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Introduction

"I’m never wrong, and everyone at work knows that. So the CEO suggested I needed an attitude adjustment, which entailed me to… dress like a girl."

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

∞∞∞

I had always been the bold, unshakable creative director of The Grant Agency, until Evan, the new, maddeningly CEO, waltzed in with a plan to ‘reform’ me.

When that so-called reform involved dressing up as Janet at the office, I couldn’t believe my life. But as I played along, the lines between rivalry and something deeper began to blur. He challenged me, infuriated me, and somehow, saw through all my masculine defenses.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Bossed Around.


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

∞∞∞

IF YOU’D TOLD ME a week ago I’d be at Mr. Grant’s funeral surrounded by people who couldn’t give a damn about the man himself, I’d have laughed in your face. But here I was, in the middle of the whole charade, nodding at strangers and pretending not to see half of them glancing at their watches. These people were here for two things: free hors d'oeuvres and a chance to meet the heir.

Evan Grant.

It’s not like I’d given the guy much thought. But the moment he stepped in, I couldn’t not give him some attention. He strolled in like he’d paid for the place, tall and smug, cutting through the crowd like some kind of CEO messiah. Every step screamed, “You all work for me now,” and somehow, everyone seemed charmed by it.

I wasn’t charmed.

I took another sip of the cheap coffee they’d served up, and Evan’s eyes landed on me—like I’d personally crashed the party just to give him a hard time. He made his way over, looking me up and down with the kind of disinterest that I’d reserve for a pair of mismatched socks.

“You’re John Moore,” he said. Not a question. Just… confirmation, like he’d read it off a list somewhere.
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“And you must be the son everyone’s talking about. I’m so sorry for your loss.” I gave him a polite nod—pretending I felt bad. Not that anyone deserved to lose a father but the man in the casket had a lot of questionable practices.

“Good luck with the agency,” I said.

His lips twitched, and he tilted his head, probably debating if I was worth a response. “I don’t need luck,” he said. “From what I’ve seen, some people are overdue for a wake-up call.”

I raised an eyebrow—trying to stop my mouth from saying something inappropriate to someone still grieving—but I couldn’t. “Funny, I thought things were working just fine. I mean, we’ve been making deadlines, bringing in clients. But, hey, if you want to come in here with a cape on, be my guest.”

He didn’t so much as blink. “I’m glad you’re on board, Mr. Moore. Sounds like you’ll have a front-row seat.”

Before I could get in another word, he turned and walked off, leaving me there with my coffee and a growing urge to throw it right at his fancy suit.

The next week, we were all crammed into the conference room, waiting for Evan to roll out his big plans. I’d snagged a seat in the back, arms crossed, just there to watch the show. If he was going to come in here, guns blazing, then I was ready to see him shoot himself in the foot.

Right on time, Evan strolled in, barely acknowledging anyone. No pleasantries, no “glad to be here” speech. Just a curt nod before he launched right into it.

“Morning,” he said, and it was like he’d only said it out of obligation. “I’m not here to keep things the same. This agency’s been coasting, and that’s going to change. We’re setting new standards. Starting today.”

Around me, heads were nodding. I swear, some people even looked inspired. Like the guy had handed them the keys to the promised land.

But me?

I couldn’t resist.

“Standards, huh?” I piped up, loud enough for everyone to hear. “Because it’s been such a dumpster fire here without you?”

The room went quiet, and all eyes turned to me. There were a few smirks, and I caught Jules stifling a grin across the table. But Evan? He just looked at me—utmost calm.

“Is there something you’d like to share, Mr. Moore?”

I shrugged. “Just curious what’s broken around here. Because from where I’m sitting, things look pretty solid.”

He didn’t miss a beat. “If you think ‘solid’ is enough, then maybe you’re in the wrong room.”

A couple of gasps. Someone snorted. I leaned back, unfazed. “If you think we’re all here just waiting for someone to ‘save’ us, maybe you’re the one who’s in the wrong room.”

The faintest flicker of irritation crossed his face, but he masked it quick. “You’ve done good work here, John. No one’s questioning that. But success isn’t about keeping things ‘solid.’ It’s about pushing boundaries, setting higher expectations.”

“Boundaries, expectations—got it,” I said, crossing my arms. “Just sounds a lot like corporate buzzwords from someone who hasn’t spent a single day in the trenches with us.”

That did it. His calm was cracking, and he leaned forward, giving me a look that I’m sure was meant to make me back down. Too bad I don’t scare easy.

“Then let’s make one thing clear,” he said, his voice dropping a notch. “This isn’t about undermining anyone’s work. It’s about making sure this agency isn’t left behind. If you’re not on board with that, then maybe you should consider your options.”

“Options?” I echoed, eyebrow raised. “You’re saying that after one day, you already know who belongs and who doesn’t?”

“I’m saying that we’re moving forward with or without the people who think this is a democracy.” His eyes were locked on mine, cold and steady. “Consider this your notice to start pulling your weight.”

Oh, he’d picked the wrong day to pull that. I was halfway to coming up with a scathing retort when he glanced around the room, like he hadn’t just thrown down a challenge in front of everyone.

“This agency isn’t going to coast under my leadership. If you don’t like it, the door’s right there.”

I leaned back, not about to give him the satisfaction of a reply. For all his tough talk, he had no idea what he’d signed up for.

The meeting wrapped up, and I was about to slip out when Evan’s voice cut through the chatter.

“Mr. Moore. Stay behind.”

I sighed, rolling my eyes as a few people threw me sympathetic glances on their way out. Jules gave me a little smirk as he passed, mouthing “good luck,” which wasn’t exactly reassuring.

Once the room cleared, Evan closed the door and leaned against it, arms crossed, watching me like he was analyzing a particularly frustrating puzzle.

“So,” he started, voice calm, “are we going to have a problem?”

I gave him a casual shrug. “Depends. Are you planning on giving me more ‘motivational speeches’ about how I should be grateful to have you here?”

He almost smiled, but there was zero warmth in it. “You don’t like change. That much is obvious.”

“Wrong,” I shot back. “I don’t like arrogant suits rolling in and acting like they’re the second coming. There’s a difference.”

“You’re an asset here, John,” he said, and for a second, it almost sounded like a compliment. “Clients appreciate your work. But you’re also a liability.”

“A liability?” I laughed. “That’s rich coming from the guy who’s been here less than twenty-four hours and already decided he’s the messiah.”

He held up a hand, silencing me. “Let me finish.”

I rolled my eyes but kept quiet.

“You’re clearly talented. You know this agency inside and out, and from what I’ve seen, you don’t lack skill or drive. But you also have an ego that could fill this entire building.”

“Flattery will get you nowhere,” I deadpanned.

He ignored me. “I’m going to be blunt. If you want to stay here, you’re going to need to adjust your attitude. Starting immediately.”

“Adjust my attitude?” I scoffed, folding my arms. “And what exactly does that look like? Are we doing trust falls in the break room?”

A hint of a smirk crossed his face, but he covered it up quick. “You’ll find out tomorrow morning. I’ll speak to HR.”

I snorted. “You’re sending me to HR? What, is this your way of giving me detention?”
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“Think of it however you want,” he said, eyes cool and steady. “But I’m calling it an ‘attitude makeover.’ I’ll be checking in with HR personally to make sure you’re following through.”

I let out a low whistle. “Wow, you’re really going all in, aren’t you? An attitude makeover? Who knew the savior of the agency was also the school principal.”

He didn’t flinch. “I suggest you take this seriously, John. You may be talented, but nobody is indispensable. Least of all, someone who thinks they’re above the team.”

I stared at him, and for a second, we were both silent, just sizing each other up. This wasn’t just a battle of egos; it was more like he was daring me to make the next move. I almost respected it, in a twisted kind of way.

“So what happens if I don’t comply?” I asked, keeping my tone light but not hiding the challenge in my voice.

“Then I’d suggest you start updating your resume,” he replied smoothly.

He stepped aside, gesturing toward the door like he was done with me. I didn’t wait around for another word, just turned on my heel and walked out, heart pounding with a mix of frustration and… maybe a little excitement.

As much as I hated to admit it, part of me was actually curious to see what his idea of an “attitude makeover” looked like.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I strolled into HR with all the enthusiasm of a guy getting his teeth pulled. If I had known what this “attitude makeover” really entailed, maybe I would’ve just told Evan where he could stick it yesterday and saved us all the time.

Melinda, head of HR, was waiting with this ridiculous grin on her face, like she’d been counting down the hours to this. She was a little too perky for my taste at the best of times, but today, she was practically bouncing on her heels.

“John!” she chirped, clapping her hands together. “Ready for your makeover?”

I raised an eyebrow. “You’re kidding, right? Please tell me you’re kidding.”

“Nope! Mr. Grant was very specific about wanting an... adjustment,” she said, trying to sound serious but failing. “I’ve got just the thing.”

I sighed, glancing around her office, which had motivational posters of waterfalls and fields, a real “stay positive” nightmare. If this was how they planned to fix my “attitude,” I was in trouble.

