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Introduction

"The director wants me, but she also needs me to play a girl’s role. No thanks, I think I’m good with wiping windows."

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

∞∞∞

Being a janitor at a towering finance corporation, mopping floors, and dreaming of Broadway while feeling trapped in a life too small for my heart was my reality.

Every audition ended the same way, “Too delicate. Too soft.” I believed them, too—until the day a fiery director handed me a script, a dress, and a fateful chance.

Stepping into the role of Margot changed everything. I found more than applause on the stage; I found myself. But as my star rose, so did the stakes. A ruthless rival sought to tear me down, and headlines branded me a fraud.

Just when I thought I’d lost it all, the CEO who believed in me even when I couldn’t believe in myself, proved that the spotlight wasn’t just for the talented—it was for the authentic.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Janitor Turned Actress.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE RADIATOR in our apartment groaned like it was doing me a favor just by being there. The faint warmth it let off barely made a dent in the January chill that clung to the walls. I pulled my blanket tighter, staring up at the ceiling. The cracks running along the plaster looked like fault lines, as if the whole place might crumble at any moment.

My eyes wandered to the Broadway poster taped above my desk: Blaze: A New Musical. Genevieve Langley, center stage, all elegance and drama in her sequined gown, gazed back at me like she owned the world. Maybe she did. I’d stared at her face enough times to know I didn’t belong in her orbit.

“Hey, sunshine.” Ryan’s voice cut through my thoughts. He was leaning against the doorframe of my tiny room, his hair a mess from his overnight shift at the bar.

“You planning on staring at that thing all morning, or are you actually gonna go for it today?”

“I don’t know,” I mumbled, pulling the blanket over my head.

Ryan snorted. “Classic Jamie. You’ve got the voice—now get some guts.”

I peeked out, frowning at him. “Guts won’t fix anything if I’m not what they want.”

He leaned down and snatched the blanket away. “You’re never gonna know unless you try, dummy. Now get dressed. You’ve got an audition, remember?”

Tallis & Greene wasn’t exactly glamorous, but it paid the rent—barely. The floors in the executive offices gleamed so much I could see my reflection when I mopped.

“Careful, you missed a spot.” One of the suits pointed to a tiny streak near the baseboards. His tone wasn’t mean, just dismissive, like I was part of the scenery.

“Sorry, sir,” I muttered, fixing it quickly.
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That was my life: invisible, forgettable. The only time I felt like someone worth noticing was when I sang. But even then, I wasn’t sure if it was enough.

When my shift ended, I checked my phone. Ryan had texted: “Break a leg today. And don’t come home crying unless you’re bringing Chinese.” I rolled my eyes, smiling despite myself.

The audition room was chaos, as always. People rehearsing lines, warming up their voices, and throwing nervous glances at each other. I tried to blend into the background as much as I could, clutching my script like a lifeline.

When it was my turn, I stepped up to the marked spot on the floor. The casting director barely glanced up from his clipboard.

“Whenever you’re ready,” he said, sounding bored.

I sang my heart out, pouring every ounce of emotion I had into the song. My voice felt steady, even good—but when I finished, the room was silent.

The director finally looked at me, his expression unreadable. “You’ve got a nice voice, but…” He trailed off, scribbling something on his clipboard. “We need a leading man, not someone who fades into the background.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out. My chest felt tight, like I’d been punched.

As I stepped off the stage, I heard a soft chuckle behind me.

“Well, that was… cute.”

I turned to see Genevieve Langley, the star of Blaze, leaning against the doorway. Her red lipstick was perfect, and her confidence radiated like a force field.

“Dream smaller, sweetheart,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. Then she walked away, leaving me standing there, humiliated.

The tears didn’t hit until I was outside. I pressed my back against the cold brick wall of the theater, my mind replaying the rejection on a loop. I’d always known I wasn’t like the other guys who auditioned.

Too soft, too quiet, too… wrong.

But hearing it out loud?

It hurt more than I thought it would.

I pulled out my phone, ready to text Ryan, but stopped. What could I even say? You were right. I tried. Now I feel worse than before.

Backstage was empty by the time I dragged myself back in. I had no idea why I didn’t just go home. Maybe it was the silence, the way the worn velvet curtains and dusty stage lights felt like a safe place to fall apart.

I grabbed a random script off the table and started reading lines—female lines. I didn’t care. I just needed to say something, to prove to myself I could still do this, even if no one else believed it.

“Keep going.”

The voice startled me, and I spun around to see a woman standing in the doorway. She looked like she belonged here, with her sharp suit and the kind of confidence that could silence a room.

“Um, sorry,” I stammered, holding up the script.

“I didn’t mean—”

“You’ve got what this role needs,” she interrupted, stepping closer.

“Vulnerability. Heart. I’m Rita Devine, the director.”

[image: Mage media]

My mouth went dry. “Wait, you mean…?”

She smiled. “One of the leads. Margot. It’s yours, if you want it.”

“What?” My voice cracked. “No, I mean—what about—”

“Genevieve?” Rita snorted. “She’s a diva. Margot needs someone real.”

As if on cue, Genevieve appeared in the doorway, looking as smug as ever.

“Oh, how quaint. Another wannabe trying to get a role by sucking up to the boss.”

Rita ignored her, focusing on me. “Well? Are you in or not?”

I hesitated, my mind racing. I didn’t know if I could do it. I wasn’t Genevieve. I wasn’t anyone.

Then Ryan’s words echoed in my head: What’s the worst that can happen? You mop floors forever?

“I’ll do it,” I said quietly.

Genevieve rolled her eyes. “Good luck, sweetheart. You’ll need it.”

Rita grinned. “Let’s get to work.”


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

BIANCA, RITA’S TRUSTED Broadway stylist, didn’t waste any time. The moment I walked into her studio—a bright, cluttered space filled with racks of sequined gowns and tables covered in makeup palettes—she looked me over like I was a puzzle she needed to solve.

“This is the lead?” she asked, raising a perfectly arched eyebrow at Rita. Her voice was sharp but not cruel, like she wasn’t sure if I was worth the effort yet.

Rita smirked. “You’re the best, Bianca. If anyone can turn a caterpillar into a butterfly, it’s you.”

“Lucky me,” Bianca said, then motioned for me to sit in the chair in front of the mirror.

I sank into it, my hands clutching the armrests like I was about to be strapped in for surgery. Bianca pulled on a pair of gloves with the kind of precision that made me nervous.

“First things first: waxing.”

“Waxing?” I echoed, my voice jumping an octave.

“Unless you want Margot to look like a teenage boy playing dress-up,” Bianca said, deadpan. “Relax. It’s not that bad.”

It was that bad. The first strip she yanked off my arm felt like she’d ripped off a layer of skin.

I winced, biting my lip to keep from making a sound. Bianca gave me an unimpressed look. “If you can’t handle this, you’re going to have a real hard time on stage.”

“I’m fine,” I lied, gripping the edge of the chair.

By the time she finished, my skin felt raw and exposed, like every nerve ending was on high alert. She handed me a bottle of lotion and told me to rub it in. “Skincare is non-negotiable,” she said firmly. “Moisturize every day, or you’ll flake like old paint.”

I nodded, feeling too humiliated to argue.

Next came makeup. Bianca pulled out brushes and palettes like a magician unveiling her tricks.
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“Close your eyes,” she instructed, and I did, feeling the soft sweep of a brush against my eyelids.

When she finally let me look in the mirror, I barely recognized myself. My features were sharper, more defined. My eyes looked bigger, brighter, like they belonged to someone with a story to tell.

“Wow,” I whispered, reaching up to touch my face.

Bianca smacked my hand away. “Don’t smudge it.”

As I stared at my reflection, a strange mix of emotions bubbled up inside me. Part of me was fascinated—was this really me?—but another part felt like I was disappearing, like Jamie was being painted over.

Rita clapped her hands, breaking the spell.

“Perfect. Let’s move on to wardrobe.”

The wardrobe room was even more overwhelming than Bianca’s studio. Racks upon racks of dresses, skirts, and blouses in every color imaginable filled the space. Sequins glittered under the fluorescent lights, and the faint scent of fabric softener lingered in the air.

Bianca pulled out a long, flowing dress in a deep burgundy shade. “This will work for starters,” she said, tossing it at me.

I caught it awkwardly. “Uh… where do I…?”

“Over there,” she said, pointing to a curtained-off corner.

I shuffled behind the curtain, staring at the dress like it might bite me. The fabric was soft under my fingers, but as I slipped it on, I felt an unfamiliar tightness in my chest.

“Are you decent?” Bianca called.

“Define decent,” I muttered, stepping out hesitantly.

