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Introduction

“I was supposed to plan her wedding… not become the bride of his fiancé.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

Working for Hollywood's rising star Selene was my big break. I was just a quiet communications grad with no connections—until I found myself slipping into lip gloss, soft cardigans, and a lie that spiraled out of control.

And somehow, Donnie—Selene's fiancé—started looking at me like I was the one he wanted at the altar.

Now the dress is off, the secret's out, and the cameras aren’t the only thing catching the drama. I never meant to steal her spotlight… but maybe this was never her story to begin with.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to My Confessions from The Closet.


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

∞∞∞

SELENE FOX was screaming at her mirror again, and it wasn’t even nine in the morning. “Carter! Carter, get in here! I can’t have sodium!” she yelled from the bedroom. Her voice ricocheted through the penthouse like a fire alarm. “This latte tastes like the Pacific Ocean! I’m retaining water, my face is puffy, and I have a photoshoot in three hours!”

I set down my laptop—the one I used to pretend I was still a writer—and grabbed the offending latte from the counter. “It’s just a salted caramel, Selene. It’s not gonna—”

“Zip it!” She appeared in the doorway wearing a silk robe, hair wrapped in a towel like some Hollywood queen mid-crowning. “Do you want me to look like a blowfish on the cover of Vogue? Is that what you want, Carter?”

I bit my tongue. Selene didn’t need an answer. She was already halfway back to the mirror, poking at her cheekbones like she expected them to puff up before her eyes. “This is sabotage,” she muttered. “I told you, low sodium, low carbs, low everything. I’m basically running on vapor and good lighting.”

“Do you want me to order you a new drink?” I asked, trying to keep my tone neutral.

She flung her hands toward the kitchen like a queen dismissing a peasant. “Yes. And Carter? No whipped cream. If I see even a ghost of whipped cream—”

“You’ll fire me. I know.”

She smirked in the mirror. “You’re learning.”

I grabbed my keys and ducked out before she could throw something. This was my life now: a communications graduate with zero job experience and a head full of screenwriting ideas, running around Los Angeles fetching overpriced lattes for a woman who’d once played a nun in a critically acclaimed indie film but had the personality of a caffeinated cobra.

My dad would’ve loved this.

In fact, I could practically hear his voice in my head as I drove to the coffee shop: “You spent four years studying communication just to carry some diva’s dresses? What a return on investment.” Dad never understood my dream of writing. He’d pushed me into “practical” fields, and when I chose creative electives, he rolled his eyes like I’d announced I wanted to juggle for a living.

Now, maybe he was right. I wasn’t writing screenplays; I was the guy who remembered which of Selene’s 72 moisturizers she wanted in her bag.

When I got back to the penthouse, Selene was lying face-down on the couch, scrolling through her phone like the world had ended. “Did you get it?”

“Double almond caramel, zero sodium, no whip,” I recited, setting the drink down in front of her.

She sipped and nodded. “Better. You’re redeemed.”

“Good to know,” I said. “What time is your photoshoot?”

“Two. That gives me exactly four hours to detox and remind the world why I’m America’s sweetheart.” She yawned. “Speaking of sweethearts, did you email the wedding planner about the floral arrangements?”

“You told me to,” I said, flipping open my notebook. “I just don’t have their—”

“No, no. Forget it.” She sat up, robe slipping off one tan shoulder. “Actually, you know what? You do it. All of it. The flowers, the cake, the invitations, the… whatever else weddings need. I’m too busy.”

“Selene, I don’t know anything about weddings,” I said.

She arched a brow. “Neither do I, babe. That’s why you’re here. You have Google, right?”

“I’m not your wedding planner,” I muttered.

“You are now,” she said with a grin. “Donnie will love you. He loves people who take initiative.”

Donnie Sinclair. The name alone sounded like it belonged to someone who’d never once had to buy generic cereal. He was an heir to some clean energy empire, a guy whose wealth came with glossy magazine covers and tailored suits. Selene had described him once as “ridiculously hot, but very businessy. Like if Wall Street had a baby with GQ.”

I’d never met him, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to. The idea of being the middleman between Selene Fox and her billionaire fiancé made me want to crawl under the couch and stay there.
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“Carter,” she said, her tone suddenly sugar-sweet, which was always a trap. “Donnie’s meeting you tomorrow at noon. Venue hunting. Wear something more… girly.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you’re cute, he might think you’re my boytoy or something. Just, I don’t know, make yourself look less… straight and… hopeless?”

“How do I…”

“Wear something pink!”

I wanted to quit right then and there, but Selene had a lot of connections in Hollywood. She was the lowest hanging fruit towards my screenplay writing fantasies.

“Wait. So… I’m meeting your fiancé for wedding planning?” I asked.

She winked. “You’re me, babe. At least until I’m done detoxing and fulfilling my contractual obligations.”

The next day, I spent the entire ride seated in her Rolls Royce to the wedding venue convincing myself this wasn’t a big deal. I was just a messenger, not a decision-maker. My job was to show up, nod at the right times, and take notes like I knew the difference between chiffon and organza. Easy. Except my palms were sweating so badly that my notes were already damp.

Selene texted last night that she’d be able to go with me but had canceled ten minutes before we were supposed to leave, claiming her “face needed to rest from the stress of existing and to stick to the plan of wearing pink.” I was halfway through suggesting rescheduling when she texted, “Carter, you’re me now. Donnie will thank you later when I look flawless on our wedding day. Wear the pink cardigan, it’s in the compartment.”

So here I was, standing in front of a sprawling Los Angeles venue that looked like it had been stolen from an Italian fairytale. There were marble fountains, manicured gardens, and staff who looked like they charged for every smile.

Then Donnie Sinclair arrived.

The black sedan pulled up with the kind of quiet confidence that screamed expensive. He stepped out, tall and effortlessly put together, the kind of man who looked like he’d never once spilled coffee on himself or worn mismatched socks. His gray suit hugged his frame in all the right ways, and the sunglasses he slid off revealed sharp, focused eyes that felt like they saw through everything.

“You must be the wedding planner,” he said, extending a hand. His tone was polite but clipped, like he didn’t have time for nonsense.

I froze for half a second, gripping my clipboard like a life preserver. “Oh, uh, no. I’m Carter Taylor. Selene’s… assistant.”

His expression shifted, not quite frown, not quite smile. “Assistant?”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice cracking just a little. “She, um, couldn’t make it. Something about, uh, vital spa treatments.”

He stared at me for a moment, as if deciding whether to walk back to his car or lecture me about wasting his time. Then he sighed. “That sounds like Selene. Fine. Let’s get this over with.”

I followed him through the grand double doors of the venue, trying not to feel like an imposter crashing someone else’s wedding.

