
Table of Contents

The Truth I Wear (Born in Wrong Body, #8)

Chapter 2 — Between Threads and Lights

Chapter 3 — A Tear in the Fabric

Chapter 4 — Unseen Threads

Chapter 5 — Threads of Trust

Chapter 6 — Shadows at the Door

Chapter 7 — Stitched Together

Chapter 8 — Frayed Edges

Chapter 9 — Quiet Confessions

Chapter 10 — Storms and Shelter

Chapter 11 — Beneath the Spotlight

Chapter 12 — Wearing the Truth


The Truth I Wear 

Chapter 1 — The Mirror Before Dawn

The city slept under a thin veil of mist, streetlights glowing like tired eyes. Mara sat before her vanity, tracing the faint line of eyeliner above her lashes. The mirror reflected more than her face tonight—it reflected years of endurance, of hiding, of small victories that no one else could see.

The apartment was quiet except for the hum of the old radiator. On the dresser lay a photograph of her parents, long before the silence had settled between them. Her mother had sent a birthday card last week, unsigned. Her father hadn’t called in years. Still, she placed the card in a silver frame. It was proof that she existed, that she had lived, and that someone, somewhere, once remembered.

Mara worked at a small theater, stitching costumes in the dim backstage corner. She loved the scent of fabric, the rhythm of thread through silk. Costumes gave others a chance to transform, to be seen. But for her, transformation had been both salvation and burden.

Tonight, she lingered in front of the mirror longer than usual. She was due at the theater early—new production, new director. A man with a reputation for brilliance and impatience. She had seen his photo in the staff bulletin: Adrian Costa, mid-forties, dark hair streaked with silver, a sharp gaze that seemed to cut through the page.

When she arrived at the theater, dawn was breaking—a golden light spilling through the lobby windows. Mara set down her bag and inhaled the familiar scent of old velvet and dust. The world inside the theater always felt timeless, like a heartbeat echoing between walls.

“Mara?”
The voice startled her. Deep, steady. She turned to see him standing by the stage, coat folded over one arm. Adrian Costa looked exactly as his photo suggested: intense, precise, but not unkind.
“Yes, that’s me,” she said softly.
He smiled faintly. “I heard you’re the one keeping this place stitched together. Literally.”
Mara laughed despite herself. “I suppose that’s one way to put it.”

Adrian’s eyes softened. “Good. We’ll need that kind of care in this production. It’s a story about truth and masks. I think you’ll like it.”

Something in the way he said truth made her chest tighten. She nodded, unable to find words.

He walked closer, the air shifting slightly between them. “You remind me of someone,” he murmured. “Someone who learned how to wear courage as if it were silk.”

Mara looked down, her fingers trembling on the hem of the costume she held. For a long moment, neither spoke.

Then Adrian smiled, just enough to break the tension. “Coffee after rehearsal? I’d like to hear how you make all this magic happen.”

Her heart stumbled, unprepared for the warmth in his tone. She managed a small nod. “Sure. Coffee sounds... nice.”

As he turned away to the stage, Mara’s reflection in the darkened window caught her eye again. For the first time in months, she saw not the past or the pain, but the faint outline of something new—a possibility she hadn’t dared to imagine.

Maybe, she thought, this time the truth I wear will be enough.
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Chapter 2 — Between Threads and Lights
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Rehearsal days had their own rhythm — the rustle of scripts, the scrape of chairs, the orchestra of footsteps echoing across the wooden stage. Mara sat in her usual corner, surrounded by costumes draped like sleeping souls. Each piece told a story: a torn hem from last night’s passion scene, a silk ribbon meant for a dream sequence that no one remembered to film.

She was threading a needle when Adrian appeared again.
He had a way of entering quietly, yet his presence filled the room like sunlight through a crack in the blinds. “You work miracles in here,” he said, surveying the racks. “The way you make fabric move — it’s like choreography.”
Mara smiled shyly. “Fabric listens better than actors sometimes.”

He chuckled. “True enough.” Then his tone softened. “You’ve got a gift, you know. You see people... not as they perform, but as they are.”

That line lingered. Mara didn’t respond immediately — she focused on stitching the sleeve, though her heartbeat quickened. Compliments used to feel dangerous, like invitations she wasn’t sure she deserved. But from him, it felt different. There was no flattery, no curiosity — just recognition.