She circled me, pulling at the fabric and adjusting the neckline. “We’ll need shapewear,” she said decisively. “Your lines need to be smooth.”

“Shapewear?” I asked.

She handed me a beige contraption that looked like it might require an engineering degree to put on. “Go on, try it.”

Ten minutes later, I emerged again, feeling like I was being held together by a rubber band.

“Better,” Bianca said, tilting her head as she inspected me. “Now, let’s see how you move.”

“How I move?”

Bianca grabbed a pair of heels off the rack and set them in front of me. They were black, strappy, and looked like they’d been designed by someone who hated feet.

“I can’t wear those,” I said, backing away.

“You’re not exactly Nicole Kidman tall, you don’t have a choice,” Bianca replied.

I stepped into them gingerly, wobbling like a baby deer. Bianca sighed. “Margot is supposed to glide, not stomp.”

Genevieve’s voice floated into my head, mocking me: Dream smaller, sweetheart.

The thought made my stomach churn. “I’m trying,” I said defensively.

“Try harder,” Bianca shot back.

After what felt like an eternity of stumbling and nearly falling flat on my face, I managed a few tentative steps that didn’t completely embarrass me. Bianca nodded approvingly. “It’s a start.”

“That’s it?” I asked, breathing heavily.

“For today,” she said, smirking. “Don’t get too comfortable.”

As I changed back into my regular clothes, the relief of slipping out of the shapewear was short-lived. In the mirror, I saw the faint traces of makeup still clinging to my face, the redness of my freshly waxed skin, and the ghost of someone who wasn’t quite Jamie anymore.

Back in the apartment, the weight of the day hit me all at once. I dropped my bag by the door and collapsed onto the couch, staring at the cracked ceiling. My arms still tingled from the waxing, and my feet throbbed from those awful heels.

Ryan poked his head out of the kitchen, holding a can of soda. “Rough day, superstar?”

I groaned. “Understatement.”

He plopped down next to me, nudging my leg with his elbow.

“Let me guess—more Genevieve nonsense?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “Well, kind of. She didn’t say anything to me directly, but I can feel her judging me from a mile away. She doesn’t have to say anything. She just… exists.”

Ryan raised an eyebrow.

“You’re comparing yourself to her again, aren’t you?”

I didn’t answer, which was answer enough.

“She’s not you, Jamie,” he said, cracking open the soda.

“And thank God for that.”
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“That’s the problem,” I muttered. “She’s everything I’m not. She’s a real woman. She’s confident, gorgeous, perfect—and I’m just… me. A janitor and a dude who was given an odd bone by the universe. I’m fooling myself if I think I can keep up with her.”

Ryan tilted his head, studying me. “You know what’s funny? She probably thinks you’re a threat.”

I let out a bitter laugh. “Yeah, right.”

“I’m serious,” he said. “Genevieve is trying so hard to knock you down because she’s scared you’ll outshine her. And you will. You’ve got something she doesn’t.”

“Like what?” I asked skeptically.

“Heart,” he said simply.

“She’s all polish and no soul. You’re real. People can see that.”

I wanted to believe him, but the doubts gnawed at me.

What if I wasn’t enough?

What if I was just a joke—a guy playing dress-up, trying to be someone I wasn’t?

I sighed, running a hand through my hair.

“What if they’re all laughing at me, Ryan? What if I’m just making a fool of myself?”

Ryan leaned forward, his expression softening. “They’re not laughing, Jamie. They’re watching. And that’s a good thing.”

His words settled over me like a warm blanket, but the doubts didn’t disappear entirely. I nodded, not trusting myself to say more without crying.

That night, I stood in front of the mirror in my room, staring at the faint smudges of makeup still clinging to my skin. My reflection didn’t look like me, but it didn’t look like Margot either. It was somewhere in between—a blurry, unfinished version of someone I didn’t recognize.

I touched my face, tracing the curve of my jawline, and whispered to myself, “Who am I even trying to be?”


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE CORSET WAS TIGHTER than I remembered, and the weight of the wig made my neck ache. Bianca had fussed over every detail before rehearsal started: the soft blue dress that hugged my frame, the pearl earrings that caught the light, even the way my heels clicked against the wooden floor.

It had already been a month but I still felt lost.

“Margot needs to float,” Bianca had said, smoothing the hem of my skirt.

“Effortless. Remember that.”

Now, standing in the center of the stage, all I could think about was how unnatural it felt. My arms felt awkward, my movements stiff, like I was trying too hard to be someone I wasn’t.

“Whenever you’re ready, Margot,” Rita called from the back of the theater.

I took a deep breath, the air catching in my chest. My hands trembled slightly as I adjusted the folds of my dress. Then I began.

The lines felt foreign at first, like they belonged to someone else. But as I kept going, something shifted. The words flowed easier, the gestures more natural. By the time I reached the emotional climax of the scene, I wasn’t just saying Margot’s words—I was feeling them.

When I finished, the room was quiet.

Rita leaned back in her chair, a small smile playing on her lips. “There it is,” she said softly.

I let out a shaky breath, relief washing over me. Then I caught Genevieve’s expression from the corner of my eye.

She leaned against the side of the stage, her arms crossed. “A spark doesn’t make a fire,” she muttered, loud enough for me to hear.

Her words stung, even though I tried not to let them. I looked down at my hands, clutching the edges of my skirt. Was she right? Had I done enough?
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Rita clapped her hands. “Take five, everyone.”

I shuffled off the stage, my heels clicking against the floor. My mind raced with Genevieve’s words, replaying them over and over.

As the cast gathered in small groups to chat, I found a quiet corner to sit in. The compliments from Bianca and Rita didn’t feel real. Instead, Genevieve’s voice echoed in my head.

It didn’t matter how much effort I put into Margot. Genevieve was always there, reminding me how much further I had to go.

“Tomorrow, you’re spending the whole day as Margot,” Bianca announced as we packed up for the night.

“What?” I asked, nearly dropping my bag.

“You heard me,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

“If you want to convince an audience, you need to live as her. Start with something simple—go shopping, grab a coffee, walk around—all on my dime. Just… exist.”

The idea made my stomach twist. Walking through the theater as Margot was one thing, but out in the real world? I wasn’t sure I could handle it.

“You’ll be fine,” Bianca said, waving me off. “Trust me.”

The next morning, I stared at my reflection in the mirror, trying to psych myself up. Bianca had insisted on a simple outfit: a floral dress, a light cardigan, and low heels. The wig was neatly styled, the makeup soft and natural.

“You’ve got this,” I whispered to myself. My voice didn’t sound convincing.

The first few steps outside my apartment were the hardest. I kept glancing around, half-expecting someone to point and laugh, but no one paid me any attention. People rushed past me, their eyes glued to their phones or their feet.

In Times Square, the crowds were even thicker. Tourists snapped photos, street performers danced, and vendors called out to anyone who would listen. I moved through the chaos, feeling oddly invisible.

For a moment, I let myself breathe. The air was warm, the sun reflecting off the towering billboards. I wasn’t Jamie, the janitor, or Jamie, the guy pretending to be Margot. I was just… Margot.

That fleeting sense of freedom didn’t last.

As I passed by a café, I caught my reflection in the window. The soft curls of the wig, the delicate curve of my waist in the dress—it all looked so foreign.

I stopped, staring at myself like I was looking at a stranger.

Was this really me?

Or was it just a costume?

My chest tightened, the doubts creeping back in.

What if I wasn’t Margot or Jamie?

What if I was nothing at all?

When I got home, Ryan was sprawled on the couch, a bowl of cereal balanced on his stomach. He glanced up as I walked in, his eyes widening.

“Wow,” he said, sitting up. “Look at you.”

I dropped my bag by the door. “Don’t start.”

“I’m serious,” he said, grinning. “You look… different. In a good way.”

I flopped onto the armchair, kicking off my heels. “I feel ridiculous.”

“You don’t look it,” he said. “What’s wrong?”

I hesitated, unsure how to put it into words. Finally, I said, “I don’t know who I am anymore. When I’m Margot, it feels… right. But it also feels like I’m losing Jamie. And I don’t know if that’s good or bad.”

Ryan was quiet for a moment, then said, “Maybe you don’t have to choose. Maybe Jamie and Margot can be the same person.”

I wanted to believe him, but I wasn’t sure it was that simple.

Three days later, the investor preview was packed. Rows of sharp suits and designer dresses filled the theater, their owners sipping wine and murmuring in low, practiced tones. Bianca had insisted on pulling me aside before the performance to make sure every detail was perfect.

“Stop fidgeting,” she said, adjusting my necklace. “You look incredible.”

I didn’t feel incredible. The dress was elegant—black with a subtle shimmer—but the pressure of being under so many eyes made my skin crawl.

