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Introduction

“The growth of these flowers is as rapid as the change in my cup size! Please, doctor, tell me the truth!”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

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

The flowers grew overnight, wild and beautiful, and so did the things I didn’t understand inside me. My skin softened, my voice shifted, my body reshaped itself as if the garden were rewriting me one petal at a time.

Dr. Foster called it science. Her son, Hendrick, called it fate.
I called it a nightmare I was secretly starting to love.

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

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Flower Boy.


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

∞∞∞

GRADUATION WEEKEND ended and the town went quiet in that way it does after a big game. I was still in my cardboard cap when Mom slid a folded flyer across the kitchen table like it was contraband.

“Summer work,” she said, tapping the paper.

“Good pay. You’re not spending June rotting on a controller.”

“Wow. Love the faith,” I said, peeling it open with syrupy fingers. The flyer was thin and grainy, like someone printed it at the library: CUSTODIAN / GROUNDS — Seasonal — Foster Property. Housing included. A phone number in thick black digits.

“Where is that?” I asked.

“Off Willow Trace. The old Foster house.”

“The haunted one?”

Mom gave me the eyebrow. “It’s not haunted. It’s an estate that needs care. You need money for community college. Call.”

After an hour of pretending to think I didn’t need the job, I called. A crisp voice answered on the second ring. “Eleanor Foster.” I stood, because her tone made me straighten without thinking. “Uh—hi. I’m Ferdie. I saw the custodial job.”

Pause. “Ferdie… Mills?”

She knew my last name. In a town like ours, everyone knew everyone, but still. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Can you be here in twenty minutes?”

I looked down at my pajama shorts and the syrup plate.

“I—uh—”

“Good. Forty-two Willow Trace. Don’t get lost.”

She hung up. I stared at the dead phone, then at Mom. She already had the keys in her hand.

The Foster place sat behind a cracked brick wall choked by honeysuckle. The iron gate was open, listing on one hinge like it was tired of holding on. The house itself was huge—white columns, big porches, windows like blank eyes. A live oak dominated the yard, all shade and attitude. The minute I stepped out of the car, the air hit me: heavy, sweet, like boiling tea with too much sugar.

A woman stood on the porch with her arms folded. Early fifties, maybe, hair in a no-nonsense twist, khaki shirt tucked into jeans that didn’t scandalize anybody. She didn’t offer to shake my hand. She just looked me up and down like a scientist counting atoms.

“Ferdie,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You’ll clean inside, but the urgent need is the grounds.” She nodded to the lawn, which wasn’t a lawn so much as a jungle that forgot it was in Mississippi and tried to be Amazon. “Weeds, vines, invasive everything. And the garden.” She pointed toward the back, where a broken path disappeared into green.

“Okay.” I pushed my shoulders back. My voice came out higher than I liked. “I can do that.”

“You’ll be paid weekly. Housing is the guest house.” She gestured to a smaller structure beyond the live oak. “You’ll share the kitchen in the main house, or cook for yourself if you prefer not to interact.”

I blinked. “Not to interact?”

“I value quiet.” She said it like a policy, not an insult. Then, almost as an afterthought: “My son, Hendrick, will be on property for the summer. He’s… detail-oriented.”

My stomach did an unhelpful flip. “Detail-oriented” sounded like he’d watch me breathe and give notes.

Dr. Foster led me inside, through a hallway that smelled like dust and lemon oil. The rooms were mostly empty, sheets over furniture. The air hummed with the sound of something electrical and old. She talked while she walked, fast and clipped. “The garden was once famous. My mother kept it meticulous. I don’t have time. I have a research lab to run. What I need is for it to live again.”

We stepped into the backyard and the world tilted. Even wild, it was beautiful: stone beds, iron arches chewed by rust, a fountain gone dry. Sun sat on everything like a weight. Cicadas screamed from the trees.

Dr. Foster crouched by a cracked planter and pulled out a small cedar box. The wood looked new, like it hadn’t seen weather. She opened it and showed me packets of seeds, each sealed in glossy plastic. The labels were handwritten: S-12, L-3, V-BLEND. Nothing normal like “zinnias” or “marigolds.” Each packet shimmered faintly in the light, which my rational brain filed under “plastic being weird.”

“What are they?” I asked.

“Hybrids.” She closed the box and placed it in my hands. It felt heavier than it should, like it had opinions. “Plant them by the paths and trellis. Water at dusk. No direct sun at sowing.”

“You want me to start with these?”

Her mouth twitched. It wasn’t a smile, but it was adjacent. “I want to see what you do.”

Which is how I had a job before I’d even seen the guest house. Before leaving, I texted Mom: Hired. Weekly pay. Staying on property. Don’t freak. Love u. She sent back seventeen praying hands and a heart.

By five, I’d hauled the first of three rotting wheelbarrows full of vines to a corner. The heat was a living animal. Sweat glued my shirt to my spine. I liked the ache, though. It made my brain quiet. The box of seeds sat on the porch steps, patient.

I’d just bent to pry up a stubborn root when I heard gravel crunch and a voice behind me say, “You’re planting those wrong.”

I turned, squinting through sun. A guy stood by the porch in cuffed shorts and a navy polo, like he was going to a country club that only accepted people with perfect posture. Brown hair, neat. Hands in pockets. He was my age, give or take a few months, and he was looking at my wheelbarrow like it had insulted his mother.

“I haven’t planted anything yet,” I said.

“You’re prepping wrong, then.” He pointed with his chin. “You’re ripping out vinca. It’s holding the soil. The beds will collapse.”

“Cool,” I said. “Hi. I’m Ferdie.”

“Hendrick,” he said, not offering a hand. “We water at six. Dusk is at 7:46. Don’t dump vines near the oak. You’ll attract pests. Also, your shirt is inside out.”

I looked down. The tag waved at me like it knew it had won. I clenched my jaw and muttered, “Great.”

He walked past me and picked up my rake, testing its weight like a judge. “You’ll need gloves. Blistering will slow productivity.”

“Are you my boss?” I asked.

He glanced at me. His eyes were blue in that annoying clear way. “No. But if you mess up, I have to live with it.”

“Awesome.” I grabbed the rake out of his hand. “I’ll try not to destroy your life.”

He didn’t smile. “We’ll see.”

I watched him go into the house, and okay, I’ll admit it: I hated him a little. Or a lot. Micro-manager was right. Detail-oriented my butt. I flipped my shirt around behind the shed where the oak hid me, and when I came back, the box of seeds looked like it was waiting for me to prove something.

At six, I hosed the beds so the soil went dark and smelled good, like rain even though it was tap water. The air cooled a notch. Frogs started up near the empty fountain. I worked until the sky went peach and the gnats got bold. Then I carried the cedar box to the first bed and knelt.

When I slit open the first packet—S-12—a soft smell lifted, sweeter than honeysuckle, sweeter than anything. Not cloying, just… clean. The seeds themselves were tiny pale commas, dusted with a silvery powder that caught the light. My brain said glitter, but glitter never behaved that way. It moved like mica in water.

