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Introduction

“No shoes inside the house, only stockings.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I went to Japan to finish my degree, flirt a little, and prove I could survive anywhere. I didn’t expect my exchange apartment to come with rules. Or a roommate who enforced them like my future depended on it.

Hiroshi was calm. Controlled. Unyielding.

No drinking before night. No girls in the apartment. No noise. No excuses. He said it was about discipline. About fitting in. About graduating on time.

At first, I fought him. Then I failed. So, I followed.

Grooming. Clothes. Posture. Stillness. Stockings under slacks. Lace where no one could see. A wig I laughed at—until I didn’t.

What started as survival became something quieter. Truer. I stopped pretending it was temporary. I stopped pretending I didn’t like the way he looked at me when I dressed this way.

Falling for a man wasn’t part of the plan. Becoming a woman wasn’t either. But by the time I learned my name—Darlene—it was already too late to go back.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Feminized Exchange Student.


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

∞∞∞

I LANDED in Tokyo with the kind of confidence you only get when you’ve already convinced yourself this is going to change your life.

I was twenty-one, weeks away from finishing my last requirements back home, and I’d sold this exchange semester to everyone—my advisor, my dad, my friends—as a strategic move. International Studies. Asia track. Field experience. Language immersion. Networking. The words came easy. The reality felt like a dare.

Narita smelled like polished floors and quiet money. The crowds moved like they’d agreed on rules I hadn’t been given yet. I rolled my suitcase behind me like I owned the place, shoulders up, chin up, earbuds in even though nothing was playing. It was armor. American armor.

The address they gave me wasn’t a dorm. It was an apartment building with a narrow lobby and a keypad that beeped with clinical politeness. I pressed the buttons the way I pressed through most things—decisive, slightly too hard.

Upstairs, the hallway was clean enough to make my sneakers feel guilty. I found the unit number, knocked once, then again because the first knock sounded small.

The door opened on the second knock.

He was my age—maybe exactly, maybe a couple months older. Average height, lean, black hair that looked like it had never been caught in the rain. He wore a plain dark shirt and house pants, like he’d dressed specifically to look like he hadn’t tried. His expression was neutral in a way that didn’t invite negotiation.

“Darren Briggs?” he asked in English.

His accent was there, but his control over the language was too good for me to feel superior about anything.

“That’s me.” I lifted a hand like we were meeting at a party. “Hey. You’re Hiroshi, right? Nice to finally—”

He stepped back, opening the door wider, and I took it as permission to enter. The apartment was neat. Not sterile. Lived-in, but orderly. Shoes aligned at the entrance. No random clutter. No pile of keys thrown onto a table like an afterthought.

I wheeled my suitcase in and looked around, loudness automatically filling the silence.

“This is a pretty good setup,” I said. “Way better than I expected. The email said ‘shared housing’ and I pictured—”

“Shoes,” he cut in, eyes dropping to my feet.

“What?”

He pointed to the entryway. There were indoor slippers lined up, two pairs, both plain. “Shoes off. Here.”

“Oh. Right.” I laughed once, like it was a joke I was in on. I kicked my sneakers off and tried to do it casually, but my sock caught and I almost stumbled. I recovered with a grin. “Okay, okay. I’m learning.”

Hiroshi didn’t smile. He waited until my shoes were placed properly—actually placed, not just abandoned—before he turned and walked deeper into the apartment.

I followed, pulling my suitcase. The wheels sounded too loud on the floor. I didn’t slow down.

He stopped near the kitchen, facing me like I was a new piece of furniture someone had delivered and he was checking for damage.

“I will explain,” he said. “Apartment rules.”

“Sure.” I leaned a hip against the counter. “Hit me.”

He didn’t react to the tone. He spoke like he was reading bullet points he’d memorized, and somehow that was worse than if he’d been rude.

“First. No alcohol before evening. Not in daytime.”

I blinked. “Like… ever?”

“Ever,” he said, and it wasn’t harsh. It was final.

“That’s… specific.” I tried to keep it light. “I mean, I wasn’t planning on doing shots at breakfast.”

“No alcohol in daytime,” he repeated, like he hadn’t heard me.

I straightened a little. “Okay. Fine.”

“Second,” he continued. “No guests. Especially girls.”

I laughed again, because my brain refused to accept he meant that literally. “You can’t be serious.”

“I am serious,” he said. He met my eyes without blinking. “This apartment is assigned by university. If there is trouble, they contact me. Noise, complaints, police—”

“Police?” I echoed, half amused, half offended.

He kept going. “Third. No loud noise. No music loud. No shouting. No parties.”

I opened my mouth to argue, then closed it, because I didn’t have a good counter that didn’t make me sound like a child.

“And fourth,” he said, “your academic performance matters. Your behavior matters. This exchange reflects on my brother, our family and on me.”

That one landed. Not because it was dramatic, but because it wasn’t. It was a simple statement of consequences.

I had expected a roommate. A guy I could drink with, talk to, maybe drag to bars. I hadn’t expected an authority figure my age.

I crossed my arms. “So you’re like… the resident hall monitor?”

His gaze flicked over me—fast, assessing, not insulting. “I am responsible,” he said. “University contacted me. My brother is the exchange student going to America. This arrangement is part of that.”

His brother. Right. I’d skimmed the email. Something about a reciprocal program, matched placements, family guarantees. I’d cared more about my flight details.

“You don’t have to babysit me,” I said.

“I am not babysitting,” he replied calmly. “I am protecting.”

“From what? Me having fun?”

He didn’t take the bait. He said, “From problems. You want to graduate, yes?”

That was the first time his voice shifted. Not louder. Just slightly sharper, like he’d found the pressure point.

I didn’t answer immediately, and that silence told on me.

I did want to graduate. I had to. My last semester’s credits, my recommendation letter, the final capstone project—this exchange was tied into all of it. I couldn’t screw up. I couldn’t come back with a story about how I got kicked out of housing for noise complaints or whatever.

Hiroshi waited, unbothered.

I exhaled through my nose. “Yes. I want to graduate.”

“Then you follow rules,” he said. “Simple.”

The anger I felt wasn’t even fully anger. It was that hot, prickly thing you get when someone sets a boundary and you realize they’re going to keep it.

I nodded once. “Okay.”

He watched me like he didn’t trust my okay. Like he’d heard okay from people who didn’t mean it.

“I will show your room,” he said.