“So, what, you’re going to make me read inspirational quotes all day?”

“Oh, no,” she said, looking far too pleased with herself. “We’re going to start with wardrobe changes.”

I crossed my arms. “Wardrobe changes?”

“Yes, exactly. Mr. Grant thought a little… taming might help you adjust. So, starting today, we’re going to be exploring a different approach to professional attire.”

She pointed to a rack by the wall, where a few suits hung, but these weren’t my usual kind of suits. No, these had a little too much… structure. Tailored waist, narrow cut, and, wait—were those heels on the floor?

“You want me to wear that?” I couldn’t keep the horror out of my voice.

“Oh, don’t look so surprised, John. You’re always telling people to step out of their comfort zone. Time to take your own advice!” She grinned and pushed a garment bag into my hands. “Go ahead, try it on.”

I didn’t move. “You can’t be serious.”

“As serious as a performance review, John. Go on. We’ll wait.”

After ten agonizing minutes of squeezing, adjusting, and feeling generally ridiculous, I emerged from the little HR bathroom in what could only be described as a get-up straight out of a corporate satire. The suit was fitted so tight it was like a second skin, accentuating places I didn’t even know I had. The wig was a smooth bob, and the heels—well, let’s just say walking in them was a whole new experience.

Melinda clapped her hands again. “Oh, John, you look fantastic! So professional.”

“Professional,” I repeated flatly, wobbling slightly as I tried to adjust my balance. “This is the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever worn in my life.”

“Oh, come on. It’s just for a few weeks,” she said, practically glowing with satisfaction. “Think of it as an exercise in perspective.”
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I gave her a look. “You want perspective? How about I swap this for your cardigan and we call it a day?”

She laughed, completely ignoring my sarcasm. “You’ll get used to it. Now, go on. You’ve got a whole day ahead of you. And remember—Mr. Grant expects nothing less than full participation.”

“Yeah, wouldn’t want to disappoint him,” I muttered, grabbing my things and heading out, heels clacking obnoxiously on the floor.

The walk to my office felt like it took a century. Every step was a balancing act, and I could feel everyone’s eyes on me—some wide with shock, others doing that quick double-take that they thought was subtle. I felt like I was in some weird fever dream, balancing on these ridiculous heels, practically swaying from side to side like a drunken toddler.

By the time I reached my desk, I was ready to kick off the heels and throw them out the nearest window. But just as I was easing down into my chair, trying to regain some sense of dignity, I saw him.

Evan. Standing by the conference room, talking to a couple of executives. His eyes drifted over to me, and for a moment, he did a double take. I swear I saw the faintest flicker of surprise before his face went back to that annoyingly neutral expression. He finished whatever he was saying and headed straight toward me.

Fantastic. Just what I needed.

“John,” he greeted me, eyes scanning me up and down, lingering just a bit too long. “Settling in, I see.”

“Yeah, something like that,” I replied, not even trying to hide my irritation. “Really enjoying this whole... perspective adjustment. Thanks for that.”

He raised an eyebrow, as if he were genuinely amused. “Good to hear. And here I thought you’d be throwing a fit.”

“Oh, I am,” I said, keeping my voice steady. “It’s just on the inside. Wouldn’t want to ruin the suit.”

He gave me a half-smile, and I felt a weird flicker of something I couldn’t quite place. “You clean up well, John. It’s… different.”

“Different’s one word for it.” I crossed my arms, suddenly feeling even more self-conscious under his gaze. The suit was tight, hugging my figure in ways that felt strange and unfamiliar. And for a moment, I caught him glancing down, then looking away just as quickly.

“So, what’s on the agenda today, boss?” I asked, putting an extra edge on the word.

“Funny you should ask,” he replied, that small smile still playing on his lips. “I’ve got a project for you. Something that requires your… creativity.”

I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. “Lay it on me.”

“Buzzmilk,” he said simply.

“Buzz… what now?”

“Buzzmilk,” he repeated, clearly enjoying my reaction. “It’s an energy drink targeting younger demographics. They’re looking for a campaign that combines a bold edge with, let’s say, an innovative approach. I thought of you immediately.”

I blinked, processing that for a moment. “You thought of me for a brand called Buzzmilk?”

“Seemed like a good fit,” he replied, deadpan.

I snorted. “Sure, why not. When do you need ideas by?”

“End of the week,” he said, glancing at his watch. “And I’d like a check-in tomorrow. Just to make sure you’re… on the right track.”

I narrowed my eyes, picking up on the subtle dig. “No problem. I’ll have something for you. But if I’m doing all this, don’t expect me to be bouncing around in these heels the whole time.”

He smirked, looking down at my shoes. “They suit you.”

I opened my mouth to retort, but he’d already turned and was heading back toward his office, leaving me there, a mix of annoyance and something else bubbling under the surface.

The rest of the day was a bizarre blur of trying to adjust to my new “look” while pretending nothing was out of the ordinary. I was balancing on these heels like a circus act, trying to get comfortable in a suit that hugged in all the wrong places, and fielding every double-take and stifled laugh that came my way. At one point, Jules sidled up to my desk, leaning against it with a barely contained smirk.

“Nice look, John,” he said, clearly relishing my misery. “Didn’t know you were switching up your style.”

“Yeah, laugh it up,” I muttered, adjusting the wig, which was starting to itch like crazy. “Some of us get ‘attitude makeovers’ courtesy of Mr. High and Mighty over there.”

“Attitude makeover, huh?” Jules raised an eyebrow, amused. “You’re kidding.”

“I wish I was.” I shot a glare toward Evan’s office, where he was in a meeting, no doubt planning his next round of ‘improvements.’ “Apparently, I’ve got to work on being tamed… or whatever.”

“Well, you do look... tamed,” Jules said, biting back a laugh. “Very tamed.”

“Shut up,” I shot back. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I have an entire campaign to plan for Buzzmilk, the next big thing in… whatever it is.”

“Energy drinks for millennials,” Jules said, grinning. “Bet you’ll knock it out of the park.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” I replied, cracking a smile. “I’ll make sure it’s a campaign no one forgets.”

By the time I was ready to head home, I was practically limping from those heels, and I had half a mind to toss the wig into the trash. But as I passed Evan’s office, I noticed he was still inside, alone, flipping through some paperwork. I hesitated for a second before tapping on the doorframe.

He looked up, and there was that flicker again—something in his expression that didn’t match the usual cool confidence. He recovered quickly, though, setting his papers down.

“Finished for the day?” he asked, his tone neutral.

“Yeah. Thought I’d stop by and let you know I’m making progress on Buzzmilk. Got some concepts sketched out.” I tried to keep my voice casual, but the tension from earlier still lingered.

He nodded. “Good. Looking forward to seeing what you come up with.”

“Glad to hear it,” I said, shifting my weight and wincing as the heels reminded me of their existence. “Though next time, maybe try a makeover that doesn’t involve borderline torture devices.”
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A faint smile played at the corners of his mouth. “Getting a taste of someone else’s shoes, John. Thought you’d appreciate the perspective.”

“Perspective, huh?” I raised an eyebrow. “Well, if perspective means wincing every time I take a step, then congratulations. Lesson learned.”

His eyes softened a bit, and I swore, just for a second, he looked like he might actually laugh. “You’ll get used to it.”

“Sure, as long as I don’t break an ankle first,” I said, half-joking, half-serious.

“Goodnight, John,” he said, his voice dropping just a bit, softer than usual.

“Yeah,” I replied, feeling oddly unsettled. “Goodnight, Evan.”

After my little chat with Evan, I left his office and headed toward the elevator, but as I stepped into the long, mirrored hallway that led there, something stopped me. Maybe it was the absurdity of it all—the fitted suit, the heels, the wig. The reflection staring back at me looked like a completely different person, someone sleek and polished, but with enough traces of me underneath that I felt this strange, unexpected mix of amusement and… something else.

I glanced over my shoulder, making sure no one was around, then looked back at the mirrored walls. I took a quick, hesitant step forward, watching the way the heels added height and the suit tapered in ways my usual attire never did. Against my better judgment, I did a little turn, twirling just slightly. The suit’s fabric hugged close, making me feel both ridiculous and… not entirely terrible.

I shook my head, chuckling at myself. “You’re losing it, John,” I muttered, but I couldn’t quite stop myself from looking again.

Maybe it was the lights, the mirrors, the late hour, but I almost felt… attractive? It was a weird thought, but there it was. And then just as quickly, the feeling vanished. This wasn’t me. Not really. This was some gimmick dreamed up by Evan and Melinda, a costume.

I bent down, carefully balancing on one foot to slip off one of the heels, then the other, sighing with relief as my feet hit the floor. No way was I about to walk out of here looking like this and end up on the evening bus dressed like a corporate Barbie.