“Margot, you’re up,” Rita called from backstage.

I stepped out under the bright lights, the audience blurring into a sea of shadows. My hands gripped the edges of my dress as I took a deep breath and began the scene.

The lines felt more natural now, like they belonged to me instead of someone else. I moved across the stage, focusing on Margot’s story—the heartbreak, the resilience. The vulnerability Rita always said was my strength.

When I finished, there was a beat of silence before polite applause rippled through the room. I curtsied lightly, my heart still pounding.

As I left the stage, my eyes caught on someone sitting near the front. His sharp jawline, tailored suit, and cool demeanor stood out among the sea of faces.
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It was Dominic Hale, the CEO of Tallis & Greene—the very place I mopped to pay years of rent.

I froze for half a second, my stomach flipping.

Of all the people to show up, why him?

Later, during the mingling session, I spotted him again standing by the theater’s make-shift bar. He looked as composed as ever, swirling a glass of wine in his hand. He didn’t seem to recognize me—why would he? But I couldn’t help feeling like his gaze lingered on me a little too long when I passed by.

“You caught his attention,” Bianca whispered, sidling up next to me.

“No, I didn’t,” I said quickly, avoiding her smirk.

“Oh, you definitely did,” she said.

“Dominic Hale doesn’t look at anyone like that unless he’s interested.”

The thought made my cheeks burn. Dominic wasn’t just any investor—he was the investor. A man who could make or break a project with a single decision. The idea of him being interested in Margot, in me, felt… impossible.

And yet, a small part of me liked it.

As the night wound down, I caught another glimpse of Dominic as he spoke with Rita. His eyes flicked toward me for a brief moment, and I quickly looked away, my heart racing.

I didn’t know what he saw when he looked at me—Margot, Jamie, or someone in between. But it left me feeling flattered, guilty, and more confused than ever.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

“JAMIE?” Ryan’s voice carried through the apartment as he closed the front door.

“Yeah, I’m in here, wait a sec,” I called back, quickly removing the dress I was trying on.

The door to my bedroom creaked open before I could stop him. He froze in the doorway, his eyes widening as he took in the sight of me: makeup still half-done, the soft pink fabric of the dress flowing to just above my knees.

“Oh,” he said after a long pause.

Ryan stepped inside and shut the door behind him. “Why are you...” He scratched the back of his neck, his expression caught between curiosity and concern.

I sank onto the edge of the bed, twisting the fabric of the dress in my hands.

“It’s for the show. This is just… part of the job.”

“Yeah, but it’s not Broadway today,” he said gently, sitting beside me.

I stared at the floor, my throat tightening. “I don’t know, Ryan. Sometimes, it feels like… like I’m stuck. Like I’m caught between two versions of myself, and I don’t know which one is real.”

He didn’t say anything at first, just let me sit in the silence. Then he reached over, his hand warm and steady on my shoulder. “Jamie, I don’t care if you’re figuring things out or if you’ve already figured it out. I’ve got your back. Always.”

Tears prickled my eyes, but I blinked them away.

“What if I mess everything up? What if this whole thing blows up in my face?”

“Then we’ll deal with it together,” he said simply.

“But for the record, I think you’re gonna kill it.”
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Once he left, I hung the dress back in my closet, but Ryan’s words stuck with me. I wasn’t sure if they gave me courage or just made me more aware of how scared I really was.

I should’ve seen it coming, but when my boss Billy, called me into his office, the knot in my stomach tightened anyway.

“Jamie,” he began, folding his hands on the desk. His tone was clipped, professional.

“I’ve heard some… concerning things about your involvement in the theater.”

I stayed quiet, my pulse pounding in my ears.

“Now, I don’t care what people do on their own time,” he continued, his eyes narrowing slightly.

“But dressing up in—well, that—isn’t exactly the kind of representation we want from our employees. It’s making people uncomfortable.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “But… I don’t dress up in the office,” I said softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

“It doesn’t matter. I’m giving you a choice,” he said. “You can step away from the theater and keep your job here, or—”

“I quit,” I interrupted, surprising even myself. It was the very first time I stood up for myself lie that. Briefly, I thought, it was Margo who spoke.

He blinked, clearly not expecting that.

“You don’t want to think it over?”

“No,” I said, standing. “If being discriminatory is how you want me to represent this company, I don’t want any part of it. Thank you for the opportunity, but I’m done.”

Walking out of that office felt strangely liberating, but the weight of my decision hit me as soon as I got home. My savings wouldn’t last long, and I couldn’t exactly rely on Ryan to cover everything. He was barely getting by as a waiter at Cancunz.

Dinner that night was instant noodles, the kind that came in a foam cup. I stared at the peeling wallpaper in the kitchen as I ate, wondering if I’d just made the biggest mistake of my life.

Just when I thought that the worst was over, Genevieve’s snide remarks started the next day at rehearsal.

“So, this is what we’re doing now?” she said loudly, glancing at me.

“A man in a dress and calling it groundbreaking?”

I bit the inside of my cheek, forcing myself to focus on the script.

“It’s not too late to back out,” she continued, her voice dripping with fake concern.

“I mean, who knows how people will react? This could blow up in all of our faces.”

Her words stung, but I didn’t let her see it. I just lost my job as a janitor and I was in survival mode. If she wanted me to doubt myself, she wasn’t going to get the satisfaction.

Still, the questions she raised lingered in the back of my mind long after rehearsal ended.

What if she was right?

What if I wasn’t enough?

But then, later that day, Dominic’s presence at rehearsals started subtly—a quick nod of acknowledgment here, a short conversation with Rita there. At first, I thought I was imagining things. Why would someone like him pay attention to me?

Then he started sitting closer. Watching longer.

During one run-through, I stumbled on a line, my voice catching at a particularly emotional moment. I froze, mortified, but Dominic clapped from the back of the room, breaking the silence.

“Keep going,” he said, his voice calm and steady.

The unexpected encouragement sent a ripple of murmurs through the cast. I finished the scene with my cheeks burning, the weight of his gaze heavy on me.

“Dominic Hale,” Bianca whispered as we stood by the curtain during a break.

“He’s the big fish. If he likes you, you’re golden.”

I shook my head. “He doesn’t even know who I am.”

“Oh, he knows,” she said with a sly smile.

Her words didn’t comfort me.

If he knew who I was—or rather, who I wasn’t—what would he think?

The next day, Dominic stopped me after rehearsal.

“Margot,” he said, his voice smooth and authoritative. I turned, startled to hear him address me directly.
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“Yes?” I asked, my voice wavering slightly.

“I just wanted to say you’re doing incredible work,” he said, his piercing blue eyes locking onto mine. “Rita wasn’t exaggerating about your talent.”

“Thank you,” I managed, though the compliment left me feeling more uneasy than flattered.

He tilted his head slightly, studying me.

“I hope you know how rare it is to see someone with your… rawness.”

My stomach churned. If he only knew the truth.

That night, I sat on the edge of my bed, replaying the conversation in my head.

Why was someone like him noticing someone like me?

And why did it make me feel so… conflicted?

Was he drawn to Margot, or was it something else?

And what would happen if he ever found out who I really was?


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

AFTER CONTINOUS successful rehearsals and small shows in Brooklyn, the production has decided to take Manhattan, the real Broadway, by storm. Bianca’s fingers worked quickly, fastening the delicate buttons along the back of my dress. The pale lavender fabric shimmered under the dim backstage lights, hugging my frame in a way that felt both beautiful and terrifying.

“Stop squirming,” she said, swatting my shoulder lightly.

“I’m not squirming,” I muttered, even though I absolutely was.

“You look incredible, Jamie. Relax,” she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork.

“Manhattan isn’t here to judge you. They’re here to witness the birth of the biggest Broadway star.”

I let out a shaky breath, adjusting the hem of the dress as I turned toward the mirror. The reflection staring back at me was still unfamiliar—Margot’s soft curls, her painted lips, the grace in her posture. But something in the eyes was mine.

Before I could spiral further into my thoughts, Marco Baldoni—the male lead of Blaze—appeared in the doorway. He was effortlessly charming, with his sharp features and an easy smile that lit up any room he walked into.

“You’re going to be amazing tonight,” he said, leaning casually against the doorframe.

“It’s Manhattan. The people are going to eat this up.”

I felt my cheeks flush. “Thanks, Marco. That means a lot.”

“And for what it’s worth,” he added, his voice softer, “you’ve got something that goes beyond talent. You’ve got heart. The audience will see it. Trust me.”

Before I could respond, Genevieve swept into the room, her expression tight. “Break a leg, Margot,” she said sweetly, though the glare in her eyes betrayed her.
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“Or at least try not to trip in those heels.”

Bianca stepped between us, her smile sharp as a blade.