My room was smaller than my bedroom back home, but it was clean. Bed made. Desk cleared. A sheet of paper on the desk with the Wi-Fi password written neatly in English letters. There was a spare towel folded on the bed, like a hotel.
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“Nice,” I said, and meant it. Then I ruined it by adding, “Do you always do the whole rules thing with everyone, or am I special?”

Hiroshi looked at me for a second, and for the first time, there was something like amusement—but it didn’t reach his mouth.

“You are American,” he said.

I snorted. “Fair.”

He turned to leave, then paused at the door.

“Again,” he added, “no shoes inside the house. Floor is tatami.”

I looked down. I was still in socks. “Okay,” I said. “No problem.”

He nodded and left.

The door clicked shut softly behind him, like even the apartment’s sounds obeyed his rules.

I stood there for a moment, hand still on my suitcase handle, and realized something I didn’t like:

I was going to have to earn comfort here.

And the guy in the other room had the power to decide how hard that would be.

That first night, jet lag hit like a bad decision. My body thought it was afternoon. My brain thought it was midnight. I unpacked too fast, then sat on the bed staring at my own clothes like they belonged to someone else.

I heard movement in the kitchen—quiet, efficient. The clink of a cup placed gently on a counter. No slammed doors. No cabinet banging. Hiroshi moved like he’d been trained not to disturb.

I went out because I hated being alone with the feeling that I’d already lost ground.

He was at the table with a laptop open, reading something in Japanese. A notebook beside it, handwritten notes that looked like they belonged in a museum—clean lines, no messy cross-outs.

He glanced up when I entered.

“There is tea,” he said, gesturing toward the counter.

“I’m good,” I said automatically, then changed my mind. “Actually—yeah. Tea sounds… fine.”

I poured it into a mug and sat across from him. The tea tasted like hot water with discipline in it.

“So,” I said, tapping my fingers on the table before I remembered he hated noise. I stopped. “Your brother. Kenji.”

“Yes.”

“What’s he like?” I tried to make it casual, but I wanted information. If Hiroshi was going to run this place like a contract, I needed to know the terms.

Hiroshi didn’t answer right away. He considered the question like it mattered.

“He is… respectful,” he said finally. “He listens. He understands situation quickly.”

“Okay,” I said. “So he’s the perfect exchange student.”

“He is adaptable,” Hiroshi continued, as if he hadn’t heard my sarcasm. “He does not create trouble.”

I lifted my eyebrows. “You saying I look like trouble?”

“Most Americans are… loud,” he replied, without heat. “It is… your culture.”

I wanted to argue with that. Instead I said, “Is your brother popular in school?”

Hiroshi’s gaze flicked up. “Yes.”

“Especially with girls.”

He didn’t smile, but something shifted again—faint, almost imperceptible, like he was acknowledging the game I’d just named.

“Kenji does not chase,” he said. “He is calm. Girls like calm.”

“That’s it?” I leaned forward. “Just calm?”

“In Japan,” Hiroshi said, “many girls do not like men who take too much space.”

I stared at him, trying to decide if he was insulting me or educating me.

“So what,” I said slowly, “I’m supposed to shrink?”

He held my gaze. “You are supposed to read the room.”

I laughed under my breath. “Okay. And your brother reads the room.”

“Yes.”

“And I don’t.”

“Not yet,” he corrected.

That word—yet—hit like a challenge.

I tightened my grip on the mug. “So you’re gonna teach me.”

Hiroshi’s eyes dropped to my hands, then back to my face. “If you want.”

“I do,” I said, too quickly. Then, because I hated how eager that sounded, I added, “I didn’t come all the way here to be invisible.”

For the first time, Hiroshi actually paused like he might say something personal. He didn’t. He closed his laptop slowly.

“Then you follow rules,” he said again. “And you learn.”

I exhaled, irritated. “You really love that line.”

“It is true,” he said. “Rules make life easier.”

“That’s one way to describe it.”

He stood, took his mug, rinsed it immediately, and set it in a drying rack like the universe would collapse if he left it in the sink overnight.

He looked back at me. “Good night, Darren.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Good night.”

He walked away, and I sat there with my tea cooling, thinking about his brother—this calm, popular, respected ghost.

And thinking about how Hiroshi said his name like it was a standard I had already failed to meet.

The next day, Tokyo was bright and cold in that clean winter way that made everything look sharper than it was.

I did orientation. I got my student ID. I listened to polite speeches about cultural exchange and mutual respect. I smiled. I nodded. I did the things you do when you know your grades depend on being liked.

By late afternoon, my head felt too full. I wanted relief. Something familiar. Something that tasted like home.

I found a convenience store on the way back and stood in front of the drinks, looking at the cans like they were friends. I didn’t even want to get drunk. I just wanted the small comfort of cracking something open.

I remembered the rule: No alcohol before evening.

I checked my phone.

It was 4:12 p.m.

Evening wasn’t a real legal definition. It was a vibe. I could make a case for it. The sun was already low. Tokyo got dark early.

I bought a can anyway.

The moment I stepped into the apartment, I felt like the air itself was watching. I kicked off my shoes, lined them up, carried my bag to the kitchen, and popped the tab.

The sound was small. But in that apartment, it sounded like a confession.

I took a sip and felt my shoulders drop.

Then Hiroshi walked in.

He didn’t rush. He didn’t look angry. He just stopped at the edge of the kitchen like he’d crossed into a crime scene.

His eyes went to the can. Then to my face.

“It is daytime,” he said.

“It’s basically evening,” I replied. I tried to make it a joke. “Look outside. It’s already getting dark.”

He didn’t move. “It is daytime.”

I felt heat crawl up my neck. “Come on. I had orientation all day. I’m exhausted.”

He stepped closer—not aggressive, just certain. The kind of closeness that made you lower your voice instinctively.

“Darren,” he said, and my name sounded different in his mouth now. Less friendly. More official. “No alcohol before evening. That was clear.”

I could’ve fought. I could’ve doubled down. I could’ve made a point out of it.

But all I saw, suddenly, was the chain of consequences he’d mentioned: complaints, university contact, reflections on him, on his family, on his brother in the U.S. And beyond that, I saw my graduation paperwork, my advisor’s emails, the line on my transcript that said Exchange Completed.

I didn’t want to lose any of that over a stupid can.

I set it down on the counter.

Hiroshi watched me do it, then reached out and took the can without asking. He didn’t dump it dramatically. He just carried it to the sink, poured it out, rinsed it, and tossed it in the bin.