A quick detour to the bathroom later, I peeled off the wig, messed my hair back into something closer to my own style, and changed back into my usual clothes.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN A WEEK of late nights with Evan. The guy was relentless, focused, and infuriatingly capable. Turns out, he actually had a mind for this job and wasn’t just playing CEO. Somewhere along the line, my initial impression of him as an entitled nepo baby started to shift, not that I’d admit it. But what bugged me the most wasn’t even Evan—it was that HR, with his blessing, had decided I should fully commit to this “attitude adjustment” by going as Janet.

At first, I brushed it off as a gimmick, but now HR was pushing it to the next level. And the kicker? Evan had sent a whole wardrobe to my apartment: tailored blazers, skirts, blouses, lingerie—everything down to the jewelry and heels. It was like they expected me to become Janet and were committed to making sure I did it right.

This morning, I stood in front of my closet, staring at the new clothes. It had been a few days since I started dressing as “Janet” at work, and somehow, it was starting to feel like part of my routine. But today felt different. I didn’t just grab the first thing I saw. I took my time, my fingers grazing over the silk and lace, feeling the fabrics as if I was looking for the right combination, though I wasn’t quite sure what “right” meant.

My hand settled on a soft, pale pink camisole with lace trim. It was delicate, almost too delicate, but the thought of wearing it under one of the sleek blazers was… oddly exciting. I pulled off my t-shirt and slipped on the camisole, feeling the cool fabric against my skin. The lace felt new, even a little indulgent. It hugged me in a way that was strange but not entirely uncomfortable—if anything, it was almost reassuring.

“Ridiculous,” I muttered to myself, though the word felt less certain than before.

Next, I pulled on a matching lace-trimmed bra. Adjusting the straps felt strangely satisfying albeit confusing, almost like I was gearing up for something important. It had taken a bit of practice to get comfortable in the bra, but now it felt like part of the routine, part of who I was becoming. I grabbed a fitted black pencil skirt, sliding it up and feeling the snug, structured fit that accentuated my shape in a way I was slowly coming to appreciate.
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As I buttoned up the blazer—one of the nicer pieces Evan had picked out—I took a step back, looking at myself in the mirror. The suit was tailored perfectly, emphasizing a waist I didn’t know existed, fitting across my shoulders, creating this sharp, streamlined look that was undeniably professional but also… sexy.

I hated to admit it, but I liked the way the whole outfit came together, the contrast of the soft pink lace under the structured blazer, the hint of femininity beneath the power suit.

I turned slightly, taking in the full effect. The skirt hugged just right, the blazer added a powerful edge, and for a moment, I could almost believe this was me. Not some HR experiment, not some temporary “adjustment”—just me, confidently dressed and looking every bit like I belonged in that world. It was unsettling, how natural it felt, how much I was starting to appreciate the look.

I reached for the wig, a smooth bob that framed my face in a way that was still strange to me. Placing it on carefully, I adjusted it, brushing my hands through the hair until it looked just right. The woman staring back at me was polished, sleek, someone who looked like she could command a room. Someone who looked like she was ready to take on whatever Evan or anyone else threw her way.

To finish the look, I picked up a pair of clip-on earrings that added just a touch of sparkle without being over-the-top. I fastened them in place, feeling the slight weight on my ears as I adjusted to the last detail.

And finally, the heels. Black, elegant, and tall enough to add a few inches. I stepped into them, testing my balance as I adjusted to the lift, the way my posture shifted. Everything I had to learn about walking with them came from YouTube. Without those crossdressing clips, I would’ve given up on the very second day of dressing up as Janet.

I straightened up, smoothing down my blazer, catching my reflection again. There was something exhilarating about the height, the way the heels changed my stance, making me feel almost... powerful.

I couldn’t help it—I did a slow turn in front of the mirror, taking in the full effect. The stranger in the mirror wasn’t so much a stranger anymore.

I took a final look in the mirror, adjusting the cuffs of my blazer, feeling the weight of each piece as if it was settling into place. Everything was right where it should be—structured, polished, perfectly assembled. A far cry from the usual “John” look, but that wasn’t entirely a bad thing. For a brief second, I let myself admire the transformation, and if I was being honest, I liked it.

But before I could get too carried away, I reminded myself that this was still just a job requirement. I was still John, not Janet, and that’s how it would stay. I grabbed my bag, took a steadying breath, and left for the office, heels clicking against the floor in a rhythm I was getting used to.
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When I got to The Grant Agency, the usual heads turned, but this time, I noticed a few approving nods, maybe even a few smiles. It was strange to think that people were getting used to seeing me like this, as if Janet was just another part of the team.

I had barely made it to my desk when Leo Navarro’s voice rang out from across the office.

“Janet!”

I turned, forcing a polite smile as Leo approached. Leo was the CEO of Kronika, one of our biggest clients, and the kind of guy who made an entrance everywhere he went. Today was no different. He looked at me with that signature smirk, like he was savoring the sight.

“So, it’s true,” he said, his eyes lingering just a little too long.

“This new… look? It suits you.”

“Thanks, sir,” I replied, trying to keep it professional. “Just here to make sure we keep our clients happy.”

“Oh, I’m very happy,” he said, with a chuckle. “Tell me, are you free for lunch? I’d love to discuss a few ideas.”

Before I could answer, I felt another presence nearby. I glanced over to see Evan, standing just a few feet away, watching the exchange with his usual calm, unreadable expression. But there was a sharpness in his gaze, a tension I hadn’t seen before.

“Mr. Navarro,” Evan said, stepping forward, his voice polite but firm. “I’m sure Janet’s got her hands full today. We’re knee-deep in a new campaign for Buzzmilk.”

Leo gave a casual shrug, still smiling. “Of course, Evan. Just wanted to see if she could squeeze in some time for an old friend.”

I gave a tight smile, glancing at Evan, who didn’t break eye contact with Leo. The tension in the air was almost palpable, and I couldn’t help but wonder if Evan’s little interruption was intentional.

“Actually, sir, I’d love to catch up another time,” I said, keeping my tone light. “Buzzmilk’s pretty demanding right now.”

“Another time, then,” Leo said with a nod, though his gaze lingered on me before he turned and walked away.

Evan waited until Leo was out of earshot, then turned to me, his face carefully neutral.

“Interesting conversation,” he remarked, his tone deceptively casual.

I crossed my arms, raising an eyebrow. “It’s called networking. Isn’t that what we’re here to do?”

He held my gaze, a flicker of something unreadable in his eyes. “It’s more than networking from the way he gawked at you. Just make sure networking doesn’t get in the way of your focus. Buzzmilk needs your full attention.”

“Trust me,” I replied, keeping my voice even. “My attention’s right where it needs to be.”

“Good,” he said, his tone softening just slightly. “Let’s keep it that way.”

There was a beat of silence, the tension between us hanging in the air, before he finally turned and walked away.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

SHOPPING WITH JULES was an experience. He’d been trying to drag me out for a wardrobe “refresh” for weeks, but I’d kept dodging. Finally, I gave in, and here we were, deep in the mall, with him enthusiastically picking out skirts and dresses while I wondered how the hell I’d ended up here.

“Come on, Janet!” he urged, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “You’ve already been doing the whole corporate femme thing. Now it’s time to really step into it.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. “And here I thought you were just going to grab a shirt or two.”

“Shirts?” Jules looked horrified. “We’re not here for basics. Today, you’re going to find something that makes you feel incredible. I’m talking dresses that turn heads.”

“Fine,” I muttered, rolling my eyes but feeling a reluctant excitement as he handed me a deep blue wrap dress. The fabric felt smooth between my fingers, and I could already picture the way it would drape.

“Trust me on this,” Jules said, as if he could read my mind. “Just try it on. Let yourself have fun with this.”

I took the dress and headed for the fitting room, reminding myself this was just a bit of fun, just for a laugh. But as I slipped it on, it felt... different. The wrap style hugged my waist and fell gracefully around my legs, and the color—rich and bold—brought out something in my eyes I hadn’t noticed before. I glanced at myself in the mirror, doing a double-take. The reflection wasn’t entirely foreign, but it wasn’t exactly John, either.

I tried to shake the thought, brushing it off. But there was no ignoring the surge of confidence the dress seemed to bring out, almost like it was its own form of armor. I opened the fitting room door, stepping out to face Jules.

His jaw dropped, and he let out a little whoop. “See? I told you!”

I gave a reluctant smile. “Okay, I’ll admit it’s... not bad.”

“Not bad?” He looked at me like I was missing the point. “It’s amazing. You look amazing. Now, come on—let’s find you a few more.”
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Two hours later, we were knee-deep in dresses, skirts, and accessories. Jules was unstoppable, darting between racks and bringing back pieces faster than I could try them on. And the crazy part was... I was enjoying it. There was something liberating about putting on these clothes, trying out different styles, seeing how each piece could create a new look, a new vibe.

When I stepped into a fitted black dress with subtle silver detailing, Jules gasped.

“Oh my god, Janet. That one’s the winner.”

I glanced at myself in the mirror. The dress was sleek, elegant, with a hint of edge that made me feel... powerful. I turned slightly, admiring the way it hugged my figure, creating a silhouette that felt sharp, polished.

“It’s definitely something,” I murmured, trying not to smile too much.