“Don’t you have somewhere else to be, Genevieve?”

Genevieve’s lips curved into a smirk as she turned on her heel and disappeared down the hallway.

“Don’t let her get to you,” Marco said, patting my shoulder.

“She gets in my nerves too.”

The buzz in the theater was palpable. The seats were filled with critics, investors, and the kind of Manhattan elite who could make or break a career with a single review. My stomach churned as the lights dimmed and the murmurs faded into silence.

Standing in the wings, I clutched the edges of my skirt, taking deep, measured breaths.

“You’ve got this,” Bianca whispered, giving my hand a quick squeeze.

When my cue came, I stepped onto the stage, the bright lights blinding me momentarily. The audience was silent, except for the soft creak of floorboards beneath my heels. I crossed to center stage, my hands trembling slightly as I smoothed the folds of my dress. The light caught the shimmer of the lavender fabric, and for a moment, I felt as if Margot had taken over completely.

I looked out into the void of the audience, my eyes wide, my voice soft but steady.

“I told you,” I began, clutching the edges of the shawl draped over my shoulders. “I told you not to go, but you didn’t listen.” My voice cracked, raw with frustration.

“You never listen.”

I spun away, the fabric of my dress sweeping around my legs. My back to the audience, I pressed a hand to my mouth as if stifling a sob. Then, with a sharp intake of breath, I turned back.

“You think it’s easy for me?” I said, my tone rising, the words bursting from me like they’d been trapped for years. “Do you have any idea what it’s like to wake up every day and feel like you’re nothing? To look in the mirror and see someone you don’t even recognize?”

I moved forward, my steps hesitant but deliberate, each one pulling the audience into Margot’s world.

“But you—” I paused, my voice breaking. I placed a hand over my chest, as if to hold myself together. “You saw me. You made me believe that maybe, just maybe, I could be something more.”

I stepped closer to the edge of the stage, my voice dropping to a near whisper.

“And then you left.”

The words hung in the air, heavy with grief. My head tilted slightly, my eyes searching the empty space before me as if the person Margot was speaking to might reappear.

“I don’t hate you for it,” I continued, my voice trembling.

“I hate myself… for believing you.”

The final line escaped me like a breath I’d been holding. I lowered my head, letting the silence stretch, the weight of Margot’s heartbreak pressing down on the room.

The applause at the end was deafening. I stood center stage, my chest heaving, as the audience rose to their feet. The spotlight felt warm against my skin, but it was the warmth of their cheers that made my heart swell.

Not long after in the backstage, reporters swarmed, their cameras flashing as they peppered me with questions.

“Margot, how does it feel to make your Broadway debut?”

“Who is the real Margot behind the curtain?”

“What’s next for you after such a phenomenal performance?”

Their enthusiasm overwhelmed me, and I stammered out a few polite responses using the best feminine voice I could come up with, feeling like I was in way over my head.

From the corner of my eye, I spotted Genevieve lingering near the exit, her expression unreadable. No one seemed to notice her even if she was the lead character, their attention laser-focused on me.

By the time the theater emptied, I felt drained but exhilarated. I leaned against the wall backstage, letting out a long sigh.

“You were brilliant tonight.”

I looked up to see Dominic standing a few feet away, his hands casually in his pockets.

“Dominic,” I said, standing a little straighter. “I didn’t expect to see you back here.”

“I couldn’t leave without congratulating the star of the night,” he said with a faint smile.

“And I was hoping you’d let me take you to dinner.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Dinner?”

“To celebrate your success,” he clarified, his gaze steady. “Unless you have other plans.”

“No, I—” I hesitated, glancing down at the floor. “I’d like that.”
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Moments later, while stressing over on whether or not my wig would fall off, the restaurant he chose was the kind of place I’d only ever seen in movies. The dim lighting, the soft clinking of glasses, and the quiet hum of conversation all felt impossibly elegant. I smoothed my hands over my dress as we were seated, feeling out of place despite the night’s success.

Dominic ordered a bottle of wine for the table, his movements confident and unhurried. “You should be proud, Margot,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “What you did tonight was extraordinary.”

“Thank you,” I said softly, unsure how to respond.

“You seem surprised,” he observed, tilting his head slightly.

I shrugged, fiddling with the edge of my napkin.

“It just feels… surreal. I’m not used to being the center of attention.”

“That’s what makes you special,” he said, his voice low.

“You’re not chasing the spotlight—it’s chasing you.”

His words made my cheeks flush, and I looked down, unable to hold his gaze. “I don’t know if I deserve all this.”

“Why not?” he asked, leaning forward.

I hesitated, the weight of my doubts pressing down on me. “Because I’m not… I mean… I’m new. And sometimes it feels like Margot is too big of a role for someone like me. And other times, it feels like I’m just pretending.”

Dominic’s expression softened, and for a moment, the space between us felt smaller. “Maybe Margot isn’t a mask,” he said quietly.

“Maybe, but you’ve brought her to life like no one ever could.”

His words left me breathless, but they also scared me. I didn’t know if I was ready to confront what they meant—or what I wanted them to mean.

“This place is… nice,” I said, trying to shift the topic, but my voice cracked a little.

“It’s a favorite,” Dominic replied, glancing up at me with a small smile.

“Don’t let the atmosphere intimidate you.”

“Intimidated? No,” I lied, picking up the menu. My eyes scanned the French names of dishes I couldn’t pronounce. Foie gras? Amuse-bouche? Is that food or an insult?

“Do you need help?” Dominic asked, his tone so polite it almost made me feel worse.

“Nope, I’m fine,” I said, nodding too quickly. “I’ll… probably go with this one.” I pointed vaguely at a random item.

His brow arched. “You’re choosing the escargot?”

“Escar-what?”

“Snails,” he clarified, amusement flickering in his eyes.

“Oh,” I said, closing the menu decisively.

“I might need a little help.”

The first course arrived: a tiny plate with a dollop of something green and a swirl of sauce.

“Where’s the rest of it?” I whispered to Dominic.

“This is the amuse-bouche,” he explained.

“That’s… adorable,” I muttered, poking at it with the smallest fork I could find.

Dominic’s hand gently covered mine. “Not that one. Use the little spoon.”

“Right, obviously,” I said, flushing as I swapped utensils.

He chuckled softly. “Just follow my lead. Outside in.”

“Outside in,” I repeated, nodding as if that meant anything.

The next course was soup, served in a delicate bowl that looked more like a piece of art.

“Do I just—” I motioned vaguely with my spoon.

“Gently,” Dominic said, demonstrating with an effortless grace that made me feel like a caveman in comparison.

I tried to mimic him, but my hand wobbled, and the spoon clattered against the bowl. A tiny splash of soup landed on the pristine tablecloth.

“Oh my God,” I whispered, panicked. “They’re going to throw me out.”

“Relax,” Dominic said, dabbing the spot with his napkin. “You’re doing fine.”

“You have very low standards if this is fine,” I muttered, earning another quiet laugh from him.
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By the third course, I’d finally started to relax—until the waiter presented a plate with an entire lobster.

“No,” I said instinctively, leaning back.

“No?” Dominic echoed, clearly holding back a grin.

“I can’t eat that. It’s looking at me.”

Dominic leaned in slightly, his voice low. “Would you like me to help?”

“Yes, please,” I said, defeated.

He expertly cracked the shell, his movements fluid and precise, while I tried not to look too impressed.

“Here,” he said, offering me a piece of lobster meat on his fork.

I hesitated for half a second before leaning forward and taking it. The buttery richness melted on my tongue. “Okay, that’s amazing,” I admitted.

“I told you,” he said, sitting back with a satisfied smile.

Dessert was a towering masterpiece of chocolate and spun sugar, and by then, I was laughing freely at my earlier awkwardness.

“See? You survived,” Dominic said, his tone teasing.

“Barely,” I replied, resting my chin in my hand. “Do you do this kind of thing often? Fancy dinners, guiding poor classless souls through the art of fine dining?”

“Only when the company is worth it,” he said, his gaze steady.

I looked away, feeling my cheeks heat. “You’re very smooth, you know that?”

He smiled. “And you’re very charming, whether you realize it or not.”

The conversation shifted to lighter topics after that, but I didn’t allow them to get too personal. I wouldn’t know how he’d feel if he found out that the person he’s treating to dinner was the former janitor of his empire. However, the tension lingered beneath the surface. Dominic was charming, attentive, and impossible to ignore. And I wasn’t sure why my heart was beating fast for him like it did with my first crush, Allie Hubbard, the prettiest cheerleader in senior high.

By the time the check arrived, I felt like I’d been on an emotional rollercoaster. As we stood outside the restaurant, the cool night air brushing against my skin, Dominic turned to me.

