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Introduction

“The job’s yours—just be on time, wear the uniform, and smile pretty… Helena.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

It was supposed to be a temporary gig. One broken factory machine, one exhausted diner owner, and one mix-up I didn’t correct.

Suddenly, I wasn’t Harold anymore—I was Helena Frost.

The tips were good. The uniform felt... weirdly right. And Boris Stanley—the mysterious regular with the quiet voice and too-intense stare—kept sitting in my section. Kept calling me Helena like he meant it.

Then I found the file. Then I found out I was a test subject.

Now I’m more woman than waitress, and I don’t know whether to sue him... or kiss him again.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, rapid feminization, enemies to lovers, romantic comedy, crossdressing 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 Boy Becomes Waitress.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE MACHINE didn't just break. It exploded. Like, full-on cartoon style—steam, sparks, the whole thing screaming like a banshee on its last nerve.

I stood there, blinking, holding the stupid red button I was supposed to push before the thing went nuclear. My manager, Chuck, looked at me like I'd just murdered Santa Claus.

“You had one job, Hal,” he said, already walking over to shut everything down.

“It got stuck. I tried to—”

“Yeah, well, now we’re out a week’s worth of inventory and a very expensive compressor.”

I didn’t even try to argue. Chuck had this mole above his left eyebrow that twitched every time he was close to firing someone, and right now it was doing the Macarena.

By noon, I was packing up my lunch pail—yes, I still used one, don’t judge—and walking out of the plastic toy factory that had been my home for the past four years. My boots dragged through the slush outside like I was doing some slow-mo scene from a bad breakup montage.
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“Great,” I muttered to no one. “Now what?”

The town wasn’t big. Population: one Walmart, two gas stations, and a downtown strip that looked like someone forgot to finish painting it in color. I wandered with no real plan, just my hands in my jacket and my hair—shoulder-length and wavy, thanks to a very ambitious phase during the pandemic—whipping around in the wind.

That’s when I saw it.
Rosie’s Beacon Diner.

A glowing pink neon sign flickered above the door like it had a cold with a note saying that they were in need of a waitress. The place looked like it got trapped in 1955 and no one ever let it out. Chrome stools. Checkerboard floors. A pie display spinning half-heartedly in the window.

I was starving. Maybe they had a dollar coffee. Maybe they needed a dishwasher. Hell, maybe I could beg for fries.

The bell above the door jingled as I stepped inside. It was warm, smelled like bacon and syrup, and only had two customers: an old man in a flannel jacket slumped over coffee, and a trucker chewing on a club sandwich like it owed him money.

Behind the counter, a tiny woman with a cloud of gray curls struggled with the lid of a ketchup bottle. She looked up and squinted like I was backlit by heaven.

“Applying for the waitress position?” she said, wiping her hands on a towel.

Technically, I was just there for some grub and maybe a cup of coffee. But when you just lost a job and an opportunity knocks in front of your face like that…

I blinked. “Uhm, waiter… I guess?” By the way, I’m Harold. Or Hal.”

She tapped the side of her head. “These ears are shot. Did you say Helena?”

I opened my mouth to correct her… then looked around. The place was nearly empty, and the help wanted sign taped to the window was curling at the edges. I hadn’t seen a single new job posting in town in over a month.

“Yes,” I said. “Helena. That’s me.”

“Well, thank God.” She came around the counter faster than I expected and grabbed my arm with surprisingly strong fingers. “I was about to lose my mind waiting for an applicant. Follow me, let’s get you into uniform.”

Uniform?

“Wait, what kind of—”

“You want to be the waitress, right? I mean, you must be. I’m taking anyone who needs a job at this point. I can’t run this business alone and apparently, every youngin’s off to college and is disinterested in earning tips and living a quiet life in the country. I just hope you know how to carry a tray and not spill soup.”

I should’ve walked out right then. Corrected her. Told her the truth. But the warmth of the place was already seeping into my bones, and the sound of a sizzling griddle from the back made my stomach growl so loud I was sure she heard it.

Instead, I followed her behind the counter and through a swinging door into the backroom.

She didn’t ask for an ID. No paperwork. Just a name. And that, apparently, was Helena.

The backroom smelled like old mop water and stale perfume. A rack of uniforms hung crooked on a metal pole, sorted by size but not by dignity. I counted three red-and-white waitress dresses, a few aprons, and one suspicious-looking poodle skirt.

The woman—Rosie, I assumed—was already rustling through the hangers with the kind of energy usually reserved for game show contestants.

“Medium, right?” she asked, not even glancing back at me.

“Uh, yeah, I guess.”

“Good hips. This one should do. We don’t have time for hemming and hawing, sugar. Gloria’s been out with sciatica, and Tammy ran off to Phoenix with some idiot from TikTok. You’re all I’ve got.”

She shoved a hanger into my hands. The dress was surprisingly clean. Crisp even. White collar, puffed sleeves, pleated skirt. I stared at it like it had just insulted me.

“Go on, the restroom’s through there. Try it on. I’ll fetch you an apron.”

I hesitated.

She gave me a look. “Your chest’s awfully flat. You do have a bra on, don’t you?”

I blinked. “Sure.”

Lie.

I ducked into the bathroom, dress clutched to my chest like it might fly away. The mirror was cracked in one corner and had a Post-it note stuck on it that said Smile, you’re still breathing. I wasn’t sure if that was comforting or ominous.

I pulled off my hoodie and jeans, folded them on the sink, and stared at my reflection.

Shoulder-length waves. A jawline that was just soft enough. I’d always had a weird relationship with mirrors—sometimes I liked what I saw, sometimes I didn’t recognize it at all. But there was something… different today. Maybe it was the lighting. Maybe it was hunger. Maybe it was Rosie’s no-nonsense attitude melting my brain.

I stepped into the dress.

It slid over my shoulders like it belonged there. The cotton clung to me in a weirdly flattering way. I expected it to feel tight, itchy, or ridiculous. Instead, it felt—no joke—kind of nice.

Like being hugged. By fabric. Is that a thing?

I stared at myself again. The collar framed my neck. The sleeves puffed just enough to round my shoulders. The skirt hit mid-thigh, which was a surprise, but my legs didn’t look half-bad. I didn’t look like me. I looked like… someone else entirely. Still me. But different.

There was a knock on the door.

“You still alive in there?” Rosie called.
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“Yeah,” I said. My voice cracked a little. “Just, uh, adjusting.”

“You got good legs, Helena. Show ’em off! I’ll be in the front with your apron.”

I opened the door slowly. She handed me the apron and a name tag. It read: HELENA in a handwriting that looked like it belonged to a doctor.

She stepped back, squinted at me, and grinned.

“Oh, honey. You’re gonna make bank in tips. Just smile and sway those hips.”

I couldn’t tell if she was joking, but my face flushed anyway.

As I tied the apron, something buzzed under my skin. It wasn’t nerves. It wasn’t fear. It was more like… electricity. Like the dress was feeding me some kind of current, low and humming and alive. Every little movement felt sharper, more aware. My fingers brushed the fabric and my pulse jumped.

I walked out into the kitchen and the fry cook—balding, bearded, missing a tooth—whistled low.

“Rosie,” he said, grinning. “Where’d you find this dish?”

“In the cold, starving on my doorstep,” she said.

“Like a damn Christmas miracle.”

The cook stuck out a greasy hand. “Name’s Jerry. You’re Helena, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, shaking his hand. “That’s me.”

And just like that, it was.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

MY FIRST SHIFT started the next morning with a coffee pot, two chipped mugs, and a pie that had seen better days. Rosie didn’t give much of an orientation. She just shoved a notepad into my apron pocket and waved a hand like, “You’ll figure it out, sweetie.”

The regulars were easy enough. The old man in the corner only drank decaf and nodded once for a refill. The trucker was halfway through a BLT and didn’t even blink when I set down his fries.

Nobody looked twice. Maybe the dress sold it. Maybe people in this town didn’t care as much as I thought they would. Maybe I just looked like someone who belonged in a skirt slinging hashbrowns. Who knew?

