into me, and before I knew it, our lips met. It was gentle, tender, a slow merging of everything we’d been building, everything we were becoming. His hand slid to the back of my neck, fingers weaving through my hair, and I felt myself relax, my heart racing but my mind at ease.

We stayed like that for a while, just wrapped up in each other, the world around us fading into the background. I wanted this moment to last forever, wanted to hold on to him, to the quiet reassurance he brought me. But as we pulled back, he looked at me with an expression I couldn’t quite place—something intense, almost sad.

“Heather,” he said softly, his voice steady but full of something unspoken. “There’s something I have to tell you.”

I felt a flicker of worry rise in my chest, and I reached out, gripping his hand tightly. “What is it?” I whispered, my voice shaky.
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He took a deep breath, his eyes locking onto mine, filled with a mix of regret and tenderness. “I have to go, for a while. It’s part of my journey, part of what I came here for. This time we’ve shared—it was meant to be, but now you’re ready to stand on your own. I love you so much and we’ll see each other, maybe in a higher dimension.”

“What—what are you saying!?” I retaliated.

“I have to go…”

My chest tightened, a sense of panic clawing at me. “No!” I said, shaking my head. “You don’t have to leave. I… I need you here, with me. I don’t think I can do this alone!”

His gaze softened, and he reached up, gently brushing away the tears that had started to fall. “Heather, you’re stronger than you know. Everything you need, everything you are—it’s already inside you. I was here to help you find it, to help you embrace it. But now, it’s time for you to step forward, to live fully as the person you’ve become.”

I could feel the weight of his words, but the thought of him leaving felt like a blow, a wrenching ache that I couldn’t bear. “But… but how will I know I’m doing it right? How will I know if I’m enough?”

He smiled, his hand resting on my cheek, his touch warm and comforting. “You already are, Heather. You’ve always been enough. I’ll be with you, always. Our paths are connected, even if we’re not together in this moment. We’re soulmates.”

And then, as I looked into his eyes, something strange happened. For a brief second, his image flickered, like a glitch in a video. My heart skipped a beat, a shiver running through me.

“Travis… what’s happening?” I asked, my voice a whisper.

He gave me a sad smile, his hand still resting on my cheek. “It’s just part of my journey, Heather. I’m from a place beyond here, a different realm. I came back because our souls are connected, because I needed to help you, to show you your path. But now, I have to return, at least for a while.”

I felt a sob rise in my throat, the pain of losing him, of letting him go, overwhelming me. “Please, Travis… don’t go. I… I love you!”

He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me close, and I buried my face in his shoulder, the tears flowing freely. “I love you too, Heather,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. “But this isn’t goodbye. We’ll meet again. Our souls are bound, destined to find each other, no matter where we are.”

He pulled back, cupping my face in his hands, his gaze intense, full of love and certainty. “My girly destiny,” he murmured, a soft smile breaking through. “You were always meant to be this, to be Heather. And I’ll be with you, always, even if you can’t see me.”

And then, before I could say anything else, he flickered once more, and in a final, quiet moment, he was gone. I stood there, the weight of his absence settling over me, and the tears came again, flowing freely as I whispered his name, the ache in my chest a reminder of everything we’d shared.

I stayed there, letting the emotions wash over me, hoping that he was out there, somewhere, that our paths would cross again.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

LIFE AS HEATHER was nothing like I’d imagined. At first, it was small things—clothes that actually felt right on my skin, makeup that made me see myself in a whole new way. Every day, I’d pull on soft sweaters, jeans that hugged in all the right places, skirts that brushed against my legs, light and airy, and each time, I felt a little more like myself. It was strange, almost surreal, but there was a thrill in it, a quiet satisfaction in finally dressing for me.

It took me a while to fully embrace the daily rituals. I remember the first time I went shopping for lingerie, standing in front of rows and rows of delicate fabrics, feeling a bit overwhelmed but completely drawn in. Lingerie wasn’t just something to put on—it was like a secret layer of confidence, something that reminded me who I was, even when no one else could see it. I’d pick up something lacy, run my fingers over the fabric, and smile to myself, thinking about how far I’d come.

As time went on, I settled into routines that became part of me. Waxing was an ordeal at first—sharp, uncomfortable, but the feeling of smooth skin afterward was worth it. I’d sit at my vanity, applying makeup, taking my time with each stroke. I learned to blend foundation just right, adding a soft blush that made my cheeks look warm and alive. Eyeliner was a struggle at first, but I loved the way it made my eyes pop, how it gave me that extra edge of confidence.