“Something? You are going to own any room you walk into in that,” he said, giving me a playful nudge. “Now, let’s get you a wig to go with it.”

A short walk later, we were at a wig boutique. Jules, of course, went all out, pulling long, glamorous wigs from the shelves. He finally settled on a soft, wavy one with rich caramel tones that gave me an entirely different look. I slipped it on, adjusting the fit, and glanced in the mirror.

The person staring back was polished, confident, someone who looked like she was indeed a creative director for a global company. And maybe, for the first time, I felt like I could own that look, too.

Jules clapped his hands, practically vibrating with excitement. “This is it. You’re going to knock them dead in the office.”

“Alright, alright,” I said, laughing. “Let’s get out of here before you talk me into buying out the entire store.”

We took a break to grab coffee, and while we were sitting there, my phone buzzed. It was a text from Leo.

“Janet, I’d love for you to join us at the Kronika gala this weekend. It’s going to be a fantastic event, and I’d be honored to have you there.”

I read it twice, feeling a mix of excitement and something else I couldn’t quite place. Leo was more than just a client—he was someone who understood the business, who appreciated style and sophistication. And getting an invite like this felt… important.

I glanced at Jules, who was already reading over my shoulder, grinning.

“Well, are you going to accept or what?”

“I mean… yeah,” I replied, typing out a quick response to Leo. “Why not?”

“That’s my girl!” Jules said, raising his coffee cup in a mock toast. “You are going to look so good.”

“You do know I’m a guy, right?” I retorted.

“Whatever,” he said.

When I arrived at the agency the next day, I walked in with a quiet confidence I hadn’t expected. The new wig framed my face in a way that made me look even more convincing as a woman, and as I walked past my coworkers, I could feel their eyes on me. But this time, instead of feeling self-conscious, I felt… proud. Like I’d finally embraced this part of myself.

It didn’t take long for Evan to notice. He spotted me as I passed his office, his eyes widening just slightly before he masked it with his usual cool expression.

“Janet,” he said, motioning me over. “New look?”

“Just something for the weekend,” I replied, as if it were no big deal. “I was invited to the Kronika gala. Figured I’d update the wardrobe.”

He raised an eyebrow, his expression unreadable. “Kronika, huh? So, Leo invited you.”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling a bit of defiance rising. “It’s work-related. I’d say it’s in my job description to keep our clients happy.”

Evan’s jaw tightened ever so slightly. “And you think attending a gala with a client won’t… interfere with your focus here?”

“It’s the weekend,” I replied, holding his gaze. “It won’t affect my work. And as creative director, I have every right to attend a client event.”

His gaze stayed on me, a flicker of something unspoken passing through his eyes. “Just make sure your priorities are straight. Leo has a tendency to… blur lines.”

“Thanks for the advice, boss,” I replied, keeping my tone light but firm. “But I think I can handle myself.”

We stood there for a moment, the tension thickening between us. He gave a short nod, the slightest edge of frustration in his expression before he turned back to his desk.

“Enjoy the gala,” he said, a little too coolly.

“Don’t worry,” I replied, my voice steady. “I intend to.”


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

IT WAS FINALLY the weekend, and the Kronika gala was only hours away. Instead of feeling excited, though, I was standing in my apartment surrounded by a tornado of clothes, makeup, and accessories, on the verge of a full-on meltdown. As a creative director, I could pull a brand vision together with my eyes closed, but apparently, dressing myself up as a woman for a formal event was a different story.

The first step was supposed to be the easy part: shower, hair, makeup, get dressed. But it turned out there was nothing “easy” about any of it. I’d picked up a sleek, black floor-length gown with Jules, something classic yet modern, and I’d been feeling confident when I bought it. But now, as I stared down at the gown, along with the corset, stockings, and heels that went with it, I felt completely out of my depth.

I took a few deep breaths, willing myself to focus, and finally headed to the shower, hoping the hot water would calm my nerves. It helped a little, and as I towel-dried my hair, I started to feel a flicker of excitement beneath the panic. This was a big deal, after all—a formal event with some of the biggest names in the industry. I was representing The Grant Agency, and that meant I needed to look the part.
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Back in the bedroom, I laid out each piece, trying to figure out where to start. I picked up the lace corset, holding it for a moment, then slipped it on, fastening it carefully. The tightness was strange, restrictive yet… grounding, in a way. It was like putting on armor, and I felt a little surge of confidence as I adjusted the fit.

Next were the stockings. I sat on the edge of the bed, carefully rolling each one up my leg, feeling the soft, delicate fabric. It was surprisingly satisfying, almost calming, like each step was preparing me for the night ahead.

Finally, I slipped into the black gown. The fabric was smooth and cool against my skin, falling in a way that felt elegant yet daring. I zipped it up, adjusting the neckline, and took a deep breath, glancing in the mirror. For the first time, I felt… ready.

Then came the makeup. I laid out an array of products, staring down at them like they were part of some intricate puzzle. Red lipstick—it had to be red. I picked up the tube, carefully applying it, watching as the bold color transformed my face. Doing my makeup was the most fun part. I studied fine arts and painting was my specialty but I let money dictate my life so I pursued a career in advertising instead. Next, I went with a smoky eye, brushing on shadows and blending until it felt just right. Mascara, liner, a bit of highlighter—I took my time, letting each step bring me closer to the look I wanted.

Finally, the wig. I chose the long, wavy one, with soft curls that framed my face. I secured it carefully, adjusting it until it looked perfect, then added a pair of simple silver earrings. I stepped back, taking in the full effect. The woman in the mirror was striking, polished, someone who looked like she belonged at a gala. And for the first time, I felt like that woman could be me.

The cab ride to the gala was nerve-wracking, but when I finally stepped out and saw the grand entrance, nerves turned into something else—excitement. Guests moved across the marble floors, dressed to the nines, each one a picture of elegance.

As I walked into the main hall, I felt eyes on me, lingering glances from strangers. Some were curious, others admiring, and a few women gave me quick, appraising looks that I couldn’t quite read. But instead of feeling self-conscious, I felt… proud. Confident. This was new territory, and for once, I was ready to claim it.

I was still taking it all in when I saw Leo approaching. He was all charm, as usual, dressed in a sleek tuxedo that only highlighted his easy confidence. He reached for my hand, lifting it to his lips with a smile that made my heart skip a beat.

“Ms. Moore,” he said smoothly, his eyes warm. “You look absolutely stunning tonight.”
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I felt a flush of warmth at his words, and it was all I could do to keep my composure. “Thank you, Mr. Navarro.”

He gave a soft chuckle. “Please—call me Leo.”

“Alright, Leo,” I replied, trying to keep the butterflies in my stomach under control.

He kept hold of my hand as he introduced me to some of his guests. “Everyone, this is Janet, my favorite person from The Grant Agency. She was a key player in our last campaign—it boosted our revenue by 300%.”

I tried to brush off the praise, but his friends looked impressed, giving me nods of approval. Leo’s hand lingered on my back as he led me through the crowd, and I couldn’t help but feel... special.

The warmth of his attention, his steady gaze—it was unlike anything I’d experienced before. He’d find small moments to touch my shoulder or lean close to share a private joke, and each time, I felt a little thrill.

“Does your back hurt?” he asked—waking me up from the glamorous haze of the night.

“No, why?”

“I thought it would. You look like an angel who fell from the sky,” he clarified.

It was really corny, but effective. I felt my blood rush to my face and all I could do was chuckle. Normally, I would’ve made a smart come back but the evening was so romantic that I didn’t feel the need to ruin it.

The celebration continued, and I found myself relaxing, enjoying Leo’s company as he introduced me to some of the biggest names in the industry. For the first time, I felt truly seen, like I was someone worth noticing. Leo was attentive, charming, even a bit flirtatious, and I let myself enjoy the moment, leaning into the attention.

But then, just as we were laughing over a shared joke, I saw a familiar figure near the entrance. My stomach tightened. It was Evan. And he did not look pleased.

Evan made his way over, his gaze locked on Leo’s hand resting on my arm. When he reached us, he nodded to Leo, his tone polite but barely masking his irritation.

“Leo,” he said smoothly. “Mind if I borrow Janet for a moment?”

Leo raised an eyebrow, looking mildly amused, but he stepped back, giving me a wink. “Of course. I’ll be around, Janet.”

I forced a smile, then followed Evan as he led me to a quieter corner of the room, his grip on my arm just a bit too firm.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, trying to keep my tone steady.

“I could ask you the same thing,” he replied, his voice low. “Do you really think this is just a social event?”

“It’s a client event,” I shot back. “I’m here to represent the agency.”

“Represent the agency or flirt with Leo?” His words were sharp, and his eyes darkened as he looked down at me.

“Excuse me?” I felt a surge of defiance. “Leo invited me. It’s not like I’m skipping work to be here. I have every right to attend.”

Evan’s jaw clenched, his gaze unwavering. “Just be careful. Leo has a reputation, and you’re—”

“I’m what?” I challenged, stepping closer, feeling the intensity between us.