I caught myself in the reflection of the pie case. The uniform clung a little more now that I’d worn it for an hour. I’d rolled the sleeves up. The apron tied snug around my waist. I didn’t look like Hal.

“Helena,” I muttered under my breath. Still weird. Still not real.

The bell above the door jingled, and I turned, pen in hand, ready to fake it through another table. That’s when I saw him.

Tall. Broad shoulders under a worn leather jacket. Beard trimmed sharp. Eyes like they were made to squint dramatically in car commercials. He walked like he didn’t need to hurry because the world would wait for him.

He slid into a booth near the window like he owned the sunlight coming through it. Didn’t even look at the menu.

Rosie walked past and whispered, “That’s Boris Stanley. Comes in three times a week. Always leaves a twenty no matter what he orders. Give him the good coffee.”

I raised an eyebrow. “There’s bad coffee?”

She smirked. “That’s what you’re here for.”

I grabbed a fresh pot and made my way to his booth. The closer I got, the more I felt it—that weird buzz from earlier. Like static under my skin. The kind that makes your arm hairs stand up.

“Morning,” I said, pouring before he asked. “You look like a black-coffee-no-fuss type.”
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He glanced up at me, his eyes moving slow, deliberate. “You’re new.”

“Helena,” I said. “First day. Go easy on me.”

He gave a short nod. “I’m Boris.”

“I figured. Rosie basically threw confetti when you walked in.”

“She’s old school,” he said, taking a sip. “Knows loyalty when she sees it.”

I waited for him to make some kind of joke about my name, or the uniform, or how my voice didn’t match my legs. But he just sipped his coffee like he had all the time in the world.

“You got a breakfast favorite?” I asked, pulling out my notepad.

“Whatever you’d recommend.”

That threw me off. Most guys like him came in with a list or an attitude. He just stared at me like he trusted I wouldn’t poison his eggs.

“I mean, the waffles are decent. Not life-changing, but solid.”

“Waffles, then.”

I jotted it down, a little slower than necessary. “You want syrup, butter, both?”

“Whatever comes with the experience.”

I couldn’t tell if he was flirting or just naturally intense. Either way, my hand felt weirdly sweaty holding the pen.

Back in the kitchen, Jerry grinned when I slapped the ticket down. “He ask for your number yet?”

“Nope.”

“Give it time. That one likes pretty things.”

I rolled my eyes but peeked through the window slot anyway. Boris sat still, one hand on his mug, eyes out the window like he was waiting for something that never showed up.

Five minutes later, I brought him the waffles.

“Here you go,” I said, sliding the plate in front of him. “Golden, fluffy, and probably made with actual eggs.”

He cracked the tiniest smile. “You’re not like the others.”

Shit, did he notice? I thought.

“Because?”

I asked dryly, hoping he wouldn’t press on.

“Because you seem like someone who’s playing a role, but not faking it.”

And just like that, I knew that he found out. I blinked. “That’s... specific.”

He shrugged and took a bite. “I’m observant.”

“Right. Observant and eats waffles. Got it.”

I left him with the check, already scribbled with a total that included tax and too much syrup.

Ten minutes later, when I went to clear his plate, he was gone.

In his place was a crisp twenty-dollar bill and a napkin with a note written in tidy, blocky handwriting:

Next time, surprise me.

Rosie walked by, saw the tip, and cackled. “Told you. He’s loyal to a fault.”

“Yeah,” I said, folding the bill and sliding it into my apron. “Guess I’ll have to stick around for the next time.”

After the lunch rush, Rosie handed me a tuna melt and told me to eat in the back.
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“You earned it,” she said, fanning herself with a menu. “Fast on your feet. No complaints. And Boris liked you. That man’s got taste.”

I didn’t ask how she knew he liked me. Maybe she could smell flirtation. Maybe it was just the twenty bucks. Either way, I was too hungry to care.

I sat on an overturned milk crate in the backroom, peeling open the foil and taking a huge bite. The tuna was a little too mayo-heavy, but it hit the spot. My feet ached, but not in a bad way. It was the kind of tired you get after doing something right.

As I ate, I looked down at myself again. The dress wasn’t just a costume anymore. It moved with me. It felt like mine. And that was starting to freak me out a little.

I picked at the hem, tracing the seam. Had it always felt this soft? Was I losing it? I ran my hands over my arms, up to my collarbone, and paused.

Was my chest...?

No. It was nothing. Just me being paranoid.

I shook the thought off and stood up, tossing the foil into the trash and wiping my hands on the apron.

Time to go. I’d done my shift. I was going to thank Rosie, grab my stuff, and head out before this identity crisis caught up to me.

But first, I wanted out of the dress.

The backroom door creaked as I pushed it open, and that’s when I saw her.

Jinx. The diner cat. Black and white with green eyes and a tail that twitched like a metronome. She sat in front of the locker I’d used, watching me.

“Hey, kitty,” I said, reaching for the locker handle.

She hissed.

Like, full-on demon mode hissed. Back arched. Fur puffed. Eyes glowing like headlights.

“Whoa. Easy. I’m just changing.”

I bent down and tried to nudge her aside. She slapped her paw at me and raked a claw across the back of my hand.

“Damn!”

It wasn’t deep, but it bled. I stared at the scratch, then back at the cat, who had returned to her original position like nothing happened.

“You serious right now?”

She meowed once. Loud. Like a warning.

I looked at the locker, then at myself in the cracked mirror again. Something had shifted. My face looked... softer. My cheekbones were more defined. My eyes looked wider. My lips had a pinker hue, like I’d applied gloss without realizing it.

The dress still hugged me the same way, but it didn’t feel like a costume anymore. It felt like I’d been born in it.

I backed away slowly, still cradling my hand. Jinx just sat there, licking her paw like she hadn’t just attacked me.

I made my way to the front, trying to keep my breathing steady. Rosie looked up from a crossword puzzle.

“Heading out?”

“Yeah. Thanks for lunch. And the... opportunity.”

She smiled. “You did great. Don’t be late tomorrow.”

I paused. “Tomorrow?”

“You’re on the schedule now. Same shift. Nine to three.”

“Oh. Right. Sure.”
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I stepped outside and took a deep breath. The cold air slapped me in the face, but it didn’t shake the weirdness off.

I hadn’t even gotten a chance to take the dress off. I walked to my car in it. I unlocked the door in it. I sat behind the wheel in it, staring at my reflection in the rearview mirror.

“Helena,” I said softly. The name didn’t sound wrong. That was the weirdest part.

My phone buzzed. A text from an unknown number.

You looked good today.
No name. No emoji. Just that.

I stared at it for a long time before typing back:

Thanks. Who is this?

Three dots. Typing. Then:
Boris.

I didn’t know whether to smile or delete it.

Instead, I drove home in a waitress dress, my hand still stinging from a cat scratch, and my head full of questions I wasn’t ready to answer.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I WAS HALFWAY through wiping down the counter when Rosie shuffled over with a serious look on her face and a clipboard clutched to her chest like it held state secrets.

“You got a second, sugar?”

“Sure,” I said, dropping the rag. “Did I mess up the coffee again?”

“No, no, nothing like that,” she said quickly. “You’ve been doing great. Really. The customers love you. Jerry says you’ve got plate-hands like a Vegas dealer. I mean, that’s a compliment in diner language.”

I waited. She didn’t usually warm up this long unless she was about to hit you with something real weird.

“It’s just...” She glanced around like the salt shakers might be listening.
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“Can we step into the back real quick?”

Uh-oh.

I followed her into the backroom, where the smell of fryer oil and bleach clung to the air like wallpaper. She shut the door behind us and sighed like she was about to deliver a eulogy.

“Okay. So this is... delicate,” she said.

“Am I getting fired?”

“No! No, heavens no. You’re doing great. But, well—how do I say this...” She looked me over like she was trying to find a polite way to mention something growing out of my face.

“What is it, Rosie?”

She hesitated, then blurted, “You ever hear of PCOS?”