The whole thing took maybe ten seconds.

Then he turned back to me.

“No more,” he said.

Something in my chest tightened. Worse than anger. Worse than embarrassment.

Being managed.

I wanted to snap at him. Tell him he wasn’t my parent. Tell him I paid for this, too. Tell him he couldn’t control me.

But the worst part was—somewhere under the irritation—my body had already adjusted to his authority. Like it recognized it.

“Fine,” I said, flat.

Hiroshi nodded once, like we’d concluded a meeting. “Thank you.”

Then he walked away.

No lecture. No drama. Just quiet control.

I stood there staring at the empty space where the can had been, feeling ridiculous for caring so much.

And feeling something else I didn’t want to name yet:

If he could take something that small from me without raising his voice… what else could he take?

And why did it feel like I’d already started letting him?


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE UNIVERSITY campus looked like it had been designed to make you behave. Wide walkways. Low voices. Students moving in small, purposeful clusters. No one lingering without a reason. Even the benches felt intentional, like sitting was something you earned.

I showed up late on purpose the first day, jacket open, shoulders loose, trying to project the same ease that worked back home. I told myself confidence translated everywhere. People could smell insecurity. You just had to own the space you were in.

That was the theory.

In the lecture hall, I slid into an empty seat next to a girl with neatly tied hair and a notebook already open. She glanced at me once, polite, then went back to writing.

“Hey,” I said quietly. “Is this seat taken?”

She looked again, surprised, then shook her head. “No.”

I smiled. “I’m Darren. Exchange student.”

“I know,” she said. “They introduced you.”

Right. Orientation. Of course.

I tried again anyway. “You in International Studies too?”

“Yes.”

“Cool. Same.” I leaned back slightly, careful not to encroach, or what I thought was careful. “You from Tokyo?”

She hesitated, just a fraction. “Osaka.”

“Nice. I’ve never been. Heard it’s fun.”

“It is,” she said, already looking past me.

I waited for the conversational handoff that never came. She didn’t ask me where I was from. Didn’t smile beyond the polite minimum. She turned back to her notes like the interaction had concluded naturally.

I told myself it was nothing. First day nerves. People were shy. Cultural difference.

After class, I tried again—this time with a different girl near the vending machines. I commented on the weather, on the professor, on how confusing the campus map was. She responded to each thing individually, courteously, efficiently. No openings. No hooks. When her friend arrived, she excused herself with a small bow that somehow made me feel rude.

By lunchtime, the pattern was undeniable.

Every interaction was fine. That was the problem. Fine meant closed. No friction. No spark. Just polite disengagement that left me standing there holding the echo of my own voice.

I sat at a table outside with a tray of food and watched groups form around me. Girls leaned toward each other when they talked. Laughed softly, covering their mouths. Glanced at me, then away. Not interested, not offended. Just… uninterested.

I tried one more time, because I’m stubborn like that.

A girl sat across from me at a shared table, scrolling on her phone. I waited a beat, then said, “Mind if I sit here?”

She looked up, surprised. “It’s okay.”

“I’m Darren,” I said again, because what else was there?

She nodded. “I know.”

That stung more than it should have.

“Exchange program?” she added.

“Yeah. From the U.S.”

“Oh.” She smiled, but it was distant, observational. “You are… very American.”

I laughed, assuming it was playful. “Guilty.”

She nodded, then went back to her phone.

That was it. No follow-up. No curiosity.

I ate quickly and left.
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Later, walking between buildings, I passed a group of girls standing near a railing. One of them glanced at me, said something quietly, and the others smiled. Not mean. Just… amused. Like I was something they’d already categorized.

As I walked past, I heard a soft laugh behind me.

It wasn’t cruel. That almost made it worse.

By the end of the day, my confidence felt performative. Like I’d been doing a bad impression of myself.

I didn’t give up. I just changed locations.

That evening, I went out alone. I told Hiroshi I was going for a walk, which was technically true. I just didn’t mention the bar I’d scoped out earlier—a place near the station with warm lighting and stools close enough to pretend intimacy.

Inside, the atmosphere was relaxed but controlled. No shouting. No sloppy bodies. People spoke close, voices low.

I took a seat at the bar and ordered a drink, finally allowed by the clock. The bartender nodded and slid it over without conversation. I watched couples around me—men who barely spoke, who listened more than they talked, who took up very little space.

I tried to mimic that.

A woman a few stools down glanced my way. I caught her eye and smiled. She looked away immediately, like she’d been caught staring at something embarrassing.

I waited, then said, softly this time, “Hi.”

She looked back, polite. “Hello.”

“I’m Darren.”

She hesitated. “Yes?”

“I just moved here. Exchange student.”

“Ah.” She nodded, like that explained everything. “Good luck.”

And then she turned back to her drink.

I sat there longer than I should have, nursing my glass, feeling more conspicuous the quieter I tried to be. Every move felt wrong. Too much or not enough. I couldn’t find the rhythm.

Outside, the streets were bright and busy. I tried again in a café, then on the sidewalk, then in a convenience store line where I commented on someone’s drink choice like an idiot.

Each time, the response was the same: polite confusion, quick disengagement.

At one point, a woman smiled at me—really smiled—and I felt a surge of relief. Finally.

Then she said, “Sorry, I don’t speak English,” and walked away before I could answer in broken Japanese.

I laughed out loud, alone.

By the time I headed home, my reflection in the train window looked exaggerated. My gestures. My posture. My face. Like I was taking up too much space even sitting still.

I felt foreign in a way I hadn’t expected. Not exotic. Not interesting.

Just… off.

I got home and dropped my bag harder than necessary. The sound echoed.

Hiroshi appeared in the doorway almost immediately.

“Noise,” he said, calmly.

I closed my eyes and exhaled. “Sorry.”

He watched me for a moment. “You went out.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m allowed.”

“Yes,” he said. “In evening.”

I laughed, sharp. “Relax. I followed the rules.”

He didn’t rise to it. He waited.

The silence pressed in until I broke.

“It’s not working,” I said. “Any of it.”

He tilted his head slightly. “What is not working?”

“Making new friends… with girls,” I snapped. “And talking. Being normal.”

“You are being normal,” he said. “For where you come from.”

I turned on him. “That’s not helpful.”

“No,” he agreed. “It is not.”

I ran a hand through my hair. “They don’t respond. They don’t engage. I feel like a walking stereotype.”

Hiroshi crossed his arms—not defensive, just thoughtful. “Social perception matters here.”