I pressed the seeds into the soil with two fingers and felt a weird little hum in my fingertips, like when your hand falls asleep, and then it wasn’t there, and I decided I’d imagined it. I planted L-3 in the shade of the arch, then V-BLEND along the pathway where the stones were cracked from years of no one loving them. Every time, the scent rose, and every time, something in my chest loosened.
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By the time full dark fell, I’d planted all six packets. I stood, feeling lightheaded in a nice way, and turned on the porch light. Moths came like they’d been waiting.

I rinsed my hands at the spigot and watched the water run silver for half a second, then clear. Probably dust. Probably nothing.

“Dusk was an hour ago,” Hendrick said from the porch, like he’d been timing me. He had a laptop under his arm.

“Wow,” I said. “A clock.”

He made a face that was almost a smile but died halfway. “There’s casserole in the fridge. If you eat my yogurt, I will know.”

“Yes, sir,” I said with a fake salute, and stalked off to the guest house. The place was bare but clean: single bed, tiny table, a dresser that stuck on the second drawer. I showered and let the hot water beat my shoulders until I could pretend the day’s orders had washed down the drain. My skin smelled like the seeds—like something fresh and bottled.

I collapsed on the bed with the windows open to the garden. The frog chorus worked on my nerves like needles, and then it worked on them like a lullaby, and I was gone.

In the dream, I was standing in the garden, only it wasn’t wild anymore. The beds were alive, like literally moving. Vines curled over my wrists and I didn’t mind. Flowers opened to look at me as if I was the moon. Somewhere, water ran. The air hummed. And under all that was a voice. It was small and close, not scary. It said my name, but it wasn’t the one on my diploma.

“Fern,” it whispered, like it had always known. “Fern.”

I woke to the ceiling fan cutting the dark into slices. The room smelled even sweeter now, like the scent had climbed in the window and sat on my chest. I touched my throat. My pulse thudded under my fingers. My skin felt too soft, like I’d slept in lotion. I chalked it up to the new soap, the heat, first-day brain. Outside, the garden held its breath between night and morning.

I rolled over and pretended I wasn’t listening for the voice again.

The next morning, I found out why people say Mississippi heat has teeth. By nine a.m., it was gnawing. I stuck with inside tasks until the sun hit a spot on the kitchen floor that felt like a dare. The fridge offered exactly what Hendrick promised: a pan of casserole that looked like someone’s church mom made it and three yogurts with HENDRICK scratched on the lids like a threat.

“Relax,” I muttered, taking a peach from a basket on the counter. It was too soft and perfect. Juice ran down my wrist when I bit it, sweet enough to make my eyes close for a second. When I opened them, Hendrick was leaning in the doorway.

“You’re dripping on the floor,” he said.

I wiped my wrist with a paper towel. “Morning to you too.”

He pointed at a clipboard on the table. “I made you a schedule.”

I stared at it. It had time blocks, bullet points, and little squares for checkmarks. It also had my name written at the top in neat, aggressive caps: FERDIE.

“You’re kidding,” I said.

“If you stick to it, you won’t overheat, and the work will be measurable.”

“I love being measurable.”

He ignored me. “Inside: dust and vacuum downstairs rooms, wipe baseboards, clear cobwebs. Outside: edge the front walk, repair hose leaks, sort tools. At dusk, water the beds. Do not overwater.”

The way he said do not overwater made it sound like if I did, the house would collapse. I took the clipboard. The paper was smooth and ridiculous. “Can I add things?”

“If they’re productive.”

I took a deep breath. “Cool.”

He looked at the peach pit in my hand. “Compost is by the shed. Not the trash.”

“I know how compost works.”

“Do you?”

I glared at him. “What do people do when you’re not here to bully them? Just die?”

His mouth tugged like he wanted to smile again but wouldn’t. “People love me,” he said, and left before I could argue.

The schedule helped more than I wanted to admit. I lost myself in tasks: vacuuming until the canister filled with gray fluff; wiping baseboards that turned from beige to actual white; wrapping plumber’s tape around a leaky hose connection until it behaved. I liked making things obey. Sweat soaked the collar of my t-shirt and trickled down my spine. The house’s quiet was big enough to swim in.

Around noon, I stepped into the back yard to breathe and stopped dead. The plots where I’d sown the seeds looked… different. The soil had risen slightly, like a baking cake. Tiny, pale stems already pushed through, bending. That wasn’t how plants worked. Not in twelve hours.

I crouched and hovered my fingers over the bed without touching. The little stems leaned toward my hand like they felt heat. Or like they were curious.

“Don’t handle seedlings when it’s this hot,” Hendrick said behind me.

I turned too fast and lost my balance, catching myself on the bed border. “How do you do that?” I asked. “Do you live in the shadows?”

He folded his arms. “You left the spigot on a quarter turn.”

“I fixed the leak.”

“I noticed.” He paused, watching the stems tilt. “Fast.”

“You think?” I breathed. “Is that… normal?”

He tilted his head. “Not for anything I’ve seen here.” He glanced up at the windows. “My mom’s watching.”

I followed his gaze and saw a curtain twitch. Dr. Foster stepped out onto the back porch a second later, like the curtain was a magical portal. She wore the same khaki, same tucked-in shirt, same face that gave nothing away.

“Good morning,” she said. “You’ve been productive.”

“The seeds—” I pointed, and then realized how dumb that was. Obviously she could see.

She came down the steps, not hurrying, and stopped at the bed. “Hm.”

“What does ‘hm’ mean?” I asked.

“It means they’re viable.” She glanced at me. “You watered at dusk?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good.” She looked back at the thin, pale bends of green. “They like you.”

“Plants don’t like people,” I said.

“Plants respond to conditions,” Hendrick said. “They phototrop. They—”

“They like him,” Dr. Foster repeated mildly, like both science and poetry could be true. “Ferdie, are you feeling well?”

“Fine,” I said too quickly. Heat crept up my neck. I didn’t want to say, Hey, your seeds make the air smell like heaven and my skin feels weirdly soft. I didn’t want to say, I dreamed with a different name. “Just hot.”

“Hydrate,” she said. “Don’t handle the young ones with bare hands.”

“Because… they’ll be damaged?” I asked.

She studied me. I couldn’t read what she concluded. “Because oils,” she said finally, which was true enough. “Carry on.”

She went back inside. Hendrick lingered, eyes on the seedlings and then on me. It should’ve felt like judgment. It felt like curiosity instead. That was worse.

“What?” I said.

He shrugged. “You look different,” he said. “Did you get sunburned?”

I touched my cheek. My skin didn’t sting. It was just… warm. “No.”

“Huh.”

He left me with that and a weird bubble feeling under my ribs, halfway between pride and something like fear. I sank my hands into the soil again, careful, and when I stood, fine dust clung to my fingers, shimmery like the seed coating had been. I tried to wipe it on my jeans, but it stuck, then melted into my skin. For one second, my fingertips tingled, that pins-and-needles hum, and then it stopped.

By late afternoon, the stems had tiny leaf nubs. I kept pretending not to check them every twenty minutes.

At seven-thirty, the sky went coral, and the yard fell into long shadow. A light breeze shook the oak leaves, and you could feel the moment where the day let go. I took the hose and moved from bed to bed, slow, letting water sink instead of splash. The seedlings shimmered in the low light like someone dusted them with sugar.

