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Introduction

"Work on your farm in a dress and a wig? All of that because I stole eggs? You must be out of your mind, Old McDonald!"
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I thought I’d sneak onto Donald McDonald’s farm, grab a few from the coop, and be gone before sunrise. Instead, I got caught—and my punishment? A full week of hard labor… in a dress.

At first, I fought it. I told myself it was just humiliation, a joke, nothing more. But the longer I spent on that farm, the more I saw myself in the mirror, the less Jules felt real—and the more Jolene did. And then there was Donald. Rough around the edges, strong as hell, and watching me like he saw something in me I wasn’t ready to see in myself.

I never meant to fall for him. And I sure as hell never meant for the town to find out. But when the gossip turned to threats, when my own father came with a shotgun in hand, I had to make a choice.

Hide, fight, or run.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, gradual feminization, grumpy sunshine, romantic comedy, forced proximity, 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 The Femboy Farmer.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE SKY WAS still dark when I slipped through the fence, my boots sinking into the damp earth. The old McDonald farm stretched out ahead of me, quiet except for the soft clucking of hens in the coop. Perfect.

I’d done this a few times before—just a little early morning scavenging. I never took too much, just a couple of eggs, maybe a fresh apple if I was feeling fancy. Donald McDonald had more than enough to spare, and it wasn’t like the guy was starving. He just hoarded his little farm like a dragon with a pile of gold, grumbling at anyone who got too close.

I crouched low, creeping toward the coop, grinning to myself. The old man probably wouldn’t even notice a few eggs missing. He never did.

The dogs stirred. My breath hitched.
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“Shhh,” I whispered, tossing a chunk of jerky from my pocket. Bribery. It worked on everyone, even dogs. They sniffed at it, tails wagging.

I reached the coop, pushing the wooden door open just enough to slip inside. The air smelled like feathers and hay. A few sleepy clucks sounded as I reached under a fat hen and pulled out a still-warm egg.

Too easy.

Another one, then another. I tucked them into the pockets of my hoodie, smirking as I imagined frying them up later. A proper country breakfast, all thanks to my little five-finger discount.

Then a shadow loomed over me.

I barely had time to react before a hand clamped around the back of my hoodie, yanking me upright like a misbehaving puppy.

“The hell do we have here?”

I gulped, twisting around. Donald McDonald.

Even in the dim light, I could make out the glint of his eyes—sharp, tired, and pissed off. He stood there in his worn flannel and jeans, the kind of man who looked like he was carved out of the land itself. Forty-something, gruff, and not someone I wanted to piss off before sunrise.

“I—uh—morning?” I flashed my best grin, which probably looked more guilty than charming.

He didn’t smile back. Instead, his gaze dropped to my bulging hoodie pockets.

“Eggs.” His voice was low. Flat. Like he was stating a fact, not asking.

“Uh.” I considered lying. Considered. Then I heard the unmistakable crack of an egg breaking inside my pocket, warm goo dripping down my jeans.

His nostrils flared.

I sighed. “Alright, yeah, eggs.”

Silence stretched between us, thick as molasses. The only sound was the distant croak of a rooster and the soft drip, drip of egg yolk hitting the dirt.

Then Donald clicked his tongue. “You dumb or just desperate?”

I bristled. “Neither. Just—”

“—Just a little thief.”

“Borrowing,” I corrected. “With intent to return—uh, never mind.”

He didn’t laugh. Didn’t even look mildly amused. His grip on my hoodie didn’t loosen either.

“You been doing this a while?” he asked.

I hesitated. Answering yes meant trouble. Answering no meant lying to a man who already had me dead to rights.

I went with a shrug. “Define ‘a while’?”

His lips pressed into a line. “You’re a damn idiot.”

“Noticed that, huh?”

Bad time for jokes. The grip on my hoodie tightened.

For the first time, a little sliver of panic crept in. Donald McDonald was old school. The kind of man who didn’t believe in second chances, especially for punks like me. He could drag me to the sheriff right now, and they’d probably thank him.

Instead, he sighed, long and slow, like I was more exhausting than a ten-hour workday. Then he said the last thing I expected.

“You wanna steal from my farm, you’re gonna work for it.”

I blinked. “Huh?”

“You’re not gettin’ off easy.” He nodded toward the barn. “One week. You work off what you took.”

I huffed. “Or?”

He tilted his head toward the road. “Or I drive you straight into town and let your daddy hear about this.”

My stomach dropped.

My dad. Oh, hell no.

Donald knew exactly what he was doing. I could take a beating. I could handle a few nights in jail. But facing my old man? That was a nightmare I didn’t need.

I swallowed hard. “Fine. A week.”

Donald smirked, but there was something else in his expression now. Something I didn’t like.

“Oh, and one more thing,” he added.

“Yeah?”

“If you’re gonna be workin’ my farm, you’re gonna be dressed properly.”

A pause.

“…Properly?”
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His smirk widened. “You’ll see.”

The next morning, I rolled up to McDonald’s farm, already regretting every life choice that led me here.

Sure, I wasn’t cowardly, but Donald wasn’t the type of person anyone would want to mess with. He was big, strong, and definitely tougher than I could ever hope to be. Whenever his face crept into my head, all I could think of was to do everything to please him.

The old man was waiting for me by the barn, arms crossed, expression unreadable. A fresh set of work clothes hung over the wooden fence beside him.

At least, I thought they were work clothes.

Then I got closer.

I stopped dead.

“…What the hell is that?”

He didn’t even blink. “Your uniform.”

I gawked. A dress.

Not just any dress, either—this thing was all ruffles and floral print, with a little frilly apron to match. It looked like something out of a prairie girl catalog.

“Absolutely not,” I said immediately.

Donald raised an eyebrow. “You agreed to work off what you stole.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t agree to—” I gestured wildly at the outfit. “—this.”

Donald shrugged. “Then I’ll just give your old man a call.”

I froze.

He couldn’t be serious.

Then again, this was Donald McDonald, the most hard-headed son of a bitch in town. He was absolutely serious.

I exhaled through my nose, torn between rage and self-preservation.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” I muttered.

His smirk said yes.

I snatched the dress off the fence. “I hate you.”

“Yeah, yeah,” he waved a hand. “Go change, Princess.”

I stomped off toward the barn, muttering every curse I knew.

The moment I stepped out, I regretted every decision I had ever made.

The fabric swished around my legs, soft and stupidly comfortable, which only pissed me off more. I felt exposed, ridiculous, and very, very aware of Donald watching me.

His arms were still crossed. His expression was unreadable.

“…Well?” I snapped. “Got your laugh in yet?”

Donald took his time looking me up and down.

Then, with the most infuriating amount of calm, he said, “Could’ve picked a better color on you.”

I nearly threw a pitchfork at him.

Instead, I clenched my jaw. “What now?”

He jerked his head toward the chicken coop. “Egg duty.”

“You mean the same eggs that got me in trouble?”

He smirked. “Yep.”

I let out a slow breath. One week. Just one week.

Then I turned, flipping the skirt way harder than necessary, and marched toward the coop.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I SHOWED UP the next morning, bracing myself for another round of humiliation but hoping—praying—that maybe Donald had gotten bored of his little joke. Maybe today, I’d get to wear normal clothes.

No such luck.