“Uh, vaguely?”

“My Aunt Rina had it. Grew a whole mustache in her forties. Thick, too. Like Burt Reynolds. Still had a husband, bless her heart, but had to wax twice a week.”

I blinked. “Okay?”

Rosie leaned in. “All I’m saying is, sometimes us ladies get a little... extra. Hair. In places. And we gotta keep things... tidy.”

It hit me. She was trying to tell me I had stubble.

“Oh.”

She tapped her chin. “I mean, you’re a gorgeous girl, don’t get me wrong. But you know how it is. Customers like a certain... look.”

I didn’t know whether to laugh or die because she still thought that I was a girl.

“I’m not trying to shame anyone,” she added, lowering her voice. “God knows the world does enough of that. But I put together a little list. Just some tips. Stuff to help you keep that... feminine edge.”

She handed me the clipboard. I stared at it.

HELENA’S FEMININE TOUCH LIST was written in pink marker, with a glitter pen doodle of a smiley face at the bottom.

	Shave arms + legs (daily) 

	No more five o’clock shadow (get a lady razor!) 

	Sit straight, not slouched like a trucker 

	Tuck chair in when you walk away—good posture! 

	Speak softer, like you're in a shampoo commercial 

	Keep chapstick on you, not gum 



I covered my mouth to stop a laugh.

“You okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, grinning. “This is... helpful. Thank you.”

She beamed. “I knew you’d be open-minded.”

“Super open.”

Just then, the bell above the front door rang, and Boris’s voice floated in.

“Morning, Rosie.”

“Speak of the devil,” she muttered. “He’s been coming in earlier just to see you, y’know.”

“Rosie...”

“I’m not blind. Well, not fully.” She winked. “Go on, I’ll bring him a menu.”

I tucked the clipboard behind a crate and headed out.
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Boris sat in his usual booth, flipping open the laminated menu even though he always ordered the same thing.

“Hey,” I said, walking over. “Waffles and black coffee?”

He looked up at me. “You read minds now?”

“Only yours.”

His mouth twitched. Almost a smile.

As I poured his coffee, he studied me in that unnerving way he always did, like he was taking mental notes for a novel he hadn’t written yet.

“You’re more confident today.”

“I got a makeover checklist,” I said, topping off his mug. “Courtesy of Rosie.”

He raised an eyebrow. “What kind of checklist?”

“You know. Girly stuff. Sit straighter. Speak softer. Defend myself against rogue facial hair.”

He chuckled, the sound low and surprising.

“She means well,” he said. “But you don’t need a list to be you.”

I leaned on the booth. “You saying I shouldn’t try?”

“No,” he said, meeting my eyes. “I’m saying you’re already better than most women I know. You just don’t see it yet.”

That caught me off guard. My face went hot.

“I mean... thanks?”

“Anytime,” he said. Then he reached into his coat pocket and slid something across the table. A small bag from the drugstore.

“What’s this?”

“Figured you might need it. Razor. Lip balm. Light foundation. Nothing heavy.”

I blinked. “You bought me makeup?”

He shrugged. “If Rosie’s going to throw you into a beauty pageant, might as well give you the tools.”

“I don’t know if that’s sweet or insulting.”

“Call it investment.”

“In what?”

“In you.”

I stared at the bag for a second, then picked it up and stuffed it into my apron.

“Thanks,” I said, quieter this time.

“You’re welcome, Helena.”

Two days later, I woke up with sore nipples and a growing sense of “what the hell is going on.”

I scratched my chest through my shirt and winced. It wasn’t sharp pain, just... tenderness. Like someone had flicked them for hours while I slept. I pulled my shirt up in front of the bathroom mirror and stared.

Was that swelling?

I squinted. It wasn’t dramatic, but something was different. The area around my chest had a faint curve to it. I pressed lightly and flinched.

“Nope. No, no, no. That’s not a thing.”

I pulled the shirt back down and turned away from the mirror like that would erase it. I blamed the diner food. Hormones in the bacon or whatever. Maybe stress. Or sodium. Or my dumb body being weird again.

Still, I shaved. Not just my face—my arms, my legs, even my stomach. It was part of the list now. I’d decided if I was going to play the role, I might as well commit. Plus, the tips had gone up since I started smiling more and wearing lip balm. That bag Boris gave me came in handy. Weirdly perfect shades, like he’d spent way too much time in the drugstore makeup aisle.

At the diner, Rosie didn’t say anything at first. She just handed me my apron and gave me a once-over with a little nod.

“You’re glowing,” she said.

“I think it’s just the cheap lotion.”

“Still. You’re settling in, huh?”

I shrugged. “Guess so.”

It wasn’t just her. Jerry kept calling me “Miss H” now, like it was some diner nickname. The truckers flirted more. A woman even complimented my “skin tone,” which threw me off for the rest of my shift. I was just wearing light foundation, like Boris had suggested. Maybe that was enough.

After the lunch rush, I caught a glimpse of myself in the reflection of the coffee machine.

I’d changed. Not drastically. But enough.

My face looked less angular. My cheeks had a little more roundness. My lips were fuller. My eyelashes looked longer, even without mascara. My skin had this weird softness to it—like I’d been bathing in coconut milk.

Maybe it was the lighting.

Maybe I was imagining things.
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That night, I Googled: Can stress give you boobs?

The internet said no.

I closed the laptop and stared at the ceiling.

I didn’t feel bad. That was the thing. I wasn’t freaking out. I wasn’t spiraling. I should’ve been more scared. But some part of me—some quiet little part—was okay with it.

I showered longer than usual. Let the hot water run down my back and just stood there, touching my body like I was trying to solve a puzzle.

This was temporary. Had to be. Maybe my body was just catching up to something I hadn’t dealt with.

Or maybe I’d opened a door without meaning to.

I laid on my bed in an oversized T-shirt, hair still damp, and stared at the phone on my nightstand.

I didn’t text Boris.

I wanted to. Just to say something casual, like thanks for the lip balm, or do you think tuna melts cause hormonal shifts?

Instead, I fell asleep thinking about that stupid clipboard.

Helena’s Feminine Touch List.

It was supposed to be a joke. A way to fake it until I found a better job or moved out of town.

Now I wasn’t sure if I was faking anything at all.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I STOPPED dreading the shifts. Somewhere between the second week and third, I caught myself actually enjoying it—serving people, laughing with the old regulars, spinning coffee pots like I was born to do it. The place was loud, but it felt like white noise I could swim in. A rhythm. Plates clinking, orders shouted, Jinx hissing at the dishwasher again.

I had a groove now. I knew what time the big guy in flannel liked his hashbrowns. I knew how to angle the pie display light to make the cherry slices look extra glisten-y. I could flirt just enough to earn a wink, but not enough to get slapped with a number. And people loved me for it.

Well—people loved Helena.

And the weird part was, I was starting to love her too.

It wasn’t like I planned it. But I started waking up earlier just to do little things—shave closer, spritz a little perfume Rosie left in the break room, fix the soft waves in my hair so they curled around my cheeks better. I even bought a cheap eyelash curler off a clearance rack. I didn’t tell anyone. But I used it. Every day.

Rosie noticed, of course.

“You glow more than the jukebox,” she said one morning, watching me sip coffee while I tied my apron.

“It’s moisturizer,” I said, even though it wasn’t.

The dress felt easier now. My body moved different in it. I didn’t have to pretend to sway my hips—they just... did. I caught myself twirling once. Just a tiny little spin near the jukebox, trying to grab a stack of napkins. Rosie raised an eyebrow. Jerry clapped.

I laughed. And not in a fake way. I actually laughed.
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At home, things were changing too. I’d started redecorating my home and slipping into softer clothes after my shifts—silky tanks, cotton shorts with lace trim. Stuff I’d bought online at 2 a.m. with no real plan. Just clicked “add to cart” because they looked cute, and I wanted to feel cute too.