He hesitated, his voice softening. “You’re getting in over your head.”

A beat of silence passed between us, the tension thick and unspoken. I could feel my heart pounding, and for a brief moment, I saw something in his eyes—something raw, almost vulnerable. But just as quickly, it was gone.

“Enjoy the rest of your night,” he said coolly, his tone dismissive. He turned and walked away, leaving me standing there, confused and frustrated.
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After the gala wound down, Leo invited me for drinks but I was too pissed off at Evan for ruining the night. I found myself on the bus, still in my gown, feeling like a complete fool. The adrenaline of the looking gorgeous had faded, leaving me with a mess of thoughts and emotions I couldn’t untangle.

I’d gone from feeling on top of the world to feeling... lost.

I leaned against the window, watching the city lights blur past, trying to make sense of everything. Evan’s mixed signals, Leo’s attention—it all felt surreal, like I was caught in someone else’s story. And yet, here I was, dressed to the nines, on the way home, trying to hold onto the confidence I’d felt just hours earlier.

But all I knew was that tonight had changed something—and for better or worse, I had no idea.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE VERY NEXT DAY since the gala, and I was still turning the night over in my head. Evan’s unexpected appearance, his fury, the way he’d dragged me aside—all of it had left me with more questions than answers. But today, I was trying not to think about any of that. It was Saturday, and I was enjoying a lazy day at home, dressed in a soft, floral dress I’d recently bought. It was light, comfortable, and maybe even pretty. With my apron on, I felt almost... cozy. A version of me I hadn’t imagined before.

As I stirred the pot on the stove, the scent of the pasta sauce filled my apartment, and for once, I felt relaxed, like I could just exist without worrying about work, clients, or Evan.

Then came the knock at the door.

I nearly dropped the spoon, glancing down at myself in a panic. I was fully “Janet” right now—wig, makeup, dress, the whole look. I hadn’t planned on anyone seeing me like this, not here at home, where I felt safe enough to let myself enjoy it. But the knock came again, and I thought that it was probably the delivery guy.

I took a steadying breath, smoothed down my dress, and opened the door, hoping I could play it off as no big deal. But when I saw who was standing there, my heart dropped.

My father.

He stood there, staring at me like he’d just seen a ghost. His eyes moved slowly from the dress, to my makeup, to the wig, each second dragging like hours. I could feel my cheeks burning, every ounce of confidence I’d felt moments ago vanishing.
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“Dad,” I managed, forcing a weak smile. “I... I wasn’t expecting you.”

He cleared his throat, his expression unreadable, but his eyes spoke volumes—confusion, shock, maybe even a bit of anger. “What are you… I mean, are you? Wait, why the hell are you dressed like that?” he asked, struggling to find the words.

I felt a lump in my throat, but I did my best to brush it off. “Oh, it’s, um... it’s for work, you know. Sort of... part of the whole job right now. I go to work like this…”

He gave a slight nod, but he looked unconvinced. “You’re... at home, John,” he said quietly. “And exactly why would the agency ask you to make a fool out of yourself?”

I swallowed, searching for a way to explain, but nothing felt right. How could I tell him that I’d started wearing these clothes at home because they felt… comfortable? Because it was a relief to be able to feel confident, even if I still wasn’t entirely sure why I felt such way?

“Dad, I... I just... it’s complicated,” I stammered, feeling the words tumble out clumsily.

“Complicated?” He looked down, shaking his head slightly. “John, I don’t... understand any of this.”

The weight of his disapproval hung heavy in the air, and I could feel the ache building in my chest. He’d always been so sure of who I was, so certain about my life, my career, everything. And now he looked at me like he didn’t recognize me at all.

“Look, Dad, it’s still me,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. “I’m still... John. I’m just... figuring things out.”

He didn’t respond, just gave me a long, searching look. “Well,” he said finally, his voice stiff, “I was on my way to your Aunt Linda’s. I just thought I’d stop by to see how you were doing.”

I nodded, forcing a smile. “I’m... I’m fine, Dad. Thanks for checking in.”

He gave a quick nod, but the warmth was missing. “Alright. I’ll let you... get back to whatever this is,” he said, his tone barely concealing his discomfort.

I watched him leave, the door closing behind him with a soft click. As soon as he was gone, the full weight of his reaction hit me, and I felt my knees go weak. I sank onto the couch, my heart aching, a hollow feeling settling in my chest.

Monday arrived too soon, and I confided in Jules at work, barely able to hold back the wave of emotion that had been building since my father’s visit. I’d always been able to talk to him about anything, but this was different, and he could tell.

“Jules,” I said, my voice barely steady, “I don’t know what I’m doing anymore. I thought I was just... playing a role, but it’s like... I don’t even know who I am.”

He gave me a sympathetic look, reaching across the table to squeeze my hand. “Janet, you’ve been going through a huge transformation. It’s okay to feel lost. You’re allowed to feel all of this, no matter how confusing it is.”

I took a shaky breath, his words sinking in. “Maybe... maybe I’m going too far with it. Maybe I need to step back, just go back to being me.”

Jules shook his head gently. “Or maybe... you need to figure out who ‘me’ really is,” he said softly. “Look, you’ve been trying so hard to fit into this role for work, but what if there’s more to it? Have you thought about... talking to someone? A therapist, maybe?”

I hesitated, the idea both terrifying and scammy. “You really think paying three hundred bucks an hour to talk to someone who just nods and scribbles on their notebook would help?”

“I think it would,” he said with a reassuring smile. “You don’t have to figure this all out on your own, Janet. There are people who can help you make sense of it.”

Later that day, Evan caught me alone in my office. He looked concerned, though he tried to hide it under a casual expression. But I knew him well enough by now to see through it.
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“You’ve been... quiet,” he said, glancing at me with a hint of something softer in his eyes. “Is everything okay?”

I hesitated, feeling the walls I’d built around myself start to waver. Part of me wanted to brush him off, to keep things professional. I was still mad at him for the way he’d crashed the gala, turning what had been a perfect night into something complicated and confusing. But his voice, the way he looked at me now—it broke through my defenses.

“I’ve just... been dealing with some family stuff,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

Evan nodded, his gaze steady and understanding. “If you ever need someone to talk to, you know I’m here, right?”

I looked up at him, surprised by the softness in his tone. For a moment, I saw past the tough, professional exterior, catching a glimpse of the man beneath. It was disarming, and I felt a surge of emotion that was hard to ignore.

“Thanks, Evan,” I said, my voice shaky. “I... I appreciate that.”

He reached out, his hand resting on mine for just a second longer than necessary, and I felt my heart skip a beat. There was a warmth in his eyes, a tenderness that made me feel both vulnerable and... seen.

The air between us grew heavy, charged with an unspoken tension. His gaze dropped to my lips, lingering there, and I felt myself leaning in, drawn to him in a way I couldn’t explain.

But just as our faces were inches apart, a knock on the door shattered the moment. We both jerked back, and I turned to see my secretary standing there, holding a large bouquet of roses.

“These are for you, Janet,” she said, placing the flowers on my desk with a bright smile.

I glanced down at the card, my heart sinking slightly as I read the message.

“To the most beautiful girl in the gala—thank you for an unforgettable evening. Until next time. —Leo”

I felt Evan’s eyes on me, his expression shifting from warmth to something darker, his jaw tightening.

“So... just a ‘client event,’ huh?” he said, his voice cold.

I opened my mouth to explain, but before I could say anything, he turned on his heel and walked out, leaving me standing there, heart pounding, with a bouquet I suddenly didn’t want.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

ON SATURDAY MORNING, I found myself in the waiting room of Dr. Lila Rose, psychiatrist and, according to Jules, a miracle worker when it came to sorting out tangled emotions. The building was quiet, all neutral colors and soothing paintings, the kind of place designed to calm your nerves. But mine were anything but calm. I was here dressed as John—not Janet—and though it should’ve been comfortable, it felt strange. Like I was stepping backward in time.

“John?” A soft voice called my name, and I looked up to see a woman with a kind smile and warm eyes. Dr. Rose.

“Yeah, that’s me,” I said, standing up and brushing off the front of my jacket, more out of habit than necessity.

She smiled, gesturing to her office. “Come on in. Make yourself comfortable.”

I followed her in, taking a seat on a comfortable-looking couch that somehow felt more intimidating than the stiffest boardroom chair. She settled into her own chair across from me, pen and notepad at the ready, but her expression was open, welcoming.
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“So, John,” she began gently, “what brings you here today?”

I hesitated, unsure how to start. There was so much tangled up inside, a mess of feelings I hadn’t dared to unravel until now. I shifted uncomfortably, taking a breath.

“Well… it’s a mix of things,” I admitted, forcing myself to look up. “I’m here because, well… my job requires me to… wear things and, you know, dress up a certain way. And I guess I’ve started to question some stuff about myself. It’s complicated.”

She nodded, giving me space to continue, her gaze steady and understanding. “Tell me about that. What is it about the dressing up that’s making you question things?”