The event coordinator, a bubbly woman in heels that could kill a man, greeted us with a too-bright smile. “Welcome! We have the ballroom and terrace ready for viewing. You’re going to love the panoramic views—perfect for sunset vows!”

“Great,” Donnie said, his voice even. He glanced at me. “Do you know what Selene wants?”

“Uh, gold chairs, white flowers, and, um…” I flipped through my notebook, pretending I had more than three bullet points scribbled in panic. “She said no ugly people.”

The coordinator laughed politely, assuming it was a joke. Donnie didn’t laugh.

“Typical,” he muttered under his breath.

We walked into the ballroom, which looked like something out of a movie. Crystal chandeliers sparkled overhead, and light poured in through windows that framed the hills like a painting.

“Selene said she wanted ‘soft romantic lighting,’” I offered, trying to sound useful.

Donnie glanced at me. “Does that mean warm bulbs or actual candlelight?”

“Uh… warm bulbs?” I guessed.

He shook his head with a sigh that was somehow both annoyed and amused. “This is a wedding, not an interrogation room. Don’t guess.”

“Noted,” I said, cheeks burning.

We stopped at a table where linen swatches were laid out like evidence in a crime scene. I stared at them blankly.

“Which one does she like?” Donnie asked.

“They all look the same,” I admitted. “One’s just… less funereal, but she said that she wants top-of-the-line everything.”

That made him chuckle. “You’re refreshingly honest for someone working for Selene.”

“It’s a survival mechanism,” I said. “She can smell fear.”

He smiled—really smiled—and I felt my stomach do something weird, like I’d just stepped off a rollercoaster. I quickly looked down at my notes.

The coordinator handed us sample plates from the catering menu—tiny bites of salmon tartare and truffle risotto. Donnie ate his like it was no big deal, while I stared at mine like it was an alien life form.

“You’re supposed to try it,” Donnie said, eyebrow raised.

I took a bite and nearly moaned. “That’s unfairly good.”

“Unfairly?”

“Yeah,” I said, deadpan. “If food this fancy exists, I’m going to have to reevaluate my frozen pizza lifestyle.”

He laughed again, and I caught the faintest crinkle around his eyes. It was distracting.

The tour moved outside to the terrace, where the Los Angeles skyline stretched out endlessly. The air was warm, carrying the scent of fresh roses. Donnie leaned against the railing, surveying the view with a practiced, thoughtful gaze.

“Selene wanted to get married here?” he asked.

“She wants something for the elite,” I said. “If this doesn’t scream money, I don’t know what does.”

“Honest and observant,” he said. “Not bad qualities.”

My face heated again. “I, uh, just try not to get fired.”

“You don’t strike me as someone who wants to be an assistant forever,” he said, turning to look at me.

“No,” I admitted. “I wanted to be a screenwriter once. Still do, I guess. But right now, I’m just the guy holding the clipboard.”

His eyes lingered on me for a beat, like he was trying to read the rest of my story. “Well, even clipboard guys can surprise people.”

The words stuck with me all the way back to the car.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS later, I found myself standing in the middle of another over-the-top wedding venue, holding my phone like a shield. Selene had texted me a script to use in case Donnie asked where she was: Tell him I’m bedridden with migraines. Make it sound tragic. Meanwhile, she was at a spa, wrapped in gold foil.

Donnie arrived looking the same as always—pressed shirt, sharp watch, and a kind of calm authority that made me feel like I’d shown up to an exam without studying. He spotted me near the fountain and frowned.

“No Selene?”

I pasted on what I hoped was a convincing expression. “She’s, uh, not feeling great. Migraine. She told me to fill in and take notes.”

He sighed, running a hand over the back of his neck. “Second time this week.”

“Yeah,” I said, trying to sound casual. “She really doesn’t want to make the wrong call on these things. She trusts me. I think.”

He gave me a look that said he wasn’t buying it, but he didn’t push. “Alright. Let’s get this done.”

The venue coordinator appeared with a big smile, launching into a detailed description of the property. Donnie nodded at all the right moments, while I trailed behind, furiously typing things like roses? lilies? IDK ask her later into my phone.

When we reached the floral showroom, I almost sneezed from the sheer cloud of pollen. The florist, an elegant woman in a black jumpsuit, waved her hands over a spread of blooms like she was conducting an orchestra. “We have white garden roses, peonies, hydrangeas—”

“Selene likes white,” I said quickly, then realized how useless that was. “But not like funeral white. More… movie-premiere white?”

Donnie chuckled, shaking his head. “What does that even mean?”

“It means don’t ask me. I’m just the guy who once killed a cactus,” I said, and for some reason, that made him laugh harder.

“You’re terrible at this,” he said, amused.

“Thanks,” I replied. “I’m adding it to my résumé: Professional Wedding Clueless Person.”

He smirked. “You’re at least entertaining.”

We moved on to the cake tasting. There were five small slices lined up like contestants in a beauty pageant—vanilla bean, red velvet, lemon chiffon, chocolate truffle, and some exotic passionfruit thing I couldn’t pronounce.

Donnie picked up a fork. “Which one’s Selene’s favorite?”

“Um… no sugar?” I guessed.

He handed me a fork. “Then we try all of them.”

By the time I was on my third bite, I realized I hadn’t eaten anything all day. My stomach was thanking me like I’d just returned from war.

“This one,” I said, pointing to the chocolate truffle. “It tastes like expensive happiness.”

Donnie laughed again, leaning back in his chair. “You’re not so bad, Taylor. At least you make this less miserable.”

I wasn’t sure why that made me smile so much.

When we wrapped up, he checked his watch. “I’ll send Selene my notes. Or… do you want to brief her?”
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“I’ll tell her,” I said quickly. “Not sure she reads emails unless they come from Vogue.”

“Fair enough.” He gave me a nod, then headed out, leaving me standing there wondering why I felt strangely… lighter after spending the afternoon with him.

Later that night, I returned to the penthouse with my arms full of sample folders and leftover cake slices. Selene was lounging on the couch in silk pajamas, scrolling through her phone.

“Finally,” she said, eyeing the folders. “Tell me you got pictures of everything. Did Donnie look bored? Did you tell him I almost died from migraines?”

“Yes, and yes,” I said, dropping the folders on the table.

“Also, you owe me cake. I tried every flavor. For research.”

She looked at me over her phone with a sly smile. “You’re kind of useful, you know that?”

“I’ll add it to my business card.”

She tilted her head. “You know, you might have taste after all. Maybe I’ll let you pick my wedding dress.”

I snorted. “Yeah, because I’m obviously the expert on tulle and lace.”

Her smile turned wicked. “If I let you pick, you’ll model it for me.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“You’re my size,” she said, shrugging. “If I don’t feel like standing for hours, you can do it. The stylists will love you. You’ve got the whole tall-and-slender thing going on. You’d look amazing in Vera Wang.”