I hurried and changed into the outfit that he provided yesterday and discarded my boy clothes like they were precious gold. As soon as I stepped onto the farm, Donald was waiting—leaning against the barn like he had all the time in the world. And right there, draped over the fence like a bad omen, was another damn dress.

I stopped dead. “No.”

Donald smirked. “Morning to you too.”

I pointed at the outfit. “Not happening. That’s too tight.”

He didn’t argue. Didn’t even try to convince me. He just bent down, picked up a black trash bag, and held it out.

“What’s that?” I asked, already knowing I wouldn’t like the answer.

Donald tipped it over, dumping my clothes onto the dirt.

I stared. My hoodie. My jeans. My boxers. All of it. On the ground.

“What the hell?”

“You want those back, you earn ‘em,” Donald said casually. “Until then—” He nudged the dress toward me with his boot. “This is what you wear.”

I clenched my jaw so hard my teeth ached. “You’re an asshole.”

He shrugged. “You stole from me. Actions have consequences.”

I wanted to argue. Wanted to punch something. But standing there in yesterday’s crumpled dress, I didn’t have a leg to stand on.

Muttering every curse I knew, I snatched the new dress off the fence. That’s when I noticed the other things beside it.

A frilly apron. Knee-high socks. A damn wig. And a can of shaving cream with a razor.

I blinked. “Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me.”

Donald’s smirk deepened. “You wanted to play games? Now you’ll play by my rules.”

My stomach knotted. “You can’t be serious.”

“Serious as a heart attack, sweetheart. Don’t forget to shave that pretty little face and those sweet legs of yours.”

I hated how that nickname made my face heat up. Sweetheart?

“You’re outta your damn mind if you think I’m doing this,” I snapped.

Donald just yawned. Yawned.

“Look,” he said lazily, “you wanna be a little egg thief? Fine. But you work here, you do it properly. Shaved. Dressed. Presentable.”

I gritted my teeth. This wasn’t just humiliation anymore. This was punishment.

But the alternative? Leaving this farm in nothing but a dress.

I exhaled sharply, grabbing the razor. “Screw you.”

Donald chuckled, stepping aside so I could head to the bathroom.

“Oh, and Jules?”

I turned, scowling.

His eyes flicked to my legs, then back to my face. “Don’t forget the thighs.”

I slammed the door behind me.

I stepped out of the bathroom ten minutes later, my skin itching from the worst shave job in history.

My legs felt unnaturally smooth, my face raw from scraping a dull razor over stubble. The wig sat itchy and weird on my head, heavy in a way that made me hyper-aware of every movement.

And the dress?

Way worse than yesterday’s.

It was pinker, frillier, and shorter—like something a milkmaid would wear in a fairy tale. The apron only made it worse, cinching my waist in a way that actually gave me a shape.

I felt ridiculous.

Donald looked me over with that same maddening smirk.

“Much better.”
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I scowled. “Go to hell.”

His only response was tossing me a pair of work gloves. “Milk buckets are in the barn.”

I groaned. “Again?”

“You got a problem?”

Yeah. About fifty of them.

But arguing wouldn’t help, so I yanked the gloves on and stomped toward the barn, already dreading the next few hours.

The buckets were heavy, and carrying them in a damn dress made it worse.

The skirt kept getting in the way, brushing against my legs with every step. The wig itched like hell, sweat sticking to the back of my neck as the sun beat down on me.

And then there was Donald.

He leaned against the fence, arms crossed, watching like I was the best entertainment he’d had in his life. I hated that. Hated how his gaze made my face heat up, how the longer he watched, the more awkward I felt.

“You gonna stare all day?” I snapped, adjusting my grip on the buckets.

He tilted his head. “Ain’t my fault you’re interesting to look at.”

My stomach flipped.

I nearly tripped over my own feet, barely catching myself before the buckets sloshed over my apron.

He chuckled. I glared. “This funny to you?”

“A little.”

I muttered a curse under my breath, forcing myself to focus on the task.

But it was hard.

Because every time I bent down—every time the dress rode up just a little—I could feel his eyes on me.

And worse? I didn’t hate it as much as I should have. I kind of enjoyed the attention.

I set the milk buckets down harder than necessary, hoping the loud thunk would make Donald flinch.

He didn’t.

He just stayed where he was, watching me like I was some kind of curious experiment.

My skin prickled under his gaze. Not in the usual way when people stared—this was different. It wasn’t judgment. It wasn’t laughter.

It was something else.

Something I didn’t know how to deal with.

I wiped sweat from my forehead, avoiding his eyes. “What now?”

He pushed off the fence, strolling over like he had all the time in the world. “Gotta feed the pigs.”

I sighed. “Course I do.”

He picked up a bucket of slop, handing it to me. I took it with a scowl, nearly gagging at the smell.

He grinned. “City boy ain’t used to a little dirt?”

I snapped before I could stop myself. “First off, I ain’t from the city. Second—” I motioned down at my dress. “You expect me to do this while looking like I belong at some damn tea party?”

He rubbed his jaw like he was thinking real hard about it. “Yep.”

I groaned, dragging my feet toward the pigpen.

By the time I finished, my apron was covered in dust, my wig stuck to my face, and my arms ached from hauling buckets all day.

Donald, of course, looked exactly the same. Not a single drop of sweat, not a speck of dirt on him.

Unfair.

I peeled off the gloves, rolling my shoulders. “That enough suffering for today?”

He checked his watch, then grinned. “One more job.”

I groaned. “Come on, man—”

“You wanna earn those clothes back or not?”

I exhaled through my nose. “What is it?”

He nodded toward the chicken coop.

I blinked. “You’re joking.”

“Nope.”

“After all this, you want me to—” I waved a hand. “—deal with more eggs?”

“You’re the one who loves ‘borrowing’ ‘em,” he said. “Figure you’d enjoy the job.”

I gritted my teeth. Five days. Just five more days.

Without another word, I stomped toward the coop.

He chuckled behind me and I hated how much I didn’t hate the sound.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

BY THE third day, I woke up feeling like I’d been hit by a tractor. Everything ached—my legs, my back, even my fingers, which I didn’t think was possible. Turns out, farm work wasn’t just hard—it was straight-up punishment.

And the worst part? Donald wasn’t cutting me any slack.

"Up," he barked, knocking on the barn door before the sun had even fully risen. "Daylight’s wasting."

I groaned, burying my face in my pillow—which, unfortunately, was just a rolled-up hoodie.

"Two more minutes," I mumbled.

The door swung open.

"You take two minutes, and I’ll be waiting with extra work," he warned.

I shot up so fast I nearly toppled off the cot. "Alright, alright, I’m up! Jeez."

He didn’t wait for me to fully wake up before shoving today’s uniform into my arms.

Another damn dress.

I clenched my jaw. "You know, at this point, I don’t even think you’re trying to punish me. I think you just like seeing me suffer."

He smirked. "Maybe."

I scowled but took the dress anyway. Arguing wouldn’t get me anywhere. I was trapped in this little nightmare, and the only way out was playing along.
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By mid-morning, I was covered in dirt, sweat, and regret.

I’d never worked this hard in my life. Carrying buckets in a damn skirt was bad enough, but Donald had added more chores to my list. Fixing fences. Herding sheep. Collecting eggs without getting pecked to death.