The smell came back, stronger. Not perfume. Something else. Like air after a storm, only sweet. I breathed it in and felt my shoulders drop. The day’s edges softened. I watered the last bed and turned off the spigot all the way because I’m not a monster, and stood there with my hands on my hips like I was a foreman in a movie, proud of work that wasn’t even mine yet.

That’s when the first moths showed, big as my thumb, dipping and bouncing over the beds. One landed on my wrist and fanned its wings. Its body left a dusting like pale pollen. I laughed, because it tickled, and then I didn’t laugh, because the dust sank into my skin and left warmth behind, just like the soil dust had.

“Don’t rub your eyes,” Hendrick called from the porch. He was a silhouette against the light, holding that stupid laptop like a talisman. “Moths aren’t clean.”

“Neither am I,” I said.

“Obvious.”

I flipped him off without turning around. He didn’t comment, which was a win.

I put the hose away and went inside to shower. The bathroom mirror in the guest house wasn’t kind, which I usually preferred; it told the truth. Tonight the truth had new information. My face looked… I don’t know, smoother? The little patchy beard fuzz I usually ignored was softer and flatter. My lips looked like I’d been biting them, pinker, and my eyes looked a little bigger, which isn’t a thing, but I thought it anyway. My chest prickled under the stream of water, a buzzing like when your foot wakes up. I ran my hand over my sternum and felt—nothing dramatic, just tenderness.

“Chill,” I told the empty shower, which is definitely normal behavior.

“It’s heat. It’s soap. It’s day-one weird.”

I dressed and sat on the bed with my hair sticking up, phone in my hand. Mom had texted again: How is it? Eat real food. Wear sunscreen. I typed back: Good. It’s a lot but good. Housing is fine. Boss is scary. Her son is scarier. She sent a skull emoji and then a heart.

Outside, the frogs started their nightly orchestra. Through the window, the beds were just darker shapes against dark. Then I saw it: a faint, slow pulsing light across the path where I’d planted the V-BLEND. Not fireflies—wrong color, wrong rhythm. This was like a heartbeat under the soil.

I should’ve gone to sleep. I slipped on my sneakers and went out with the porch light off. The night wrapped around me, warm and thick. When I knelt by the bed, the pulsing got a little brighter. The seedlings had grown again—no way, but yes—and at the tip of one, a bud had formed, pale and opalescent like a soap bubble. It quivered, then opened, and a breath of scent spilled out that hit me like music. My head swam. I braced a hand on the stone edge.

“Fern,” something said, not in my ear but in me, and I swear I almost said yes out loud.

“Ferdie?” Hendrick’s actual voice came from behind me, low enough not to startle. He stood a few feet back, hands in his pockets. “You okay?”

“I’m fine,” I lied, because my heart was beating weird and my skin was buzzing everywhere, not just my chest. “They’re—uh—doing something.”

He crouched beside me, careful not to touch the bed. In the dark, our shoulders almost touched. He smelled like soap and whatever expensive thing he used on his clothes. “Huh,” he said, but not like his mom’s hm. “They’re… pretty.”

I looked at him. He was close enough that I could see the little gold flecks in his eyes. He caught me looking and cleared his throat.

“You should… sleep,” he said. “Dawn comes fast here.”

I nodded and pushed to my feet, slower than normal, because dizziness washed in and out again like a tide. “Yeah.”

He walked me to the guest house like I needed a chaperone and stopped at the door. “There’s melatonin in the cabinet if you want. Sometimes the frogs—”

“I like the frogs,” I said. My voice sounded softer to my own ears. Maybe I was just tired.

“Okay.” He looked at me for a second longer. It wasn’t unfriendly. It wasn’t friendly. It was measuring something I couldn’t name.

“Good night, Ferdie.”

“Night,” I said, and closed the door.

I lay down and didn’t need the melatonin. The scent from outside crept in, and the buzzing in my skin turned into a loose, easy warmth that carried me off.

In the dream, the garden wasn’t just alive; it was talking. Vines traced patterns on my arms, not rough, just there, and flowers opened one by one like a soft clap. The voice was clearer. Not loud. Just sure.

“Fern,” it said again. “We miss you.”

This time, when I woke up, the name didn’t feel wrong. It sat on my tongue like a secret I’d always had.

And outside, on the path, the first flower glowed like a small, patient moon.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

BY MORNING, the garden wasn’t a garden anymore. It was a jungle that had done three months of work overnight. I stood barefoot on the back step, mug of instant coffee in my hand, and just stared. The flowerbeds had erupted—stems waist-high, vines twining up the arch, colors bleeding into the sunrise. Blues that weren’t quite blue, yellows that leaned pink, petals shaped like stars. They shimmered slightly in the early light like dew was trapped inside their skin.

“That’s not possible,” I said to no one.

Behind me, Hendrick’s voice: “You watered too much.”

I nearly spilled my coffee. “What is wrong with you? Do you float around waiting for me to talk to myself?”

“Observing,” he said, stepping onto the porch beside me. He wore the same crisp polo as yesterday—probably ironed at dawn. His eyes swept the scene with suspicion, not awe. “Growth rate’s exponential.”

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s one word for it.”

Dr. Foster appeared a few minutes later, hair pulled back tight, clipboard in hand. She crouched near a bed, touched a leaf, sniffed her fingers. “Fascinating.”

I was still trying to wrap my head around the height of the vines. “Did you put fertilizer in the soil or something?”

“No,” she said absently. “Just the seeds.”

I pointed my mug at the beds. “They weren’t this big yesterday.”

“I’m aware.”

“You’re… okay with that?”

She smiled slightly, but not kindly. “Nature surprises us when we let it.”

The air smelled stronger now—sweet, floral, not like anything you’d find at Walmart’s garden aisle. Every breath felt thicker. I set the mug down because my hands were shaking a little.

Hendrick bent close to a bloom. “Color gradients in the petals. Structural integrity’s… perfect.”

“Could you both stop sounding like a science podcast?” I said.

“This is freaky.”

Dr. Foster stood, brushing off her hands. “Don’t touch the blossoms directly. And keep the gate closed. I’ll take samples later.”

Then she turned and walked back toward the house, leaving me with her son and an entire alien forest.

“You okay?” Hendrick asked.

I blinked at him. “You’re asking if I’m okay?”

He shrugged. “You look pale.”

“I’m fine. Just need breakfast.”

“Don’t skip protein,” he said, and disappeared inside.

I stared at the garden for another full minute. The air shimmered faintly above the soil, like heat haze, even though it wasn’t hot yet. I rubbed my arm. The skin felt different—smooth, sensitive. Probably bug bites, I told myself. Probably nothing.

By noon, I’d decided to keep working like nothing was weird. I trimmed the ivy off the old fountain, scraped moss from the path, kept my head down. But every so often, I swore I heard whispering. Not voices exactly—just the soft hiss of leaves rubbing against each other, timed too perfectly, like they were gossiping about me.

By midafternoon, the heat went from “summer” to “punishment.” Sweat dripped down my back in steady rivers. I stopped by the spigot, splashed my face, and froze when I caught my reflection in the chrome. My cheeks looked flushed—not red from heat, more like… glowing.

I leaned closer. My eyelashes looked thicker. My skin was smooth, no trace of yesterday’s rough spots. I wiped again, harder. The reflection didn’t change.