“So I should just give up?” I asked.

“No,” he said. “You should adapt.”

“There it is,” I said. “You and your rules.”

“This is not a rule,” he said. “It is reality.”

I scoffed. “You’re telling me you’re a dating expert?”

“Yes, but more importantly, your dating life might affect your grades too,” he said simply.

I stared at him. “That’s insane.”

“It is connected,” he continued. “Professors talk. Students talk. Exchange students are watched. If you are seen as disruptive, unserious—”

“I’m not disruptive.”

“You are loud,” he said. “You interrupt. You take space.”

“That’s just who I am.”

He held my gaze. “Then who you are will struggle here.”

The words landed harder than I expected.

I crossed my arms, mirroring him. “So what, you’re offering to fix me?”

“No,” he said. “I’ll guide you.”

I laughed bitterly. “Same thing.”

He stepped closer—not into my space, but enough that the conversation sharpened. “If you want to graduate,” he said, voice even, “you do not have to like this. You just have to finish.”

I swallowed.

“You follow,” he continued. “I help you adjust faster. Social graces. Presentation. Behavior.”

“And if I don’t?”

He didn’t threaten me. He didn’t have to.

“You will learn slowly,” he said. “And suffer more.”

I hated how reasonable it sounded.

I looked away, jaw tight. Every instinct told me to resist. To push back. To refuse to be managed like this.

But then I saw my syllabus. My advisor’s emails. The date circled on my calendar back home.

Graduation.

I exhaled, long and controlled. “Fine,” I said. “I’ll follow. For now.”

Hiroshi nodded once, like we’d just signed something.

“Good,” he said. “We start tomorrow.”

Something cold and electric settled in my chest.

I told myself this was temporary.

I told myself I was in control.

I didn’t realize yet how quickly following would start to feel easier than leading.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

HIROSHI didn’t ease into it. The morning after I agreed to “follow,” he knocked once on my door and said, “Bathroom. Now.”

No greeting. No explanation.

I checked the time. Just after eight. Sunlight cut clean lines across the floor, highlighting every dust-free surface like the apartment was proud of itself.

“What for?” I asked, already standing.

“Grooming,” he said. “You start today.”

I followed him because I’d already learned that asking why just slowed things down.

He’d laid everything out on the bathroom counter with unsettling precision. New razors. A trimmer. Bottles with labels I couldn’t read but could guess. Clean towels stacked like props.

I stared at the setup. “You planning to murder me or something?”

“No,” he said. “You are too hairy.”

I barked out a laugh. “What?”

He met my eyes in the mirror. “Like a gorilla.”

I turned fully toward him. “Excuse me?”

“American men,” he continued calmly, “do not notice this. But Japanese girls do. Body hair is dirty. Uncontrolled.”

“That’s—” I gestured at my chest, my arms. “That’s just… normal.”

“For you,” he said. “Not here.”

I opened my mouth to argue, then closed it again. The fight rose fast in my chest—hot, defensive, embarrassed.

“You expect me to shave everything?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“That’s insane.”

He didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t smile. He simply said, “If you want to be seen as clean.”

The word hit harder than attractive. Clean implied moral value. Order. Worthiness.

I scoffed. “This is ridiculous.”

Hiroshi picked up the trimmer and held it out to me. “Do you want help, or do you want to do it yourself?”

That made my jaw tighten. I snatched it from his hand.

“I’ll do it,” I said. “I’m not a child.”

“Good,” he replied, stepping back. “I will tell you where.”

The process was miserable.

Hair I’d never thought about before ended up in the sink, on the floor, clinging to my skin like evidence. My reflection looked progressively stranger—less familiar, less armored.

Every time I hesitated, Hiroshi corrected me. Not impatient. Just precise.

“Lower.”
“Arms too.”
“Do not rush.”

When I finished, my skin felt exposed. Cooler. Almost fragile. I wrapped a towel around myself instinctively.

“This is insane,” I muttered.

He ignored that and handed me a bottle. “Wash. Then skin care.”

I laughed, sharp. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

He didn’t respond. He reached for his phone instead and turned the screen toward me.

It was a photo of a J-pop idol—young, impossibly smooth, styled to perfection. The guy looked unreal. Not masculine in the way I understood it. Beautiful, controlled, almost delicate.

“This is popular,” Hiroshi said. “This is what girls see.”

I stared at the screen longer than I meant to.

“That’s… not real,” I said finally.
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“Neither is your confidence,” he replied, evenly.

That stung.

He showed me how to cleanse. How to apply toner. How to moisturize. His hands never touched me, but he hovered close enough that I felt guided, corrected, monitored.

Then came posture.

“Stand,” he said.

I stood.

He moved behind me, close enough that I could feel his presence without contact. “Shoulders down. Relax your chest. You are always bracing.”

“I’m not bracing.”

“You are,” he said. “Stop.”

He tapped the space between my shoulder blades with two fingers—brief, impersonal. I felt it anyway.

“Breathe,” he instructed. “Slow.”

I exhaled.

“Again.”

My voice, when I spoke, sounded different. Quieter. Less push.

“I feel ridiculous,” I said.

“But you don’t look it,” he replied.

I hated that he was right.

By the time he stepped away, my reflection felt unfamiliar in a way that wasn’t entirely unpleasant. Cleaner lines. Softer edges.

I didn’t say that.

Three days later, Hiroshi took the day off.

I learned this because he told me, “We go shopping,” while I was halfway through breakfast.

I looked up. “Shopping?”

“Yes.”

“For what?”

“Clothes.”

I stared at him. “No.”

He sipped his coffee. “Yes.”

“I already have clothes.”

“They do not work.”

“They’re fine.”

“They are loud,” he said. “They announce you.”

“That’s kind of the point.”

“It should not be.”

We went anyway.

The shopping district was busy but controlled—clean storefronts, quiet confidence. Hiroshi walked ahead of me like he knew exactly where we were going, never looking back to check if I was following.

The first store felt expensive. Minimalist. Mannequins dressed in soft layers that blurred gender lines without crossing them.

I picked up a shirt automatically—structured, familiar. Hiroshi took it from my hands and put it back.

“No.”

“Why?”

“Too stiff.”

He handed me something else. The fabric felt different immediately—lighter, almost fluid.

“This isn’t me,” I said.

“It isn’t supposed to be,” he replied. “It’s functional.”

That word again.