It wasn’t just the work.

It was how I looked doing it.

The wig was annoying as hell, itching under the heat, and my dress kept getting caught on things. And let’s not even talk about the disaster that was my nails.

I glared at my chipped polish. "You made me do this for nothing."

He leaned against the fence, watching me struggle. "What are you talking about?"

"The nails, man!" I held up my hand. "You made me paint them yesterday, and now they’re ruined!"

He snorted. "Ain’t my fault you work like a damn animal."

I wanted to throw a bucket at him.

Instead, I exhaled sharply and wiped sweat from my forehead, already dreading tomorrow’s routine.

Then my wig slipped.

"Ugh," I muttered, pushing it back up.

His voice came, closer than I expected. "Hold still."

I stilled.

Before I could react, his hand was in my hair—or, well, my fake hair. He adjusted the wig like it was nothing, his fingers brushing against my temple, tucking stray strands behind my ear.

I froze.

It was stupid—just a small touch—but it sent something hot and unnerving straight through me.

I swallowed. "I got it," I muttered.

He didn’t move right away.

His fingers lingered for half a second too long, like he was thinking about something. Then he stepped back, clearing his throat. "You should secure it better next time."

I nodded too fast, then turned and grabbed the next bucket, ignoring the weird feeling twisting in my stomach.

By the time the sun dipped behind the hills, I was officially dead inside. Every inch of me ached, my arms felt like rubber, and I was pretty sure my feet had stopped working somewhere around noon. But I wasn’t about to tell Donald that. The man thrived on watching me suffer.

I wiped the sweat off my brow, dragging myself toward the barn, ready to collapse—only to freeze when I spotted a small table set up near the porch.

There was food on it.

A full home-cooked meal.

I frowned. That wasn’t there this morning.

Donald, who had been putting away tools, tilted his head toward the table. “Sit.”

I hesitated. “What’s this?”

“Dinner.”

“…For me?”

He gave me a look. “Who the hell else?”

I didn’t move right away. This had to be a trick. Donald wasn’t exactly the type to throw out kind gestures, and he definitely didn’t seem like the cooking-for-people kind of guy.

“What, you poison it?” I muttered.

He rolled his eyes and pulled out a chair. “You worked today. You eat.”

I wasn’t about to argue with food, so I plopped down, shoving a forkful into my mouth—and almost groaned.

It was good.

Like, really good. The kind of meal that made you slow down just to savor it.

“You make this?” I asked, mouth full.

He sat across from me, arms crossed. “Who else would?”

I chewed, staring at him like he was some unsolved mystery. The guy didn’t just cook—he cooked like someone who gave a damn.

I swallowed. “Why?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Why what?”

“This.” I motioned to the food. “You don’t seem like the type to, you know… care.”

He exhaled through his nose, shaking his head. “Eat.”

I wanted to push, but my stomach won the argument, so I kept eating, barely even noticing when Donald’s gaze drifted to my legs.
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Then he sighed. “Sit properly.”

I blinked. “I am sitting properly.”

“No, you’re slouching like you’re about to pass out. And your legs—” He pointed. “Cross them.”

I stared. “Why?”

He took a slow sip of his water, dead serious. “You wanna wear dresses, you better start acting like you belong in ‘em.”

I choked on my food. “Oh, screw off.”

“Go on, try.”

I groaned but shifted my legs, crossing them at the knee just to shut him up.

He nodded, satisfied. “Better.”

I glared at him. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

He smirked. “A little.”

I muttered a string of curses under my breath but didn’t move my legs back. Somewhere between bites, the silence stretched long enough to start feeling weird.

I wasn’t good at quiet. I was even worse at not talking when something felt heavy in the air.

So I cleared my throat and blurted, “So… you always live alone?”

He didn’t flinch, but something in his expression shifted.

“Yeah.”

“For how long?”

He set his glass down, watching me for a beat. “Three years.”

Something about the way he said it made me instantly regret asking.

I hesitated. “Oh.”

That should have been the end of it. I should’ve just moved on, but my dumb mouth kept going.

“Divorce?”

Donald’s jaw tightened.

“No.” He exhaled. “Road accident.”

Oh.

My stomach twisted.

For the first time since I’d met him, I didn’t have a joke ready. I pushed my food around my plate, feeling too awkward to look at him.

I didn’t know what to say. Did I say sorry? Did I not say anything?

I hated this.

Hated feeling like I was tiptoeing around something that wasn’t my business.

But also…

I hated the idea of Donald eating alone for three years.

Words stuck in my throat, so I just nodded, focusing on my food.

For once, he didn’t fill the silence either.

The silence sat thick between us, stretching long enough for my brain to start chewing on it. I wasn’t good with heavy stuff. I usually ran my mouth until things got light again. But this? There was nothing to say that wouldn’t sound stupid.

He didn’t seem like the type who wanted pity, and I wasn’t the type to give it. But still…

Three years.

Three years alone on this farm.

I poked at the last bits of food on my plate, my appetite suddenly not as loud.

“That why you’re such a grump?” I muttered, just to fill the space.

He huffed, but it wasn’t his usual smart-ass smirk. It was tired.

“Been a grump long before that.”

I snorted. “Figures.”

He leaned back, watching me again, like he was studying something he couldn’t quite figure out. I shifted under the attention, feeling weirdly exposed.

“You ever lost someone?” he asked.

I blinked, caught off guard. “What?”

“You ever lose someone?”

I stared at my plate for a second too long. Thought about my mom. Thought about how she left, but she wasn’t dead. Thought about how it still felt the same.

“…Sort of,” I muttered.

He didn’t press.

Didn’t dig deeper.

Just nodded like he already understood and picked up his glass again.

For some reason, that made my throat feel tight.

I sat there longer than I should have, not quite ready to leave, not sure why. Donald didn’t rush me. Didn’t make a comment about it. He just finished his drink, leaned back in his chair, and watched the sky darken.

And for the first time since this whole punishment started, I didn’t totally hate being here.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP before Donald knocked on the barn door. That alone should’ve scared me. But what really messed with my head was that, for the first time, I wasn’t dreading getting dressed.

I blinked up at the wooden beams above me, fully awake before sunrise, feeling… weird. I wasn’t sore anymore. My arms didn’t feel like jelly, and my legs didn’t feel like dead weight.

I felt good.

That was dangerous.

I sat up, rubbing the sleep from my eyes, then caught sight of today’s dress hanging on the hook by the door. Soft yellow, short sleeves, little white lace along the hem.

I hesitated for half a second.

Then I got up and reached for it.

Getting dressed had stopped feeling like a fight. The first day, I had yanked on the stupid skirt with nothing but resentment. Now? My hands moved on their own, smoothing the fabric down, adjusting the apron ties, making sure the fit was right.

I caught myself fussing with the bow in the back. I froze.

What the hell was I doing?

I snatched my hands away, feeling my stomach twist, but my eyes flicked toward the mirror on the barn wall. I hesitated.

Then, before I could talk myself out of it, I stepped closer. The glass was old and dusty, but the reflection was clear enough.

I looked… different.

Not bad. Just different.

My legs looked longer in the skirt, my waist looked smaller with the apron tied snug. The wig sat just right on my shoulders, blending in like it belonged there.

I didn’t look like Jules.