“Holy crap,” I muttered.

“You talking to the hose?” Hendrick’s voice floated from behind me.

I spun around, nearly knocking the bucket over. “Do you ever announce yourself like a normal person?”

He leaned against the porch rail, arms crossed. “That would ruin the fun.”

“I think your mom’s seeds are messing with me.”

He tilted his head. “Messing with you how?”

I hesitated. I couldn’t exactly say I think I’m getting pretty. Instead I said, “They’re too strong. The smell, the speed. Maybe there’s something chemical—like fertilizer gas or whatever.”

He walked closer, scanning the flowerbeds like he could read their secrets. “She uses genetic triggers, not chemicals.”

“That’s… comforting,” I said flatly.

He crouched, sniffed a bloom, frowned. “Still. Wear gloves. And maybe a mask when you water. Just in case.”

He stood and handed me a pair of new garden gloves—green ones, neatly folded. I blinked.

“You bought me gloves?”
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“I didn’t buy them. We had extras.”

“So you gave me gloves.”

He rolled his eyes. “You’re impossible.”

I grinned despite myself. “And yet, here I am.”

He shook his head and went inside. I slipped on the gloves, but it was too late—my skin already tingled from hours of contact with the pollen.

By sunset, I was exhausted. I peeled off my gloves, washed up, and checked the mirror again before bed. The glow hadn’t faded. My lips looked fuller, the kind of shape you’d get from a filter. I pressed them together. They felt soft.

“Stop it,” I told my reflection. “You’re tired.”

I turned off the light. The room still smelled like flowers.

That night, I dreamed of roots moving under my skin, twining gently through me like I was soil. A voice whispered again, closer this time. Fern.

The next morning, I woke with my sheets tangled and a weird pressure in my chest—tight, sore, like I’d done push-ups in my sleep. I sat up, rubbed my sternum, and froze. There were small, tender mounds beneath my shirt. Not muscle.

“No,” I whispered. “No freaking way.”

I stumbled to the mirror. The light was harsh, but the truth was clearer: my nipples were swollen, pinker than before, and the skin around them slightly raised. My hips looked softer, less angular. My stomach curved different.

“Maybe it’s allergies,” I said out loud, then immediately hated how desperate I sounded.

I threw on a hoodie despite the heat and went to find Dr. Foster. She was in the greenhouse, trimming a leaf with surgical precision.

“Dr. Foster,” I blurted. “I think something’s wrong.”

She didn’t look up. “Define ‘wrong.’”

“My—uh—body. It’s… changing.”

Now she looked up, eyes bright. “Describe.”

I hesitated. Hendrick was there, leaning against the counter, pretending not to listen but obviously listening. “Just… softer skin. Swelling. Maybe from the plants?”

She nodded slowly. “It’s possible the pollen carries active compounds. I didn’t expect such a reaction in humans.”

“What kind of compounds?”

She pressed her lips together. “Hormonal analogues. Designed for adaptive regeneration.”

“Hormonal? Like—”

“Estrogenic,” she said plainly.

My mouth went dry. “You’re saying your flowers are leaking estrogen into the air?”

“Not leaking,” she said. “Transdermal exchange. It must be binding to your receptors unusually well.”

“Binding—? I’m absorbing it?”

Hendrick straightened. “That can’t be safe.”

“I’m fine,” I said quickly, even though my pulse was going nuts.

Dr. Foster tilted her head, thoughtful, not apologetic. “Ferdie, monitor your symptoms. If discomfort increases, we can counteract with blockers.”

“Symptoms? You mean—”

She smiled faintly. “You’re adapting beautifully.”

Beautifully. The word hit me like heat lightning.

I backed away. “I just wanted to plant stuff, not— not whatever this is!”

She returned to her trimming. “Nature doesn’t always ask for permission.”

I left before she could say more. Hendrick followed me onto the porch. “She gets like that,” he said.

“Like what? Mad scientist?”

“Focused.” He studied me. “You sure you’re okay?”

“Do I look okay?”

He looked at me too long.

“You look…” He stopped himself. “Different.”

“Great. Thanks.” I started walking toward the guest house.

“Hey,” he called. I turned. His voice was softer now. “If you start feeling worse—tell me, okay? I’ll help.”

“Sure,” I said.

Back in my room, I stripped off the hoodie and stared at my reflection again. Different. He wasn’t wrong. My features were rounding out, cheekbones faintly rising, the harsh lines I used to hate melting into something softer. I ran a finger down my throat. My voice sounded the same—almost.

I sat on the edge of the bed, shaking. Outside, the flowers swayed as if in rhythm with my heartbeat.

By evening, the soreness dulled into warmth, spreading through my chest and hips. I lay back and listened to the cicadas until they blurred into static. My body felt foreign and familiar at once.

And in the quiet, that voice came again, low and sure, not from outside but somewhere under my ribs: Fern… you’re growing.

I didn’t answer. But I didn’t deny it, either.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

ANOTHER morning and I wasn’t sure if I was more afraid of the garden or myself. The plants had grown chest-high now, heavy with color. Every stem bent toward me when I stepped outside, like they were waiting. I wore long sleeves, gloves, even a mask Hendrick brought me from the shed. It didn’t help. The air was thick with that sweet, dizzying scent. Breathing it felt like sipping syrup.

Dr. Foster had told me to keep watering and take “notes on sensations.” Sensations, as if I were a lab rat with Wi-Fi.

I’d barely started pulling dead leaves when my knees buckled. The world tilted sideways and everything blurred into sunlight and noise. My hands dug into the soil for balance, but it was like grabbing warm water. I heard Hendrick shout something—my name, maybe—and then the light dimmed like a curtain closing.

When I opened my eyes, I was on the couch in the living room, air conditioner humming. My shirt was damp from sweat, and Hendrick was sitting beside me, fanning me with a folded newspaper.

“You fainted,” he said quietly. “How are you feeling?”

“Like I inhaled a perfume factory.”

He frowned. “You were out for ten minutes. I almost called an ambulance, but Mom said it’s just… adjustment.”

“Adjustment to what? Being a plant?”

He hesitated, then handed me a glass of water. “Drink first.”

I did. My hands trembled. When I looked down, I saw that my nails had gone glossy and pinkish, not painted but naturally tinted. I rubbed one with my thumb; it didn’t come off.

“Your mom knows what’s happening to me, doesn’t she?” I asked.

He didn’t answer right away. “She said you might be reacting to something in the pollen. She’s checking the samples.”

“‘Reacting’?” I scoffed. “You mean changing.”

He set the newspaper aside. “I didn’t want to say that.”

“Then don’t.”

Silence filled the space between us, broken only by the AC’s steady hum. Hendrick leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “You should rest today. Please.”

He sounded almost gentle, and that made it worse. “You think I can just sleep this off?”

He met my eyes. “No. But you don’t have to go through it alone.”

Something in his voice made my chest ache. I turned my head, pretending to study the ceiling. “I’ll be fine.”

He didn’t believe me, but he didn’t argue.

When he left, I stared at my hands again. The skin on my arms looked smoother, even pale despite the sun. I touched my collarbone; it was sharper now, my shoulders narrower. My body was rearranging itself while I slept, and there was nothing I could do about it.