“Selene, I’m not putting on a wedding dress,” I said firmly.

She grinned, leaning forward like a cat stalking its prey. “Not even for cake? Because I’ll bribe you with more cake.”

I groaned. “You’re impossible.”

“And you’re my assistant,” she said sweetly. “Go hang up those samples and think about how fabulous you’d look in white.”

I don’t know why I agreed. Maybe it was the leftover sugar rush from all the cake samples. Maybe it was Selene’s relentless teasing. Or maybe—if I’m being honest—I was a little curious.

The next morning, I found myself standing in her walk-in closet, staring at a rack of gowns that probably cost more than my car. Selene lounged on an ottoman with a smoothie in hand, her legs crossed like she was about to watch a private fashion show.

“Don’t look so nervous,” she said.

“You’re just playing dress-up. Everyone does it.”

“Who’s everyone?” I muttered. “Some of us are just normal people who wear jeans and sneakers.”

“You’re boring,” she replied, smirking.

“Now, that Vera Wang on the left. The one with the silk bodice. Try it on.”

“I’m not wearing—”

“Carter.” Her tone snapped like a whip. “We’re not having this conversation. I’m tired. You’re my size. The stylists need to see how it fits. End of story.”

“You have breasts, I don’t.”

“They’re A-cups. Do you really want to keep your job?”

I sighed and grabbed the dress, carefully slipping it off the hanger. The fabric was cold and smooth, like water running through my fingers. I stepped into the bathroom, closing the door behind me, and stared at myself in the mirror.

This was insane. Completely insane.

But when I held the dress up to my chest, something strange happened. It didn’t look… bad. The soft cream silk contrasted with my messy brown hair and pale skin, making me look less like a tired assistant and more like someone out of a magazine shoot. I exhaled and, before I could talk myself out of it, started pulling it on.

“Are you done yet?” Selene called through the door. “I’m dying of anticipation out here.”

“Almost,” I said, fumbling with the zipper.

When I stepped out, Selene let out a low whistle. “Wow. I was kidding, but… wow.”

“Don’t,” I warned, my cheeks burning.

“I’m just saying,” she said, circling me like a stylist at a runway fitting. “You’ve got the frame. The lines. Honestly, you look better in this than half the actresses I know.”

“Stop lying,” I muttered, tugging at the bodice.

“Not lying,” she said, grinning. “Spin.”

“I’m not spinning.”

“Spin!”

I rolled my eyes but turned awkwardly in place. The skirt flowed around my legs like a cloud. For a brief second, I forgot how stupid I felt.

Selene tilted her head, studying me. “We should add heels. And maybe a bit of makeup. Just to get the full picture.”

“Absolutely not.”

“Relax, I’m not asking you to parade down Sunset Boulevard. Just a little lipstick. Humor me.”

I crossed my arms, but she was already rummaging through a drawer. A minute later, she was smearing a pale pink gloss on my lips.

“See? Cute,” she said, stepping back. “Donnie would flip if he saw you like this.”

That made me freeze. “What?”

“Nothing,” she said, smirking like she’d just uncovered a secret.

“You’re blushing, though.”

“I’m not,” I said, though my reflection disagreed.

She leaned back on the ottoman. “You know, if I get too lazy, maybe I’ll just send you to the wedding instead of me.”

“Funny.”

“I’m serious. You could pull it off. Maybe add a wig and a little contouring. You’d be… what’s the word? Slaying.”

I stared at her, speechless. I should’ve laughed it off, but instead, I looked at myself again in the mirror. The dress hugged me in a way that was… oddly right.

She must’ve noticed my silence because her teasing smile softened.

“Hey,” she said, tilting her head. “You okay?”

“I’m fine,” I said too quickly, stepping out of the gown. My hands were shaky as I unzipped it. “This is just… not my thing.”

“Sure,” she said, but there was a knowing glint in her eyes.

I shoved it back onto the hanger and grabbed my clipboard like it was armor. “I’m going to… check emails.”

“Don’t forget to call the florist,” she said, sipping her smoothie.

“And Carter?”

“What?”

“Thank you,” she said, smirking as I fled the room.

That night, the penthouse was unusually quiet. Selene had gone out for what she called “networking drinks,” which I suspected meant sipping overpriced cocktails while finding new people to boss around. I took advantage of the silence to spread my laptop, notebooks, and a stack of flower catalogs across the coffee table.

The next tour was all about church venue scouting with Donnie, and I had to look like I knew what I was doing. I’d never made a mood board before, but apparently, wedding planners—actual wedding planners—did this sort of thing. So I cobbled together images of white lilies, golden candleholders, and elegant arches, pasting them onto a presentation template like my life depended on it.

“This is ridiculous,” I muttered to myself. I’d written a full-length college screenplay about a post-apocalyptic romance, but here I was, agonizing over chair sashes. I scrolled through Pinterest boards like a man possessed, trying to find something that looked expensive enough for Selene but wouldn’t make Donnie roll his eyes.

By the time I looked up, it was nearly midnight. I stretched, my back cracking like an old wooden door, and was about to shut down for the night when I heard it—the sound of the front door clicking open.

“Shh! My assistant might still be here,” Selene’s voice giggled.

My head snapped up. I froze.

She stumbled in, her heels clacking against the marble floor, followed by the deep, slightly slurred laugh of a man who was most definitely not Donnie.

“I thought you said you lived alone,” the guy said. His voice was low and unfamiliar, carrying that cocky tone of someone who’d been drinking just enough to think he was charming.

“Technically, I do,” Selene said, laughing again. “But my assistant’s working late.”

I nearly dropped my laptop.

Footsteps drew closer. I scrambled, quickly turning off the living room lights and ducking behind the kitchen island like a burglar in my own workspace. My heart was pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears.

“God, this place is huge,” the guy said. “You said you had, like, a view?”

“Of course,” Selene cooed.

“Come on, I’ll show you the balcony. Best in L.A.”

Their voices faded as they moved toward the far side of the penthouse. I crouched there in the dark, every muscle tense. A part of me wanted to storm out and demand what the hell she was doing, but another part—probably the one that still wanted to keep my job—stayed silent.

Donnie didn’t deserve this. The guy seemed too decent, too genuinely interested in building something meaningful, while Selene treated their engagement like a publicity stunt.

I exhaled slowly and crept toward the door to make my exit. I could hear them laughing again, Selene’s voice going high and flirty.

“Let’s order champagne!” she said. “Carter keeps it cold in the mini-fridge.”

I exited her suite before she could spot me. My hands were shaking. I hated being part of this, hated knowing something I couldn’t un-know.

Should I tell Donnie?