“Thank you for letting me take you out tonight,” he said, his voice warm.

“Thank you for believing in me,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

For a moment, we stood there, the city buzzing softly around us. His gaze lingered on mine, and I wondered if he was going to kiss me.

Part of me wanted him to.

But instead, he smiled and said, “Goodnight, Margot.”

I watched him walk away, my heart still racing.

At that very moment, I knew that the city was playing a cruel joke on me. But the thing was, instead of feeling like it was laughing at me, for the very first time, I felt like New York and I were laughing together.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

RYAN WAS SPRAWLED on the couch, one leg draped over the armrest, when I dropped the bombshell. Dominic didn’t contact me three days after our dinner and I already wrote him on my mental list of ghosters. It was exactly why I was so surprised and couldn’t keep it to myself.

“He invited me to his place,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Ryan’s eyes flicked to me, then back to the TV. “Who did?”

“Dominic,” I said, fiddling with the hem of my shirt. “After the show last night, he asked if I wanted to have dinner at his place.”

That got his attention. He muted the TV and sat up, his brows lifting. “Wait. Dominic? As in CEO Dominic? That Dominic?”

“Yeah,” I said, sinking into the chair opposite him.

“I don’t know if I should go.”

He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees.

“Do you even like him?”

I hesitated, my hands twisting together. “I don’t know. He’s… different. I’ve never felt like this before. It’s confusing.”

Ryan smirked. “Confusing how? Like, butterflies-in-your-stomach confusing or oh-no-he’s-a-guy confusing?”

“Both,” I admitted, burying my face in my hands.

“I’ve never liked a guy before. I don’t even know if this is… that.”

Ryan let out a low whistle.

“Well, I don’t know what to tell you. I’ve never been into dudes either, so I’m out of my depth here.”

“Super helpful, thanks,” I muttered.

“But,” he added, leaning back with a sly grin, “I think you should go.”

I looked up, startled. “What? Why?”

“Because it sounds like trouble, and I like it,” he said, winking.

“Seriously, though, he’s obviously into you, and you’re clearly curious. Worst-case scenario, you have a weird dinner. Best-case scenario…” He waggled his eyebrows suggestively.

“Ryan,” I groaned, throwing a pillow at him.

Two hours later, I was a frantic mess, tearing through my closet of clothes that Rita had bought me, in search of something that didn’t scream “I’m trying too hard.” Ryan sat on the bed, offering unhelpful commentary.

“That’s too casual.”

“That’s too formal.”

“That’s just ugly.”

“Ryan, I swear—”

“Okay, okay,” he said, holding up his hands.

“What about that dress? The navy one?”

I pulled it out, holding it against myself in the mirror. It was simple, with a fitted waist and a slightly flared skirt.

“It’s perfect,” Ryan said, nodding approvingly. “Now go knock him dead.”
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Moments later, the bathroom mirror fogged up as I stepped out of the shower, wrapping a towel around myself. My skin still tingled from the hot water, and I tried not to think about what came next. On the counter, Bianca’s list of instructions stared at me like a challenge.

“Moisturize first,” I muttered to myself, reaching for the lotion. I worked it into my skin, feeling the smoothness beneath my fingertips. The scent—subtle and floral—was one I’d grown used to, though it still felt foreign.

Next came the shapewear. The beige contraption hung over the back of a chair, looking as intimidating as ever. I sighed and stepped into it, pulling it up slowly, carefully. It hugged my torso tightly, smoothing out every curve I didn’t think I had.

I glanced at the mirror, adjusting the straps. The figure staring back at me wasn’t quite Margot yet, but it was close.

At the desk in my room, I set up the makeup Bianca had given me. It was all neatly arranged—foundations, powders, brushes, and palettes—each one a tool I was still learning to use.

I started with the foundation, dabbing it onto my face with the sponge Bianca insisted I practice with. “Blend, blend, blend,” I whispered under my breath, working it into my skin until it looked smooth.

Next came the contour, a subtle swipe under my cheekbones and along my jawline. Then blush, a soft pink that brought warmth to my face. The mascara wand felt like a weapon in my hand as I carefully brushed it through my lashes, holding my breath to keep my hand steady.

When I finished the eyeliner—just a thin line, nothing too dramatic—I sat back and took a deep breath. Margot was starting to take shape.

The dress came next: navy blue, simple yet elegant. The fabric slid over the shapewear easily, fitting snugly around my waist before flaring out just enough to feel playful.

I sat on the edge of my bed, staring at the heels Bianca had chosen. They were sleek, black, and terrifyingly tall.

“Outside in,” I reminded myself, slipping them on one at a time. I wobbled slightly as I stood, gripping the edge of the dresser for balance.

The last touch was the wig. I placed it carefully over my hair, adjusting it until the soft curls framed my face perfectly. A few bobby pins held it in place, and a quick spritz of hairspray locked it in.

I stood in front of the mirror, smoothing the dress one last time. Margot stared back at me—graceful, composed, and confident.

“Okay,” I whispered, my voice trembling slightly. “Let’s do this.”

Later that night, the elevator doors opened directly into Dominic’s penthouse, and I felt like I’d stepped into another world. The space was sleek and modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a breathtaking view of the city skyline.

“Margot,” Dominic said, his voice warm as he approached. He was dressed casually, his shirt unbuttoned at the collar, but he still managed to look like he’d walked off the cover of a magazine.

“I’m glad you came.”

“Thank you for inviting me,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

He led me to the dining area, where a long table was set with elegant dishes and gleaming silverware. A butler appeared, pouring wine into crystal glasses.

“You live here alone?” I asked, glancing around.

“Yes,” Dominic replied, sitting across from me.

“It’s a bit much for one person, but I like the quiet.”

The first course arrived—a delicate salad with edible flowers. I hesitated, unsure which fork to use, but Dominic subtly pointed to the correct one.

“Thank you,” I whispered, embarrassed.

He smiled. “I like that you’re not afraid to admit when you don’t know something.”

“I’m afraid of a lot of things,” I admitted, picking at the salad.

His gaze softened. “You don’t show it.”

As the courses continued—creamy lobster bisque, tender lamb with roasted vegetables—I found myself relaxing. Dominic asked about my experiences in the theater, and I told him about the Brooklyn shows, carefully omitting any details that might reveal too much.

“What about you?” I asked, deflecting the attention.

“What’s it like being a CEO?”

He leaned back slightly, his expression thoughtful. “It’s a lot of responsibility, but I enjoy it. Building something that lasts—it’s fulfilling.”

I nodded, pretending I didn’t already know who he was.

The butler cleared the plates, and Dominic poured us both another glass of wine. “I meant what I said before,” he said, his voice softer now.

“You’re extraordinary, Margot.”
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I looked down at the table, my heart racing. “You barely know me.”

“I know enough,” he said, leaning closer.

Dominic’s face was just inches from mine now, his eyes steady and searching. I could feel my pulse hammering in my throat, my palms clammy against the soft fabric of my dress.

“Dominic,” I said.

“Yes?” he replied, his tone low, almost a question.

“I—” The words caught in my throat. I wanted to explain, to tell him something, anything, but my thoughts were a mess.

His gaze dropped to my lips for a fraction of a second, and I felt my breath hitch. He was going to kiss me.

I panicked.

“I need to go,” I blurted, standing so abruptly that my chair scraped against the floor.

Dominic looked startled but didn’t move. “Margot, did I—”

“No,” I said quickly, shaking my head. “It’s not you. I just—I have to go. I’m sorry.”

I grabbed my bag and practically ran for the elevator, my heart pounding in my chest. The ride down felt like it lasted forever, the silence of the space pressing in on me.

Back in the apartment, I paced the small living room, my thoughts racing.

What was I doing?

What was I even thinking?

Dominic didn’t know the truth—he couldn’t. And even if he did, how could I expect him to see me the same way?

I sank onto the couch, burying my face in my hands.

“Okay,” Ryan’s voice broke the silence. “What’s the damage?”

I looked up to see him standing in the doorway, arms crossed, his expression somewhere between amused and concerned.

“I ran,” I admitted, my voice muffled.

“You ran?” he repeated, eyebrows shooting up.

“I didn’t know what else to do! I just ran to the subway station. It was a miracle that I didn’t trip on these heels.” I said, gesturing towards my stilettos.

“He was about to kiss me, and I just—I panicked.”

Ryan sat next to me, resting his elbows on his knees.

“Okay, so, let’s unpack this. Why did you panic? Because he’s a guy? Because he’s Dominic Hale? Or because he’s falling for Margot, and you’re not sure who you even are?”

The last question hit harder than I wanted to admit.

I leaned back, staring at the ceiling. “I don’t know, Ryan. All of the above? None of the above? I just… I’m not enough. Not for him, not for this.”