I closed my eyes, trying not to think about how the soil had felt against my skin—warm, alive, like it knew me.

That afternoon, the air turned gold and lazy. I couldn’t stand sitting inside, so I went out anyway. The garden shimmered in the light, almost humming. Each flower looked impossible: petals shaped like seashells, translucent leaves veined with silver. I caught sight of my reflection in the dry fountain water and almost didn’t recognize myself.

My jaw looked slimmer. My hair, which had always been straight, short, and dull, became neck-length and had a soft wave now, curling at the ends. My lips looked… plush. I hated the word, but it fit.

I picked up the rake and forced myself to work, pretending everything was normal. Hendrick eventually came out with a glass of lemonade.

“You shouldn’t be out here,” he said, handing it over.

“You’re supposed to rest.”

“I’m fine,” I said, though my voice came out breathy, softer than I expected.

He sat on the stone edge of a flowerbed, watching me rake. “You don’t have to prove anything.”

“Who says I am?”

He gave a faint smile. “You keep trying to act like this isn’t happening.”

I stopped raking. “Would you rather I panic?”

He looked down at the lemonade glass between his hands. “No. I just—don’t want you to hate yourself for it.”

That hit me like a quiet thunderclap. “Why would I hate myself?”

He glanced up. “Because I would.”

We stared at each other for a second too long, until the sound of Dr. Foster’s footsteps snapped the air. She appeared at the gate with her clipboard again, sunglasses on. “You two are out too long. The pollen density is increasing.”

“Meaning?” I asked.

“Meaning exposure may accelerate the transformation.”

“Transformation?” I repeated, heart slamming against my ribs.

“That’s what this is now?”

Dr. Foster didn’t flinch. “It’s biochemical. You’re synthesizing new hormones. The plants were designed to interact with mammalian cells—faster regeneration, tissue elasticity, secondary sexual markers.”

“In English?”

“You’re rewriting.”

I took a shaky breath. “So I’m becoming what, exactly?”

“Something more adaptive,” she said. “And, evidently, female-aligned.”

The world tilted again, but this time I didn’t faint. I just stood there, gripping the rake until my knuckles went white.

Hendrick looked at me like he wanted to say something but didn’t. Dr. Foster added, “You can stop exposure now. The effects may partially reverse.”
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“Partially?”

“Or you can let it run its course.” She turned and walked away, as if she hadn’t just detonated my life.

The rake fell from my hands. Hendrick caught it before it hit the ground.

“I—need to think,” I muttered.

He nodded. “Take your time.”

But there wasn’t enough time in the world.

I couldn’t sleep.

Around midnight, I slipped outside. The garden glowed faintly under the moonlight, as if the flowers were lit from within. The scent was intoxicating—thick and soft, like a lullaby I couldn’t resist.

I carried the pruning shears just to feel like I had control over something. I clipped a dead vine, and the cut bled a sap that shimmered pink. It dripped onto my hand, warm, then tingled.

Instantly, my whole arm buzzed. The sensation spread to my chest, then lower. I gasped and stumbled back, clutching my wrist. The sap absorbed into my skin, leaving faint glimmers where it touched.

My heartbeat roared in my ears. The world swayed. I ran inside and locked myself in the bathroom.

In the mirror, I watched it happen.

My skin flushed, then evened into a pale glow. My eyes widened, pupils dilating. My chest throbbed, swelling slightly beneath my shirt—rounder, heavier. My hips ached, stretching, my waist pulling in. My hands trembled as I pressed them against the sink.

“No, no, no…”

But the reflection didn’t look scared. It looked… calm. Curious.

I stared at the girl in the mirror who had my eyes but not my face. Her lips parted, breath shallow, and she whispered the name that had followed me in dreams.

“Fern.”

The word sounded right. It fit like it had always belonged.

My breath shook. Tears blurred the edges of my vision. I wasn’t sure if they were from fear or relief. Maybe both.

I heard a knock at the door. “Ferdie?” Hendrick’s voice. “You okay?”

I wiped my face. “Don’t come in!”

“I heard something break.”

“Nothing broke. Go away!”

Silence. Then, softly: “You’re not alone, you know.”

When his footsteps faded, I looked at myself again. My shirt clung differently, my hair curling around my face like a frame. I touched the glass and whispered, “What are you doing to me?”

Outside, the flowers swayed gently in the moonlight.

And somewhere deep in the garden, something bloomed.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE MORNING started with the sound of fabric tearing. I rolled out of bed, dizzy, and realized my shirt—my favorite old band tee—had split straight down the middle. My chest felt heavy, foreign. I stumbled to the mirror and nearly choked on air.

Two perfect, full breasts sat on my chest like they’d always been there. My hair fell to my shoulders in soft, dark waves, the color richer, the ends curling at my collarbones. My lips were pinker, my skin glowing in a way no lotion or filter could fake.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered. “What the hell—”

I grabbed a hoodie and ran out barefoot across the porch, not even caring that Hendrick shouted after me. I found Dr. Foster in her greenhouse, scribbling notes, perfectly calm like the world hadn’t just flipped me inside out.

“What did you do to me?” I shouted. My voice cracked—not from puberty, but from panic. “Look at me! I’m—this isn’t—”

Dr. Foster turned, startled. “Ferdie, you’re—”

“Don’t say it!” I slammed my palm on the counter. “You did this! Those damn seeds—whatever chemical freak-show you’re running—this is illegal! I could sue you!”

Her eyes widened. For once, she looked scared. “Ferdie, please—listen—”

“I’m serious! You poisoned me, you freak!”

Her voice rose to meet mine, trembling but sharp. “I’ll pay you ten times what I promised! Just don’t—”

“Don’t what? Tell someone?”

Her shoulders slumped. She pressed a hand to her forehead, then exhaled hard. “The seeds weren’t meant for human contact, yet…” she said finally. “They were part of an abandoned hormone biogenesis project—years ago. I wanted to prove transdermal plant hormones could interact with mammalian endocrine systems. But no one would test them. Everyone called it pseudoscience.”

“So you used me?” I barked. “You used me because you thought nobody would care?”

Her eyes flickered with guilt. “I didn’t plan it this way. I only wanted to see if the seeds were still viable. And to be honest, I didn’t think they’d work that fast or work at all… you were never supposed to react this intensely.”

I could feel my pulse in my throat. “You think that makes it better?”

She shook her head. “No. But I can fix it.”

I backed away, clutching the torn hoodie closed. “Don’t come near me.”

“Ferdie, please.”

But I was already running back to the guest house, her voice chasing me through the humid air like guilt I couldn’t wash off.

I locked the door and stood in front of the mirror again, shaking.

My reflection looked like someone I half-recognized—like a dream version of myself from a different life. The face was still mine, but softer. The jawline curved instead of cutting. My lashes brushed my cheeks when I blinked. I tried to scowl, but it looked like a pout.

“This isn’t me,” I said, yanking off the hoodie. “It’s not.”

I grabbed a washcloth, wet it, and started scrubbing at my chest, as if the skin itself could peel back to what it used to be. But all it did was make the softness more obvious. The curves were real. The weight was real. The ache in my nipples when the fabric brushed them—painfully real.