I thought about it, the memories of the past few weeks rushing to the surface—how I’d started with reluctance, then slowly found myself feeling… right, maybe even happy, in the clothes, in the role of Janet. But it went beyond the clothes. It was about how I felt seen, in a way I never had before.

“It’s not just the clothes,” I said slowly, almost surprising myself with the words. “It’s… how they make me feel. It started out as part of the job, but lately, I feel more comfortable as Janet than I do as… well, as John.”

She nodded, her expression encouraging. “That’s a powerful realization. And it sounds like there’s more to it. You mentioned conflicting feelings about some people in your life?”

I nodded, feeling a knot in my chest. “Yeah, there are two people, actually. Leo—he’s a client, and then there’s Evan. He’s my boss. Leo’s been… attentive, kind of sweet in a way that feels nice. And Evan... well, he’s complicated. I feel drawn to him, even though he’s frustrating, and I don’t know if it’s all mixed up because of this ‘Janet’ thing or what.”

“Janet thing?”

“I… I’ve been dressing up like a girl at work and I go by the name Janet, it was part of some attitude adjustment exercise.”

“Ah, thanks for clarifying that.”

Dr. Rose leaned forward, her expression focused. “These feelings you have—do you think they’re different because of how you feel as Janet?”

I thought about it, the memory of Evan’s touch on my hand, the way Leo looked at me at the gala. “Yeah,” I admitted, feeling my face flush. “Because I haven’t been into guys. But when I’m Janet, I feel... more open to those feelings. But it’s confusing. I don’t know if it’s real or just... part of the whole situation.”

She nodded, jotting something down. “It sounds like you’re questioning a lot about yourself right now—not just about your attraction to these people, but about who you are, even outside of work.”

I shifted, her words hitting close to home. “I mean, I didn’t come here thinking I was questioning my identity. It was supposed to be about, you know... just a work thing. But now I’m not so sure.”

Dr. Rose smiled kindly. “Sometimes, these things sneak up on us. Exploring your identity, especially when it involves layers of presentation and expectations from others, can be confusing and overwhelming. But it’s okay to take your time. This doesn’t have to be about rushing to a label or a solution.”

Her words were comforting, a small weight lifting from my chest. “So... what do I do with all of this? How do I even begin to understand what’s really going on?”

She leaned back, tapping her pen thoughtfully. “For starters, let’s take the focus off of others for a bit—off of Leo, Evan, or anybody else. Let’s make this about you. I’ll give you a list of things to do, but it’s just a starting point. Think of them as experiments to help you connect with yourself, no strings attached.”

I nodded, feeling a glimmer of curiosity. “What kind of things?”

Moments later, she handed me a small notepad with a few points scribbled down:

	Buy something just for yourself—something feminine, something that makes you happy, that feels right, without thinking about work or expectations. 

	Take time to journal each day. Reflect on how you feel in certain situations—especially when you’re dressed as Janet or in moments when you feel particularly happy. 

	Try imagining your life in a year. Think about what it would look like, who you’d be. Write it down, without judgment. 



As I looked over the list, I felt a mix of excitement and apprehension. Each point felt like a small step toward a place I wasn’t entirely sure I wanted to go. But at the same time, there was a part of me that was ready to explore this—to face whatever was underneath.

“Take it one step at a time,” she said, her voice soft. “You’re not alone in this, and you don’t have to have all the answers right away.”

I took a deep breath, feeling a calmness settle over me. “Thank you, Dr. Rose. I think... I think this is exactly what I needed.”

She smiled. “You’re welcome. Remember, this is your journey. Embrace each step, however small it may feel.”

When I stepped out of Dr. Rose’s office, the cool air hit me, but instead of the familiar rush of anxiety, I felt… lighter. There was still so much I didn’t understand about myself, so much I hadn’t even begun to unpack, but for once, that didn’t feel like something to fix. I was finally allowing myself to question things, to explore without the weight of guilt or the need for an answer.

For the first time, I felt like I could just be.

I reached into my pocket, feeling the slip of paper Dr. Rose had given me. Her list of small steps felt like a quiet promise, a reminder that this process didn’t have to be overwhelming—that I could take it one choice at a time. And at the top of that list was a simple instruction: buy something just for myself, something that felt right. Not for work, not for anyone else—just for me.
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I started down the street, my eyes scanning the rows of shops, half-distracted, when something caught my eye. It was a small boutique, its window filled with bright colors and fabrics, the kind of place I would usually breeze right past without a second glance. But today, I stopped. I felt a pull, a curiosity that was too strong to ignore, so I walked up to the door and pushed it open, the bell chiming softly above me.

Inside, the shop was a haven of textures and colors—racks of dresses, scarves, and tops, all carefully arranged to catch the eye. The scent of lavender hung in the air, and a quiet instrumental tune played in the background. I felt almost out of place, like I was trespassing in a world I hadn’t realized I’d wanted to be a part of until now.

I wandered through the store, my fingers trailing over soft fabrics, satin, silk, lace—all these textures I’d never paid attention to before. Each piece had its own personality, its own way of drawing attention, and I felt a quiet thrill building inside me. This wasn’t about a role or a requirement; this was a choice, and each choice felt like a step toward discovering something real, something important.

After a while, my eyes landed on a dress that took my breath away. It was a delicate pastel pink, adorned with subtle floral embroidery, feminine and light. It looked like something out of a dream, soft and whimsical, the kind of thing I’d never imagined myself wearing. But as I reached out and touched the fabric, I realized how much I wanted it—just because. Because it felt right.

I took it off the rack, holding it up in front of me, turning it slightly as I imagined myself wearing it. It was a strange, vulnerable feeling, but there was an excitement, too, an eagerness I hadn’t expected. I made my way to the register, handing it over to the cashier, my heart pounding a little as I paid. It was such a small act, so simple, but it felt monumental, like a declaration to myself that I was allowed to be happy, that I was allowed to find joy in these things.

When I stepped out of the store, the bag swinging gently by my side, I felt a thrill, a lightness that was almost electric. This dress, this small act, was the beginning of something. I still didn’t have all the answers, and maybe I wouldn’t for a long time, but I’d taken a step forward. And for the first time, the uncertainty didn’t scare me—it exhilarated me.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

RETURNING TO WORK that Monday, I felt like a completely different person. I’d ditched the standard-issue “power suit” and opted for something that felt like me. Today, it was a light pink dress that flowed gently to my knees, comfortable yet confident, a look that didn’t scream “Janet the boss” but rather “Janet the woman.” And I was loving it.

As I walked through the office, I could feel the usual curious glances, but they didn’t phase me. I felt grounded, at ease, and strangely empowered. I was just settling in when I felt eyes on me from across the room. I turned to see Evan standing in his office doorway, looking… well, shocked. His eyes traveled over me, taking in the softer look, the lightness of my dress, the casual yet deliberate style I’d chosen for myself.

“Janet,” he said, a bit too loudly, as if he’d been holding his breath. He took a few steps closer, his expression a mix of surprise and something else I couldn’t quite place.

“Good morning, Evan,” I replied casually, giving him a small smile.

He looked at me like he was piecing together a puzzle. “You… look different.”

“Thanks,” I said, meeting his gaze. “It’s just... me.”

For a moment, he seemed to struggle with his words. Finally, he said, “I’m sorry, Janet.” His voice was low, softer than usual, and there was a sincerity in it that took me off guard. “I’m sorry. For everything, for... the way I acted. I just—I don’t know, I couldn’t handle seeing you with Leo. I was a mess.”
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I took a deep breath, choosing my words carefully. “Evan, I appreciate that. But you need to understand... I’m still figuring things out. This whole thing—me as Janet—it’s not just for work anymore. I feel like I’m discovering myself, and I need space to do that.”

He nodded slowly, taking it all in. “I get it,” he said, though his eyes betrayed a hint of disappointment. “I thought you might switch back to being John at work or... I don’t know, protest more. I just didn’t expect you to keep dressing like this.”

“Well,” I said with a slight smile, “maybe you underestimated how determined I can be. I want to understand who I am, even if I’m not sure where it’s all going.”

Evan’s gaze softened, and he reached out, gently brushing a stray lock of hair back from my face. “I can respect that. You’re amazing, Janet—whoever you decide to be. But I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to be part of that journey.”

I felt a warmth spread through me, but I held back. “I appreciate that. I… I’m feeling things for you, but... right now, I’m not sure if it’s because I’m getting in touch with this side of myself, or if there’s more to it. I don’t even know if I’m really... if I’m trans or if this is just something I’m exploring.”

He nodded again, a gentle understanding in his eyes. “I’ll be here, Janet. However you need me.”

After work, Evan offered to take me to dinner to make up for everything, and after a little hesitation, I agreed. He drove us to a hotel restaurant nearby, a classy spot I’d heard about but never had the chance to visit. The drive was quiet, filled with a subtle tension I wasn’t sure how to interpret. My mind was a whirl of emotions—curiosity about Evan, but also a lingering confusion about Leo.