As I walked out of the building, I couldn’t shake the scene off. Donnie thought we were planning a wedding for a woman who was too busy to show up because she was stressed or working. He didn’t know that while he spent his evenings reviewing venues, Selene was bringing random men into her apartment.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE NEXT morning, I found myself standing outside Saint Augustine Cathedral, clutching my clipboard like it might suddenly give me divine answers. The place was breathtaking—arched stone ceilings, warm amber light streaming through stained glass windows, and a scent of polished wood and flowers that made me feel both calm and strangely out of place.

Donnie pulled up in a dark SUV, looking effortlessly put together as always. I could feel my palms sweating just watching him step out, his jacket perfectly tailored and his expression unreadable. He glanced at me, then at the cathedral.

“Selene?” he asked, though I could tell he already knew the answer.

I cleared my throat. “She, uh, didn’t sleep well. IBS.”

His jaw tightened slightly, but he said nothing. Instead, he gestured toward the doors. “Let’s just see this through.”

Inside, the event coordinator—a woman named Teresa with a clipboard even bigger than mine—walked us through the space, talking about floral arches, aisle runners, and the best times of day for lighting. Donnie nodded, but I found myself getting oddly drawn into the details.

I paused near the altar, tilting my head. “What if we did something minimal? White lilies on each pew, but nothing too overdone. Let the stained glass do most of the talking.”

Teresa raised an eyebrow. “You have an eye for this.”

“Not really,” I said, embarrassed.

“I just… I don’t know. I like simple things that feel intentional.”

Donnie’s gaze lingered on me, curious.

“You’ve got better taste than Selene,” he said casually.

I felt my cheeks heat. “She’d probably fire me if she heard you say that.”

“Maybe, but I mean it,” he said. “Most people just want flash and spectacle. You see details.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I just stared at the floor, my throat tight. Compliments weren’t something I was used to, especially from someone like Donnie.

We moved to the choir loft to look at the view from above. Teresa was talking about acoustic arrangements for live music, but I barely heard her. My mind kept flashing back to the night before, to Selene’s laughter echoing through the penthouse with that stranger.

Donnie turned to me when Teresa stepped away to take a call.

“You look distracted.”

“Just… tired,” I lied.

“You’ve been running around a lot for her,” he said, leaning against the railing.

I forced a laugh. “She trusts me. Or maybe she just likes that I’m disposable.”

His eyes softened slightly. “I don’t think you give yourself enough credit.”

I wanted to thank him, but the words got stuck. I didn’t deserve kindness from him. Not while I kept silent about what Selene was doing behind his back.

We walked down the aisle together, the sunlight hitting the polished stone floor in colored fragments. I imagined what it would look like with flowers, guests in rows, the sound of music filling the space. For a second, I forgot it wasn’t my wedding to dream about.

“Which flowers would you choose?” Donnie asked, breaking the silence.

“White lilies,” I said softly.

“They’re clean, elegant. And they smell like… beginnings.”
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He smiled, just faintly. “I like that answer.”

My stomach twisted with guilt. He deserved someone honest. Someone who wouldn’t watch him plan a future with a woman who didn’t care enough to show up.

When we stepped outside, the sun was bright and warm. Donnie checked his watch. “We’ve got time for one more church today. Can you handle it?”

“Yeah,” I said, gripping my clipboard like it could hold me together.

“I can handle it.”

But deep down, I wasn’t so sure.

By the time we got back from another church, Selene was already sprawled on the sofa like a cat that had spent all day basking in the sun. She was scrolling through her phone, dressed in a silk robe with one leg carelessly dangling off the side.

“How was Saint Whatever?” she asked without looking up.

“Saint Augustine and Joseph,” I corrected, setting my clipboard down. “Both were beautiful. But Donnie prefers Augustine.”

“Of course he did,” she said with a dramatic sigh. “Donnie likes anything that looks expensive and smells like polished wood. So, did you pick the flowers, the music, and my bridal aura?”

“I made notes,” I said, grabbing my laptop.

“Want me to go over them with you?”

“Boring,” she groaned, finally tossing her phone aside. “I need entertainment. And you, Carter, are about to give it to me.”

I stared at her. “Please tell me this doesn’t involve another dress.”

“It involves several dresses,” she said, a grin spreading across her face. “Come on. You looked great in the Vera Wang. Let’s see if Dior likes you too.”

“I’m not in the mood,” I said.

“You’re never in the mood,” she replied, hopping up from the couch.

“This is fun. You need fun. And besides, I’m paying you.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but she clapped her hands. “Angela!”

A stylist I’d never seen before emerged from the guest bedroom carrying a garment bag and a makeup case. She looked at me like I was a new project. “Oh, he’ll be stunning,” she said, smiling like a cat with cream.

“Wait—” I started, but Selene was already pushing me toward her closet.

“Don’t be such a stiff,” she said.

“You’re my size. You’re my canvas. Let’s play.”

I sighed as Angela unzipped the garment bag, revealing a Dior gown that looked like it had been spun out of moonlight. The fabric shimmered under the lights, delicate and soft, with layers of lace that made me nervous just by existing.

“Selene, I really don’t—”

“Stop whining,” she said. “This is what personal assistants do. Trust me, this’ll look better on you than on half the girls I know.”

Angela set her kit down with a deliberate thud.

“Shave first. Can’t have stubble ruining Dior lace.”

“Wait, shave?”

“Face and arms,” Selene said with a wicked grin. “Legs too, if you’re brave. Come on, don’t be a baby. It’s just hair.”

My brain screamed at me to run, but somehow, I ended up in the bathroom with Angela lathering shaving cream on my jaw.

“You have nice skin,” Angela said, working with professional precision. “Smooth after this. Women would kill for this jawline.”

“Thanks,” I muttered, staring at my reflection. It was surreal—like watching someone else in the mirror.

Selene leaned against the doorframe, sipping her green juice.

“Don’t forget his arms. He’s too hairy for Dior.”

“Seriously?” I said, my voice cracking.

“Trust me,” Selene said. “This is fashion.”

Angela handed me a towel and gestured to the sink.

“Shirt off. Let’s fix the arms.”

I hesitated, then reluctantly peeled my shirt off, feeling exposed under the bathroom light. Angela worked quickly, shaving my pits, then my forearms and even part of my chest where the gown’s neckline would show.

“This is ridiculous,” I muttered, but my cheeks burned.

“You’re lucky,” Angela said. “Some men would need waxing.”

“Don’t give her ideas,” I said, shooting Selene a look.

“Too late,” she said with a grin.

“We’re definitely doing that next time.”

Moments later, Angela worked quickly, her hands surprisingly gentle as she applied foundation, blush, and a sweep of champagne-colored eyeshadow. When she slid a honey-blonde wig over my head, I barely recognized the reflection staring back at me.

“Okay,” Selene said, circling me like I was a mannequin.

“Now slip into the gown.”