Ryan let out a long sigh.

“Jamie, you don’t need to be perfect to be enough.”

I blinked, his words sinking in like a lifeline I hadn’t realized I needed.

“You’re exploring,” he continued. “That’s okay. But you’ve got to stop running from yourself.”

I nodded, my throat tight.

“Now,” he said, standing and stretching, “I’m going to bed, because I’m not equipped to handle any more emotional breakthroughs tonight. But for what it’s worth, you’re doing better than you think.”

He ruffled my wig on his way out, leaving me alone with my thoughts—and the tiniest flicker of hope.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE FIRST TEXT of the month came from Ryan a week later.

“Have you seen this?”

I was sitting at the kitchen table, nursing a lukewarm cup of coffee, when I read it. My stomach sank as I clicked the link he’d sent. It opened to a tabloid article, the kind with bold, screaming headlines designed to grab attention.

“Broadway’s New Star: Male Janitor Turned Actress?”

The coffee in my hand grew cold as I scanned the text. My name—my real name—was in the article. So were photos of me, both as Margot and as Jamie, side by side.

“Shit,” I whispered, my throat tightening.

The article went on to speculate about my “real” identity and whether the public had been “duped.” The language was cutting, cruel, and all too familiar.

By the time I reached the comments section, my hands were shaking.

“This is disgusting.”
“Broadway deserves real talent, not some freak in a dress.”
“I feel lied to.”

I slammed my laptop shut, my chest heaving.

At rehearsal, the tension was palpable. The cast avoided eye contact, their voices hushed as they whispered to each other. Even Bianca seemed at a loss for words, though she gave me a reassuring pat on the shoulder.

Genevieve, of course, was in rare form.

“This is why we stick to professionals,” she said loudly, her voice dripping with mockery.

“Broadway deserves stars, not imposters.”

Her words cut deeper than I wanted to admit. But I had to keep going, I had a role to play, and so I did.

An hour later, I was in the dressing room when Dominic found me. His presence filled the space, the door clicking shut behind him.

“We need to talk,” he said, his tone low but firm.

I couldn’t meet his eyes. “I know.”
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“Why didn’t you tell me?” he asked, stepping closer.

“I didn’t know how,” I said, my voice trembling. “I didn’t think it would matter.”

He let out a sharp breath, his frustration evident. “It does matter, Jamie. You’ve been lying to everyone—me included.”

Tears welled in my eyes as I finally looked up at him. “Margot isn’t a lie,” I said, my voice breaking. “She’s the only part of me that feels real.”

Dominic’s expression softened, but the hurt in his eyes remained. “Still…” he said quietly.

“I didn’t even trust myself,” I admitted.

For a moment, neither of us spoke. The weight of everything hung heavy in the air between us.

“I need time to think,” he said finally, stepping back.

“This, I didn’t expect this…”

I nodded, watching as he turned and walked out, the door closing behind him with a finality that made my chest ache.

The door creaked open, and I stiffened, expecting Dominic to come back. Instead, Rita walked in, her sharp heels clicking against the floor. She closed the door gently behind her and crossed her arms, leaning against the frame.

“Well, that was dramatic,” she said, her voice dry but not unkind.

I managed a weak laugh, brushing at my tear-streaked cheeks. “I guess that’s fitting for a dressing room.”

Rita studied me for a long moment, then stepped closer.

“How are you feeling?”

The question was simple, but it hit me harder than I expected. I stared at the floor, trying to find the right words.

“Lost,” I admitted finally. “I don’t think I deserve this. Any of it.”

Rita frowned, pulling a chair over and sitting across from me.

“And why’s that?”

“Because I’m not Margot,” I said, my voice trembling.

“I don’t even know who I am. Jamie? Margot? Man, woman, neither? Both? I thought stepping more into this role would help me figure it out, but now I just feel like a fraud. I don’t deserve to be here, not when there are real stars who know who they are.”

Her expression softened, but there was still steel in her gaze.

“So, what are you saying? That you want to quit?”

“I think I need to,” I said quietly. “I need to step back and figure out who I really am. I’m grateful for everything you’ve done for me, but I can’t keep pretending. Not like this.”

Rita exhaled slowly, sitting back in her chair. “I’ll be honest, Jamie—I’m disappointed. I’ve worked with a lot of people in this industry, and I thought you had something special. But if you’re going to let a prima donna and a hunky CEO get in the way of your dreams, then maybe I was wrong about you being Broadway’s next big star.”

Her words stung, but they also made my chest tighten with guilt. I couldn’t meet her eyes, my hands twisting nervously in my lap.

“You have a gift,” she continued, her voice quieter now.

“One that people wait their whole lives to find. Don’t throw it away because you’re scared. Take the night to think about it. Really think about it.”

She stood and placed a hand on my shoulder.

“You’re not just Jamie, and you’re not just Margot. You’re both. And that’s exactly why you belong here.”

I felt tears prick my eyes again, but this time, they weren’t from shame.
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Rita pulled me into a hug, her embrace firm but comforting. “Whatever you decide, know that I’m proud of you. But don’t let fear make the decision for you. Just so you know, you’re the best Margot that Manhattan’s ever had.”

As she stepped back, she gave me one last look, her expression a mix of disappointment and hope.

“See you tomorrow. Or maybe I won’t. It’s up to you.”

With that, she left, the door clicking shut behind her. I sat there in the silence, her words echoing in my mind.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE MORNING AFTER passed in a haze of sleep and silence. I’d roll over on the couch, half-wrapped in a blanket, as sunlight crept through the blinds. By the second day, the pile of pizza boxes next to the coffee table had grown, and my phone buzzed with messages I didn’t have the energy to check.

Ryan occasionally peeked in, offering a “You okay?” that I waved off without much thought. He didn’t push. He knew when to leave me alone.

By the third day, the weight of doing nothing began to settle on my chest. Staring at the ceiling wasn’t helping. Pretending the outside world didn’t exist wasn’t helping. I felt stuck in a loop of my own making.

The thought of reaching out to someone felt like trying to scale a mountain, but I found myself scrolling through therapist reviews late into the night. When I finally clicked “book an appointment,” it felt like a small victory.

Dr. Alvarez’s office was a cozy, unassuming space with mismatched furniture and a faint scent of lavender. I sat on the plush couch, twisting my hands in my lap as I tried to explain everything.

“I guess… I’ve been playing Margot for so long that I don’t know where she ends and I begin,” I said, staring at the rug beneath my feet.
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“And how does that make you feel?” she asked, her tone calm.

“Confused,” I admitted. “Scared. Like maybe Margot is the person I’m supposed to be, and Jamie is just…” I trailed off, unsure how to finish the thought.

She leaned forward slightly, her expression thoughtful. “Jamie isn’t disappearing, and Margot isn’t replacing you. They’re both parts of who you are. Maybe this is less about choosing one and more about embracing both.”

The words hung in the air, and for the first time in weeks, something inside me shifted.

That evening, I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, my face freshly washed, my hair damp from the shower. My reflection looked back at me, raw and vulnerable, but I didn’t flinch.

“Whoever you are,” I whispered to myself, “we’ll figure it out.”

Spring came late but it came nonetheless, the chill in the air softening as flowers began to bloom in the tiny park near our apartment. I found myself noticing little things I hadn’t before—the way the sunlight warmed my skin, the way the breeze made my hair flutter against my cheeks.

My hair was longer now, shy of two months on hormones. I loved the way it framed my face, softening the angles I used to avoid in the mirror. It felt like a small but significant step toward becoming the person I wanted to see.

Shopping for clothes alone felt daunting, but I wanted to try. I walked into a small boutique downtown, my hands stuffed into my coat pockets as I scanned the racks of pastel dresses and flowing skirts.

A bright yellow sundress caught my eye, its lace trim delicate and cheerful. I picked it up hesitantly, running my fingers over the soft fabric.

“Would you like to try it on?” a saleswoman asked, her smile kind.

“Yes,” I said, nodding.

In the changing room, I slipped into the dress and turned to the mirror. The reflection staring back wasn’t Margot, not entirely. It wasn’t Jamie, either. It was someone in between, someone who felt real.

When I stepped out of the store with the dress folded neatly in a bag, I felt a quiet joy I hadn’t experienced in a long time.

A day later, I couldn’t let Ryan keep on paying for my part of the rent anymore. Working as a janitor wasn’t exactly appealing anymore and the only thing I was good at was acting. So I made a decision, one that Ryan had been pushing for.

Returning to the theater felt like stepping into a familiar dream. The scent of paint and sawdust filled the air, and the muffled sounds of rehearsal drifted through the halls.