“Come on,” I muttered, voice breaking. “Come back.”

The tears came before I could stop them. I sank to the floor, breathing in short, broken gasps. My life was over. The money for community college, the plan, the job—everything felt like a joke now. Who would hire me like this? Who was I even?

I crawled toward the mirror again and forced myself to look. The longer I stared, the harder it was to hate what I saw. There was something strange about it—something… beautiful.
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“Don’t,” I whispered to myself, shaking my head. “Don’t like it.”

But I couldn’t look away. My hand rose without thinking, fingers tracing the curve of one breast, then the smooth line of my collarbone. My reflection looked peaceful, even curious. I swallowed hard.

“Ferdie?”

The knock made me jump. I spun around just as the door creaked open and Hendrick peeked inside.

“Are you—holy—” He froze mid-sentence, eyes widening. “Oh. Shit.”

I scrambled to pull my torn shirt closed. “Get out!”

He didn’t move. “I—sorry—I didn’t know—”

“Don’t look at me!” I shouted, voice shaking.

He turned around fast, facing the door. “I wasn’t—God, I didn’t—mom said you were freaking out—”

I sank onto the bed, clutching my knees to my chest. “You think?”

He hesitated, voice softer now. “Do you want me to get her?”

“No.” I buried my face in my hands. “I don’t want anyone. I want my life back.”

The silence between us stretched long and heavy.

Then he said, barely above a whisper, “You don’t look wrong.”

I lifted my head, eyes wet. “What?”

He turned slightly, still not facing me fully. “You just look… prettier.”

The word hit like an arrow straight through my chest.

Prettier.

I didn’t know whether to cry harder or laugh.

I pressed my palms over my face, the tears spilling anyway. “Don’t say that,” I whispered.

“I mean it,” he said. “You think it’s something ugly, but it’s not.”

The softness in his tone—real, not teasing—cracked something open inside me.

When he finally turned to face me, his expression wasn’t shock anymore. It was awe. Like he was seeing me for the first time, and somehow, he didn’t look disappointed.

I couldn’t speak. I just looked down, gripping the torn fabric tighter, heart hammering against my ribs.

He stepped closer but stopped himself, hands half-raised. “You’re still you,” he said quietly.

And somehow, for the first time, I almost believed it.

Dr. Foster called us both to the greenhouse that evening. The air inside glowed pink from the lamps, filled with the sweet scent that had started this nightmare.

On a metal table lay two small pots—one with deep red petals, the other a pale blue.

She gestured for me to sit. “I’ve found a solution,” she said, voice steady but gentler than usual. “Two, actually.”

“Let me guess,” I said bitterly. “Red pill, blue pill?”

“Close,” she murmured. “The red species is a hormonal inhibitor. Its pollen carries androgens—natural testosterone analogues. Exposure would suppress the estrogenic process, maybe reverse most of your physical changes.”

“Maybe?” I echoed.

She nodded. “The longer the transformation persists, the less reversible it becomes.”

“And the blue one?”

She hesitated, eyes flicking to Hendrick, then back to me. “The blue flower stabilizes what’s already begun. It completes the synthesis, aligns your endocrine system with the new baseline. Permanently.”

I stared at her. “So one turns me back. The other makes it forever.”

“Yes.”

“And what do you want me to do?”

She folded her hands. “What I want doesn’t matter. You deserve a choice.”

A laugh tore out of me, bitter and raw. “You gave me this ‘choice’ after turning me into your science project.”

Hendrick took a step forward. “Mom, maybe we should—”

“No,” I said sharply. “I need to hear it.”

Dr. Foster looked me straight in the eye. “You can walk away tonight. I’ll compensate you generously, enough for college and more. Or…” She trailed off, then added quietly, “you can finish what nature has already decided.”

The words hung in the humid air like electricity.

I looked between the two pots. The red flower glowed faintly like a warning light; the blue one pulsed softly, almost breathing.

“Do I have to choose right now?” I asked.

“No,” she said. “But the longer you wait, the more the change will settle.”

I nodded numbly and left before either of them could say more.

Back in the guest house, I stripped off my shirt and stood in front of the mirror once again. The reflection staring back wasn’t the same boy who’d answered a job ad two weeks ago. Her hair fell in gentle curls, framing a face that looked alive. Her eyes—my eyes—held a kind of calm curiosity I hadn’t seen before.

I turned sideways. My silhouette curved delicately. My breasts rose and fell with every uneven breath. My waist tapered. My hips had a new grace to them, subtle but undeniable.

My hands trembled as I touched the glass. “Maybe I’m already her,” I whispered.

The words didn’t sound like surrender this time. They sounded like truth.

Outside, the garden glowed faintly blue under the moonlight—like it already knew my choice.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

A WEEK later, I stopped trying to fit into my old clothes. They just didn’t make sense anymore. The denim shorts that used to hang loose now pinched at my hips; every t-shirt looked too tight around my chest. I’d been living in Hendrick’s hoodies, hiding, but it was mid-July in Mississippi, and even denial has a temperature limit.

“You can’t keep dressing like you lost a bet,” Hendrick said one morning over breakfast. “We’re going out.”

“Out where?”

“Thrift store.”

I frowned. “Why?”

He glanced at my outfit—a hoodie, gym shorts, and flip-flops. “Because you look like you’re in witness protection.”

“I’m comfortable.”

He raised a brow. “You’re melting.”

I didn’t argue because he was right. The air was already thick enough to drink.

The thrift store was small and dusty, its sign half-faded by the sun: Marge’s Vintage Treasures. Bells jingled when we walked in. The woman behind the counter—Marge herself—wore cat-eye glasses and a floral blouse that had seen some summers.

“Well, look who finally brought company,” she said, smiling at Hendrick. “And who’s this pretty thing?”

I froze. Pretty.

Hendrick hesitated. “Uh—this is… Fern.”

The name came out like a breath. I hadn’t told him to use it. But hearing it from him felt right.

Marge beamed. “Fern! What a lovely name.” She turned to Hendrick.

“Your sister’s so pretty.”

Hendrick looked at me, fighting a grin. I could feel my cheeks heating up. “Thank you, but we’re not siblings…” I said quietly.

We wandered through racks of soft fabrics and faint laundry scent. Hendrick handed me a sundress—yellow, with tiny white flowers.

“Try this.”

“I can’t wear this.”

“You can,” he said simply. “It’s you.”

I rolled my eyes but took it. The fitting room mirror was cracked at one corner, but it didn’t matter. The dress slid over me like it had been waiting. The fabric brushed my legs gently; the straps sat on my shoulders like they belonged there. I stared at the mirror and tried to find Ferdie in it, but he wasn’t there.

When I stepped out, Hendrick was scrolling on his phone. He looked up—and froze.

“Oh,” he said, blinking. “Wow.”

I crossed my arms. “Don’t start.”

“I’m not—just… you look happy.”

Marge passed by, arms full of blouses.

“See? Told you yellow suits you, sugar. Now, it’s time for florals.”

I didn’t know what to say. For the first time, I didn’t feel like a stranger in my own skin. After that, the days settled into something close to normal—except normal was being rewritten every hour.

Dr. Foster gave me small amber bottles, each labeled with a date. “Topical estrogen,” she explained. “To stabilize your levels. Apply daily.”