We arrived at the restaurant, and as we walked inside, I felt the ambiance wrap around me—soft lighting, warm tones, the gentle murmur of conversation. But as we were being seated, something caught my eye across the room. Leo, sitting in a booth, laughing. With someone else.

And not just anyone—a woman, perfectly dressed, leaning in close as he wrapped an arm around her shoulders and kissed her. It was a scene I hadn’t expected to see, and for a moment, I froze, the reality of it hitting me. Leo had been sending me texts, flowers, and he took me to the gala, but here he was, openly with someone else.

Evan noticed immediately, his gaze following mine. His jaw clenched as he took in the scene, a dark look crossing his face. He leaned over, whispering, “Want to go somewhere else?”

I tried to shake it off, forcing a smile. “It’s fine, Evan. Let’s just enjoy dinner.”

But Evan wasn’t having it. “No, it’s not fine.” He stood up, his expression set, and before I could stop him, he was striding across the room toward Leo’s booth. I hurried after him, heart pounding, knowing this was about to go horribly wrong.

“Leo,” Evan said, his voice cold. Leo looked up, surprised but only slightly, his face showing a hint of guilt.

“Evan,” Leo greeted, his tone casual as if he hadn’t a care in the world. The woman beside him looked confused, glancing between us.

“Who’s this?” Evan demanded, his gaze hard.
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Leo looked uncomfortable, but he gave a shrug. “This is Sophia,” he said lightly. “Sophia, they are from the ad agency.”

Evan’s eyes flashed, and his tone dropped dangerously. “The ad agency? So that’s what she is?” He glanced at me, then back at Leo. “Sending her flowers, inviting her to galas, making her believe she was someone special?”

Sophia chuckled, rolling her eyes. “Leo would never,” she said dismissively, looking me up and down with disdain. “A man in a dress? Please.”

Leo let out an awkward laugh, trying to brush it off. “Come on, guys, let’s not make a scene here. We’re all adults.”

But that was it for Evan. In one swift motion, he threw a punch, landing squarely on Leo’s jaw. Leo staggered back, eyes wide with shock, while a few nearby patrons gasped, their attention on us.

“Evan, what the hell?” I hissed, my hand clamping around his arm as I tugged him back, half in disbelief and half in awe. My heart was racing, my mind whirling between shock and something dangerously close to exhilaration. I glanced back at Leo, who was still holding his jaw, a stunned expression on his face, and then at Evan, whose gaze softened as he looked down at me.

“Let’s get out of here,” he whispered, his voice low, a hint of a grin tugging at the corners of his mouth.

I nodded, unable to hold back a smile of my own, and before I knew it, he grabbed my hand, pulling me out of the restaurant, the sound of murmurs and whispers following us as we pushed past the curious onlookers. The night air was cool as we burst out of the door, and we broke into a run, our laughter spilling into the quiet streets.

Hand in hand, we sprinted down the sidewalk, my heels clicking against the pavement as I kept up with him, my breath coming out in quick, exhilarated bursts. My dress fluttered around me, and for a moment, it felt like we were the only two people in the world, running away from everything and everyone, caught up in this wild, unplanned escape.

We finally reached his car, and he opened the door for me with a playful bow. “Milady,” he said, grinning as he gestured for me to get in. I couldn’t help but laugh, the tension from earlier melting away as I slid into the passenger seat.

As he climbed into the driver’s seat and shut the door, we both dissolved into laughter, the kind that left me breathless, my cheeks aching from smiling so much. Evan looked over at me, his eyes bright, a warmth in his gaze that made my heart skip a beat.

“You’re insane, you know that?” I said, shaking my head, still half-laughing as I looked over at him.

He leaned closer, his grin softening. “Maybe I am,” he whispered, his voice low and filled with a sincerity that made my heart ache. “But only when it comes to you.”

The laughter faded, replaced by a charged silence as he reached up, brushing a strand of hair away from my face. His hand lingered, fingers tracing along my cheek, his eyes never leaving mine. My heart was pounding, and for the first time, I didn’t feel the need to hold back.

This was exactly where I wanted to be.

Without a word, I leaned in, closing the small space between us, and our lips met in a kiss that was filled with every unspoken word, every repressed feeling, every bit of tension that had built up between us. His hand slipped to the back of my neck, pulling me closer, and I felt myself melt into him, into this moment that was everything I hadn’t let myself want until now.

The kiss deepened, a surge of passion and relief, a sense of finally giving in to something that had been waiting beneath the surface all along. His lips were warm, insistent, and I lost myself in the way he held me, his hands gentle yet possessive, as if he didn’t want to let go.

When we finally pulled apart, breathless and flushed, he looked at me, his gaze intense, filled with something raw and undeniable.

[image: Mage media]

“I’d risk it all for you, Janet,” he murmured, his voice thick with emotion. “You have no idea.”

I smiled, feeling a warmth spread through me that I’d never felt before. “I think I do,” I whispered back, my fingers brushing over his cheek. And for the first time, everything felt exactly as it should be, as if I’d finally found where I belonged—right here, in his arms, with no more pretending.

We stayed like that, in the quiet of his car, our hands entwined, our hearts racing, ready to face whatever came next, together.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

SIX MONTHS LATER, life felt like something out of a dream, the kind I didn’t dare imagine before. I was living as Janet full-time now, and this morning, I was getting ready in Evan’s penthouse suite, where we’d been living together for the last three months.

Our place was filled with the quiet moments and small routines we’d built together. It was a life I’d grown comfortable in, one I’d begun to cherish, as much as I’d ever imagined I could.

Today, though, was a big day, and as I stared at my reflection in the mirror, I couldn’t ignore the nerves churning in my stomach. I’d been invited to speak at Rivergate University as an inspiring trans professional, a role model, they’d said. Me—a role model. I shook my head, unable to believe how far I’d come, and yet here I was, preparing for a speech I never thought I’d give, about an identity I’d only recently allowed myself to fully embrace.

I’d been on hormones for two months now, and I’d started noticing the changes. My skin felt softer, my body was reshaping itself slowly, and my natural hair had finally reached my shoulders, eliminating the need for the wig. I tucked a lock of hair behind my ear, the earrings tugging just slightly. My piercings were still fresh, just three days old, and the slight sting brought a wry smile to my face.

I took a deep breath, feeling a calm settle over me. This wasn’t just about looking nice; it was about stepping into the version of myself I’d finally allowed to exist. Today, I was going to face the world as Janet.

I started with the basics, slipping into delicate lace lingerie that Evan had bought for me a few weeks ago. The soft fabric hugged my skin just right, a reminder of how far I’d come in embracing my femininity. Next came the stockings, smooth and sheer. I rolled each one carefully up my leg, fastening them at the top. It was a process I’d grown used to over these past months, and each step felt grounding, intentional.

I reached for the corset next. It was a bit of a struggle to lace it up, but as I tightened it around my waist, I felt a thrill—a feeling of elegance and poise. It hugged my body, shaping it in a way that felt powerful and right. I adjusted the laces one more time, smoothing out the fabric, admiring the way it cinched my waist and accented my figure.
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Then came the dress. It was a soft, tailored pink, flowing down to my knees in light, airy fabric that gave it a subtle grace. I stepped into it carefully, feeling the way it slid over my hips and settled just right. I zipped it up, the dress fitting like a glove, hugging my waist and flowing out in a way that felt feminine yet understated. I smoothed it down, adjusting the hem, and took a step back to look at myself in the mirror.

I could see the difference already—how comfortable I felt, how natural this look was to me now.

I moved to my hair next, brushing through the silky strands. I styled it carefully, letting it fall in soft waves that framed my face. The transformation felt subtle yet complete, each step a part of who I was becoming.

Finally, I sat down at the vanity to do my makeup. I started with a light foundation, blending it carefully until my skin looked smooth and even. A bit of blush for color, and a hint of bronzer to accentuate my cheekbones. I chose a soft, natural eyeshadow, brushing it across my lids before adding a bit of liner and mascara. I took my time, steadying my hand, focusing on each detail until I was satisfied.

The finishing touch was a swipe of lipstick, a soft rose shade that matched the tone of my dress. I applied it slowly, watching my reflection as each stroke added to the final look. I pressed my lips together, a quiet thrill running through me as I took in the complete transformation.

“Just, gorgeous,” I said to myself.

I stood up, straightening my dress one last time, feeling the corset snug around my waist, the soft fabric of the dress, the earrings brushing against my neck. This was me, in my truest form. I took a deep breath, savoring the feeling, letting it fill me with a confidence I hadn’t known before.

“Are you ready?” Evan’s voice broke through my thoughts. He leaned against the doorway, his eyes warm and full of that unwavering support I’d come to rely on.

“Nervous,” I admitted, glancing back at him. “I’m about to stand up there in front of everyone and tell them who I really am. It’s... surreal.”

He stepped closer, wrapping his arms around me, his chin resting gently on my shoulder as he looked at me in the mirror. “You’ve got this, Janet. You’re inspiring, not just because of who you are but because of the journey you’ve taken. They’re going to love you.”