I looked like…

I swallowed. I didn’t know what I looked like.

But I didn’t hate it.

That should’ve been the part that freaked me out the most. Instead, it was the way my fingers itched to fix my hair—how my hand lifted before I even realized it, tucking a loose strand behind my ear like it was natural.

I barely noticed Donald standing in the doorway.

“Look at you.”

I flinched, spinning around too fast. Donald leaned against the frame, smirking, arms crossed. I had no idea how long he’d been standing there.
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I cleared my throat. “What?”

“Didn’t even need to wake you up today.”

I crossed my arms, ignoring the way my face burned. “I figured I’d get a head start before you started barking orders.”

He made a low, amused sound in his throat. But he didn’t call me out. Didn’t point out that I had been checking myself out like a damn fool in the mirror.

He just shook his head, turned, and walked off toward the house.

“Breakfast in ten,” he called over his shoulder.

I stood there too long, heart beating too fast. Then I glanced back at the mirror. And I didn’t look away as fast as I should’ve.

After breakfast and some mundane cattle work, it started with whispers. At first, I thought I was just being paranoid—that maybe my own head was making things worse than they were. But by midday, it was undeniable.

People were talking.

Donald had me fixing the fence near the roadside when I heard it.

"Who's that?"

I froze, fingers gripping the wooden post a little too tight.

Across the way, standing by the McDonald farm’s rusted old gate, was Mrs. Holloway—one of the town’s biggest gossips. She was staring right at me, hands on her hips, eyes narrowed like I was some stray dog that had wandered into the wrong yard.

I swallowed and looked down, pretending I didn’t hear.

But the guy standing next to her—some old farmer I didn’t recognize—didn’t lower his voice.

“That’s that Baker boy,” he said, spitting tobacco into the dirt. “Donald’s got him dressed up like a girl.”

My stomach turned. Mrs. Holloway sucked in a sharp breath, the kind people only made before running straight to church to pray for somebody.

"Well, that’s just…" She trailed off, shaking her head like she couldn’t even find the right words.

I forced myself to keep working, nailing the next board into place, pretending I wasn’t flinching at every word.

"That ain’t right," the man muttered.

"Lord have mercy, what’s gotten into that boy?"

I felt sick. It was one thing when Donald teased me. One thing when I caught myself checking the mirror a little too long.

But this?

This was real.

They weren’t laughing. They weren’t curious. They were judging.

And in this town, judgment was a death sentence.

A shadow passed over me. I looked up. Donald had stepped between me and them, his broad shoulders blocking me completely from view.

His voice was low. Steady. Dangerous.

"You got a problem?"

Silence.

The old man shifted, suddenly interested in the dirt.

Mrs. Holloway forced a polite smile and laughed awkwardly. "Oh, we’re just making conversation, dear."

Donald didn’t move.

"Then have it somewhere else," he said.

Mrs. Holloway muttered something under her breath, looping her arm through the old man’s and dragging him off down the road.

Donald didn’t watch them go.

He turned to me instead.

"Ignore 'em," he said.

I scoffed, tossing the hammer into the toolbox. "Yeah, that’s easy for you to say."

He frowned. I wiped my hands on my apron, feeling humiliated, my throat tight. "This town already thinks I’m a screw-up. Now I’m just a—a freak in a dress."

"You ain’t a freak."

I laughed bitterly. "Tell that to everyone else."

Donald didn’t argue.
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He just… stood there. Watching.

Like he was waiting for me to look at him.

I didn’t.

I grabbed the next plank of wood and kept hammering, hands shaking, pretending I wasn’t seconds away from running off this damn farm and never looking back.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE STORM rolled in fast. One second, the air was thick and still, heavy with the kind of humidity that clung to your skin. The next, the wind howled through the trees, rattling the old barn doors like they were about to fly off their hinges.

I sat up in my cot, heart hammering. I wasn’t scared of storms. Not really. But this one was different. Thunder cracked so loud it shook the walls. The wind slammed into the barn, making the wooden beams above me creak like they were seconds from caving in.

Then I felt it.

A cold rush of water against my foot.

I looked down.

The barn floor was flooding.

“Shit.”

I swung my legs over the cot, bare feet hitting the water, already ankle-deep. The roof must’ve been leaking, because more dripped down from above, soaking through the straw, turning the dirt floor into mud.

I shivered, chest tightening. The last time I’d been stuck in a flood…

No. I wasn’t thinking about that.

I just needed to get out of here.

I grabbed my boots, fumbling in the dark, slipping one on when the door swung open.

Donald.

He filled the doorway, soaking wet, breath heavy, eyes scanning the barn before locking onto me.

"Move," he barked.

I barely had time to react before he was crossing the space between us, grabbing my arm, pulling me up.
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“Barn’s gonna flood,” he muttered. “We gotta go.”

I nodded, trying to follow, but the floor was slick. My foot slid out from under me. I would’ve gone face-first into the mud if Donald hadn’t caught me.

His arm locked around my waist, solid and steady, holding me up like I weighed nothing. I sucked in a sharp breath. I was too close to him.

My hands gripped his shirt, my cheek against his chest. I could feel him—his warmth, the slow, steady rise and fall of his breathing.

The world outside was chaos—wind howling, rain pounding against the roof, water rushing in—but in that second, all I could think about was how strong he felt. And how I didn’t want to let go.

His hold tightened.

"Come on," he said, voice low.

I let him pull me through the storm.

By the time we made it inside the house, I was shivering, soaked to the bone, confused why I was feeling butterflies in a stomach for a man, and still a little too aware of the way Donald’s hand had gripped my waist.

He let go as soon as we stepped into the kitchen, shaking off the rain, but the warmth of his touch lingered. I stood there, dripping mud and water all over the floor, arms wrapped around myself.

He exhaled, running a hand through his wet hair, then grabbed an old towel off the counter. He stepped toward me, reaching out—

I flinched.

Not because I was scared. But because I didn’t trust myself not to react.

He stilled, eyes narrowing. “You good?”

I swallowed, nodding. “Yeah. Just—” I gestured at the puddle forming around me. “Bit of a mess.”

He didn’t move away. Instead, he brought the towel up, slowly wiping a streak of mud off my cheek.

I froze.

My breath hitched. I should’ve pulled back. Should’ve said something stupid to break the tension. But all I could do was stand there, watching his face up close, feeling the rough drag of fabric against my skin.

His hand lingered, fingers barely brushing my jaw.

The air between us shifted. He was looking at me—really looking at me. Like he was seeing something he wasn’t supposed to. My stomach flipped. And just like that…

His eyes dropped to my lips. I felt it before I even realized what was happening.

The pull.

The slow, inevitable kind that made my fingers grip the front of his shirt, made my heart thunder louder than the storm outside.

Then—

He kissed me.

Or maybe I kissed him.

I wasn’t sure.

All I knew was that his lips were on mine, firm and warm and everything I shouldn’t want. And God, I wanted. I melted into it, breath hitching when his hand slid up, fingertips grazing the nape of my neck. My chest tightened, my knees went weak—

Then, just as fast as it started, it was over.

Donald pulled back like he’d been burned. We stared at each other, breathless, the moment hanging in the air between us like a live wire.

Then he said it.

“This was a mistake.”