I stared at the bottle like it was a sacred relic. “So this makes it… permanent?”

She smiled faintly. “Only if you want it to.”

And I did.

Each morning became ritual: soft voice practice while brushing my hair, a hint of makeup from the kit Marge insisted I “borrow permanently,” and lotion that smelled faintly of jasmine. I wasn’t trying to be someone else anymore—I was trying to match the person who’d been growing inside me all along.

Hendrick noticed everything, even when he pretended not to.

When I practiced speaking softer, he lingered in the kitchen doorway, pretending to check email. “You sound nice,” he said once, almost shyly.

“Like a cartoon?”

“No. Like… you.”

On humid afternoons, he’d help me with my hair—brushing through tangles, careful and patient. Once, he braided it, his fingers surprisingly gentle. “You’re getting good at this,” I teased.

He smirked. “You’re a terrible teacher.”

We fell into a rhythm—me learning how to move in this new body, him quietly orbiting, grounding me when I drifted.

One evening, after a long bath, I stood in front of the mirror with the estrogen cream in my hand. My reflection didn’t make me flinch anymore. My breasts were fuller now, my waist curved naturally, and the glow that had scared me before just looked… right.

I rubbed the cream gently over my skin, watching the faint sheen fade as it absorbed. My chest tingled, and I smiled, small but real.

When I stepped out, Hendrick was on the porch, a glass of iced tea sweating in his hand. “You look…” He paused, searching for a word. “Peaceful.”

“Yeah,” I said softly. “I think I am.”

He smiled without looking at me. “Good.”

By late July, the greenhouse had become my favorite place in the world. The vines now hung like emerald curtains, and the air shimmered with golden dust.

Dr. Foster had officially started calling me Fern in her notes.

That afternoon, I wore one of the thrifted sundresses—the same yellow one. My hair was long enough to braid loosely over my shoulder. I was pollinating the new generation of seeds, moving carefully from flower to flower with a brush. Each one pulsed faintly, alive.

Hendrick stood nearby, notebook in hand, pretending to work but really just watching.

“You’re staring,” I said without looking up.

“I’m supervising,” he said.

I smiled. “You’re terrible at pretending.”

He laughed quietly. The sound made the air feel lighter.

When I finished, I wiped my hands and looked around. “They’re beautiful,” I said.

“You are,” he said.

The words froze me.

He stepped closer, just a breath away. “I didn’t mean to say that out loud.”

My heart was hammering so hard I was sure he could hear it.

“Hendrick…”

He hesitated, then reached up, brushing a loose strand of hair from my face. His hand lingered, fingers trembling. “Is this okay?” he whispered.

I nodded without meaning to.

He leaned in and kissed my cheek, soft and unsure. The world seemed to stop for a second—the cicadas, the hum of the greenhouse fans, the beating of my heart.

When he pulled back, his eyes searched mine. “Sorry. I just—”

Before he could finish, I kissed him back.

It wasn’t practiced or careful. It was clumsy, real, filled with all the confusion and warmth I’d been avoiding for weeks. His hand slid to my waist, tentative but certain. The scent of the flowers wrapped around us, sweet and dizzying.

When we finally parted, both of us were breathing hard.

[image: A person sitting on a bench in a greenhouse  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“What was that?” I asked, half-laughing, half-shaking.

He smiled, cheeks flushed. “Fern, maybe?”

I looked at him, at the boy who’d once driven me insane with his rules and schedules, who now looked at me like I was something rare and alive.

“Maybe,” I said.

Outside, the sun dipped low, and the garden glowed gold. I stood there, sundress swaying, feeling the weight of the moment sink in. For the first time, I wasn’t running from the change. I was living it.

And somewhere deep in the greenhouse, new buds began to bloom—just like me.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

ANOTHER WEEK has passed and the garden was a cathedral of color. The air shimmered with scent so thick you could almost see it—a honeyed haze clinging to every petal, every breath. The transformation had slowed, settling into something steady. My reflection hadn’t changed in days, and neither had the way Hendrick looked at me when he thought I wasn’t watching.

Dr. Foster stood at her workbench, adjusting the dials of some humming machine that looked older than both of us combined. She turned to me as I crushed a handful of peony petals in a porcelain bowl, working them into oil.

“The biochemical activity has stabilized,” she said.

“Your hormone markers are consistent. But there’s a catch.”

I looked up from my bowl. “There’s always a catch.”

“If you leave the garden for an extended period, your body may begin to revert.”

My heart stuttered. “Revert?”

She nodded. “The plants emit an environmental compound that sustains your balance. Without it, the synthesis could fade.”

I set the pestle down.

“So if I go home… I might turn gradually back into Ferdie?”

“Possibly,” she said softly. “Or something in between. Your physiology is bonded to this ecosystem now. You must decide if you want to remain part of it—or leave and risk the reversal.”

The words hung heavy in the humid air. My hands smelled of peony oil, sweet and thick, the same scent that had wrapped around my life these past weeks.

Hendrick was in the corner, silent, his arms crossed, jaw tight. He wanted to speak but didn’t.

I exhaled slowly. “I need time,” I said, my voice quiet.

“To think. To breathe.”

Dr. Foster nodded. “Of course. But don’t take too long. Nature doesn’t wait.”

I stared at the crushed petals—pink turned to liquid gold—and thought, neither do I.

That night, I turned on the shower and let the steam fill the room until it felt like breathing clouds. The water hit my skin hot, then warm, sliding down curves I still wasn’t used to. My fingers traced every new line—shoulders narrower, waist soft, hips round. My breasts lifted gently under my palms, heavy and real, warm from the water.

I wasn’t afraid of the mirror anymore.

I tilted my head back under the spray, closed my eyes, and let the droplets kiss my lashes. The scent of peony oil lingered on my skin from earlier—sweet and familiar, the smell of who I’d become.

After the shower, I stayed wrapped in the towel for a while, dripping on the tile, watching steam curl past the mirror. Then I reached for the rose lotion.

The first touch always made me sigh—the silky drag of it over my shoulders, down my arms, across my chest. My body drank it up greedily, the skin glowing faintly under the bathroom light. I’d started doing this ritual every night—a way to remind myself that what had happened wasn’t a curse anymore. It was a choice I kept making, every day.

I dabbed rose-scented deodorant under my arms, then uncorked the bottle of peony oil I’d made from the garden. It glimmered pale pink in the glass. I poured a small pool into my palm and began to smooth it over my body—neck, chest, belly, thighs—until every inch of me was slick and shining.

The oil warmed as it set, my skin glistening in the low light. Then came the dusting powder—fine, soft, infused with the same scent. I patted it along my collarbones and shoulders, and the air filled with shimmering fragrance.

When I was done, I looked in the mirror. My reflection glowed—petal-soft, feminine, alive.

I smiled at her.

“I love you,” I whispered.

Not to anyone else. Just to me.

Soon after, I was brushing my hair when the knock came—soft, hesitant. “Come in,” I said, setting down the brush.

Hendrick stepped in, dressed in a white button-up, sleeves rolled. He stopped in the doorway, gaze flicking from my bare shoulders to the lace of my negligee. I felt heat rise to my cheeks, but I didn’t move to cover myself.