Bianca was the first to spot me, her eyes widening before she rushed over.

“Jamie!” she exclaimed, pulling me into a tight hug. “You’re back!”

I smiled, laughing nervously. “I hope so.”

Rita appeared next, her expression unreadable as she approached.

“I didn’t think you’d come back,” she said simply.

“I almost didn’t,” I admitted. “But if you’ll still have me…”

She studied me for a moment, then nodded.

“Great… just what I wanted, to figure out how I’d tell your understudy that she could go back to Kansas. Get to work, you owe me a lot.”
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Later that weekend, the buzz backstage was almost as electric as the applause booming in the theater. Everyone was riding the high of my return, the kind of energy that made your skin hum. I was pacing near the side stage, going over my lines in my head for the hundredth time, even though I knew them by heart.

Genevieve brushed past me, her designer perfume cutting through the air. “You look nervous,” she said with a sweet venom in her voice.

“Don’t let it show on stage, darling. It’s terribly unprofessional.”

I bit the inside of my cheek, refusing to rise to her bait. She lingered a moment longer, her red lips curling into a smirk before she sauntered off toward the costume rack.

Something about her felt off tonight—more smug than usual, like she knew something I didn’t.

As the second act began, I slipped into my costume for Margot’s climactic scene: a soft, flowing ivory dress that clung to my figure in all the right ways. Bianca had spent hours making sure it fit perfectly, every fold and seam designed to make Margot’s vulnerability shine.

Genevieve flitted by, her fingers brushing the delicate fabric of my dress as she passed. “Beautiful,” she murmured, her tone laced with something that didn’t feel like a compliment.

Bianca appeared moments later, fussing with my hair and smoothing out the dress. “You’re going to knock them dead,” she said firmly.

I smiled, trying to push Genevieve’s lingering presence out of my mind.

The scene was one of Margot’s most vulnerable moments. The stage lights dimmed, casting a soft glow that felt intimate, as if the audience and I were the only ones in the room. I stepped forward, my hands trembling as I clutched the edges of my dress.

“Do you have any idea what it’s like,” I began, my voice breaking, “to wake up every day and feel like you’re nothing? To look in the mirror and see someone you don’t even recognize?”

The words felt heavier tonight, like they were coming from somewhere deeper than rehearsals. The audience was silent, their collective breath held as Margot poured her heart out.

Then, I felt it—a sudden, sharp tug at the back of my dress.

My body stiffened as panic shot through me. The clasp holding my breastplate in place had come undone, leaving my dress precariously loose. I froze, trying to figure out what to do without breaking character.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Genevieve laughing while holding my breastplate, causing the crowd to go wild. She then hopped and skipped triumphantly to the backstage like nothing happened.

I wanted to scream, to call her out right there, but I couldn’t. Margot couldn’t.

Instead, I adjusted my posture, pressing my arms closer to my sides to keep the fabric in place. I took a shaky breath and kept going.

“But you,” I said, my voice trembling—not from the script, but from the effort of holding everything together. “You saw me. You made me believe that maybe… just maybe, I could be something more.”

The emotion in my voice deepened, every word dripping with Margot’s pain. The vulnerability felt raw, almost too real, but the audience leaned in, captivated.

I took a small, careful step forward, praying the dress wouldn’t shift. My heart pounded as I finished the scene, tears slipping down my cheeks.
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“I loved you,” I whispered, the final line leaving my lips like a plea.

“Isn’t that enough?”

The silence that followed was deafening. Then, as if breaking a spell, the applause erupted—louder, longer, and more passionate than I’d ever heard.

Backstage, the crew swarmed, their voices buzzing with excitement. Bianca rushed to me, her hands immediately going to the back of my dress.

“What happened?” she asked, her eyes wide as she inspected the ripped back of my dress.

“Genevieve,” I said quietly, glancing toward Genevieve, who was feigning innocence near the makeup table.

Bianca’s eyes narrowed. “She didn’t.”

“She did,” I said, my voice steadier now.

Rita appeared moments later, her sharp eyes scanning the room. “Margot,” she said, her tone brisk but warm. “That was phenomenal. Whatever you tapped into out there, keep doing it.”

She then turned to Genevieve.

“And you, you’re fired. This is your last show with me.”

I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat.

As the final curtain call approached, I changed into my last costume, a soft blue dress that symbolized Margot’s renewed hope. Genevieve didn’t speak to me, but her presence lingered like a shadow.

When the cast lined up for the bows, the audience’s energy was palpable. I stepped forward with Marco for the final bow, the applause washing over us like a wave.

Genevieve took her bow next, but instead of cheers, a smattering of boos echoed through the theater. Her smile faltered, her head snapping toward the audience as if she couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

The flowers were handed out as we lined up again. When a bouquet was placed in my arms, the audience roared with approval, their cheers drowning out Genevieve’s name being called for hers.

She stepped forward, trying to smile through the growing boos, but it was clear she was rattled. I glanced at her, unsure if I felt satisfaction or pity. Maybe a little of both.

As the curtain fell for the final time, the cast erupted into laughter and chatter. Genevieve disappeared quickly, her heels clicking sharply against the floor as she retreated.

I stood in the center of the chaos, the bouquet still in my arms, and smiled. For the first time, I felt like I truly belonged.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

RYAN AND I were huddled on the couch the next day, scrolling through social media. Headlines and comments about Genevieve’s firing dominated every platform.

“Did you see this one?” Ryan asked, holding up his phone.

“‘Broadway Diva Ousted After Sabotage Attempt.’”

I winced. “I don’t know if I should be happy or horrified.”

“Be both,” Ryan said, tossing his phone onto the coffee table. “She got what she deserved, but people can be brutal. Even to her.”

I nodded, though my stomach twisted at the thought of the spotlight turning on me again.

The doorbell rang, startling us both.

“Expecting anyone?” Ryan asked, standing.

“No,” I said, frowning.

Ryan opened the door, and there he was—Dominic Hale, standing on the doorstep, looking both composed and hesitant.

“What are you doing here?” Ryan demanded, crossing his arms.

“Ryan,” I said quickly, stepping forward. “It’s okay.”

“You sure?” Ryan asked, his tone dripping with skepticism.

I nodded. “Let’s go outside.”

Dominic and I stepped onto the sidewalk, the cool spring air swirling around us. The street was quiet, save for the occasional sound of cars passing by.
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“I’m sorry,” Dominic began, his voice soft.

“For what happened with Genevieve. I had no idea she would stoop that low.”

“Thanks,” I said, folding my arms across my chest.

“But it’s not your fault.”

“It feels like it is,” he said, his brows furrowing. “I can’t stop thinking about how vulnerable you must have felt up there. And the fact that she tried to humiliate you—”

“Dominic,” I interrupted gently. “It’s okay. Really.”

He hesitated, then looked at me, his expression earnest.

“I don’t care who you were, Jamie. I care about who you are.”

His words made my chest tighten, but I couldn’t shake the uncertainty that had been gnawing at me for weeks. “I need some time to think,” I said quietly.

He nodded, his jaw tightening slightly.

“Take all the time you need.”

After he left, I decided to eat alone. The cafe was quiet, the hum of conversation and the clinking of cups filling the air. I stirred my coffee absentmindedly, my mind wandering back to Dominic’s words.

My phone buzzed on the table. I glanced at the screen and froze.

It was a text from Genevieve.

“If you don’t convince Rita to hire me back, I’ll tell everyone Dominic is dating a fake girl. Let’s see how long he keeps his reputation intact.”

My stomach sank. I stared at the message, my hands trembling.

Without thinking, I called Rita.

“Jamie?” she answered, her tone concerned.

“I need to see you,” I said quickly. “It’s about Genevieve.”

Rita arrived at the cafe half an hour later, her sharp eyes scanning the room before she slid into the seat across from me.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

I handed her my phone, the text still glowing on the screen. She read it silently, her lips pressing into a thin line.

“This is bad,” she said finally, setting the phone down.

“He’s our investor. If she goes through with this…”

“What do we do?” I asked, my voice trembling.

Rita leaned back in her chair, her expression thoughtful.

“I’ll talk to Dominic. Don’t reply to her. Don’t do anything. Leave this to me.”

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“Positive,” she said firmly.

“Genevieve’s desperate. That’s her weakness. We won’t let her win.”

The next morning, Ryan burst into my room, waving his phone.

“Have you seen this?”

I sat up groggily, rubbing my eyes. “Seen what?”

“Headlines,” he said, thrusting his phone toward me.

I squinted at the screen. “Broadway Scandal: CEO Linked to Janitor turned Actress.”

My stomach dropped as I read the article. It was filled with speculation, painting Dominic as a man who had fallen for a “deceptive actress”, and who was unfit to run a corporation as he couldn’t see through me.