The words hit like a punch.
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I swallowed hard, forcing out a laugh. “Yeah. Sure. Just a dumb mistake.”

His jaw clenched. “Go to bed, Jules.”

I nodded, but I didn’t move right away.

Because for the first time in my life, I wasn’t sure if I was more upset that he kissed me…

Or that he stopped.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I COULDN’T stop thinking about last night. It. matter how much I tried to shake things off, that kiss was stuck in my head like a bad song on repeat.

It didn’t make sense.

I was straight. I liked girls. I’d had crushes, dates, fantasies—all of them with women. So why the hell did my stomach flip every time I thought about the way Donald’s lips had felt?

Why did my skin still burn where he touched me?

And worse… why wasn’t I freaking out about it?

I should’ve been disgusted, embarrassed, running for the hills. But all I felt was confused.

And then there was the other thing.

The fact that when I woke up this morning, the first thing I reached for was a dress. It wasn’t out of obligation. Donald hadn’t been there, forcing me. No one was.

I had chosen it.

A soft blue sundress, light and airy, paired with little ankle socks and worn-in Mary Janes. The kind of outfit I’d once laughed at. The kind I had spent days resisting.

Now it felt like mine.

I hated what that meant.

My head was a mess, and the rhythmic squeeze of the cow’s udder beneath my hands was doing nothing to clear it. The barn was quiet, just the occasional low moo and the soft sounds of milk hitting the pail.

I exhaled, staring at the hem of my dress, watching how the fabric moved when I shifted. What the hell was happening to me?

"Jesus Christ."

I jumped, nearly knocking the pail over.

The voice came from behind me.

A voice I knew too well.

I turned too fast, my stomach dropping.

My father stood in the barn entrance, shotgun in hand, two men flanking him.

Joe Miller and Hank Dawson.

Two of my dad’s old drinking buddies, both just as mean and narrow-minded as him. Their eyes raked over me, disgust curling on their faces.

Dad’s was the worst. His mouth pressed into a thin line, nostrils flaring like a bull about to charge.
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“The hell are you wearin’?”

I swallowed hard. My fingers twitched toward the apron, like maybe I could hide myself, but it was too late.

I licked my lips. "It’s—it’s not what it looks like."

"Really?" Dad’s tone dripped with venom. "Because it looks like my son’s prancing around in a damn dress, milking cows like some fairy tale princess."

Joe snorted, shaking his head. Hank spat on the ground.

“So, the rumors are true,” Joe said.

“Why are you wearing that? Are you playing house with old McDonald?” Hank asked.

“Or are you a fa—“ but before Joe could finish hurling more insults, I forced myself to stand tall, ignoring the way my knees felt weak. "It’s not like that. It’s—it’s a punishment."

Dad’s eyes narrowed. “A punishment?”

I nodded too quickly. "Yeah. Donald—uh, Mr. McDonald—he—he made me do it. You know, to teach me a lesson."

Dad’s jaw ticked.

"So he made you wear that? Made you run around like this for fun?"

I opened my mouth—paused. Something in his expression shifted. He wasn’t just mad at me. He was mad at Donald. And that’s when I realized: I had said the exact wrong thing.

Dad turned, tilting his head toward Joe and Hank. "Come on."

I stiffened. "Wait—"

But he was already marching toward the house. The shotgun rested easy in his grip. Like he’d been waiting for an excuse to use it.

"Stop!" I ran after them, heart hammering, but Joe grabbed my arm, yanking me back.

"You best stay put, boy," he muttered. "Let the men handle this."

I shoved at him, trying to break free, but Hank grabbed my other arm, holding me back.

Panic clawed at my throat.

"No," I gasped. "Don’t—"

Dad didn’t look back.

He just kept walking toward the house.

I fought. I kicked, twisted, struggled, but Joe and Hank were both bigger than me, stronger. My boots slid against the dirt, my breath coming fast and hard. And all I could do was watch.

“Let me go!” I shouted, panic making my voice higher, thinner.

Joe’s grip tightened. “Settle down, boy. Ain’t no place for you to be interferin’.”

My stomach twisted. They were going to hurt him and Donald had no idea what was coming.

I yanked harder, nails digging into Hank’s wrist, but he barely flinched. “Don’t be stupid now,” he muttered. “This is a man’s job.”

That sent a fresh wave of nausea through me. Because they didn’t just mean the fight. They meant me. Like I wasn’t a man anymore. Like I was something else.

I stopped struggling, breath shuddering, as my father banged once on Donald’s door, then pushed it open without waiting.

I could see everything from where I stood—the way Donald looked up from the kitchen table, his expression turning from tired to tense in a blink.

He wasn’t surprised.

Like he’d been expecting this.

Dad stepped inside, shotgun still loose in his grip, but we all knew it wouldn’t take much to lift it.

"McDonald," he said, voice like a growl.

Donald exhaled slowly, setting his mug down. "Ray."

Dad’s jaw clenched at the familiarity of it. "What the hell is my son wearin'?"

Donald didn’t look at me. Didn’t flinch.

"Clothes."

Joe and Hank snorted, but Dad wasn’t laughing.

"You been messin' with him?"

Donald’s fingers drummed against the table.

I couldn’t breathe.

He could fight. We both knew that. He could throw down like a bull if he wanted.

But he didn’t.

Instead, he stood up slow, like he was careful not to spook a wild animal.

"Was just a joke," Donald said, tone even.

"Figured it’d teach him a lesson."

The words hit like a slap.

A joke. I felt sick.

Dad’s eyes narrowed, like he was trying to decide if he believed it. "So you ain’t been corruptin' him?"

Donald shook his head. "Nope. Just a dumb prank after I caught him stealing eggs. Was gonna send him home soon enough."

My chest ached.

I wanted to scream.

Because it wasn’t a joke. Not to me.

Because when Donald’s gaze finally flicked to mine, there was something in his eyes I’d never seen before.

Regret.

But not the kind that said he was sorry for what happened.

The kind that said he was sorry it had to end this way.

Dad nodded, like that answer was good enough for him.

He turned to me, his grip tight like iron on the shotgun. "Get in the truck."

I didn’t move.
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"Now."

My feet wouldn’t work. My throat was too tight to speak.

Joe shoved me forward.

I stumbled.

"Go on," Hank muttered. "This ain’t your home."

I looked back one last time.

Donald’s hands were curled into fists at his sides, but he wasn’t moving. He just stood there, watching me get dragged away. And the last thing I saw before they shoved me into the truck was the way his jaw tensed hard enough to crack.

Like if he said one more word, he’d break.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

NO. I couldn’t take it anymore. It had been one month since my father dragged me off that farm. One month of silence from Donald, of my dad acting like he’d put me through some kind of detox program, like I had been cured of whatever sickness had gotten into me.

Except I wasn’t cured. I was suffocating.

I went through the motions, woke up, ate, worked on my dad’s land like nothing had changed. I forced myself into jeans and work boots, let my old friends crack jokes about how I’d been "tamed."

But every time I passed a mirror, my stomach twisted.

Every time I lay in bed at night, my hands itched for something that wasn’t there. And when I closed my eyes, all I saw was Donald.

His stupid smirk. The way he sarcastically called me sweetheart, the way he kissed me like I was something he wanted.

The way he let me go.

It had been a month, and I was still waiting for him to come find me.