I stepped into it with the grace of someone who’d never worn anything more complicated than jeans, and Angela zipped me up. The fabric hugged my chest and waist, flowing into a skirt that rustled like whispered secrets every time I moved.

“Wow,” Selene said, her grin widening.

“You’re… actually stunning.”

“Don’t say that,” I muttered, but my voice sounded small.

There was a knock on the door.

Selene’s grin vanished, replaced by a flash of panic. “Who is that?”

Before I could answer, the door opened. Donnie stood there, framed in the hallway light. His eyes landed on me, and the room went silent.

I froze. My pulse jumped into my throat. I didn’t know what to do—run? Hide? Pretend I wasn’t wearing a full Dior wedding gown with a wig?

“My love!” Selene’s voice snapped through the air, too cheerful. She strutted forward like nothing was wrong, planting a kiss on his cheek.

“Babyyy, you’re here! I wasn’t expecting you.”

Donnie’s gaze flickered from her to me. His face gave nothing away, but I felt my skin heat under his stare.

“What’s… going on?” he asked slowly.

“Just some fun,” Selene said with a laugh.

“Carter’s helping me with dress fittings. He’s such a good sport. Aren’t you, Carter?”

I swallowed hard and nodded, my throat too tight to form words.

Donnie’s eyes lingered on me for another moment before he turned to Selene.

“We haven’t met for more than two weeks. I brought you some fruits.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, looping her arm through his.

“Come on, let’s have a drink.”

“I thought you had IBS?”

“Your presence cured it, my love.”

He didn’t move right away. His gaze brushed mine one last time, and I felt my breath catch. There was something in his expression—confusion, maybe curiosity—but then he let Selene lead him away.

I stood there, rooted to the floor, the weight of the gown suddenly suffocating. I didn’t know what unsettled me more: the way he’d looked at me or the way I’d wanted him to look again.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

SELENE WAS out again—some event with champagne fountains and red carpets—and I had the penthouse to myself. It was strangely quiet, except for the hum of the air conditioner and the faint clatter of hangers as I folded her clothes in the walk-in closet.

Her wardrobe was ridiculous, like a boutique exploded and decided to stay. Silk dresses hung in perfect rows, each one whispering of money and attention I’d never have.

I stacked a pile of folded tops on a shelf and caught sight of the honey-blonde wig sitting on its stand. Angela had left it behind after the Dior fitting. Its curls looked so soft and deliberate under the closet lights, nothing like my own uncooperative hair. Next to it, there was a clear acrylic tray holding makeup—foundation, blush, a lipstick the color of a rose petal.

I stared at them longer than I should have.

“Don’t,” I muttered to myself, shaking my head like that could erase the thought. But my hands were already moving, reaching for the silk dress hanging nearby.

It was pale pink, soft and fluid, slipping through my fingers like water. I hesitated, glancing toward the closet door as if someone might burst in and catch me. Of course, no one would. Selene was miles away.

Before I could second-guess myself, I stepped out of my jeans and pulled the dress over my head. The fabric cooled against my skin, the neckline a little too low but… not terrible. My heart was pounding as I reached for the wig, setting it carefully on my head. It felt strange at first, the weight of it settling against my scalp, but when I looked in the mirror—really looked—I didn’t see Carter.

I saw someone else.

The makeup was harder. I wasn’t skilled like Angela, but I dabbed some foundation, a smear of blush, a soft layer of lipstick. My reflection shifted with every brush and blend, like I was carving someone new out of the person I thought I knew.

“Carrie,” I whispered. The name slipped out of nowhere, unplanned, like it had been waiting for me all along. Carrie.

I tilted my head in the mirror, my hands brushing down the silk fabric, and for a fleeting moment, I felt… peaceful. Like I’d stepped into a version of myself I’d never allowed to exist. My breathing slowed, and I caught myself smiling—just a little—at the stranger in the reflection.

Then a memory hit me, vivid and uninvited.

Second grade. My neighbor Ethan’s backyard. He’d decided we were playing house, and he made me the wife. I’d protested at first, but when he tied a towel around my head and called me “Carrie,” something about it had felt fun, even right.

I remembered pretending to cook plastic food, remembered how happy Ethan had been when I played along. I shook my head quickly, cringing. That was kid stuff. Silly games. It didn’t mean anything.

Still, the memory clung to me like static. I pressed my palms against the dress, staring at the reflection again. Carrie looked back at me with calm eyes, softer than mine.

“Stop it,” I whispered.

I was still in the closet, folding a stack of Selene’s stockings when the doorbell rang. My heart gave a jolt. Selene hadn’t mentioned anyone coming over. I wiped my hands on my jeans, then froze.

Except I wasn’t wearing jeans.

I glanced down at myself. I still had the pink silk dress on—the one I’d slipped back into during the whole Carrie moment earlier. The wig was on my head, my makeup imperfect, but noticeable. I’d meant to take it all off, but it had been too tempting to leave it on for just a little longer.

The doorbell rang again.

[image: A person in a pink dress in a dressing room  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“Crap,” I whispered, scrambling out of the closet.

I hesitated in front of the door, tugging at the hem of the dress like that could make me look less ridiculous. I considered pretending I wasn’t home, but the bell rang a third time, impatient now. I sighed and opened the door.

It was Donnie.

For a second, neither of us spoke. His eyes widened, scanning me from the wig to the silk dress. He looked like someone who’d just walked into the wrong movie.

“Uh,” he said finally, his brows lifting.

“Still… trying outfits for Selene?”

I swallowed hard, forcing an awkward smile. “Yeah. She, uh, wanted me to see how this one flows. You know… for fittings.”

His lips pressed into a line that looked like he was fighting a grin.

“Selene isn’t here, is she?”

“No,” I said quickly. “She’s out. I didn’t know you were coming.”

“I was nearby,” he said. “Just came from the gym. Thought I’d drop by to finalize the venue choice. Guess I picked the wrong time?”

“No, no. It’s fine,” I said, stepping aside to let him in. My pulse was doing double-time. “Come in. I can grab the notes.”

He stepped inside, glancing around like he was trying to process the scene—me, in a dress, in the middle of Selene’s polished penthouse.

“You eat yet?” he asked casually. “I was going to grab a bite.”

“No,” I said quickly, already moving toward the kitchen. “I can whip something up. Selene’s got her post-workout meals prepped—grilled salmon, quinoa, that kind of thing. I can make you a plate.”

He raised a brow. “It’s fine. I didn’t mean to trouble you.”

“It’s not trouble,” I said. “Really. Sit, I’ll have something ready in ten.”

He looked at me for a beat, then nodded and took a seat at the kitchen island. My hands moved on autopilot as I heated up salmon and roasted vegetables, plating them neatly. It was easier to focus on cooking than on the fact that Donnie was sitting just a few feet away, watching me.