I used to throw on boxers and a hoodie and pass out on the couch. Now I had a little mirror corner with my cheap makeup stash, my comb, a single light-up mirror that glowed like a spaceship. I didn’t tell anyone. Not even Boris. Especially not Boris.

But I practiced voice stuff sometimes. Not too serious. Just casual. Softer vowels. Less throat, more air. Rosie said I sounded like I belonged in a shampoo ad. I tried to lean into that. Talked to myself while making tea or folding my new bralette, like I was in some quiet little rom-com where the lead talks to her cat.

Except I didn’t have a cat.

I had a scratch.

Still healing.

And questions I kept tucking under my pillow like they might go away overnight.

Later that day, I’d stepped outside during my break for some air and a lukewarm bottle of iced tea, standing near the side alley where the diner’s grease bin lived. Real glamorous stuff. I wasn’t trying to eavesdrop, but when I heard his voice—low, smooth, familiar—I froze.

He was around the corner, talking to someone I couldn’t see. Male voice. Clipped, professional.

“I told you, the transition’s working better than expected,” Boris said.

“Still no side effects?”

“None so far. Subject’s responding naturally. Behavioral alignment, visual presentation, even vocal tonality—it’s all lining up.”

“You’re sure this one’s viable?”

A pause. Then Boris said, “She’s more than viable. She’s the most promising subject yet.”

Subject.

That word made my spine tense. I felt like someone had poured a glass of ice water down my back.

I stayed still, holding my breath. The guy muttered something I couldn’t catch. Then footsteps. They were walking away.

I peeked around the corner just in time to see a man in a suit disappear into a black SUV. Boris stood with his hands in his pockets, gazing down the street like nothing weird had just happened.

He turned, and I stepped out before I could second-guess it.

“Hey,” I said, a little too quickly.

He didn’t flinch. “Helena.”

His voice softened when he said it. I hated that I liked how it sounded.

“What are you doing out here?” he asked, walking toward me. “Break?”

“Yeah. Needed air.”

He stood next to me, real casual, as if he hadn’t just been talking about experiments and subjects like some mad scientist from a Netflix series. The top of my head barely reached his shoulder.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

His mouth twitched like it wanted to smile but couldn’t decide if it should. “Why wouldn’t it be?”

“I don’t know. You looked serious.”

He tilted his head. “You been watching me, Helena?”

“No,” I said, maybe too fast. “Just noticed.”

He studied me, eyes tracing my face in that slow way that made me feel like I was under a microscope and in a music video at the same time.

“You look... different,” he said.

I swallowed. “In a bad way?”

“In a real way.”

I didn’t know what that meant, but the way he said it made my throat tighten. I tried to look away and failed.

His voice dropped lower. “You keep surprising me.”

“You’re not easy to surprise?”

“I thought I had people figured out.”

“And now?”

“Now I think you’re rewriting the rulebook.”

The silence between us stretched. Something charged hummed in the space—like a rubber band stretched too far but not quite snapped.

I hated how much I liked standing there with him.

Hated how my heart sped up when he looked at me like that. Hated that my knees felt soft when he stood too close.

He was a man. A grown-ass man with stubble and big hands and this quiet intensity that made people lean in without realizing it.

And I was...

I didn’t even know what I was right now.
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“Hey,” he said gently. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I lied.

He pulled something from his jacket—cash folded twice—and held it out.

“For the coffee,” he said.

I took it. A fifty. My eyebrows lifted.

“This is generous.”

He smiled. “Consider it a thank-you. For being the best part of this place.”

My mouth opened, but nothing came out. I was too busy trying to process the fact that he’d said I was the best part of anything.

He started to turn away, then paused.

“By the way,” he added. “That shade of lip balm? Suits you.”

And then he was gone. Just like that. Down the street with his hands in his pockets, like he hadn’t just fried my brain in ten seconds flat.

I stood there holding the fifty, heart thumping, head spinning. Because here’s the thing—I wasn’t supposed to feel like this about guys.

I wasn’t supposed to blush when a man complimented me.

I wasn’t supposed to want him to do it again.

And yet... I did.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

IT STARTED with a suitcase under the booth. Not the usual kind you’d expect at a diner—no worn handles or beat-up corners. This one was sleek. Black leather, shiny, like it belonged to someone who took meetings on private jets.

I was cleaning up Boris’s table after he left. Waffles half-eaten, coffee mug empty, napkin folded with military precision. Same as always. But then I bent down to grab a dropped spoon and saw it, tucked neatly beneath the bench like it had been waiting for me.

I looked around. The place was empty except for Rosie singing along to the jukebox in the back and Jerry arguing with the delivery guy in the kitchen.

I should’ve left it alone. I should’ve handed it off to Rosie and gone back to restocking the syrup.

But I didn’t.

I slid it out from under the bench and popped the clasp open.

Inside: a laptop, a spiral notebook, and a red file folder labeled in all caps.

PROJECT CALLA

That name meant nothing to me. But underneath it—my name.

Harold Frost.

Not Helena. Harold.

I stared at it. My stomach dropped like I’d swallowed a bowling ball.

I opened the folder.

The first page was a list. A log.

Subject: Harold Frost
Start Date: November 4, 2026
Observed Results:

	Facial softening (Day 2) 

	Vocal tone: subtle shift, higher pitch noted (Day 6) 

	Chest tissue sensitivity and budding (Day 3) 

	Emotional responsiveness increased (Day 2) 

	Behavioral feminization accelerating with environmental reinforcement 

	Identity compliance: >90% presentation as “Helena” 



I kept flipping.
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Notes. Photos. One of me at the coffee machine. One of me standing outside the diner. One—God—of me brushing my hair in the mirror. I didn’t even know someone was there.

My fingers tightened around the folder.

This wasn’t just some random experiment. This was me. My life. My body. Tracked and recorded like I was a test subject in some twisted reality show.

There were pages I couldn’t even read. Graphs. Doses. Something about “detergent compound.” Something about “voluntary immersion through workplace uniform.” Something about “rapid HRT-mimicking agents.”

I slammed the folder shut and shoved the whole suitcase under my arm.

The air around me felt thin. I couldn’t catch my breath.

I rushed to the backroom and locked the door behind me. Sat down on the crate and opened it again, trying to make sense of it.

He’d been watching me. He knew what was happening to me.

Worse—he caused it.

This whole time, I thought it was me changing. My choice. My slow unraveling into Helena. My slow acceptance of things I didn’t understand but maybe wanted to.

But it wasn’t me. Not entirely.

It was soap. It was science. It was some experiment being run behind my back like I was a mouse in a maze.

My hands shook.

And still—somewhere under all that rage and confusion—was the part I hated the most.

I still liked him.

Even after reading every line, every log, every cold bullet point about how my body was softening, my voice shifting, my “identity compliance” increasing—I still remembered how he looked at me. How he said I was the best part of the place. How he called me Helena like it actually fit.

It made me feel used. And it made me feel wanted. At the same time.

I didn’t know which one hurt more.

I shoved everything back into the suitcase and hid it behind the mop bucket. I didn’t know what I was going to do with it yet. Burn it? Leave it on Rosie’s desk? March up to Boris and throw it in his face?

My chest hurt. I wasn’t sure if it was the changes or just the fact that everything real in the last few weeks suddenly felt manufactured.

And the worst part?

I didn’t even know who I was mad at more—Boris... or myself for falling for him.

The next morning, I was ready for war.

I didn’t bother with makeup. Didn’t curl my hair. I threw on the uniform like it was armor. My reflection looked sharper. Harder. More like someone who wasn’t playing nice anymore.

Rosie greeted me with her usual smile. I didn’t return it.

I kept my eye on the front door like a sniper waiting for a target.

Boris showed up just before ten, right on schedule. Leather jacket. Calm face. Like nothing had happened. Like he hadn’t flipped my entire life upside down and scribbled notes about it in a red folder.

I met him halfway to his booth.

“Hey,” he said, all casual. “Didn’t text back yesterday.”

“Yeah, funny thing,” I said, stepping in front of him. “I found your little science project.”