But he never did.

So, I had no choice.

I had to go to him.

I moved quietly, slipping out of bed just past midnight. My father’s snores echoed through the house, steady, deep. He had no idea.

I tiptoed to the closet, kneeling, heart hammering. I reached into the back, pulling out the bag I had hidden for weeks. Inside was the dress.

A simple one—soft white, long enough to keep me covered, light enough to feel like a second skin. The wig was tucked beneath it, the same color as my natural hair, only longer, smoother, exactly how I wished mine would grow.

I changed in the dark, breathing uneven, hands shaking, but not from fear.

From relief.

When I tied the last ribbon, my reflection barely looked like Jules at all. I exhaled, grabbed my boots, and slipped out the window, running for the only place that felt like home.
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The wind was sharp against my bare skin as I sprinted through the fields, my skirt whipping against my legs. I should’ve been scared. Scared of my father finding out. Scared of what people would say, of what would happen if Donald didn’t want me anymore.

But I wasn’t.

Because I had spent the last month pretending to be someone I wasn’t. And I wasn’t about to waste another second. Soon after, the farmhouse came into view, dark and quiet.

I didn’t hesitate.

I ran up the steps, boots clunking against the wood, hand raised to knock—the door swung open before I could. Donald stood there, hair a mess, wearing only jeans and a loose shirt, like he’d just gotten out of bed.

He didn’t say anything.

Didn’t blink.

Just grabbed me, pulled me inside, and slammed the door behind us. Then he wrapped his arms around me and held me so damn tight I thought I might break.

Donald’s arms were solid and unshaking, holding me like he thought I might slip away if he let go. I melted into him, pressing my face against his broad chest, breathing him in—smoke, rain, and something deep and earthy.

I didn’t realize I was crying until he tilted my chin up, his thumb brushing warm and rough against my cheek.

“Jules,” he murmured, voice tight.

Hearing that name felt wrong now.

Like it wasn’t mine anymore.

I shook my head. “No.” My breath hitched. “Not Jules.”

His jaw tensed.

Then his fingers curled around the back of my neck, his touch firm but careful. He searched my face, like he was trying to find someone new in it.

And maybe he did.

Because when he spoke, his voice was softer than I’d ever heard it.

“Jolene.”

My chest caved in. I squeezed my eyes shut, nodding, the weight of that name settling deep inside me, sinking into places I hadn’t even known were empty.

He pulled me closer, his forehead resting against mine, his breath warm against my lips.

“Jolene,” he said again, like he was testing how it felt on his tongue.

Like he liked it. Like he liked me.

I swallowed hard. “I—” My voice cracked. “I missed you.”

His fingers tightened in my hair. “You think I didn’t miss you?”

“You let me go.”

He flinched, just barely.

I gripped his shirt, nails digging in. “I waited for you.” My throat burned. “I kept thinking you’d come get me. That you’d—” My breath hitched. “That you’d fight for me.”

He let out a slow, shaky exhale.

“You think I didn’t want to?” His voice was gruff, thick with something heavy. “You think I wasn’t losing my damn mind every day you weren’t here?”

I swallowed. “Then why didn’t you?”

His jaw clenched. He pulled back just enough to look at me, his hands still gripping my waist.

“Because we can’t stay here, Jolene.”

My stomach twisted. He sighed, voice low, rough like gravel. “This town won’t accept you. It won’t accept us. You know that.”

I knew. I’d always known.

But still.

I shook my head.

“I don’t care.” My fingers curled around the fabric of his shirt, like I could hold him here forever. “I don’t care what they think. I care about you.” My voice cracked. “I love you.”

He went still. For a second, I thought I had said the wrong thing. Then he exhaled sharply, like the words had been ripped out of him.

“Say it again,” he whispered.

My heart pounded.
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“I love you.”

His lips were on mine before I could take my next breath. It wasn’t like the first kiss. This wasn’t hesitant, cautious. This was desperate, claiming, a month’s worth of wanting and regret colliding all at once.

His hands gripped my waist, pulling me flush against him. I gasped against his mouth, my fingers tangling in his hair, needing him closer, closer, closer.

“I love you,” I mumbled against his lips, again and again, like maybe if I said it enough, neither of us would have to be afraid anymore.

He groaned, low and rough, like I was unraveling him. Then he lifted me, hands firm against my thighs, carrying me toward the bedroom like he had already made up his mind.

And maybe, finally, so had I.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

TWO MONTHS passed in secrets and stolen moments. Donald and I had perfected the routine—acting normal in town, keeping our distance, then coming alive the second we were alone.

Every night, I crept back to the farm. Every night, his hands found me in the dark, pulling me close, murmuring my name like it was the only thing he knew.

And for a while, it was enough.

Until it wasn’t.

Until I started to wonder why we had to keep pretending at all.

The fire crackled low in the hearth, warm against my bare legs. I sat cross-legged on the rug, wearing one of Donald’s flannels over my slip, fingers absently twisting a loose thread.

He was on the couch behind me, watching, quiet. That’s how I knew he had something on his mind. Because normally? He’d have pulled me onto his lap by now.

Instead, he leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees.

“Jolene.”

My stomach flipped. He rarely used my name outside of bed.

I twisted to look at him. “Yeah?”

His jaw tensed. “What do you really want?”

The question hit harder than I expected.

I blinked. “What do you mean?”

He exhaled, rubbing a hand down his face. “I mean—this. Us. You.” His gaze held mine, steady and unreadable. “What do you want?”

I should’ve had an answer.

I’d spent the last two months pretending like I had one. Pretending like I could keep bouncing between two lives—Jules in the daytime, Jolene at night.

But the truth?

I knew exactly what I wanted. I just hadn’t let myself say it yet.

I swallowed hard, looking down at my lap. “When I’m here,” I started, voice barely above a whisper, “when I’m Jolene… it feels right.”

Donald didn’t interrupt.

I took a shaky breath. “I love being her. I love being me. But only when I’m here.”

I clenched my fists in the fabric of my slip. “And I hate that I can’t be her anywhere else.”

The words felt raw, like I was finally ripping something out of me that had been buried too long.

Donald was silent. I risked a glance at him. His hands were curled into fists, knuckles white. Then, slowly, he reached out. His calloused fingers traced along my cheek, tilting my face toward his.
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“Then stay with me,” he murmured.

I inhaled sharply.

I searched his face, looking for doubt, hesitation, anything that might tell me he was just saying it to make me feel better. But there was none.

I let out a shaky breath. “What about the town?”

Donald’s thumb brushed my jaw, firm and sure. “Screw ‘em.”

I exhaled a laugh, but it was wet, shaky, too close to crying.

He didn’t stop me when I climbed onto the couch, onto him, pressing my forehead against his. “Okay,” I whispered. His hands tightened around my waist. And for the first time, I let myself believe that I didn’t have to run anymore.

Three days later, I did something I never thought I’d do.

I dressed up for myself.

Not because Donald told me to. Not because I had to. But because I wanted to.

I stood in front of my bedroom mirror, fingers trembling, not from nerves—from excitement. The dress was soft peach, cinched at the waist, the kind that flowed when I moved. Light enough to catch in the breeze.

I braided my wig, tight and neat, a little ribbon tied at the end.