Every time I went through my routine, I thought of Travis. His words echoed in my mind, little reminders of the strength he’d helped me find, of the journey he’d set me on. “You’re enough, Heather,” he’d say in my mind, and I’d feel that warmth spread through me, a sense of purpose, of cosmic significance that went beyond just me. I’d look up, catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror, and smile, knowing he’d be proud.

Work was a different story. The dealership had always been a place where I could turn on the charm, close a sale with a wink and a grin, but now, as Heather, everything felt… changed. At first, people were taken aback, especially the guys who’d known me as Heath, but I didn’t let that bother me. I’d show up every day, dressed in a way that made me feel strong and comfortable, with my makeup done just right, and it wasn’t long before the shock wore off and I was just… Heather.

Some days, guys would come over, trying to chat me up. They’d introduce themselves, offer to buy me a drink, but I always brushed them off with a polite smile. They didn’t get it. There was no one else I wanted but Travis, even though he was galaxies away, probably living some interdimensional life I couldn’t even imagine.

He was the one who’d seen me, the one who’d called me Heather like it was the truest name in the world, and every time I thought of him, I felt a pang of longing. But it wasn’t a sad longing—it was more like… knowing he was out there, somewhere, and that we were still connected.

I found myself getting involved in new circles, meeting people who respected my journey, who saw me as Heather without questioning it. I’d go to gatherings, events where everyone was free to be exactly who they were, no judgment, no pretenses. It was liberating, and I found a kind of peace there, a sense of belonging that I’d never really felt before. They’d laugh with me, talk to me like I’d always been Heather, and in those moments, I felt more myself than I ever had.
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One night, I found myself lying on my bed, staring up at the ceiling, feeling the weight of everything I’d experienced over the past year. I thought about Travis, about the way he’d helped me see myself, the way he’d encouraged me to embrace my femininity, my divine nature. I thought about his words, the way he’d called me “my girly destiny,” like it was something sacred, something meant to be.

I got up, grabbed my journal, and started to write, pouring out everything I’d been holding inside. The words came easily, flowing onto the page as I wrote about my transformation, my journey, and the strength I’d found in myself. I wrote about my past lives, the sense of divine femininity that had been waiting for me all along, and as I wrote, I felt a deep sense of peace settle over me. This was my path, my purpose, and I was finally beginning to understand it.

By the end of the night, I felt whole, complete, like I was finally stepping into the fullness of who I was meant to be. And as I closed my journal, I looked out the window, up at the night sky, my gaze lingering on the constellation of Leo. I smiled, a warmth spreading through me as I imagined Travis up there, watching over me, guiding me, just as he always had.

Wherever he was, I knew he was proud. I was Heather, fully and completely, and I didn’t need anyone’s validation to feel that. I was enough. And for the first time, I felt truly free.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THREE YEARS HAD PASSED since I’d last seen him. Three years since he’d vanished into the night, leaving me with nothing but a promise and the faint glow of the Leo constellation to keep me company. So much had changed in that time—I’d grown into my life as Heather, come to understand the depth of who I was, and found peace in my journey. But there was always that part of me, quiet but steady, that longed for him, that held onto the hope that maybe, one day, he’d come back.

It was my birthday, and I decided to spend it alone. I had friends who wanted to celebrate with me, people who cared, but somehow, I knew that this night was meant to be spent here, on this beach, the place where he and I had once shared everything. The waves rolled gently against the shore, the night sky stretching endlessly above, and I looked up, my gaze searching for that familiar constellation.

I’d come so far. After everything, I’d finally taken the leap, started hormone therapy two years ago, a decision I’d thought about, dreamed about for so long. And just three months before that, I’d undergone breast augmentation surgery. It was a step that had terrified me at first, but as I healed, as I looked in the mirror and saw myself fully, I knew it was right. I was finally becoming the person I’d always felt I was meant to be.

Sitting there, feeling the cool sand beneath me, I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “Thank you, Travis,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “For everything. For showing me who I am.”

A light breeze brushed against my face, carrying a warmth that felt almost familiar, like a quiet answer to my words. I opened my eyes, looking back up at the sky, and there it was—the Leo constellation, shining down on me, brighter than I’d ever seen it. My heart ached, a bittersweet feeling rising in my chest, and I felt my eyes start to well with tears.

“Heather.”