“Smells good,” he said when I set the plate in front of him.

“You do this often?”

“Sometimes,” I said, wiping my hands on a towel. “Selene’s meals are all about being ‘Instagram-ready,’ but they’re edible.”

He took a bite, then glanced at me with a half-smile.

“Better than I expected.”

“Gee, thanks,” I said, laughing softly.

His gaze lingered on me, just a fraction longer than necessary. “You know, you’re full of surprises. I didn’t think I’d walk in and find… this.” His hand made a vague gesture toward me, the dress, the wig.

I flushed, my fingers fiddling with the edge of the counter.

“It’s just part of the job.”

“Right,” he said, his tone softer now. He set down his fork.

“You look… beautiful, actually.”

The words caught me off guard. My breath hitched, and for a second, I didn’t know where to look.

“You’re just being nice,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“I’m being honest,” he said. “And this meal? Honestly better than anything Selene’s served me.” He smiled, but there was something in his eyes—something I couldn’t quite name. “Sometimes I wonder if I’m marrying the right person.”

I let out a nervous laugh. “You’re joking.”

“Maybe,” he said, but his eyes stayed on me. My heart thudded painfully.

Silence stretched between us, warm and charged. I don’t know who moved first—him or me—but suddenly his lips brushed mine. It was quick, almost hesitant, but enough to make my whole body light up like a fuse.

I pulled back, my breath shaky. “I—Donnie, I shouldn’t…”

He looked just as stunned as I felt. “I’m sorry. That was—”

“No,” I said quickly, shaking my head. “It’s fine. I just… I can’t.”

“Yeah,” he said, leaning back slightly. “Me neither. I’m sorry.”

We sat there, the air thick with things we weren’t saying, until he quietly finished his meal. I busied myself rinsing dishes, avoiding his gaze because I didn’t trust what I’d see.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I’D SPENT the past three days trying to convince myself that the kiss hadn’t meant anything. It was a mistake—an awkward, impulsive mistake. Donnie had apologized, I’d apologized, and we both pretended to move on. That was what adults did, right? Pretend?

Still, I couldn’t shake the memory of it. Every time I closed my eyes, I could feel the warmth of his lips, the hesitation in that breath before we pulled away. I told myself I needed to be professional. That’s why, when I got dressed for the Tiffany & Co. meeting, I tried to split the difference between me and… Carrie.

I wore a soft pink cardigan over a white button-up and light gray slacks. My sneakers were spotless, and I dabbed on a little concealer and lip balm because the sleepless nights were showing under my eyes. It wasn’t full makeup, but enough to smooth me out, to make me feel like I had control. My hair, I brushed until it was almost too neat, as if taming it could tame my thoughts.

I got to Rodeo Drive twenty minutes early and spent most of that time staring into Tiffany’s display window. Every glass case gleamed with things I couldn’t imagine buying—engraved silver photo frames, delicate keychains, tiny wedding favors that cost more than my monthly rent.

When Donnie walked in, I felt my chest tighten. He was dressed casually—black polo, dark jeans—but somehow he still looked like a magazine ad. His gaze flickered over me, and I caught the briefest hint of a smile.

“Carter,” he said, his tone calm, but I felt something under it. Something that made my skin prickle.

“Hey,” I said, clearing my throat. “Selene’s choice of souvenirs is… well, she didn’t make one. So we’re improvising.”

“That’s fine,” he said, stepping closer. His cologne hit me—subtle, warm, the kind that lingers—and I forced myself to focus on the glass cases.

We walked side by side, looking at engraved champagne flutes, Tiffany-blue boxes tied with perfect satin ribbons, and tiny jewelry dishes. It should’ve been awkward after what happened, but instead there was this strange, unspoken ease between us.

“You’ve got an eye for detail,” he said when I suggested a simple silver pen set with their initials. After all, I wanted to be a writer, and besides, most of the guests were millionaires. A pen would always come in handy when they’re buying their next yacht.

“Utilitarian… but elegant.”

“I like things that feel like they’ll last,” I said.

He looked at me then, really looked, like he was trying to read between my words. My face heated, and I turned toward the case of wedding bands to avoid his gaze.

There was a charged silence between us, the kind that made my pulse pick up.

“You’ve changed,” he said suddenly.

I blinked. “What do you mean?”

“Today. You look… different. You seem more—” He paused, searching for the word. “Sweet.”

I laughed nervously. “Must be the Tiffany lighting.”

We shared a small smile, and for a moment, I almost forgot about everything else—the kiss, Selene, the lines we weren’t supposed to cross.

Then his phone buzzed.

I saw his expression change instantly. He glanced at the screen, his jaw tightening as he scrolled.

“What is it?” I asked, my stomach sinking.

He turned the screen toward me. It was a tabloid site, a blurry yet unmistakable photo of Selene kissing a tall, dark-haired man in a nightclub. The headline screamed: SELENE FOX’S SECRET BRAZILIAN LOVER.

The room seemed to tilt.

“Is this true?” he asked, his voice low, sharp.

My mouth opened, but no sound came out.

“Carter,” he pressed, stepping closer. “You practically live with her. You know what’s going on. Tell me this isn’t what it looks like.”

I couldn’t lie, not to him. I tried to speak, but my throat felt like it had closed up. “I… I didn’t want to hurt you. She—”

“So it’s true.” His voice was calm in a terrifying way.

“I didn’t know how to tell you,” I said quickly. “I thought… I thought maybe it was just stupid flirting. She said—”

“You knew,” he cut in. “You’ve been standing next to me, helping me plan this wedding, and you knew?”

“I’m sorry,” I said, my voice breaking.
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“I didn’t know how to say it. I didn’t want to be the one—”

“Unbelievable,” he muttered, running a hand over his face. “I thought I could trust you. But you just… stood there. Lied by omission.”

I shook my head, tears stinging my eyes.

“It wasn’t like that. I wanted to protect you. I didn’t want you to think—”

“Don’t,” he said, holding up a hand. His face was pale with anger and something else—hurt. “I need space.”

“Donnie—”

He didn’t look at me as he turned and walked out of the store. I stood frozen in the middle of Tiffany’s, surrounded by glittering rings and crystal dishes, feeling like the floor had just dropped out beneath me.

When I returned to the penthouse that night, the place was in chaos. Selene was pacing the living room, her hair pulled up in a messy knot that looked nothing like her usual polished waves. Her makeup was smudged as if she’d been crying, but the anger in her eyes burned through any trace of vulnerability.

“Where the hell have you been?” she snapped the moment I stepped inside.

“I—Tiffany’s. With Donnie. We were—”

“Donnie texted me,” she cut in, holding her phone up like a weapon. “The wedding’s off. Just like that. A four-word text: It is over, Selene. Do you have any idea what that does to my image? My brand?”