Then, for the first time ever, I reached for perfume. A small, delicate bottle. I dabbed a bit onto my wrists, then pressed them against my neck. The scent was sweet, warm, familiar. Like someone I recognized but had never met before.

I smoothed my dress down, took a breath, and stepped outside.

Later that night, I was back on his farm. Donald was on the porch, arms crossed, staring out at the moonlit fields. When he turned, his eyes landed on me—and stayed.

His whole body tensed. My breath hitched.

Donald had looked at me before. Had watched me in ways that made my knees weak, had touched me in ways that made me feel wanted.

But this was different.

Like he was seeing me for the first time. Like he finally understood who I really was. His gaze dragged down, slow and deliberate. The dress. The braid. The perfume he hadn’t smelled on me before.

By the time his eyes met mine again, my skin was on fire.

I swallowed. “You’re staring.”

His voice came out rougher than usual.

“You’re beautiful.”

The words hit me like a punch. I had never been called that before. Not like this. Not in a way that made me believe it.

I couldn’t breathe.

He stepped forward, his hand brushing the braid over my shoulder. “You did this for me?”

I shook my head. “For me.”

Something shifted in his expression.

He grabbed my wrist, pulled me against him, one hand on my waist, the other cradling the side of my face.

“Jolene.”

It was the way he said it.

Like it was sacred.

Like I was his.

I barely had time to react before his lips crashed into mine, his grip possessive, certain. I gasped against his mouth, but he didn’t let up, pressing me closer, like he needed me against him to breathe.

I melted, hands twisting in his shirt, body arching into his.

There was no confusion this time. No doubt.

This was where I belonged.
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That night, we didn’t work. We didn’t talk about the town, or my father, or what would happen next. We just existed. We sat in the fields, hands intertwined, watching the moon’s sheen behind the hills.

For the first time, there was no guilt. Just us.

Just Jolene.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS passed. Three months of hiding, waiting, pretending not to hear the whispers. But above all that, I had grown my hair longer, just enough to brush against my shoulders, enough to feel more like me.

I wished I could do more. But even that little progress was hidden by my trusty baseball cap. I wanted so badly to fix the things that didn’t feel right—to change what I saw in the mirror, to match the way Donald already looked at me.

But I couldn’t.

I still lived with my father. If I changed too much, he’d know. And even if I had the guts to risk it—I didn’t have the money. So I settled for what I could have…

…the dresses, the soft hair, the way Donald whispered my name at night like it belonged to me.

The sun was heavy on my skin later that afternoon as I brushed down one of Donald’s horses, stroking its mane absently, lost in my own thoughts.

I barely heard the sound of boots crunching against the dirt. Then Donald’s voice.

“Jolene.”

I turned.

He stood in the doorway, face drawn tight, jaw locked. His hands were shoved deep in his pockets, shoulders tense in a way I didn’t like.

My stomach dipped.

I set the brush down. “What?”

He exhaled through his nose, looking past me like he didn’t want to say it. Then he did.

“They know.”

I frowned. “Who knows?”

“The town.”

Something in my chest tightened. He stepped closer, voice lower. “People saw us together.” His throat worked, like the next words tasted bad. “They’re pissed.”

I swallowed. “What does that mean?”

He let out a short, humorless laugh.

“It means I went into town today, and not a single store would sell to me.”

The air dropped out of my lungs.

I stepped forward. “What?”

His eyes met mine, tired and heavy. “They’ve cut us off.”

The words hit hard, but before I could even process it, he sighed and ran a hand down his face.

“And that’s not the worst part.”

I stilled.

“They threw a rock through my window.”
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I felt like I had been punched in the gut. My hands curled into fists, my breath coming faster. “Who?”

He shook his head. “I don’t know.”

My stomach twisted. He reached for me, but I took a step back, my heart pounding.

“This is my fault,” I muttered.

His brows snapped together. “No. It’s not.”

“Yes, it is.” My voice shook, heat rising in my chest. “Before me, before all this, you were fine. You had a life here.”

He grabbed my wrists, pulling me toward him.

“I was surviving, Jolene. That ain’t the same as living.”

I shook my head. “Now they’re coming after you—”

“I don’t care.”

His grip tightened, firm but steady, grounding me.

“I knew what I was getting into. I made my choice.”

I looked up at him, my throat tight. He sighed, pressing his forehead against mine. “If I had to do it all over again,” he murmured, “I’d still choose you.”

I let out a shaky breath.

But in the back of my mind, something told me this wasn’t over.

And I was right.

That evening, I sat on Donald’s lap on the porch, his arms loose around my waist, a cold beer sweating in my hand. The air was thick, hot, carrying the last stretch of summer with it. Crickets sang in the tall grass. It should’ve been peaceful.

But Donald was tense.

His fingers drummed lightly against my hip, his body coiled like he was waiting for something to happen. He had been quiet since we ate. Too quiet.

I took a sip, pretending not to notice, leaning my head against his shoulder. "You thinking about the rock?"

He exhaled through his nose. "Thinking about how this town never changes."

I ran my fingers over the rim of my bottle, trying to push the bad feeling away. "We’ll figure it out."

He didn’t answer.

And then—

A truck rumbled up the dirt road, headlights cutting through the dark. My stomach dropped. I sat up, turning just as the tires crunched to a stop. The engine died.

Silence.

Then—

The door slammed.

And I heard his voice.

"You son of a bitch!"

Donald pushed me off his lap and stood before I could react. I scrambled to my feet as my father stepped onto the porch, shotgun in hand, two of his buddies right behind him. Same men from before.

I felt cold all over. Donald didn’t move. He just stood there, watching my father with the same hard, quiet stare he always had.

Dad’s face was red, jaw clenched so tight it looked painful. "Thought I told you to keep your hands off my son." Donald’s voice was steady. "Ain’t your son standing here."

I flinched. My father’s gaze whipped to me. I didn’t back down. Didn’t step away from Donald’s side. His eyes raked over me, taking in my dress, my hair.

Something in his face twisted.

"You disgust me," he muttered.

I expected it to hurt.

It didn’t.

It made me angry.

Joe spat into the dirt. "Ain’t natural. A grown man in a dress, prancin’ around like some kinda—"

Donald moved first. I barely saw him before he swung. His fist collided with Joe’s jaw, sending him stumbling back off the porch.

Then all hell broke loose.

Dad raised the shotgun. "You wanna play, old McDonald?" Hank grabbed Donald by the collar, yanking him forward, swinging. Donald ducked, drove an elbow into Hank’s gut.

I was shouting, pushing forward, trying to break them up. Joe recovered fast. He tackled Donald, sending them both crashing into the wooden railing.

Donald grunted, twisting to throw him off, but he was outnumbered. My father stood back, watching. Enjoying it. And that was when something in me snapped.

I shoved myself between them, arms spread wide.

"STOP!"

Donald stilled beneath Joe’s weight. Hank wiped blood from his nose, looking like he was ready to lunge again.

I turned to my father, chest heaving.

"I love him!" My voice cracked.

Silence.

The words hung between us, settling heavy into the night air.

"I love him," I said again, softer.

"And I’m not your son. I never was."

Joe snorted, shaking his head. "Jesus Christ."

Hank laughed.

But my father…

My father didn’t laugh.

He just stared.