The voice was soft, barely louder than a whisper, but I knew it instantly. My breath caught, my heart pounding as I turned around, barely daring to believe what I was seeing. There he was, standing just a few feet away, his face illuminated by the soft glow of the stars, his eyes filled with a mix of emotion I couldn’t quite place. He looked… real, solid, like he’d never left.
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“Travis?” I managed, my voice barely more than a whisper. Tears blurred my vision as I took him in, my chest tightening with a mixture of disbelief and overwhelming relief. He was here. After all this time, he was here.

He nodded, a tear slipping down his cheek, and in an instant, we were in each other’s arms. I buried my face against his shoulder, the familiar scent of him filling my senses, grounding me, as my tears fell freely. He held me tight, his hand stroking my hair, whispering soothing words that made my heart ache.

“I missed you so much,” I choked out, the words tumbling from me as I clung to him, afraid that if I let go, he’d vanish again. “I… I thought I’d never see you again.”

He pulled back, just enough to look at me, his eyes red-rimmed, glistening in the moonlight. “I couldn’t stay away, Heather,” he murmured, his voice thick with emotion. “I was about to ascend to a higher dimension so I tried. I tried to let go, to let you live your life. But I realized… I can’t do this without you. I don’t want to live lifetimes apart, hoping our souls find each other. I took the risk, returned because I love you, Heather. I came back to stay.”

My heart swelled, tears slipping down my cheeks as I held his gaze, my chest filled with a warmth, a sense of completeness that I hadn’t felt in so long. He was here, real, solid, and I felt myself fall even deeper into him, into the certainty of what we were, what we had.

His hands cupped my face, his thumbs brushing away my tears. “Heather, I’ve waited long enough,” he said softly, his voice low, steady. “I want to be with you, here, in this life. I took the risk, knowing I might lose my powers, that I’d start over in this lower dimension, just for the chance to be with you, right now.”

I felt my breath catch, the weight of his words settling over me, filling me with a warmth that went beyond anything I could describe. I didn’t need to say anything, didn’t need to tell him how much this meant. I knew he felt it, just as I did, this deep, unbreakable connection that bound us.

He pressed his forehead against mine, his eyes closing, and I could feel his heartbeat, steady, grounding. “Heather, I want us to ascend together, to live this life fully, to be connected in every way. But there’s something I need to do first, something that will make our bond unbreakable.”

I looked up at him, my heart pounding as I nodded, barely able to find my voice. “What is it?”

He took my hand, leading me down the shore, away from the waves, to a small, secluded spot where the stars seemed to shine brighter, clearer. He turned to face me, his gaze intense, filled with a quiet determination that made my chest tighten.

“We’re going to perform a ritual,” he explained, his voice calm but steady. “It’s a way of sealing our connection, of binding us together across lifetimes. It’s risky, but our karmic tie… it’s so strong, Heather. Or maybe it’s my love for you that’s strong. Either way, I’m willing to take the risk.”

My heart pounded as I watched him, my pulse racing with a mix of excitement and nerves. “Travis… I trust you,” I whispered, my voice barely audible, but filled with a certainty that surprised even me. “I want this too.”

He smiled, his expression softening, and together, we knelt in the sand, facing each other under the vast expanse of stars. He took my hands in his, his gaze steady as he began to speak, his voice low and rhythmic, like a quiet chant.

“By the light of the stars, by the bond that connects us, I call upon the universe to witness this union,” he murmured, his words carrying a weight, a sense of purpose that filled me with a quiet awe. “Heather, I vow to find you in every lifetime, to guide you, to love you. No matter where we are, no matter how many times we’re reborn, I will find you.”

The words settled over me, filling me with a warmth, a sense of peace that went beyond anything I’d ever known. I closed my eyes, letting the words wash over me, feeling the depth of his promise, the weight of what he was offering.

“And I vow to you, Travis,” I whispered, my voice steady, filled with a quiet determination. “I’ll find you too. I’ll wait for you, in every lifetime, until we can finally be together, fully, completely.”

He smiled, a soft, tender expression that made my heart ache, and in that moment, I felt our souls intertwine, a connection so deep, so real, that I knew nothing could break it.

Travis took my hands in his, his eyes fixed on mine, steady and full of that unwavering strength. I could feel his pulse through his fingertips, a quiet rhythm that matched my own, and as I looked at him, I felt that same steady calm spread through me.

“Heather,” he murmured, his voice barely more than a whisper. “This ritual… it’s a risk, a calling out to the universe, a way of binding our souls in this life. But it means that after midnight, I’ll lose the powers I have. I’ll become fully human, and it’s possible I’ll forget everything, including you. But… I need this. I need to be with you, to be here, now, without waiting lifetimes for another chance.”