I turned in his arms, feeling his warmth steady me. “Thank you,” I whispered, leaning in to kiss him, feeling his reassurance wash over me.
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Later, as I sat in the waiting area at Rivergate University, I scrolled through my phone, trying to distract myself from the butterflies in my stomach. My hand shook slightly as I thumbed through old photos, stopping on one that made my breath catch. It was an old picture of me with my mother, taken when I was about six. I wore a floral dress, one of her old scarves tied around my neck like a boa, grinning from ear to ear as she laughed beside me, her arms wrapped around my shoulders.

My mom had always been my biggest supporter, allowing me to wear whatever I wanted, even if it was her dresses and heels. She’d never questioned it, never told me it was wrong. She’d just let me be… me. Seeing the photo now brought a surge of emotion, and I felt tears pricking the corners of my eyes. Losing her to leukemia when I was only ten had been one of the hardest things I’d ever faced, but in that moment, I felt her presence, her laughter echoing in my mind.

“Mom,” I whispered softly, clutching the phone, “I hope you’re proud of me. I’m finally doing it, finally letting myself be who I am. Guide me, please. I could really use it today.”

I took a steadying breath, feeling a quiet resolve settle over me. She’d always been there for me, even when she couldn’t be, and today, I would carry her memory with me onto that stage.

The auditorium was packed, the hum of voices a low murmur as I walked up to the podium, the bright stage lights making it hard to see the crowd. I took a deep breath, steadied my hands on the edges of the podium, and began.

“Thank you for having me here today,” I started, my voice steady despite the nerves buzzing beneath the surface. “My name is Janet Moore, and I’m here to talk to you about what it’s like to live authentically, even when the world might tell you not to. A year ago, I wouldn’t have dared to stand here in front of you, let alone admit that I’m a trans woman. But here I am.”

I felt the weight of every eye in the room on me, but instead of shying away, I let myself feel the strength of their attention. I spoke about the journey, the fear, the hesitation, the moments of doubt that had plagued me, and the relief that came with finally embracing who I was. I shared how lucky I’d been to work for an inclusive company, a place that hadn’t just accepted me but had actively supported me, allowing me to transition while holding a high position.

“It’s easy to feel like you’re alone,” I continued, glancing out into the sea of faces, “but you’re not. Sometimes, it just takes one person to say ‘I believe in you’ for you to believe in yourself. And I hope that, for some of you, I can be that person today.”

A flicker of movement in the crowd caught my attention, and my gaze fell on a familiar face—my father. He was sitting near the back, his expression a mixture of pride, sadness, and something that looked a lot like acceptance.

My heart skipped a beat, and for a moment, I nearly lost my place. He hadn’t called or written, and I’d figured he’d given up on trying to understand me. But there he was, watching me with a softness I hadn’t seen since I was a kid.

I finished my speech, feeling the swell of applause wash over me as I stepped back from the podium. But even as people approached to shake my hand, to thank me, my mind was on him, wondering what he was thinking, wondering if he’d ever be able to accept me as Janet.

After the crowd thinned out, I finally saw him standing there, just a few steps away. His face was lined with emotion, his eyes misty as he looked at me, taking me in, as if seeing me for the first time.

“Dad,” I said, my voice barely a whisper.

He cleared his throat, his gaze steady, though I could see the emotion he was holding back. “Janet,” he said, the name falling from his lips for the first time. “You… you were amazing up there. I didn’t expect… I didn’t expect to feel so proud. I haven’t been fair to you, and I know that. I just... I just didn’t understand.”

My heart ached at his words, at the vulnerability in his voice. “Thank you,” I said, swallowing hard. “I know this hasn’t been easy for you. But… I’m still me, Dad. I’m still the person you raised.”

He nodded, a soft smile breaking through. “I see that now. And I’m sorry it took me so long to come around. I just... I wanted you to know that, no matter what, I’m proud of you. For everything.”

The tears I’d been holding back spilled over, and I took a step forward, wrapping my arms around him. He hugged me back, his embrace strong, grounding, and for the first time in years, I felt a deep sense of peace, knowing that he was here, that he accepted me, that I wasn’t alone.

Later, as we walked out of the auditorium, Evan joined us, slipping his arm around my waist with a warm smile. Together, the three of us stood there, the weight of the past replaced by a shared understanding, mutual respect, and most importantly, love.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR HAD passed since my speech at Rivergate, and life had settled into something that felt... right. Evan and I worked together seamlessly—or as close to seamlessly as two headstrong, opinionated people like us could manage. Every day, there was a new project, a new vision, a new point to argue over. We were the classic creative director versus CEO, constantly butting heads, each of us convinced we knew best. And we loved every minute of it.

Today, though, things felt especially charged. Evan had scheduled a board meeting to review the upcoming campaign presentation, and I was ready, laser-focused, eager to get my vision across. But as soon as I launched into the details, Evan started challenging every little thing. It was his usual game of push and pull, but this time he was laying it on thick.

“I just don’t see how this layout works, Janet,” he said, leaning back in his chair, arms crossed.

“Oh, please, Evan,” I snapped, narrowing my eyes at him. “Just because you don’t get it doesn’t mean it doesn’t work.”

A few of the board members shifted uncomfortably in their seats, but I didn’t care. This was our rhythm, our energy, and anyone who knew us knew this was just another day at work.
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Evan raised an eyebrow, smirking. “No, Janet, it doesn’t work because you’re too busy thinking like a director… and not like me… a CEO. I need you to be practical—with lots of common sense.”

“Common sense?” I scoffed. “Oh, so now I’m the one who’s impractical with no common sense? You’re the one who wanted us to put an indoor waterfall in the lobby for ‘aesthetic impact!’”

He rolled his eyes. “That was different.”

“Of course it was,” I shot back, arms crossed, holding my ground. “Everything’s different when it’s your idea, right, Mr. CEO?”

I heard a few snickers from the board members, some shifting papers in that awkward way people do when they’re witnessing a full-blown spat. But Evan wasn’t backing down, and neither was I. This was war—or so I thought.

Finally, he stood up, walking slowly around the table, his face set, his eyes narrowed as he came closer. “Janet,” he said, his tone dangerously calm. “Can you shut up?”

The room went silent, everyone’s eyes widening as he leaned in, a hint of a smirk playing on his lips. “Shut the fuck up,” he said, his voice so firm and so low it left me speechless. I felt my cheeks flush, my mouth half-open in shock.

“What the hell did you just—” I started, ready to fire back, but then he did something that knocked the words clean out of me.

Evan dropped down on one knee.

My eyes widened as I stared at him, my heart pounding, the room fading away. I could barely process what was happening, the realization only starting to hit as he pulled a small velvet box out of his pocket and opened it, revealing a stunning ring that caught the light just right, casting tiny rainbows across the room.

The boardroom gasped, the muffled sounds of surprise and excitement buzzing around us. But I couldn’t focus on anything but him, the man who’d spent the past year driving me up the wall, pushing every one of my buttons, and somehow making me fall for him in a way I hadn’t thought possible.

“Janet Moore,” he said, his voice softer, a smile breaking through that infuriatingly calm exterior. “You drive me crazy. Every single day. I swear, you’re the most infuriating person I’ve ever met. But you’re also the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

I felt the sting of tears prick my eyes, my heart hammering in my chest as he went on, his gaze never leaving mine.

“I love you,” he continued, his voice filled with so much warmth, so much sincerity. “I love everything about you, even the parts that make me want to pull my hair out. And I don’t want to spend another day of my life without you. So… will you marry me?”

The room was silent, the board members watching with bated breath, but at that moment, it was just the two of us. I felt a laugh bubbling up, my own emotions spilling over as I looked at him, at the man who’d turned my life upside down in the best way.

“Of course, you had to pick a board meeting to do this,” I said, laughing through the tears, shaking my head. “You couldn’t just ask like a normal person, could you?”

He grinned, looking both relieved and amused. “Not a chance.”

I took a deep breath, letting the moment settle over me, feeling the love radiating between us, the certainty that this was exactly where I was supposed to be.
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“Yes,” I said finally, my voice soft but sure. “Yes, Evan. I’ll marry you.”

He slipped the ring onto my finger, his hands warm, steady, as if he’d been waiting for this moment just as much as I had. He stood up, pulling me into his arms—my tears flowing down my cheeks like a waterfall, and our lips met in a kiss that felt like a promise, a perfect collision of everything we’d built together.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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

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

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

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

"What am I to him?"

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

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

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

Read Sweet Femboys


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“He said that he was my soulmate and that I’m a divine feminine on the inside. What a weirdo.”

I’d once been a confident womanizer who treated love like a game. But everything changed the day I met him, a stranger who seemed to know me better than I knew myself.
There was something about him—something otherworldly, something cosmic—and like he wasn’t from this world.
He’d come to guide me, to awaken parts of myself I’d buried, parts I hadn’t dared to see.
Something told me I knew him, but I couldn’t help but wonder… why this weird guy wanted me to dress all girly.

Read My Girly Destiny

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 Bossed Around.

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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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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