Then he spit at my feet.
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"You’re dead to me."

The words should’ve hurt.

They should’ve shattered something inside me.

But all I felt was relief.

Donald pushed Joe off him, breathing hard, fists still clenched. But he wasn’t looking at them anymore. He was looking at me.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE LAST morning we had left to stay in his about-to-be old farm, I stood in front of the mirror, staring at the woman looking back at me. I had spent my whole life not recognizing my own reflection.

Too sharp. Too wrong. Too much of someone else.

But today…

Today, I saw Jolene.

I ran my fingers down the soft fabric of my dress—a sundress, cinched at the waist, flowing just right over my hips. I had chosen it carefully, something that felt like the new me, the brave and beautiful. The one had risk it all.

I adjusted my braid, smoothing a few loose strands behind my ears. My hair had gotten way longer, brushing against my shoulders in soft waves, no longer hidden beneath a wig.

Donald had bought me real earrings, tiny gold hoops, and I had spent the morning fastening them, my hands trembling like it was my first time doing anything feminine.

I took a deep breath, running a hand down my legs—smooth, freshly shaved. The small touches mattered. The perfume, the lip balm, the soft curve of my brows.

I wasn’t pretending anymore.

The thought sent a shiver down my spine. Excitement. Fear. Freedom. I turned from the mirror and walked toward the suitcase sitting on the bed.

Donald was outside, packing up the truck. We didn’t know exactly where we were going. But we knew it would be somewhere else. Somewhere safe. Somewhere I could finally exist.

I stepped outside, the morning air cool against my skin.

Donald was securing the last of the bags in the truck bed, sleeves rolled up, looking like he had never belonged anywhere more than right here, next to me.

He turned when he heard me. And his breath caught.

I saw it—the way his eyes ran over me, slow, lingering.

He had seen me in dresses before. Had seen me in nothing at all. But this was different. This wasn’t a punishment. This wasn’t a secret. This wasn’t a game.

This was me.
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“You’re staring,” I murmured.

He swallowed. “Yeah.”

A breeze lifted the hem of my dress.

He reached out, fingers brushing the fabric, then gripping my waist, pulling me close. His voice was quiet, but sure.

“You ready?”

I nodded.

He kissed my forehead.

“Then let’s go, sweetheart.”

Our last night in town was quiet. No knocks on the door. No headlights in the driveway. No one waiting to drag me away.

It was just us.

Donald had brought a bottle of whiskey inside, but neither of us drank much. We sat together, close, touching, breathing each other in, like we both knew this night would be different.

Like we both knew what was coming.

I was nervous. I had thought about it before—what it would be like to give myself to him completely. But I had never been ready.

Until now.

Donald saw it in my face before I even said a word. He traced his fingers along my jaw, eyes dark but patient. "You sure?"

I nodded.

His hands moved slowly—unbuttoning my dress, easing me out of it, treating me like something delicate.

I wasn’t. Not anymore. But I liked that he saw me that way.

That to him, I was something to be cherished.

He took his time, kissing me deep and slow, learning my body like he had all the time in the world. I melted under him, arching into every touch, feeling his breath hot against my skin.

He whispered my name like it belonged to him.

"Jolene."

I shivered.

He kissed down my neck, hands sliding lower, fingers exploring, coaxing me open, relaxed. I had prepared for this. I knew what to expect. But nothing had prepared me for him. For the way he made me feel safe, made me feel like this wasn’t something to endure, but to enjoy.

I gasped when he touched me, a soft sound that made him groan, made his grip tighten.

"Mine," he muttered against my skin. "You’re mine."

And I knew—I would never belong to anyone else.

The night stretched long and slow, filled with heat and whispers and Donald’s hands, Donald’s lips, Donald’s voice telling me I was perfect.

By the time I curled into his chest, body sore but satisfied, I had never felt more whole. I traced lazy patterns over his skin, listening to the steady thrum of his heartbeat.

"You okay?" he murmured, pressing a kiss into my hair.

I sighed. "More than okay."

He chuckled, his fingers skimming up and down my spine, soothing. I bit my lip. "I never thought I’d have this."

He exhaled, pulling me tighter against him.
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"You always had it, Jolene," he murmured. "You just had to see it."

I smiled against his skin, feeling his warmth, his love, his promise.

Tomorrow, we would leave this place.

Tomorrow, we would start over.

But tonight, I was his.

And he was mine.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE WIND moved gently through the wheat fields, carrying the smell of earth and summer rain. The air was warm, soft, the way it always was right before sunset.

I stood on the front porch, arms wrapped around myself, watching the sun dip behind the hills.

Our hills.

Our farm.

A whole year had passed since we left. Since we traded whispers and fear for quiet and freedom. No one here knew who I used to be. No one cared.

I was just Jolene.

And that was enough.

I ran a hand down my arms, feeling the smoothness of my skin, the soft curve of my waist beneath my dress. Six months on hormones had changed more than just my body.

My cheeks were fuller, my lips softer, my shape shifting into something I recognized more and more each day.

I still had work to do.

Surgeries weren’t an option yet. Not out here. But I had a doctor—a specialist online who checked in every few weeks. For the first time in my life, I was doing things the right way.

Not sneaking, not second-guessing.

Just… becoming.

And I had never been happier.

The screen door creaked behind me, then warm hands slid around my waist. Donald pressed up behind me, his chin resting lightly on my shoulder.

I sighed, leaning back into him.

"Fields look good," he murmured, voice low and familiar.
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I smiled. "Everything looks good when the sun hits it just right."

He kissed the side of my neck, his beard scratching lightly against my skin.

"You look good all the time."

I flushed, even after all this time.

He chuckled, turning me in his arms. His eyes searched mine, soft and full of something I had never seen in anyone else. Something that had never wavered, not from the very first day.

"I knew it," he said, lips curling at the corners.

I raised a brow. "Knew what?"

His fingers traced my jaw, slow and careful.

"That day you snuck onto my farm, stealing my eggs." He smirked. "I knew you were gonna steal my heart too."

Something in my chest tightened, but in the best way. I swallowed, my throat thick.

"You don’t regret it?" I whispered.

Donald’s expression softened. He lifted my hand, pressing a slow, deliberate kiss to my knuckles.

"Not for a damn second."

The words settled deep, sinking into the parts of me that had once been so unsure. I smiled, eyes burning, but with happiness this time. Donald pulled me closer, his arms a place I never had to run from again.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy The Femboy Farmer? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.

[image: A person sitting on a chair  Description automatically generated]

“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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"He wants you to change into a maid’s uniform. It’s part of HIS commandments. Take it or leave it."

I was broke. Jobless. One step away from sleeping in a cardboard box. Then Vincent Moreau—rich, ruthless, and ridiculously handsome—offered me a job as his live-in housekeeper.

The catch? He had rules.

The Girly Commandments.

Perfect posture. Soft-spoken manners. Aesthetically pleasing at all times. And somehow, that included a maid’s uniform, stockings, and learning to waltz in his ballroom.

I told myself I hated it. That I hated him. But every time he whispered my name—Lucille, not Lucas—I felt something unravel. Humiliated, I ran. But no matter how far I went, I couldn’t run from who I was becoming.And Vincent? He’s ready to claim me completely.

Read The Girly Commandments

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

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Femboy Farmer.

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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