He paused. His brow barely twitched, but it was enough.

“The suitcase,” I said. “The folder. Project Calla. Ring a bell?”

He looked around the diner, then tilted his head toward the corner booth. “Let’s talk.”

“No,” I snapped. “You talk. Here. Now.”

He held up both hands like I was a wild animal, trying not to spook me. “Okay. Look. I can explain.”

I folded my arms. “You better.”

He took a breath. “Project Calla is part of a biotech startup I helped launch. We’re exploring alternative delivery methods for feminizing agents—safe, fast-acting, and passive. No pills, no injections. Just... absorption. Through clothing, skin, scent.”

I stared. “So you drugged me. Through detergent.”

“It’s not a drug,” he said quickly. “It’s a compound that mimics natural hormonal changes. Safe. Reversible. Mostly.”

“Mostly?”

His eyes flicked toward Rosie, who was now behind the counter, frowning at us. Customers were starting to glance over.

“Let’s not do this here.”

“No,” I said, louder this time. “We are doing this here.”

He sighed. “It was hard to find an openly transgender person in this town, so the detergent went into a few places—test runs, nothing invasive. We wanted to see who might respond.”

I clenched my fists. “You mean who would start growing boobs and not notice.”

“You had long hair,” he said quietly. “You were soft-spoken. Different. I assumed you volunteered. That you wanted this.”

“You assumed?” My voice cracked. “You assumed I wanted to be turned into some walking science fair project because I had waves?”

“I made a mistake,” he said. “A big one. But I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“You watched it happen. Took notes. Let me flirt with you while you sat there recording my emotional responsiveness.”

He winced. “I didn’t plan that part.”

“Bullshit.”

I felt the heat rise in my chest before I even knew what I was doing.

My hand moved fast.

The slap echoed. It wasn’t movie-perfect. It stung. His head jerked, eyes closing for a beat.

Rosie gasped behind the counter. I turned just enough to see her staring.
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“Helena,” she said, walking toward us. “What the hell—?”

“It’s fine,” Boris said, holding up a hand. His cheek was red, but he didn’t touch it. “It’s fine, Rosie. It was deserved.”

She looked between us, confused and worried, but she didn’t press.

“I’m sorry,” he said, looking only at me. “I was wrong. I shouldn’t have made that choice for you.”

“Damn right,” I said, breathing hard.

He pulled out his wallet, took out all of his cash, and set it gently on the counter.

“For the waffles,” he said. “And the damage.”

Then he left.

Just walked out, no theatrics, no final line. Just Boris, disappearing down the sidewalk like he hadn’t just blown up my world.

Rosie looked at me. “Do I want to know?”

“No,” I muttered. “Not yet.”


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I TOLD ROSIE everything during the lull between breakfast and lunch—right when the jukebox was quiet and Jerry had gone out for a smoke.

It started as a whisper. Just a quiet, shaky, “I need to talk to you.”

Rosie leaned in with that usual sass in her eyes. “I don’t know what’s going on between you and Boris, but you shouldn’t have slapped him, sugar.”

“No, Rosie, you’ll change your mind when I tell you the truth.”

I pulled the red folder from my tote bag and slid it across the counter.

She stared at it like I’d just handed her an alien’s birth certificate. “What’s this?”

“Project Calla. It’s... It’s about me.”

Rosie squinted at the label, then flipped it open. It took her a minute, lips moving while she read, her brows slowly lifting like little elevators.

I waited for the outrage. For the motherly scream. For her to grab her purse and charge down the street waving a spatula like a sword.

Instead, she blinked at me, mouth slightly open.

“Wait a second. You’re not... a girl?”

I stared. “Seriously? That’s the part you’re shocked about?”

She blinked again. “Well, yeah! I mean—I thought you were just a bit masc! You know, those social media girls with the ‘they/them’ vibe. The flannel types.”

“Rosie.”

She looked at me like I’d just turned into a hologram. “So... when you came in that first day—”

“You heard Helena, not Harold or Hal.”

“Holy crap. I hired a dude in a dress.”

“You didn’t seem to mind.”

She slapped the counter. “Of course I didn’t! You’ve got better legs than half the girls I’ve ever met! I just—wow. You really pulled one over on me.”

“I wasn’t trying to,” I said. My throat burned. “I just... needed the job.”
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She looked back at the folder, flipping pages. “Okay, so this Boris guy... he was using you as some kinda science Barbie?”

“Yeah. He replaced the contents of the detergent bottle in the back room with the label free to take home, for ladies only. I’ve been using it to wash my uniforms. It had some hormone crap in it.”

She made a face. “Ew.”

“Yeah.”

“And you’ve been—what? Turning into a woman this whole time?”

I nodded, arms crossed tight over my chest. Rosie looked back at the folder again, then at me. Then she reached across the counter and pulled me into a hug. A tight one. Her apron smelled like syrup and old lipstick.

“You poor thing,” she said. “No wonder you’ve been glowing and spiraling at the same time.”

I laughed, even though my eyes were starting to blur.

“I can’t believe you were more shocked that I wasn’t born a girl than the fact that Boris poisoned your detergent.”

“Well, yeah,” she said. “I liked the detergent. Made the uniforms smell like lavender. Made the girls smell great. Who knew it came with a boob bonus?”

I sniffed, laughing through it.

She stepped back and wiped her eyes. “You’re not quitting, are you?”

“I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“Well, you’re not going anywhere if you don’t want to. You’re part of this place now. Girl, boy, both, neither—I don’t care if you’re a damn sock puppet. You belong here.”

“Thanks.”

“And Boris?” She cracked her knuckles. “He’s banned. You hear me? B-A-N-N-E-D. I don’t care if he offers me a million bucks or a new espresso machine. That man doesn’t step foot in my diner again.”

I nodded, biting my lip.

“And if you want to sue him? I got a cousin who does legal stuff. He’s shady, but smart. Real pitbull. You want help with the bills, I’ll front the first retainer. No pressure.”

I blinked at her, stunned. “Rosie... that’s a lot.”

“You’re worth it.”

That’s when I broke.

I nodded, choked a thank-you, then grabbed my coat and left before I could fully fall apart.

Tears blurred the street as I walked. The air was too cold, and my head felt like it was full of bees, but all I could think was—

I didn’t know who I was anymore. But at least I knew someone still saw me.

I didn’t talk to anyone for the rest of the night. Didn’t text, didn’t scroll. I left my phone face down on the coffee table like it had betrayed me too. I sat in my oversized tee, legs pulled up on the couch, staring at nothing while my TV played some show I wasn’t watching.

My mind wouldn’t shut up.

I replayed the moment I opened that red folder over and over. Each time, it hit harder. Like a loop I couldn’t escape. Every word, every bullet point, every time he referred to me as “the subject.” The part that got me the worst wasn’t even the clinical tone. It was the way he’d noted my “emotional responsiveness.”

Like falling for him had been part of the experiment. Like even my feelings had been tested and recorded.

But then there was the other part. The part that sat quiet in the back of my mind, humming like an annoying fridge that wouldn’t stop buzzing.

I didn’t hate what I’d become.

Not really.

I touched my chest, felt the curve there now. Tender, yeah. But real. I looked at my legs, smooth under the blanket, and the way my shirt draped differently on my frame than it had just a few weeks ago.

My reflection looked more like a woman every day.

And I didn’t want to stop.

That’s what scared me the most.

I wanted to be mad. I was mad. But underneath that anger was something I didn’t want to admit. Something that whispered: maybe this wasn’t all wrong.

I got up, restless. Made a cup of tea I didn’t drink. Brushed my hair out of habit and stared at myself in the bathroom mirror.

“Who the hell are you?” I whispered.

My face didn’t answer. But it didn’t look shocked either.

It looked like it was waiting for me to catch up.

I opened my closet and pulled out the dress I wore on weekends when I wasn’t working. The one that clung in just the right places and made me feel like I might belong in the world for once.

I didn’t put it on. I just held it.

I sat with it for twenty minutes on the edge of my bed, like it might help me make a decision.