A wave of emotion surged through me, and I tightened my grip on his hands, holding him as if I could somehow keep him here, keep him from fading. “Travis, I don’t want you to leave again,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “But I don’t want you to lose yourself either. I love you… all of you.”

He reached up, brushing his thumb across my cheek, a gentle smile tugging at his lips. “That’s exactly why I need to do this. I want to live this life with you, here, grounded, even if it means giving up everything I know. I want to start fresh… with you.”

He looked up at the stars, his gaze searching, and he began to speak, his voice low and full of reverence. “By the stars that connect us, by the light that spans lifetimes, I release the ties that hold me to my world, to become bound to yours, to yours alone.” He paused, looking down at me, his gaze softening. “Heather, by the same stars that brought us together, I choose you.”

The air around us felt charged, heavy with a quiet power, and I felt my heart racing, my pulse thrumming in my chest. I looked up, my gaze following his, and as I stared at different constellations shining bright in the sky, I felt a quiet surge of certainty.

“I choose you too, Travis,” I murmured, my voice strong, clear. “For this life, and every life that comes after.”

At that moment, something shifted. The stars seemed to glow brighter, casting a soft, ethereal light around us, and I felt a warmth spread through me, a gentle, powerful energy that connected us in a way words couldn’t describe. I felt as though I were part of the universe itself, part of something bigger, something eternal, and as I looked into Travis’s eyes, I knew he felt it too.
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Slowly, he leaned in, his lips meeting mine in a kiss that felt like it held every promise, every unspoken vow. It was soft, tender, but full of a depth, a weight that went beyond anything I’d ever known. The world around us seemed to fade away, leaving just the two of us, wrapped in the glow of the stars, bound together in a way that felt both ancient and new.

When we finally pulled back, his eyes were bright, filled with a quiet wonder. “Heather,” he murmured, his voice thick with emotion, “It’s almost time. I’ll lose everything that connects me to my world. I won’t have the memories, the powers… I might not even remember you. But I believe, somehow, that our souls will find each other again, even in this lifetime.”

I felt tears slipping down my cheeks, the weight of his words settling over me. “And I’ll be here, waiting for you. I’ll wait as long as it takes, Travis.”

He nodded, a small, bittersweet smile touching his lips. “Then this isn’t goodbye. It’s just… a beginning.”

We sat there, wrapped in each other’s arms, watching as the seconds ticked closer to midnight. The stars shone above, bright and clear, and I felt the quiet hum of the universe around us, a sense of peace, of belonging, that I knew would stay with me, even after he was gone.

As the clock struck midnight, I felt his grip on my hand tighten, and for a brief moment, his image flickered, his face softening, blurring. His eyes met mine one last time, filled with a quiet, tender love.

“Remember me, my girly destiny,” he whispered, his voice fading, a final echo that seemed to linger in the air.

And then he was gone.

I sat there, alone on the beach, my heart aching, the tears slipping down my cheeks. The stars shone above, the constellations bright and clear, and I knew, somehow, that he was still with me, guiding me, just as he always had.

I looked up, a quiet determination settling in my chest. “I’ll find you, Travis. In this lifetime, or the next. I’ll find you.”


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE DEALERSHIP WAS buzzing a year later. A wave of clients had come in, and I was swamped, answering questions, balancing paperwork, and guiding families through their options. Business had never been better, and while it kept me on my feet, I’d grown to love the busyness. It reminded me of how far I’d come, how much my life had changed since I first stepped into my true identity. Heather was more than a name now; she was my whole being, a part of me I’d grown into fully, comfortably, with a quiet confidence I never thought I’d have.

It was around noon when the crowd picked up even more, and I felt the familiar rush of excitement and focus. There were families talking over each other, parents managing restless kids, and a handful of clients scanning the rows of cars with narrowed eyes, each one searching for that perfect fit. I moved between groups, helping as best I could, my mind sharp and steady, yet my heart strangely calm.

Then I heard a voice from behind me, clear, confident, with a tone that struck something deep inside.

“Excuse me,” the voice said, firm but polite. “I need your fastest car.”

I turned, my heart racing before I could even place why. And there he was, standing in front of me, tall, with a stance that radiated confidence. His dark hair was slightly tousled, and his eyes had that familiar intensity, like he knew exactly what he wanted. For a moment, I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t process what I was seeing. It was him. Somehow, after all this time, he was here.