In the fitting room, I stared at myself in the mirror. Slimmer cuts hugged me in places I wasn’t used to noticing. Colors were muted. Cream, gray, soft black.

I stepped out reluctantly.

Hiroshi looked me over. Slowly. Critically.

“Better,” he said.

“I look… smaller,” I muttered.

“You look considered.”

We moved through store after store. Each time I protested less. Each time he corrected gently but firmly.

“No logos.”
“Too aggressive.”
“This line softens.”

I caught myself adjusting my posture without being told.

That bothered me more than anything.

The change was immediate.

On Monday, walking onto campus, I felt exposed. Not in a sexual way. In a way that made me hyperaware of how I moved, how I occupied space.

And people noticed.

Girls glanced at me—and didn’t look away immediately. Smiles came easier. Politer. Curious. One girl nodded at me in passing like she recognized something she approved of.

A professor addressed me more patiently. A classmate asked where I bought my coat.

Nothing dramatic happened.

That was the point.

I wasn’t invisible. I wasn’t ridiculous.

I hated how much it worked.

That afternoon, I caught my reflection in a window and barely recognized myself. Cleaner. Softer. Controlled.

I should’ve been angry.

Instead, I felt… efficient.

When I got home, Hiroshi looked up from his laptop.

“Better day,” he said.

I didn’t answer right away.

“Yeah,” I said finally. “It was.”

He nodded once, like a report had been filed.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

BY THE SECOND month, the changes had stopped feeling like experiments and started feeling like routines. I woke up earlier. I showered longer. I shaved without being told. I stood differently without thinking about it. Hiroshi didn’t praise me for any of it, which somehow made it worse. Like this was the baseline now. Like I’d finally reached something expected.

That morning, he waited until I was dressed and in the kitchen before he spoke.

“Today,” he said, not looking up from his coffee, “we adjust lower body line.”

I frowned. “What does that even mean?”

He finally met my eyes. “Silhouette.”

I snorted. “Jesus. You make it sound like architecture.”

“It is,” he said. “People read shape before face. Consider it like Toyota’s TQM.”

“TQM?”

“Total quality management,” he said matter-of-factly, like I was supposed to know what that meant. I leaned back against the counter, arms crossed. “Okay, what are you suggesting now?”

He set his mug down and went to his room. When he came back, he was holding a small, neatly folded package. White paper. No branding. Something you might confuse for socks if you didn’t look too closely.

He placed it on the counter between us.

“Hosiery,” he said.

The word landed wrong. Too precise. Too intentional.

I stared at the package. “Like stockings? No.”

“You have not seen it yet,” he replied.

“I don’t need to,” I said. “No.”

“It controls leg line,” he continued, unfazed. “Removes harsh angles. Hides blemishes. Makes movement… cleaner.”

“I said no.” My voice was louder than I meant it to be.

Hiroshi tilted his head slightly, studying me. “You are already wearing leggings.”

“That’s different.”

“How?”

“They’re still pants.”

He didn’t answer immediately. He reached out, picked up the package, unfolded it just enough that I could see the fabric.

It was thin. Sheer. Dark.

Stockings.

My chest tightened instantly, like my body had decided this was a threat before my brain could catch up.

“No,” I said again, sharper. “Absolutely not.”

“This is normal,” he said. “Many men here wear them under clothes. For work. For presentation.”

“That’s bullshit.”

“It is not,” he said calmly. “You think you are the first foreign student who needed adjustment?”

I laughed, but it came out wrong. “You’re out of your mind.”

He held my gaze. “You said you would follow.”

“I didn’t say I’d turn into—” I stopped myself, heat rushing to my face. “This isn’t about fitting in. This is something else.”

“This is about results,” he replied. “You have seen them.”

“Not like this.”

He stepped closer, not invading my space, just closing the distance enough that the conversation sharpened.

“You are resisting because you are imagining meaning,” he said. “There is none. It is fabric.”

“Easy for you to say,” I snapped. “You’re not the one being told to wear women’s shit.”

“Clothes are clothes,” he said, and for the first time, there was a hint of irritation in his voice. “They are tools. Utility.”

I shook my head, adrenaline buzzing in my ears. “No. This crosses a line.”

“Lines are cultural,” he said.

“Mine isn’t,” I shot back. “I’m not doing this.”

I grabbed my jacket from the chair, shoved my arms into it, and headed for the door.

“Darren,” he said, sharply now.

I didn’t stop.

I kicked on my shoes, not aligning them properly this time, and yanked the door open.

“I need air,” I said. “You can’t just keep pushing like this.”

“You are walking away from guidance,” he replied.

“I’m walking away from bullshit.”

I slammed the door harder than I ever had.

The hallway echoed.

I walked for hours.
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Tokyo at night was quieter than it should’ve been. Neon without chaos. Movement without noise. I wandered through streets where couples walked close together without touching, where groups laughed softly like volume itself was regulated.

Everywhere I looked, I saw men who looked… managed. Clean lines. Controlled gestures. No excess.

It pissed me off.

I kept replaying the moment in the kitchen. The package. The word hosiery. The way Hiroshi had said it like it was inevitable.

By the time I finished two cans of beer at the nearby 7-Eleven, I went back.

The apartment lights were dim, but Hiroshi was wide awake… waiting.

He stood near the table, arms relaxed at his sides, like he’d been expecting me at a specific time.

“You broke two rules,” he said. “Noise. Shoes.”

I laughed bitterly. “You serious right now?”

“Yes.”

“Unbelievable.”

I kicked my shoes off again, more deliberately this time, and lined them up with exaggerated care.

“There,” I said. “Happy?”

He didn’t react. “We need to talk.”

“No,” I snapped. “You need to back off.”

He folded his arms—not defensive. Grounded. “You agreed to follow.”

“I agreed to improve my social graces,” I said. “Not to be controlled.”

“This is control,” he said. “That is what guidance is.”

“That’s bullshit,” I repeated. “You’re micromanaging my body. My clothes. My movements. You’re humiliating me.”

“Humiliation is how you feel,” he said. “Not what I am doing.”

I stepped closer, invading his space this time. “You called me a gorilla.”

“That was accurate,” he said coolly. “And you shaved.”

I clenched my fists. “You don’t get to decide what I do with my body.”

He finally snapped.

Not loudly. Not dramatically.

His voice sharpened, precise as a blade.

“I get to decide,” he said, “how this exchange reflects on me.”

I froze.