Sue Boris?

Maybe.

Burn everything and disappear?

Tempting.

Go back to work and pretend none of this happened?

Impossible.

What I did do was throw my current detergent in the trash. I didn’t care how good it smelled or how soft it made my socks. I didn’t trust it anymore. Hell, I didn’t even trust the tap water.
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So I grabbed my coat and went out to the 24-hour grocery store two blocks away.

It was almost empty—just a bored teenager stocking cereal and a woman arguing with her kid in the cookie aisle.

I found the detergent section and stared at the options like I was choosing a personality.

I ended up picking one that looked aggressively normal. No flowers. No promises. Just a plain blue bottle that said “clean” and nothing else.

I held it like it might save me.

Back at home, I washed all my uniforms again. Twice.

Like maybe that would wash away everything I didn’t ask for. Or maybe just give me a sense of control, even if it was fake.

By the time I crawled into bed, it was past midnight.

I stared at the ceiling in the dark, my fingers twitching, my brain still buzzing.

I didn’t know if I was going to sue Boris. I didn’t know what I wanted from him—revenge, closure, or maybe just the truth. All of it, maybe.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T TELL anyone I was going. I just Googled “gender therapist near me,” picked the first listing that had a real office and not just a post in some thread, and booked an appointment for Saturday morning.

The office was in a weird little two-story building tucked between a bakery and a nail salon. I walked past it twice before realizing it was real. The glass door had a name stenciled in white: Dr. Yvonne S. Keller, Gender & Identity Counseling.

I stood outside for a minute, staring at the name like it might blink at me.

Inside, the waiting room had a couch too soft for its own good and a magazine rack full of pamphlets with names like Understanding Dysphoria and Hormones & You. I didn’t pick any up. Just sat there with my hands in my lap and my eyes on the floor.

“Helena?” a voice called. I looked up.

Dr. Keller was in her forties, with curly hair and glasses that kept sliding down her nose. She smiled like someone who knew people were carrying stuff they couldn’t name yet.

“Come on back,” she said.

Her office smelled like printer paper. There was a shelf of books, a diffuser puffing out little clouds, and two armchairs that didn’t look cheap.

“So,” she said, crossing one leg over the other. “What brought you in today?”

I took a breath. “A man swapped out the detergent at my work and turned me into a girl.”

She blinked once. “Okay.”

I waited for her to laugh or say I was crazy.
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Instead, she nodded slowly. “Let’s start there.”

So, I told her everything. About the diner. The uniform. Boris. The file. The changes. The confusion. The anger. The fact that I didn’t hate what was happening, and that somehow made it worse.

She listened without interrupting. No raised eyebrows. No typing. Just a quiet little hum of understanding here and there.

When I stopped talking, she leaned forward slightly.

“I want to ask you something,” she said. “And I want you to answer without thinking too hard.”

“Okay.”

“When you were a kid, did you ever feel... different?”

I didn’t answer right away. My mind jumped to that word—different. It was always there. A quiet, echo-y feeling in the background of everything I did.

“Yeah,” I said. “But not in any big way. Just... like I wasn’t quite playing the right role.”

She nodded again. “Do you remember anything specific? Anything you did or wanted that didn’t match what people expected?”

I stared at the wall behind her head. It was painted a soft green. Calming.

“My sister had this sundress,” I said finally. “Yellow, with little daisies on it. I used to sneak into her room and just... hold it. I didn’t even try it on. I just wanted it close.”

Dr. Keller said nothing.

“And my mom,” I went on, “she wore this perfume that smelled like orange blossoms. I used to spray it on my pillow when no one was home.”

My throat got tight. I blinked a few times, then looked down at my hands.

“There were moments,” I whispered. “Little ones. And I buried them.”

“Because you were scared?”

“Because I didn’t think they mattered.”

We sat in silence for a beat.

Then I whispered, mostly to myself, “Maybe I was always her.”

Dr. Keller smiled. Not smug or I-told-you-so. Just warm. Soft.

“You don’t have to figure it all out today,” she said. “But you’re allowed to let the questions be real.”

I nodded, trying not to cry. Again.

“You’re not broken, Helena,” she said. “You were never broken. You’re just finally listening.”

I didn’t go home right away after the appointment.

Instead, I walked. Just wandered through downtown with my hands shoved in my coat pockets and my mind heavy in a way that didn’t feel bad, just full. Like I’d finally opened a closet I hadn’t realized I’d been stuffing things into my whole life.

Every memory that used to confuse me now made some kind of weird sense. The way I felt drawn to softness, to quiet things, to the edges of rooms where I could observe instead of perform. The years I spent dodging mirrors, even when I wasn’t doing anything wrong. The strange peace I’d found the first time Rosie told me to smile more in the dress.

I didn’t feel like a lie anymore. I felt like someone trying to tell the truth with a flashlight and a fog machine.

A week after going AWOL, I stopped at a crosswalk near the diner, just watching from the other side. The neon sign buzzed faintly above the door. The windows fogged with warmth from inside. Same as always.
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Part of me wanted to turn around. Go back to the quiet. Back to discovering Helena in private, where no one could see the messy middle of things. But another part—the louder one now—knew I couldn’t hide forever.

I crossed the street and pushed open the door.

Rosie was behind the counter pouring coffee. Jerry was wiping something aggressively. A couple regulars were deep in eggs and gossip.

Rosie looked up, spotted me, and lit up.

“Well, look who it is,” she said, setting the pot down. “Miss ‘I’ll just disappear after emotionally wrecking my boss and breaking my favorite syrup bottle.’”

I smiled for the first time all day.

“Hey,” I said, walking up to the counter. “Got any shifts open?”

“Girl, please.” She grabbed an apron from the hook and tossed it at me. “The second you ghosted, Jerry tried to cover your tables. Nearly set the place on fire.”

“Liar,” Jerry muttered.

Rosie leaned in and said, softer, “You sure you’re okay being back?”

I nodded. “Yeah. I talked to someone. A real someone.”

She gave a small, real smile. “Good.”

I tied the apron around my waist and stepped behind the counter. It felt weirdly natural—like I’d never left. My hands knew where everything was. My feet remembered the rhythm. My voice settled back into that register I used without thinking now—light, even, just a hint of girl-next-door if you squinted.

People smiled at me like they’d missed me. Some said “welcome back.” Some just nodded. It was enough.

I was Helena. And this time, I was claiming it.

But even while I worked—cleared plates, refilled coffee, flirted lightly with the guy in the ball cap—I couldn’t shake him. Boris.

I hated that he’d done what he did. That he’d played God with my body like it was some startup gamble.

But I missed him.

His voice. His quiet way of noticing things no one else did. The way he said my name like it meant something.

I hated that I still wanted him to look at me. That I wanted him to walk through the door and see me now—really see me—and regret everything.

Or maybe apologize again.

Or maybe just say I looked beautiful.

I didn’t know what I wanted from him.

Forgiveness?

Closure?

Another chance?

I didn’t know.

But I knew this: if he ever came back, I’d be ready.

Not as Harold, or Hal, or a test subject named in a folder.

As Helena.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS had passed. Long enough to feel like everything had changed, but short enough that sometimes I still woke up expecting to be someone else.

The air smelled like sea salt and moss. The waves curled and folded onto the shore like slow breathing. I was back in the town where I grew up, sitting on a weathered bench that faced the water, my coat pulled tight against the breeze.

Coming out to my parents had gone better than I ever could’ve imagined. No shouting. No door slams. Just stunned silence, followed by my mom hugging me for so long I forgot how to breathe, and my dad asking if I needed help with paperwork.

It wasn’t a movie moment. But it was real. And it was enough.

[image: Mage media]

I sat there, letting it all soak in. The quiet. The comfort. The strange, calming normal of just existing. No diner noise. No uniforms. No notes tracking the angle of my hips or how much higher my voice had gotten.

Just me. Helena. Breathing in salt air and not looking over my shoulder.

Then I heard him.