“You look…” he started, then laughed under his breath.

“I don’t even have a word.”

I smiled faintly. “Mutant?”

“Perfect,” he said simply.

I turned toward the window, pretending to fuss with the curtain.

“Did Mom send you to check if I’ve made a decision?”

“No.” He hesitated. “I came for me.”

I looked at him, waiting.

He ran a hand through his hair, nerves betraying him for once. “I know you’re scared. And you have every right to be. But whatever you decide—whether you stay or go—I’ll respect it.”

My chest tightened. “You sound like you’re saying goodbye.”

“I’m saying…” He swallowed hard.

“I just need you to know something before you do.”

He stepped closer until the scent of rose and peony wrapped around both of us. “I liked the boy who planted them,” he said softly. “But I love the girl who bloomed.”

I froze. The words landed gentle but deep. My throat went tight, my heart tripping over itself.

“Hendrick…”

He smiled nervously. “You don’t have to say anything. I just—needed to tell you before you decide.”

I took a shaky breath. “You think I can just choose between being who I was and who I am?”

“No,” he said. “I think you already have.”

The truth of it made something inside me crack open. I reached for him without thinking. Our hands met—warm, trembling, right.

He leaned down slowly, giving me every chance to move away. I didn’t.

His lips brushed mine, soft and uncertain. Then again, deeper. The world melted into scent and warmth and the thrum of my pulse. I tasted sweetness—flowers, maybe, or just us.

When we pulled apart, I was smiling and crying all at once.

“So,” I whispered, “I guess that means I’m staying.”
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He let out a breath that was half laugh, half relief. “Good. Because I don’t think the garden would forgive you if you left.”

I giggled through the tears. “There’s one problem, though.”

He raised an eyebrow. “What’s that?”

“How am I gonna tell my mom?”

We both laughed then, the sound mixing with the chirp of cicadas outside. Hendrick pulled me into another kiss, this one slower, more sure. When he drew back, he smiled against my skin.

“You smell amazing,” he murmured.

I grinned. “Peony. My favorite.”

“I know,” he said, his thumb tracing my jaw. “It smells like you.”

Outside, the flowers swayed under the moonlight, their petals glowing faintly blue. I rested my head against his chest, listening to his heartbeat—steady, alive, real.

For the first time since the garden began to bloom, I didn’t feel trapped between choices. I just felt right.

The night air drifted through the open window, carrying the scent of peonies and new beginnings. And in that soft, glowing stillness, I realized:

I hadn’t just become Fern.

I’d become home.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR passed, but the world still smelled faintly of peonies. The old Foster estate had changed almost as much as I had. The greenhouse was smaller now, rebuilt beside a white cottage that served as our home and lab. The air always shimmered with soft color—pollen, sun, and something alive that hummed quietly under the skin of everything.

I was no longer the summer custodian who stumbled into a miracle. I was Fern Mills, Head Horticulturist, Dr. Eleanor Foster’s assistant. My name was on the new lab plaque beside hers, etched clean and certain.

Every morning I tied my hair—now long and honey-brown—into a loose braid before stepping into the lab. The mirror showed a woman I knew deeply: high, rounded breasts; hips curved like the petals of the flowers I tended; skin with a constant dewy glow from both hormones and humidity. My voice had softened, lilting naturally now, and my laugh carried warmth instead of uncertainty.

The hormonal balance had settled too. My body ran on a steady rhythm of estrogen, gentle but insistent. Desire came in waves I didn’t used to feel—subtle, warm, not sharp or frantic like teenage years, but steady and alive, like my blood had learned to hum. Sometimes when Hendrick brushed his hand down my back while I watered the vines, my knees went weak and I had to pretend it was just the heat.

Mom had taken longer to adjust than I had, but she did. The first time she saw me, she’d stared for a full minute, then whispered, “You’re so beautiful,” like it was both a question and an apology. She didn’t say Ferdie anymore. She mailed care packages labeled For my girl.

Dr. Foster kept her promises too. She paid my tuition at Magnolia Delta Community College, where I studied Environmental Science while working mornings in the lab. “You’re proof my theory succeeded,” she’d told me. “Now I need you to help me refine it.”

Hendrick should have been miles away by now—accepted to a big university up north—but he stayed. “Politics can be studied anywhere,” he said, grinning.

“You’re the only ecosystem I actually care about.”

So he enrolled in the same college, majoring in Political Science. We shared coffee before classes and long lunches under the oak, where he’d quiz me about plant mutations while I teased him about senators.
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By late afternoons, we’d end up in the greenhouse again, him helping me catalog data while pretending not to steal glances. Sometimes he’d slide behind me while I was labeling samples, his hands resting lightly on my hips, and whisper something about the way I smelled—always flowers, always me.

The new crop of hybrids was almost ready to bloom. These were gentler strains, non-reactive to human hormones. Dr. Foster said I’d helped her “humanize the science.” I liked to think the flowers finally learned restraint from watching me grow.

That evening, I stood at the edge of the garden in a soft linen dress, gloves in one hand, notebook in the other. Hendrick came up beside me, taller now, more confident. He still smelled like cedar soap and sun.

He slid his fingers into mine without a word. We watched the buds open one by one, tiny bursts of color under the pink Mississippi sunset.

“They’re perfect,” he said.

“They learned from the best,” I teased.

He smiled, turning to look at me. “I still can’t believe this is real.”

“It is,” I said. “Every part of it.”

The light dipped lower, brushing his cheek in gold. He squeezed my hand, then leaned down and kissed me—slow, certain, like the world wasn’t going anywhere.

And for once, it really wasn’t.

I pressed closer, feeling the warmth of his body against mine, the gentle hum of the garden around us. Everything smelled like new beginnings—like roses, peonies, and something uniquely Fern.

I glanced toward the cottage where Dr. Foster’s lamp glowed through the window, where notes and formulas waited for tomorrow. Behind that, the greenhouse pulsed faintly, full of things still growing, still learning what to become.

I rested my head against Hendrick’s shoulder and whispered, “We did it, didn’t we?”

He smiled into my hair. “You did.”

As the last flower unfurled beneath the fading sun, I knew I’d never need to choose again between who I was and who I’d become. The garden had decided long ago.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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“Eleven fine femboys, feminized by chance, self-discovery, and love.”
This is an illustrated novella collection, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy! No cross-additions guaranteed. You won’t find these best-selling stories in any of my other collections.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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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 emails, but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them, so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

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

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“I didn’t realize a thrift-store jacket could turn me into a woman!”

I never meant to change. I just wanted a break after another long shift at the diner. But then I found the jacket—dark, soft, and impossibly comforting. The moment I slipped it on, something inside me began to hum, and I swear I could feel it rewriting me from the skin out.

What started as curiosity turned into obsession.

My voice softened. My face, my body—everything followed. Somewhere between the late-night songs I wrote and the dreams I couldn’t explain, I stopped being Marion Martin, the cranky waiter with too many unfinished lyrics… and started becoming Meg.
Now I’m singing on stages I once cleaned tables under, and the man who first believed in me—Theo Albright, the music producer who sees right through my fear—keeps looking at me like I’m the melody he’s been searching for.

Read Girly Thrift

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 Flower Boy.

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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