“You are here,” he continued, “because my family agreed to this arrangement. Your visa. Your housing. Your recommendation. They are not abstract.”

“You wouldn’t—”

“You think the university separates academics from behavior?” he interrupted. “They do not. You are watched. You are evaluated.”

I swallowed.

“You think professors do not talk?” he went on. “That other students do not comment? That complaints do not reach offices?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it.

“You want to graduate,” he said. “You want a clean record. You want a letter that says you adapted, not that you struggled.”

My chest felt tight now, not with anger but with something closer to panic.

“You are not trapped,” he added. “You can leave. You can fail slowly.”

“That’s not a choice,” I said hoarsely.

“It is,” he replied. “You just do not like the cost.”

Silence fell between us, heavy and absolute.

I looked at him then—really looked. Calm. Controlled. Completely sure of his position.

And the worst part wasn’t that he was right.

It was that some part of me wanted him to be.

“You enjoy this,” I accused quietly. “Don’t you?”

“No,” he said. “I am efficient.”

“You like telling me what to do.”

“I like order.”

“You like watching me comply.”

That made him pause.

Just a fraction. Enough that I saw it.

“I like results,” he said finally.

I laughed, breathless. “You don’t even hear yourself.”

“You want my approval,” he said suddenly.

The words hit harder than anything else he’d said.

I stared at him. “No, I don’t.”

“You do,” he said. “That is why you are angry.”

I wanted to deny it. To tear it apart.

But the truth sat there, ugly and undeniable.

I did want it.

His nods. His quiet better. The way he looked at me like something had been corrected instead of broken.

“I hate this,” I said.

“I know,” he replied.

“You’re changing me.”

“Yes.”

“For your convenience.”

“For your survival,” he corrected.

I turned away, hands shaking.

“I can’t do the stockings,” I said. “That’s where it stops.”

Hiroshi was silent for a long moment.

Then he said, “You can stop. And you can struggle. Or you can finish.”

I closed my eyes.

The apartment felt smaller. The walls closer.

Trapped.

When the next morning came, I wore the stockings. Not because I’d been convinced. Because I hadn’t slept. The argument replayed on a loop in my head—his voice, steady and unyielding. The word finish echoing like a verdict.

I locked my door and sat on the edge of the bed with the package in my hands.

My fingers shook as I opened it.

The stockings were thinner than I’d expected. Almost weightless. They pooled like ink when I lifted them.

“This is stupid,” I muttered.

I pulled them on roughly, angry, careless. The fabric slid up my legs too easily, clinging where nothing had ever clung before.

I stood and faced the mirror.

I looked ridiculous.

That was my first thought. Ridiculous. Wrong. Stripped of something I couldn’t name.

My legs looked longer. Smoother. Sexy—even.

I felt exposed in a way jeans had never made me feel.

I waited for disgust to peak.

For panic.

For something to snap.

Instead, silence settled in.

Not relief. Not pleasure.

Stillness.

I adjusted my pants over them, hands slow now despite myself. The silhouette changed. Subtle. Effective.

Functional.

I hated that word.

When I stepped into the kitchen, Hiroshi looked up.

He didn’t smile. He didn’t comment.

His gaze dropped briefly, assessing, then returned to my face.

“Good,” he said.

Something in my chest loosened and tightened at the same time.

I turned away quickly, embarrassed by the reaction.

Nothing had broken.

Something had settled.

And that terrified me more than the fight ever had.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE NIGHT it happened wasn’t planned. That was the first rule it broke. It was a Friday, late enough that the city had softened around the edges. Hiroshi had come home later than usual, jacket loosened, hair slightly out of place in a way I’d learned to read as tired rather than careless.

“Drink,” he said, setting a bottle on the counter.

I checked the time out of habit. “It’s evening.”

“Yes,” he replied. “You are learning.”

That earned a snort from me. We drank slowly at first—him methodical, me catching up too fast. The apartment felt different when we drank together. Less rigid. The silences stretched without tension instead of snapping.

I leaned back in my chair, warm and loose. “You ever relax?” I asked.

“I am relaxed,” he said.

“That’s terrifying.”

He ignored that. His gaze lingered on me longer than usual, unfocused but attentive. The look made my stomach flip in a way I didn’t want to unpack while tipsy.

After the second drink, he stood and disappeared into his room. I heard a drawer open. Then close.

When he came back, he was holding a cloth bag. Plain. Unassuming. Like it could’ve held groceries.

“What’s that?” I asked.

He set it on the table between us.

“You wear something from this,” he said.

I laughed immediately. “In your dreams.”

He didn’t smile. He loosened the drawstring and reached inside.

I leaned forward despite myself. “Hiroshi. Don’t.”

He pulled out fabric—soft, light. A dress. Simple cut. Nothing theatrical.

My laugh turned incredulous. “You’re insane.”

“I am drunk,” he said. “You are drunk. This is honest time.”

I shook my head. “No. Absolutely not.”

He tilted the bag again.

A wig slid into view.

Long. Pink.

I barked out a laugh so loud it bounced off the walls. “Oh my god. No. No way.”

“No way?” he echoed mildly.

I wiped at my eyes. “You’ve lost your mind.”

He studied me, then said, casually, “I will take you to my office.”

I stopped laughing.

“What?”

“Next week,” he continued. “You want to see it, right?”

I did. He knew I did. He’d dangled it before—his work, his world, the place where his discipline made sense.

“You’re bribing me?” I asked.

“I am negotiating,” he said.

I scoffed, but the alcohol made everything feel negotiable. “This is ridiculous.”

“Put it on,” he said.

“No.”

“Darren.”

The way he said my name—low, even—made my skin prickle.

I shook my head, grinning, trying to keep it light. “You’re drunk. Tomorrow you’ll regret this.”

“I do not regret things,” he replied.

He pulled the wig out fully.

Up close, it was better than I expected. Heavy. Soft. Not a costume-store disaster. Pink, yes—but tasteful. Controlled.

“No,” I said again, weaker this time.

“Sit,” he said.

I didn’t realize I was already sitting until he stepped closer.

“This is insane,” I muttered.

“Yes,” he agreed.

He lifted the wig and paused. “May I?”

I laughed, breathless. “You’re unbelievable.”

“You are still here,” he said. “That is permission.”

I should’ve stopped him. I didn’t.

He placed it carefully, adjusting the cap with practiced hands. His fingers were warm, precise. He stepped back, tilted his head, then adjusted again.

“There,” he said.

I stared at my reflection in the darkened window.