I set my bag down, unsure if I should step closer or keep my distance.

“Selene, I—”

“Don’t,” she said, her voice sharp enough to cut.

“Did you know about this? Did you know those vultures had pictures of me with Marcelo?”

“No, I had no idea. It was Do—”

The name Marcelo hit me like a dart. So the boytoy had a name. I swallowed hard. “Donnie was the one who showed me the tabloid article while we were picking souvenirs,” I admitted quietly.

“But—”

“But what?” she spat. “You didn’t defend me? You could’ve made up a reason! You didn’t say it was for some shoot or something!? You let me look like a fool! You didn’t even warn me! What kind of assistant are you!?”

I opened my mouth to defend myself, but she was right; instead of covering up for her, I outed her to Donnie. Besides, she was already storming toward the coffee table. She grabbed the remote and flicked on the giant TV to check gossip channels, but a security camera feed filled the screen—her kitchen, three days ago. My stomach turned to stone.

On the screen, I watched myself—no, Carrie—setting down a plate in front of Donnie, laughing at something he’d said. Then the moment came: that kiss, small but undeniable.

Selene paused the footage, her finger trembling with fury.

“What the fuck is this?” she hissed, pointing at the screen.

My voice cracked. “Selene, I can explain—”

She turned on me, eyes blazing. “Explain!”

“He was waiting for you, but he got hungry. He just worked out, so I whipped out something quick. Then we got to talking and it just… it just happened.”

She charged at me, “You crossdressing slut. You were supposed to plan my wedding, not become the bride!”

The words stung like a slap, but then she actually slapped me. My cheek burned as I stumbled back.

“Selene—”

“Don’t you dare say my name like we’re equals,” she hissed.

“You’ve been running around in my dresses, kissing my fiancé—my fiancé, Carter. Were you trying to take him from me? Was this your plan all along?”

I shook my head furiously. “No! It wasn’t like that. It just… happened. I didn’t mean for any of it—”

“Get out,” she said, her voice low but shaking with rage. “Get out of my house before I throw every last one of your pathetic notebooks off the balcony.”

Tears pricked my eyes as I tried again, my words tumbling out. “Selene, I’m sorry. I didn’t want this. I didn’t even understand what I was feeling—”

She grabbed one of my tote bags from the hall closet and hurled it at me. “Take your shit and go. I never want to see your face again.”

I bent down to gather my things, my vision blurry. My heart was pounding, every breath shallow and painful.

“Selene—”

“Don’t,” she snapped. “You’ve ruined everything. Donnie, the wedding, my reputation. You’re nothing but a liar playing dress-up.”

Her words cut deeper than I expected, probably because a part of me feared she was right.

I zipped my bag, slung it over my shoulder, and left without another word. The moment the door shut behind me, I broke. My sobs came fast and ugly, spilling out as I stumbled down the hall toward the elevator. Everything was a mess—Donnie’s anger, Selene’s hatred, and the hollow, aching confusion twisting inside me.

When the elevator doors closed, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirrored panel. My face was still streaked with makeup from earlier, smudged but faint. For a split second, I saw Carrie staring back at me, sad and lost.

I didn’t know who I was anymore.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE APARTMENT was still exactly how I left it—bare, quiet, cluttered in the corners like I hadn’t fully moved in. I dropped my bag by the door and stood in the dark for a minute, listening to the silence. After everything that had happened, it felt too still, like the walls were waiting for me to react.

I didn’t cry. Not again. I’d done enough of that in the elevator, on the sidewalk, and into my sleeve during the entire train ride home. I turned on the lamp near the couch, its yellow light casting shadows on my empty bookshelves. The closet door was cracked open. Inside were the clothes I didn’t wear anymore—hoodies, jeans, button-ups. Nothing silky. Nothing pink.

I walked over to the bathroom and washed my face. The skin under my eyes was raw. I had one tube of lipstick left in the medicine cabinet—an old one from a gift set Selene once gave me as a joke. I stared at it for a while before uncapping it and swiping a soft rose across my lips.

I didn’t stop there.

I pulled my hair back, tied it gently, and stepped into a pink silk bathrobe that Selene had gifted me. A bit wrinkled from being stuffed in my bag, but it hugged my waist the way I liked. I stared at myself in the mirror.

I wasn’t Carter right now. Not with the gloss of that lipstick. Not with the way the fabric curved against my hips.

I touched the mirror like I was reaching out to someone I hadn’t seen in years.

“Hi, Carrie,” I whispered. “I missed you.”

It felt so small saying it out loud, and yet it rippled through me like a truth I’d been too scared to name. My chest tightened—not with fear this time, but with something closer to clarity.

The next morning, I made an appointment with a gender therapist I’d found online. Her profile said she specialized in gender identity, trauma, and self-acceptance. I booked the first slot available. It was in a private clinic in Westwood, tucked between a flower shop and a yoga studio.

When I arrived, I was overdressed—too much makeup, jeans that clung too tight, a cardigan that made me sweat—but I couldn’t help it. I wanted to feel… right. Seen. Not judged.

The waiting room smelled like citrus—too perky and trying to lighten up my mood. I kept my hands on my knees and my gaze down until a soft voice called my name.

“Carrie?”

I looked up. The therapist was in her forties, calm eyes behind tortoiseshell glasses, a warm smile that didn’t feel forced.

“Hi. I’m Dr. Alcott. Come on in.”

Her office had a couch that looked slept in, two chairs, and a shelf full of books with titles like Gender Journeys and Becoming You.

We sat across from each other.

“So,” she said gently, “what brought you here today?”

I hesitated. The words were jumbled in my chest.

“I’ve been pretending to be someone else for a long time,” I said finally.

“And I’m… I’m scared of who I actually am.”

She didn’t flinch. She nodded.

“And who do you think that person is?”

I stared at my hands. “I think… I think her name is Carrie.”

We talked for almost an hour. I told her about Selene. About Donnie. About the dress. About the kiss. About the slap. I didn’t cry, but my voice cracked more than once. Dr. Alcott listened without interrupting, occasionally asking gentle questions, but mostly just letting me unravel.

“Carrie,” she said near the end, “you’re not alone in this. You don’t have to rush, but it’s okay to take up space. To explore. To exist.”

I nodded, my throat tight.

“Before our next session, I want you to do one thing for yourself,” she added. “Buy a dress—one that’s just for you. Something you like. And wear it. In public.”

My stomach clenched. “Alone?”

She smiled. “Yes. Alone. It’s not about impressing anyone. It’s about affirming yourself. It might be scary, but it’ll be real.”

I left her office with shaky hands but steadier steps. That afternoon, I walked into a boutique near my neighborhood. The saleswoman smiled at me without flinching. I found a simple A-line dress in pale lavender. It had tiny buttons down the side and a soft neckline that made me feel delicate and brave all at once.