“These are lies,” I said, my voice rising.

“We aren’t even dating anymore.”

Ryan sat beside me, his expression grim.

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted, my hands fidgeting with the edge of the blanket. “I feel awful. He doesn’t deserve this.”

I grabbed my phone and called Dominic, but the line rang and rang. No answer.

My phone buzzed moments later, and I snatched it up, hoping it was him. It wasn’t—it was Rita.

“Jamie,” she said briskly. “Don’t panic. We’ve got it covered.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Dominic’s making a statement at his office later today,” she explained. “The reporters are already gathering.”

Panic surged through me. “No, he can’t do that! I don’t want him involved in this mess.”

“Jamie, it’s his choice,” she said.

“He wants to set the record straight.”

I threw on the first outfit I could find, barely brushing my hair before racing out the door. My heart pounded as I made my way to the building where I used to work, the place where all of this had started.
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Reporters crowded the entrance, their cameras flashing as I pushed through. Dominic’s voice carried from the conference room, steady and clear.

“Good afternoon, everyone,” he began.

I froze just outside the door, my breath catching.

“I’ve called you all here today to address the rumors circulating about my personal life and my involvement with Jamie, also known as Margot.”

The murmurs from the crowd of reporters quieted immediately, and the room seemed to hold its breath.

“I’d like to start by saying that the speculation around her identity is true,” he continued.

“Jamie was a janitor here at Tallis & Greene before she pursued her passion for Broadway. She is also transgender.”

A ripple of whispers spread through the crowd. I felt my stomach twist, my hands trembling as I leaned against the doorframe.

Dominic raised his hand to quiet the room. “But what I want to make very clear is this: Jamie is not a fraud. She is not a deceiver. She is one of the most courageous, talented, and genuine people I’ve ever had the privilege of knowing.”

My breath hitched, tears stinging my eyes as his words sank in.

“She didn’t ask for the spotlight. She didn’t manipulate her way onto that stage. Everything she’s achieved has been through hard work, determination, and an extraordinary amount of bravery,” Dominic said, his voice steady but tinged with emotion.

He paused, glancing down for a moment before meeting the eyes of the reporters again.

“Jamie’s life is one of living, and like all of us, she’s just finding her way day-by-day. But if you think for one second that her identity diminishes her talent or the impact she’s had on the people who’ve watched her perform, then you don’t understand what it means to truly see someone.”

The room was silent now, every reporter glued to his words.

“She has inspired me,” Dominic continued, his voice softening. “In ways I didn’t think were possible. And for those of you wondering why this matters so much to me, I’ll tell you. It’s because Jamie is the one who got away.”

The room erupted in gasps, cameras flashing as reporters scribbled furiously in their notebooks. My heart pounded, my vision blurring as tears spilled over.

“Like you, I’ve misjudged her, and I was a total idiot.”

“No,” I whispered to myself, shaking my head. I stepped into the room, ignoring the buzz of the crowd as all eyes turned toward me.

Dominic’s gaze snapped to mine, surprise flickering across his face before it softened.

“No,” I said louder, my voice trembling but resolute.

“I’m not going anywhere!”

I crossed the room in what felt like slow motion, the reporters parting like waves around me. When I reached him, I could barely breathe, my chest tight with emotion.

“You’re not losing me, Dominic,” I said, my voice thick with tears.

“I don’t care what anyone says. I’m not running anymore.”

His eyes searched mine, his expression unreadable for a moment before he smiled—soft, genuine, and full of relief.

“Good,” he said quietly.

He stepped forward, cupping my face in his hands as he leaned in. The world seemed to fall away as his lips met mine, soft and certain. The kiss wasn’t just an answer—it was a promise.
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The room erupted in applause and cheers, the flash of cameras lighting up the space like fireworks. I pulled back slightly, my cheeks warm, and looked into his eyes.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“For what?” he asked, brushing a tear from my cheek.

“For seeing me,” I said.

That moment—standing there in front of the world, hand in hand with Dominic—felt like the start of something I’d been searching for my whole life. Not just love, but acceptance. Not just from others, but from myself.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE THEATER SMELLED like old wood and dust, a scent that had become as familiar to me as my own reflection. I stood backstage, my heart pounding as I ran my fingers over the smooth handle of the broom I’d brought with me. It wasn’t a prop—it was just an ordinary broom, one I’d found in a thrift store. But it felt symbolic.

“I used to clean the building’s podium like this,” I whispered to myself, trying to steady my nerves. “Now, I get to stand on Broadway’s stage.”

It had been a year since that chaotic, life-altering press conference. A year since I stopped hiding and started embracing who I was—both on stage and off. The changes had been gradual but profound. My body had transformed, my confidence had grown, and my heart felt fuller than it ever had.

The audience now knew me as Jamie, the actress who had replaced Genevieve Langley as Stella, and who also redefined the role of Margot. But today, I wasn’t Margot. Today, I was just Jamie, chasing a dream I’d been too scared to admit I wanted.

I was auditioning for Wicked.

“Jamie Higgins, you’re up next,” a voice called from the side of the stage.
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I took a deep breath, clutching the sheet music tighter in my hands. My heels clicked against the polished floor as I stepped into the spotlight, the weight of a thousand dreams settling on my shoulders.

The director, a stern-looking man with sharp glasses and a clipboard, barely glanced up.

“Whenever you’re ready,” he said curtly.

I nodded, my throat tightening as the piano began. The opening notes of “The Wizard and I” filled the air, and I launched into the song.

It didn’t take long for me to realize I was in over my head. Elphaba’s vocal range was leagues beyond mine, and though I hit most of the notes, my voice lacked the power and control the role demanded.

Still, I kept going.

When I finished, the silence was deafening.

The director lowered his clipboard, peering at me over the rim of his glasses.

“Miss Higgins,” he began, his tone slow and deliberate.

“Yes?” I asked, my voice small.

He leaned forward, steepling his fingers. “You are a wonderful actress. Truly. Your performance as Margot was groundbreaking. But Elphaba requires… a different kind of voice.”

I nodded quickly, my cheeks flushing. “I understand.”

“Good,” he said, standing. His presence was imposing, but there was a kindness in his eyes I hadn’t noticed before. “Because I have a much better role in mind for you.”

I blinked, confusion flickering across my face. “You do?”

Before he could answer, the stage curtains parted slightly, and someone stepped through.

It was Dominic.

My breath caught as he walked toward me, his tailored suit impeccable as always. His expression was soft, his eyes shining with something I couldn’t quite place.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, my voice trembling.

He stopped in front of me, reaching into his pocket and pulling out a small box. My heart nearly stopped.

“Jamie,” he said, his voice steady but thick with emotion. “A year ago, I stood in front of the world and told them you were the one who got away. I’m here now to make sure that never happens again.”
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He sank to both knees, opening the box to reveal a simple but elegant diamond ring.

“I love you,” he said, his voice breaking slightly.

“Not Margot, not the actress, not the Broadway star—just you. The woman who’s taught me more about love than I ever thought possible. Will you marry me?”

Tears blurred my vision as I stared down at him. The world seemed to fall away, leaving just the two of us in that moment.

“Yes,” I whispered, then louder.

“Yes!”

The room erupted into applause from the casting team and crew members who had gathered to watch. Dominic slipped the ring onto my finger and stood, pulling me into his arms.

“I love you,” I murmured, my voice muffled against his chest.

“I love you more,” he replied, pressing a kiss to my temple.

As the applause died down and the reality of the moment settled in, I couldn’t help but laugh softly.

“You know that you were supposed to propose on one knee,” I said, pulling back to look at him.

“Haha! Sorry, I got so overwhelmed,” he shyly replied.

“And I think I still deserve Elphaba’s broom. We could use it in our place.”

Dominic grinned, brushing a strand of hair from my face.

“You can have as many brooms as you want. As long as we live together.”

I laughed, my heart full, I felt like I was exactly playing the right role for me.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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

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

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

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

"What am I to him?"

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

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

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

Read Sweet Femboys


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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"Dermalex rapidly healed my scars and revealed a second skin… and that skin came with a pair of Double Ds."

I was getting by as a factory welder, rough around the edges and scarred—literally—after a workplace accident left me burned and desperate for a solution.

Dermalex, the miracle cream prescribed to heal my wounds, worked faster than I imagined.

The stinging pain disappeared, and my scars faded, but so did the man I used to be.

My skin became soft, my chest fuller, my hips curvier.

As my body transformed, so did my life.

I was bullied out of the factory and ended up working at Girlettes—a place with gorgeous femboys and trans women where I learned to strut in heels, sway my hips, and embrace my new curvaceous self.

Read Second Skin

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 Janitor Turned Actress.

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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