Or maybe it was the way the wind shifted, the subtle crunch of sand under boots, or the sound of a bucket being set down too hard.

I turned.

He was standing twenty feet away, holding a fishing rod and a small tackle box. Wearing a thick jacket, jeans, and a look that froze the air between us harder than the ocean ever could.

Boris.

For a second, neither of us moved.

Then his eyes widened. Not with fear. Not even with guilt.

Just... surprise.

“Helena?”

I blinked. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

He let out a small, breathy laugh. “I—wow. Hi.”

I stood slowly. “Don’t tell me this is another part of your experiment.”

“No,” he said quickly. “God, no. I swear.”

“Let me guess. Secret project testing hormone levels in salt air? Vitamin D absorption meets forced introspection?”

He shook his head, smiling faintly like he deserved every ounce of sarcasm.

“I didn’t know you were here,” he said. “This is... my hometown. I’ve been staying with my uncle. Needed time off. To think. Been her for three months.”

I crossed my arms. “For three months?”

“For three months,” he repeated, nodding. “Fishing. Avoiding everything. Feeling like shit.”

I watched him for a long second. He looked rougher around the edges. Less polished. More real.

“I didn’t expect to see you again,” I said.

“Yeah,” he said softly. “I didn’t think I deserved to.”

There was no defense in his tone. No performance. Just him, standing there with a cheap rod and a pile of unspoken things between us.

“I was awful to you,” he said. “I know that. I didn’t just overstep—I took away your choice. And I’ve thought about it every day since.”

“Good,” I said, voice flat. “You should.”

He nodded, looking down at his boots.

“I’m sorry, Harold. No excuses. Just... I’m sorry.”

The wind picked up, fluttering the edge of my coat. I looked out at the waves again, needing a second to think.

“It’s Helena, still,” I said. Still not looking at him. “Have you apologized to the others?”

He let out a breath that sounded more like a cough. “No. You’re the only one.”

I glanced at him. “You mean I was the only one who deserved an apology?”

“No,” he said. “I mean... you were the only one I fell in love with and I had to at the very least, fight for what I felt…”

My stomach did this dumb little flip that I immediately tried to ignore.

“Don’t do that,” I said, turning back to the water.

“I’m not trying to win you over,” he said. “I just needed you to know. That none of it was a joke to me. Not you.”

I didn’t answer. I just stared at the sea, hoping it might tell me what to feel.

He stood next to me, keeping a careful distance, like he didn’t want to scare the moment away.

I didn’t run. I didn’t say anything right away. Just kept my arms crossed and let the wind whip around us. He stood a few feet away, letting me stew.

“Fishing, huh?” I said after a long silence. “Didn’t peg you as the patient type with how quick the hormones worked.”

“I’m not,” he said. “That’s the point.”

I looked down at his setup. He wasn’t great at it—his gear was scattered, and his line was tangled like a kid had helped—but something about that made me less angry. A little.

“I always thought fishing was an excuse to avoid conversation,” I muttered.

Boris gave a half-shrug. “You’d be right. But sometimes it works the other way. You get quiet enough, things come up whether you want them to or not.”

I sighed and stepped toward the rod. “This your pole?”

He blinked. “Yeah.”
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“Give it.”

He handed it over slowly, confused but not stopping me.

I grabbed the rod, tugged the line free of the snarl, and gave it a quick flick. My dad taught me how to cast when I was ten. He used to say it was like skipping stones but with higher stakes. The hook flew out and plopped into the water with a clean splash.

Boris watched me like I’d grown a second head. “You know how to fish?”

“Don’t sound so surprised,” I said. “I wasn’t always in a dress and lip gloss, you know.”

He smiled. Not cocky—genuinely amused. “It suits you.”

“You’re lucky I don’t hook you with this thing.”

“I’d deserve it.”

The float bobbed quietly in the water, the two of us standing shoulder to shoulder but still pretending not to feel anything. I wanted to stay mad. I wanted to hold onto that edge of control, of being right. Because I was right.

But then he said it again, quieter this time.

“I meant it. I love you.”

I didn’t look at him. Just kept my eyes on the water.

“You don’t even know who I am.”

“I do,” he said. “Now I do.”

“You knew Harold,” I said, tightening my grip on the rod.

“Not Helena.”

“I saw someone who was scared,” he said. “Not because they were pretending. Because they were trying to figure out who they were when no one was looking. And then I watched you become her. Not because I made it happen. But because you let it happen.”

“You still played God with my body.”

“I know.”

“You violated my trust.”

“I know.”

“And I still miss you.”

He didn’t answer.

“I miss how you looked at me,” I said, voice thinner now. “Like I was worth noticing. Not because of the dress. Or the smile. But like you were really seeing me. And it makes me feel pathetic.”

“You’re not pathetic,” he said. “You’re brave. You walked through hell and came out honest.”

I swallowed hard. My throat felt tight again.

“I’m still mad.”

“You can be.”

“But I don’t regret any of it,” I said. “Not the changes. Not the name. Not this body. This... identity. I don’t regret becoming her.”

He stepped a little closer. Just enough for me to feel the heat off him in the cold breeze.

“I never deserved you,” he said.

“No,” I said. “You didn’t.”

Then I turned and kissed him.

I didn’t plan to. It just happened. Like gravity had been holding the moment between us for too long and finally gave in.

He kissed me back, hands gentle, like he thought I might disappear if he touched me too hard.

I pulled back and looked him dead in the eye.

“I’m still figuring myself out,” I said.

“I’ll wait.”

“I don’t need a fixer.”
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“I just want to love you.”

“Say it again.”

He leaned in, forehead against mine.

“I love you.”

“I love you too,” I whispered, quietly and clearly and fully.

The rod bobbed in the sand. The float drifted. The waves kept coming.

But for once, I wasn’t drifting.

I was here. Present. Whole.

And so, so in love.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THE BELL over the door gave its usual jingle when I walked in, but this time it sounded different. Like a chime at the end of a parade. Or maybe the start of one.

Rosie was behind the counter icing a carrot cake. Jerry was arguing with the toaster again. Everything looked exactly the same.

But I wasn’t.

I had a perm, a redder lipstick, and a new nametag.

“Morning,” I said, setting my purse on the back shelf.

Rosie turned, and her eyes did a full scan—hair, makeup, smile, uniform. Then she caught the name tag.

“Miss Frost,” she read aloud.

“Well, well, well. That’s official, huh?”

The tag was custom-ordered, sparkly pink letters against a glitter-white background. MISS FROST. Beneath it, in cursive, was Helena. I’d paid extra for the shine.

“Damn right it’s official,” I said, tying my apron.

The uniform hugged my figure now. Not overly tight, just enough to say: I know who I am. I wasn’t hiding under a hoodie or trying to pass as something half-finished. I was here, full-on and fearless.

Rosie beamed. “You’re glowing, hon. I mean, truly. You look like someone who just had a newfound religion.”
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“Close enough,” I said.

She slid a cup of coffee toward me without asking. Just how I liked it. Strong, sweet, splash of oat milk.

“I like this version of you,” she said.

“I like her too,” I replied.

Jerry peeked over and gave a little two-finger salute. “Lookin’ sharp, Miss Frost.”

“Don’t flirt with me, Jerry,” I said. “I’ve got pepper spray.”

“Hot,” he muttered, turning back to the toaster.

I stepped out onto the floor, grabbed my order pad, and started my shift like it was any other day. But everything felt different. Lighter. My steps had bounce. My laugh came easier. I joked with the truckers. I winked at the college kids. I even spun a little at the register when the jukebox played an old pop song.

I caught my reflection in the chrome of the milkshake machine, and for the first time in my life, I didn’t brace for disappointment.

That was me. Helena Frost. Waitress. Local heartbreaker. Not a phase. Not a project. Not a subject in someone’s notes.

Just a girl who figured it out.

And wore it well.

The bell jingled again around noon, right as I was wiping down the pie display. I didn’t even look up. The rush had just ended, and I was mid-yawn when I heard a familiar voice.