The shock was quiet.

My face looked… different. Framed. Softer. My jaw less aggressive. My eyes bigger somehow.

I didn’t recognize myself.

And that hit harder than laughter ever could.

“Wear the stockings,” Hiroshi said.

I snorted. “Why not.”

“And the lace bra.”

I laughed again, louder this time, but it sounded strange in my ears. “Sure. Why not ruin my entire life.”

“You are smiling,” he observed.

“I’m drunk.”

“Yes.”

I complied because the alcohol had stripped away the fear and left only curiosity. Because his eyes never left me. Because the fabric felt familiar now—less foreign than it should’ve been.
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When I finished, I stood there in the dress, wig settled perfectly, stockings smoothing my legs.

Hiroshi inhaled sharply.

That was all. Just once.

The room felt charged. Too close. Too quiet.

I turned toward him. “I look insane.”

“You look… kawaii,” he said.

I stepped closer without deciding to. My heart was beating too fast. My body felt light, unmoored.

We almost kissed.

I could feel it—the space closing, the heat, the inevitability.

Hiroshi pulled back first.

“Sorry,” he said right before he rushed into his bedroom.

Three days later, he kept his promise.

But not the way I expected.

“You will come with me today,” he said over breakfast. “To my office.”

I froze. “Seriously?”

“Yes.”

“Like—inside?”

“Yes.”

I swallowed. “Okay.”

He set his cup down. “You will dress.”

I frowned. “Dress how?”

“As a girl.”

I laughed reflexively. “For what reason?”

He met my eyes. “A gaijin girlfriend is interesting,” he said. “It makes me look cool. Modern. It is good. Maybe it can get me promoted.”

I stared at him. “You’re out of your mind.”

“Do you want to help me?” he asked calmly.

The question lodged in my chest.

I didn’t want to. And I did.

The preparation was meticulous. Makeup, subtle. A blonde wig this time—realistic, professional. A satin camisole under the dress. Tucking, done gently, efficiently. Stockings smooth and familiar now.

I barely recognized myself when we finished.

Outside, no one laughed.

No one stared.

People glanced, then moved on.

I was read as female.

The building loomed ahead—huge, gleaming, impossibly serious. Toyota Motor Corporation headquarters rose like a city within the city.

I felt small. And powerful. And terrified.

Hiroshi reached for my hand.

I let him.

As we walked toward the entrance, my heart raced for reasons that had nothing to do with fear.

I squeezed his fingers without thinking.

He squeezed back.

And for the first time, the question surfaced clearly, dangerously:

Why did it feel like this—with a guy—with him?


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

ANOTHER MONTH has passed, and as the Sakura blossoms started to fall, something within me started to bloom. Hiroshi poured sake with the same precision he did everything else, even as the bottle grew lighter and the line between cups blurred.

“More?” he asked.

I nodded, already warm, already unsteady in ways that had nothing to do with alcohol. I was wearing one of the satin nighties he bought me, which matched the new pair of stockings that I got from Daiso.

The sake went down smooth. My thoughts didn’t.

“I don’t know who I am anymore,” I said, staring at the table.

Hiroshi didn’t interrupt. He poured again.

I laughed, a brittle sound. “That’s dramatic, right? That’s what people say when they want attention.”

“You are not asking for attention,” he said. “You are stating a problem.”

I pressed my palms flat against the wood. “I dress like this at home now. All the time. Not just when you tell me to. I don’t even think about it.”

He watched me carefully. “And?”

“And I keep telling myself it’s temporary,” I said. “That it’s for school. To fit in. To be one of those soft Japanese boys in the magazines.”

He tilted the bottle, topped off his cup. “You could have refused the help anytime you liked.”

The words were calm. Not defensive. Not cruel.

I swallowed. “You know it wasn’t that simple.”

“I know you chose,” he said. “Every time.”

That hit harder than accusation ever could.

“I’m scared,” I admitted. “Because what if I stop? What if I go back? I don’t think I fit there anymore.”

Hiroshi set the bottle down. “You look better in those anyway.”

I laughed again, softer this time. “You make everything sound normal.”

“It is.”

I looked at him then—really looked. His face relaxed by alcohol, his eyes warmer than usual. Less controlled. Still careful.

“I only started doing this to fit in,” I repeated.

“Yes, you said that already,” he agreed.

“And now?” I asked.

He didn’t answer right away.

“I like it,” I said suddenly.

He lifted his gaze.

“I like dressing like this,” I continued, voice shaking. “I like how it feels. I like how I move. I like how… you look at me.”

The silence stretched. Dense. Alive.

“I like seeing you dressed,” Hiroshi said quietly.

Something in my chest loosened. Something else snapped tight.

I moved closer without deciding to. He didn’t move away as I placed my glass carefully on top of the tatami floor before I leaned in.

Then… it happened. I kissed him. Careful. His mouth warm, steady against mine. The first thought that crossed my mind was this is wrong, I’m not gay. The second was don’t stop.

I kissed him again, slower. My body leaned in before my head could argue. His hands came up, resting at my waist, grounding rather than claiming.

The unfamiliarity faded with each breath. The hesitation softened into need.
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When his mouth traced lower, my breath caught—not fear, but sensation. New, overwhelming. I never wanted the kisses to stop, but the way he was touching me compelled my body to do more.

He didn’t say anything as I went south and unwrapped his yukata, he just gasped and looked at me like he was waiting for that very moment his entire life. I saw him, all of him. He was tall, proud, and glistening with need. When I tasted him, it was intimate in a way I hadn’t imagined—close, trusting, undeniable, and oddly tasty.

Hands everywhere. Holding. Exploring. Never rushed. Never crude. I kept servicing him like it wasn’t my first time. I could sense how much he relished every moment by his indiscreet moans and by how he almost snatched the wig from my head.

After, we clung to each other like the world might tilt if we let go. I fell asleep in the nighties as his warmth trailed down my throat. His body was too hot, hot enough for me to ignore the spilled sake on my legs.

I woke sometime later with Hiroshi’s arm around me, his breath steady against my shoulder. He murmured something in Japanese I didn’t understand, but the tone was unmistakable—gentle, reassuring.

“Thank you,” he whispered in English when he realized I was awake. “You make me happy.”