When rehearsal ended, Adrian approached her again, jacket slung over his shoulder.
“Still on for that coffee?”
She nodded, wiping a smudge of chalk from her cheek. “There’s a café just around the corner. It’s quiet.”

They walked there through the cobblestoned streets, the city soft under evening light. Adrian talked about the play — how it explored truth, masks, identity. “We all perform,” he said, stirring his coffee absently. “But the bravest thing anyone can do is stop pretending.”

Mara looked at him, her voice almost a whisper. “And what if your truth costs you everything?”

He met her gaze. “Then it’s worth twice as much.”

The words struck deep. She wanted to tell him everything — about her name before Mara, the silence that followed her transition, the nights she wondered if she’d ever be enough. But instead, she sipped her coffee, the warmth grounding her.

Outside, the streetlamps flickered to life, painting golden halos across the café window. For the first time in a long time, she didn’t feel like she had to hide.

They talked until the café closed. Adrian listened — really listened — in a way that disarmed her. He didn’t ask intrusive questions. He asked what made her laugh, what scenes she loved designing most, what music she played when she worked late.

When they finally parted, the air between them buzzed with quiet possibility.

“Tomorrow,” he said softly at the door.
Mara nodded, smiling. “Tomorrow.”
As she walked home, she passed the same storefront window where she’d once avoided her own reflection. Tonight, she paused. The glass still held her outline, faint but certain. She touched the reflection with her fingertips and whispered to herself,
“Maybe truth isn’t something you tell once. Maybe it’s something you live into, every day.”
And for the first time, the night didn’t feel so heavy.
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Chapter 3 — A Tear in the Fabric
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The following week unfolded in fragments of movement and sound — the low hum of lights warming the stage, the rise and fall of voices rehearsing lines, the faint clatter of props being rearranged. To Mara, the theater had become a living thing, breathing in rhythm with her heart.

The play was entering its final rehearsal stage, and everyone was stretched thin. Costumes needed last-minute adjustments; scenes shifted without warning. Adrian seemed everywhere at once — directing, pacing, whispering notes to actors with his characteristic mix of patience and intensity.

Mara admired him from the shadows, her hands busy sewing yet her thoughts often drifting. There was something magnetic about the way he carried himself — confident but never arrogant, demanding yet gentle when it mattered most.

She tried not to think about the way he’d smiled at her in the café, how his voice had softened when he said her name.

That morning, disaster struck.
One of the lead actresses — a diva with more ego than grace — stormed off after a costume fitting gone wrong. Her dress tore along the bodice, seams giving way like a sigh of defeat. The stage fell silent, everyone turning toward the back corner where Mara stood, needle still in hand.
Adrian’s voice was calm but firm. “Can it be fixed?”

Mara nodded quickly, though her stomach twisted. “Yes, but I’ll need an hour.”

“You’ve got thirty minutes,” he said — not unkindly, but with the weight of expectation.

She worked fast. The silk was delicate, every stitch a prayer. Her fingers trembled as the tension of the room grew thicker. Adrian moved closer, watching quietly as she worked. When he saw the bead of sweat slide down her temple, he reached out without thinking — handing her a handkerchief.

“Hey,” he murmured. “Breathe. It’s just fabric. You’ve done harder things.”

The words hit her like a secret he somehow already knew.

She paused, needle hovering midair. “You make it sound so simple.”

“Because it is,” he said softly. “You rebuild what tears. That’s all life ever is.”

She blinked, suddenly unable to meet his gaze. “You talk like someone who’s done a lot of rebuilding.”

He smiled faintly. “You have no idea.”

When the final stitch was tied, she stood and handed the dress to him. Their fingers brushed — just for a moment — but it was enough to send a spark down her spine. Adrian didn’t pull away. His voice dropped low. “You saved the night.”

Mara’s heart thudded in her chest. “That’s what I do. I make sure things don’t fall apart.”

He looked at her for a long moment, eyes dark and searching. “Maybe that’s why I keep finding reasons to come back here.”

Before she could respond, someone called his name from across the stage. He stepped away, leaving her with trembling hands and an ache that felt dangerously close to hope.

Later that night, after everyone left, Mara stayed behind to tidy the racks. The theater was quiet again, only the echo of her footsteps keeping her company. She ran her hand over the newly mended dress — the seam strong, invisible.

She smiled faintly to herself. Maybe she wasn’t just fixing costumes anymore. Maybe, piece by piece, she was stitching herself back together too.
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