“Any chance the coffee’s still good here?”

I turned, slow.

Boris stood just inside the door, hands in his coat pockets, same quiet eyes. But this time, he looked... unsure. Like he didn’t know if he was welcome.

“Well, look who crawled out of the Pacific,” I said, tapping the rag against the counter.

“I figured I owed Rosie a hundred-dollar refill.”

“Pretty steep for diner coffee.”

He smiled. “Worth it.”

I nodded toward the back corner booth—his usual.

“Take a seat, Stanley.”

He walked over, sliding into the booth like he was afraid the furniture might reject him. I poured fresh coffee, grabbed a clean mug, and walked it over.

He looked up as I set it down.

“No notes,” I said.

“Understood.”

“No folders.”

“Left ‘em all at home.”

“No lies?”

“None.”

I sat across from him, no pad, no pen. Just me, Helena, in my tight little uniform, arms folded and head tilted like I’d been preparing for this exact moment.

“You came back,” I said.

“I wasn’t going to,” he admitted. “I didn’t think I had the right.”

“Maybe you didn’t,” I said. “But you’re here. So now what?”

He picked up the mug. Blew on it. Sipped.

“You’re incredible,” he said. “You know that?”

I gave him a flat look. “Try harder.”

“I’m serious. You’ve always been this. I just—”

“—took the shortcut.”

He winced.

“I’m not mad anymore,” I said. “But I’m not a blank slate, Boris. You don’t get to rewrite who I am.”
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“I wouldn’t dare.”

“I built this. Me. Not your detergent. Not your data. Me.”

He nodded. “I know. I see it now.”

I let the silence stretch for a second. Then leaned back and took a breath.

“You look good,” I said, like it cost me nothing.

“So do you,” he said. “You always did. But now you look... happy.”

“I am.”

“That’s what I wanted,” he said.

“But not your call to make.”

“I know.”

His eyes didn’t leave mine. He looked calm. Respectful. Like he was letting me lead now, not steering the moment like he used to.

I sipped his coffee. It was decent today.

“You know what’s funny?” I said.

“I’m not even mad at the detergent anymore.”

“No?”

“Nope. I’m mad you thought I couldn’t get here on my own.”

He looked down at his hands. “I never thought that. I just thought... maybe I could help.”

“You didn’t.”

“I know.”

We were quiet again. The diner hummed around us—faint jukebox music, a clink of plates, Rosie laughing in the back.

“I missed this,” he said.

“The diner?”

“You. Your voice. Your eyes. The way you tilt your head when you’re about to roast someone.”

I smirked. “Careful, you’re getting soft.”

“I’ve been soft since I met you.”

I laughed under my breath. “You got lines now?”

He looked right at me. “I got truths.”

I paused. “So what now, Boris? You coming in here for coffee every day until I fully forgive you?”

“No,” he said, setting his mug down. “I’m here to guard my girlfriend just in case another guy tries to seduce her.”

I arched a brow. “Girlfriend, huh?”

“Let’s start over,” he said. “With no lies. No labs. Just us.”

I stared at him, this man who turned my life upside down and then quietly stepped aside while I rebuilt it.

And I didn’t feel small anymore. I felt seen. I stood up slowly, leaned across the table, and tapped his mug.

“Cream and sugar’s over there,” I said. “If you want to stay.”

His smile widened.

“I’m not going anywhere,” he said.

“Good,” I said. “Because this time, I call the shots.”


Epilogue

∞∞∞

TWO YEARS can go fast when you’re busy becoming someone real. The smell of buttered toast and burnt espresso had long since soaked into my bones. I knew every creak in the floor, every stubborn syrup bottle, every regular’s coffee order before they even walked through the door.

I also knew how to run payroll, deal with suppliers who always tried to shortchange me, and fix a jammed receipt printer without crying. That was new.

Rosie called it “boss lady energy.” I just called it being tired with eyeliner on.
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I stood behind the counter of Rosie’s Beacon, hair up in a loose bun, apron tied tight over a lemon-yellow dress that flared just enough at the hips. My name tag still read HELENA, but now it had a second pin under it: CO-OWNER.

Rosie was sitting in her usual booth by the window, feet up, sunglasses on, sipping a mimosa she brought in herself because she could. She waved the stem at me.

“You’re gonna miss me when I’m gone.”

I wiped down the counter with a grin. “Not if you keep talking like that.”

She grinned back, eyes hidden by giant white frames. Her lipstick was pinker than usual. She’d been in a mood all morning, humming old disco songs under her breath and talking about “freedom” the way most people talk about vacations.

“I’m serious,” she said. “Thailand, baby. Land of mangoes, massages, and men who don’t ask too many questions.”

“You sure you don’t want to test out Florida first?” I asked.

“You know, with the rest of the retirees?”

She made a sound like she’d swallowed a lemon. “Please. Florida smells like wet socks and regret. I want spice. I want heat. I want to be sixty and scandalous.”

“You’re fifty-nine.”

“I’m rounding up.”

She tilted her sunglasses down and looked at me, her voice softer.

“You sure you’re ready?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I am.”

The truth was, I’d been running the place for months already. Rosie had been stepping back slowly, taking more naps in the office, going on “research dates” with a man named Pong who may or may not have been real.

I didn’t mind. This place had become more than a job. It was part of me now. The smell of pancakes, the jukebox stuck on track five, the way the sun hit the windows just right in the early morning—it was home.

And now, it was mine.

Well, mostly.

The front door swung open, and Jinx trotted in like she owned the block. She paused, scanned the room, then made a beeline for my booth.

Boris was already there, legs stretched out, reading something on his tablet. He wore a navy sweater and those glasses he only pulled out when he thought no one was watching. I loved those glasses.

Jinx hopped up beside him, curled into a loaf, and started purring like a motorboat. He reached out and scratched her behind the ear without looking up.

“She’s gonna sleep all afternoon,” he said.

“She earned it,” I replied, sliding into the booth across from him.

“So did you.”

He looked up, and I swear his smile still knocked the wind out of me sometimes. Two years, and he hadn’t lost that effect.

“You know,” I said, glancing around the diner. “It’s weird.”

“What is?”

“That I used to walk in here afraid someone would notice my voice didn’t match my name. Now I’m putting up a new sign by the register.”

Boris looked toward the counter. The sign wasn’t fancy. Just wood and paint, handmade by one of our customers who ran a craft store across town. But it meant everything.

ALL GIRLS WELCOME, HOWEVER THEY BLOOM.

He smiled. “Rosie see it yet?”

“She cried.”

“Of course she did.”

I glanced toward the window. Rosie had her eyes closed now, sun hitting her cheeks, mimosa half-finished. She looked peaceful. Free.

“She said she wants us to send her a Beacon mug every year,” I said. “And keep her up to date on Jinx’s health.”

“I’ll set a calendar reminder.”

I rested my chin on my hand and stared out at the street, full of people who didn’t know who I used to be. Or maybe they did, and they just didn’t care.

Either way, I was done hiding.

This was mine. My name. My body. My story. My place.

And Boris?

He was here, every step of the way. Never rushing me. Never trying to fix me. Just showing up. Loving me without asterisk.

I looked at him, reached across the table, and laced my fingers with his.

“Hey,” I said. “You know what’s wild?”

“What?”
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“I’m happy.”

He smiled.

“Yeah,” he said. “You really are.”

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

I get a lot of 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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"A bet’s a bet. You’re trying out for the squad… in a wig and cheerleader skirt."

That was how it all started. One stupid bet, one stupid skirt, and suddenly, I wasn’t just Billy Bates anymore—I was Blair.
I told myself it was temporary, just a joke, but then things got complicated. The cheers felt too natural. The skirts felt too right.

And Troy Humphrey—the school's golden boy, the guy who was supposed to be off-limits—was looking at me like he wanted me just as much as he hated himself for it.

Then he kissed me.

Then he broke me.

Now, I’m done hiding. Done pretending.

Read The Jock’s Femboy Girlfriend

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 Boy Becomes Waitress.

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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