No declarations. No promises.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I DRESSED like a stranger. Jeans. A belt. A plain shirt that sat stiff on my shoulders like it didn’t know me anymore. Everything felt heavier in boy mode, like the fabric itself resisted the shape of my body. I stood in front of the mirror longer than I needed to, tugging at the hem, adjusting nothing. It was a full-circle moment. I arrived in Tokyo as a guy, I was leaving as one… and I hated it.

The apartment was quiet in a way that felt final. Hiroshi had already left for work. We’d agreed it would be easier this way. No goodbyes at the door. No interruptions. Just… space.

We’d said everything the night before. Or at least we’d said enough. Months of happy memories like a couple wrapped in nothing but honesty in the time we had left. We had no labels, we decided not to get into a relationship because we both knew that we’d eventually separate ways.

I picked up my suitcase and walked through the apartment slowly, like I was touring a museum of my own life.

The kitchen table where we’d argued, negotiated, drunk sake late into the night. The bathroom where I’d learned how to take up less space and somehow become more visible. The hallway where my shoes now lined up automatically, even when no one was watching.

I stopped in my room.

The bed was neatly made. On top of it, folded with care, were the clothes I wasn’t taking with me. Dresses. Stockings. Wigs laid out like quiet witnesses.

I sat down hard.

My throat tightened before I could stop it. Tears came suddenly, embarrassingly, blurring everything. I pressed my palm to my mouth, shoulders shaking.

“Thank you,” I whispered, to the room, to the version of myself that had learned how to live here.

I stood, wiped my face, and left.

The door closed softly behind me.

Later that day, the airport was pure chaos. Lines everywhere. Voices overlapping. Rolling luggage colliding like anxious animals. I dragged my suitcase behind me, bumping into ankles, apologizing too often.

At immigration, I handed over my passport and smiled automatically.

The officer glanced at me. “Had fun in Tokyo?”

“Student exchange program,” I replied—and my voice came out higher than I expected.

I cleared my throat quickly, heart racing. “Study, no fun,” I lied.

She stamped my passport without comment and slid it back.

Just like that.

I walked away feeling strangely hollow, like something important had been left unstamped.

In the lounge, time slowed again. I sat with a pamphlet I didn’t read, then wandered to the buffet. I reached for a small bottle of sake without thinking.

My hand froze.

No alcohol before evening.

The rule surfaced so clearly I almost laughed.

I put it back.

Instead, I grabbed a Coke and a handful of cookies, carrying them to a quiet corner. I smiled to myself, small and private.

Two hours before departure. Two hours of thoughts about Hiroshi’s hands. His voice. The way he said my name when he was tired.

I thought about how love had crept up on me without permission.
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On the plane, I took my seat and stared out the window.

“Goodbye,” I whispered. “Hiroshi.”

“Hello, Darlene.”

My breath caught.

A hand slid into mine—warm, familiar, real.

I turned, heart slamming into my ribs. “What are you doing here?”

Hiroshi looked different out of his routines. Softer. Nervous, even.

“I thought I could let you go,” he said. “I thought we agreed on rules.”

“And?” I asked, barely breathing.

He squeezed my hand. “Some rules are stupid and meant to be broken.”

I laughed, half-sob, half-relief. “You’re impossible.”

“Yes,” he agreed. “But I am yours, if you want.”

Tears spilled over as I leaned into him. We kissed—slow, sure, unafraid.

“I love you,” I whispered.

“I knew you’d say that. I love you too,” he said.

And as the flight attendants started demonstrating safety measures, I rested on his chest and listened to his heartbeat. There we were, risking it all, no rules, no labels, and just waiting to take off.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

I LEARNED that America was louder than I remembered. Not cruel—just excessive. Bigger gestures. Bigger voices. Bigger expectations of who you were supposed to be when you landed back on familiar ground.

Minnesota greeted me with cold air and a sky that felt too open, like it was waiting for me to declare myself.

Hiroshi stayed quiet through most of it.

He watched customs officers with the same calm focus he’d watched Tokyo crowds, one hand resting lightly against my back as if anchoring me to the present. When the officer looked between our passports and asked if we were together, Hiroshi answered without hesitation.

“Yes.”

No explanation. No apology.

Just yes.

The apartment I moved into back home was a mess. It didn’t feel like home anymore—but it felt possible. Hiroshi treated it like a project, not a downgrade.

The first hormonal appointment happened six weeks after we arrived. The clinic smelled like antiseptic and paperwork. The doctor spoke slowly, kindly, like she understood this wasn’t a performance. When she asked how long I’d known, I surprised myself by answering honestly.

“I didn’t always,” I said. “But I don’t want to go back.”

She nodded like that made perfect sense.

The pills were small. Unimpressive. Nothing cinematic about them.

The changes weren’t.

Three months in and my skin softened first. Then my emotions rearranged themselves, like someone had turned down the volume on panic and turned up clarity. My body stopped fighting gravity. My reflection stopped arguing with me.

Hiroshi noticed everything.

“You are softer,” he said one night, fingers tracing my arm absently.

He learned my moods before I did. Learned when to hold me and when to step back. Learned the particular way I needed reassurance when my chest ached from growth and my brain convinced me I was imagining it all.
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At night, when America felt too big and too fast, we lay together and talked about nothing important. His work visa process. My graduation timeline. Weather. Food.

Love didn’t need translation anymore.

We never pretended it was easy. He missed Japan. I missed the version of myself that didn’t have to explain anything. But every morning, he was still there. Making coffee. Adjusting my coat. Correcting my posture out of habit.

Some rules survived the ocean.

Others didn’t.

And when I caught my reflection now—really caught it, unguarded—I didn’t see a boy who had changed for survival.

I saw a woman who had crossed an ocean twice and kept herself intact.

I am Darlene.

I didn’t stay.

He came with me.

And somehow, that made all the difference.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Feminized Exchange Student? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.

[image: A person sitting on a chair  Description automatically generated]

“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.

[image: A person with blonde hair and red lipstick  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“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.

[image: A person in a white dress  Description automatically generated]

Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“I’m not going to study if you’re not going to play dress-up!”

Two years ago, I was a tech darling—overpaid, overconfident, and living rent-free in Manhattan. Then my startup collapsed overnight, my salary became a curse, and I found myself one paycheck away from disappearing.

That’s when I took a job I didn’t understand.

Live-in tutor. Penthouse near Central Park. One widowed billionaire. One grieving nine-year-old girl who refused to study—and instead wanted to play dress-up. I told myself it was temporary. The makeup. The dresses. The name she gave me.

Glinda.

Read The Girly Tutor

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 Feminized Exchange Student.

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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