I bought it. No excuses. No jokes.

That night, I hung it on my closet door and whispered again, “Hi, Carrie.”

She smiled back from the mirror. This time, I didn’t look away.
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A month later, I sat near the window of an old coffee shop on Melrose, sipping something too bitter and too overpriced, but I didn’t mind. It was busy today, loud chatter blending with indie guitar riffs overhead. My fingers hovered above the laptop keys, the job listing page open but untouched.

The little search bar blinked back at me like it was waiting for a better version of me to show up and know what to do.

I typed: writer’s assistant, then deleted it. Then: remote writing gigs, and deleted that too. Nothing felt right. My resumé still said Carter. My heart still ached. And my inbox had nothing from Donnie.

Outside the window, people passed in little cliques, arms linked, laughing about things I wasn’t part of. I reached for my cup and took a long sip, hoping it’d numb the loneliness lodged in my chest.

Then something clinked against the table.

I looked down.

A pen—silver, sleek, familiar—rested beside my laptop. Engraved in tiny cursive: Miss Taylor.

I stared at it for a second too long, my hand frozen midair.

“Hey,” a voice said gently. “How’ve you been?”

I blinked. The cafe noise faded like someone hit mute. There he was—Donnie Sinclair—wearing a gray henley that hugged his chest and jeans that looked like he didn’t try too hard. His eyes were softer than I remembered. Or maybe I just missed them that much.

“Hi,” I croaked out, the word cracking like it hadn’t been used in years.

“Mind if I sit?”

I nodded. He sat across from me, that familiar calm in the way he carried himself. I hated that I noticed. I hated that I still cared. And yet I was relieved. So, so relieved.

“I heard about the magazine,” he said, pointing to my open tabs.

“They’re hiring?”

“Maybe,” I said, voice low. “I haven’t sent anything yet.”

He nodded slowly. “I liked your ideas for the guest vows. The ones you pitched for the reception, I mean. I kept thinking about them.”

My stomach turned. I had written those at two a.m. in Selene’s penthouse, curled up on the couch, half in Carrie’s skin, wondering what love felt like when it was safe.

“I wasn’t sure I’d ever see you again,” I said. “After everything.”

He leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Me neither.”

His voice wasn’t angry. Not anymore.

“I wanted to hate you,” he added. “But I kept thinking… you weren’t the one lying to me. Not really. You were caught in it.”

“I still didn’t stop it,” I said, forcing myself to hold his gaze. “I should’ve told you. About her. About everything. I just... didn’t know how. How could anyone ever reveal something like that gently to someone who’s about to get married…”

“I know,” he said. “You wanted to protect her. And maybe... maybe me too.”

That last part hung between us like dust in the sunlight.

He glanced at the pen again. “I had it made at Tiffany. After all the... madness.”

“Wow, you shouldn’t have,” I whispered.

“It’s the least I could do.” He smiled faintly.

“It really is nice.”

I touched the pen lightly with my fingers. It was smooth, warm from his pocket. My chest tightened.

“I’m not expecting anything,” he said quietly.

“I just wanted to make sure you’re okay.”

I looked at him. The kind of look that sees beyond what we say and straight into the things we feel.

“I was kind of hoping you were,” I said. “Expecting anything...”

He looked proud of that. And it did something to me.

He gestured to my coffee. “Still order sodium-free everything?”

I laughed. “It’s an acquired taste from working for Selene.”

A silence followed, but it wasn’t heavy. It was... comfortable.

“I should let you get back to applying,” he said, starting to rise.

“Donnie,” I said, before I could stop myself. “Would you like to sit a little longer? I mean, you came all this way. Might as well have a coffee.”

He smiled, easing back into his seat. “Thought you’d never ask.”

We didn’t kiss. We didn’t make promises. But he stayed.

And for now, that was enough.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

ONE YEAR later. I barely recognized the woman brushing her shoulder-length hair in the mirror, lips glossed in soft coral, wearing Donnie’s oversized UCLA sweatshirt like a second skin. But she smiled like she finally belonged.

Seven months on hormones changed me in ways I didn’t expect. My chest was fuller now—not dramatic, but enough to make me stand straighter. My cheeks looked rounder, softer. My skin? Glowing, according to Angela, who still sent me random makeup tutorials even though I’d figured out my own routine by now.

My voice? Still me. Just a little warmer, a little clearer. I didn’t force anything anymore. I just… was.

And it felt good.

My laptop dinged behind me. I padded over in fuzzy socks and opened the email—feedback from the production team. They loved the latest cut of the ad. The director said the script was “crisp, emotional, with a twist of heart.” All that for canola oil.

I grinned. Not exactly the screenplay I dreamed of. But it was still my words, on screen, making people feel something. And they paid me. Real money. I had deadlines now. And a savings account.

And a boyfriend who made omelets every Sunday and remembered the name of my childhood goldfish. Donnie was still working with his family’s company, but less hours now. More dinners. More walks around Silver Lake. More waking up beside each other with morning hair and morning breath and not caring at all.

We were quiet together. But never empty.

As for Selene? Last I heard, she’d been bumped down to B-list roles. The scandal took its toll—tabloids had a field day with the Brazilian model, the canceled wedding, the leaked messages. She resurfaced on a weekday soap called Afternoon Dramathon, where she now played the supportive best friend to an actress she once called a “discount Mila Kunis” at an afterparty.

Funny how the universe has a sense of humor. I didn’t hate her. Not anymore. I didn’t love her either. She was a part of my story. Just not the ending.
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That night, Donnie came home with takeout and a cheap bottle of red. We curled up on the couch, my head on his chest, the scent of sesame chicken mixing with the candle I forgot to blow out.

“I saw your pen on the counter today,” he murmured.

“The Miss Taylor one. Does it still have ink?”

I smiled. “Barely, but it’s still my favorite.”

“You’re still my favorite,” he said, like it was the simplest truth in the world.

And for once, I believed it.

I was Carrie Taylor. Writer. Girlfriend. Whole.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“Be the FACE of a feminine skincare brand? Shut up!”

I was the best marketing exec. Summa cum laude. Harvard Business. Youngest achiever at Intra Influence Advertising. I treated every meeting like a debate to win. Every coworker like a stepping stone.

Especially Noah Leclair.

He was charming, grounded, everything I wasn’t. And when I got demoted and reassigned to his department, he handed me the most humiliating campaign of all—LunaGlow. Flirty and feminine skincare.

He said I should be the face of it. So I did it. Out of spite. Out of ego.

I wore the shimmer balm, the serum, the gloss. Then my skin got too soft. My voice too light. My chest started to ache. Turns out, the products weren’t just cosmetic—they were laced with estrogen.

Read He Accidentally Feminized Me

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 Confessions from the Closet.

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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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
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