“Travis?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper, heart pounding so hard I thought he might hear it.

He looked at me, surprised, his brow furrowing slightly as he took me in.

“Yeah… how do you know my name?”

The question hit me, a bittersweet reminder of what he’d said that night on the beach, that he’d lose his memory, his powers, everything. But somehow, even without those memories, he’d kept his promise. He’d found me.

I swallowed, gathering my thoughts, and gave him a small smile, feeling a mix of nerves and joy bubble up inside me. “You’re Travis Hutchinson,” I said slowly, watching his face for a reaction.

“A Leo, right?”

His eyes widened slightly, a flicker of something in his gaze—recognition? Or maybe just the curiosity that seemed to hover around him like a quiet aura. “Yeah… that’s right. That’s kind of creepy.”

For a moment, I didn’t know what to say. The Travis I’d known, the one who had called me Heather like it was my truest name, who’d guided me to this life, to this identity, was gone. But standing in front of me was someone new, yet unmistakably him, as if the universe had woven him back into my life, thread by thread.

[image: Mage media]

I took a deep breath, steadying myself as I met his gaze, my voice soft but sure. “I know you because… I saw it on your application.” I gave him a warm smile, hoping he could sense the depth behind my words. “And maybe, some things, some people, are destined to find each other, no matter what.”

He seemed to consider this, his expression softening, and for a brief second, I saw the man I had loved, the one who had been with me through every step of my journey. He didn’t remember, not in the way I did, but there was something in his eyes, something that felt like an echo of the past, a faint spark of the connection we’d shared.

“Well, you seem to know more about me than I do,” he said, his lips curving into a playful smile. “So… you’re the expert here. What do you recommend for someone who needs something fast?”

I laughed, the sound a little shaky but full of genuine happiness. “I might have just the thing.” I led him to one of the cars, a sleek model that was both fast and reliable, one that I knew he’d appreciate. As I explained its features, I watched him, my heart beating a steady rhythm, feeling the strange thrill of seeing him again, even if he didn’t fully remember.

He listened intently, his eyes on mine as I spoke, and I couldn’t help but notice the little things—the way his gaze lingered, the subtle tilt of his head, the quiet focus that reminded me so much of the Travis I’d known. And as I spoke, I felt myself relax, letting go of the past, of the memories, and simply enjoying the moment, the quiet joy of being near him again.

When I finished, he nodded, his gaze warm, thoughtful. “Sounds perfect,” he said, his voice low but steady. “You’ve got a way with words, you know that?”

I smiled, feeling a warmth spread through me. “I’ve been told that once or twice.”

He looked at me, his expression softening, and for a moment, we just stood there, a quiet understanding passing between us. He might not remember everything, but something in him recognized me, on a level that went beyond memories, beyond words. It was the same connection, the same bond, and I knew, in that moment, that he’d kept his promise, just as he’d said he would.

“So… do you want to go for a test drive?” I asked, my voice steady, though my heart raced.

He grinned, a spark of excitement in his eyes. “Lead the way.”

We got into the car, and as I drove, he leaned back, watching me with an expression that felt both new and familiar. He didn’t say much, but there was a quiet curiosity in his gaze, a sense of peace that seemed to settle over us, and for a while, we simply enjoyed the ride, the gentle hum of the engine, the soft rush of wind as we moved.

When we pulled back into the lot, he looked over at me, his gaze intense but warm. “I don’t know why, but… it feels like I’ve met you before,” he said, his voice soft.

“Like I know you, somehow.”

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

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

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

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

"What am I to him?"

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

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

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

Read Sweet Femboys


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“Wait what!? I’m a swim coach, what makes you think I can roll my hips, wear a skirt, and wave pom poms while screaming I’m hot and you’re not?”

I never imagined that taking over a high school cheer squad would turn my life upside down. As a P.E. teacher and swimming coach at Lionheart High, I was used to trunks and pools—not skirts and pom poms.

But when my friend Mindy needed a replacement coach, and our grumpy, demanding principal Vinny Sanders insisted I “connect” with the girls by dressing up like them, I was out of arguments.
What started as a crazy, temporary role quickly became something more. The girls started looking up to me, and I found a strange confidence in my new identity.
Vinny, though? His gaze never wavered, always watching with that infuriating smirk, daring me to lean further into this girly transformation.

Read The Cheerful Coach

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

	[image: A person in a dress  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in glasses and garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person holding a lipstick  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person in a cheerleader outfit  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a swimsuit on a beach  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]



Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading My Girly Destiny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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