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Introduction

"I just wanted a quiet getaway—a solo ski trip, a cozy Airbnb. Not a house drowning in pink, filled with girly clothes and wigs."
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was bored. That’s all. What would you do if you were stuck in a stranger’s house during a snowstorm too?

Trying on a silk robe and lipstick seemed like a good idea. But then… he walked in. Aiden Parker. Cocky, too young, way too handsome—and now holding my biggest secret over my head.

I thought I’d never see him again. Then he showed up at my office. For a job interview. When I tried to reject him? He smirked and said: If you don’t hire me, I’ll tell everyone what I saw.

Now, I’m stuck with him. At work. In my life. Pushing my buttons. Seeing through me. And the worst part? I don’t think I want him to stop.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, gradual feminization, grumpy sunshine, romantic comedy, forced proximity, 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 My Girly BNB.


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 SHOULD’VE CANCELED. I knew this trip was a mistake the second I pulled up to the ridiculously pink Airbnb. The listing made it seem like a rustic cabin—something cozy, neutral, normal. This? This looked like Barbie’s dream house had been force-fed a gallon of bubblegum and threw up everywhere.

I parked, already regretting my life choices, and grabbed my suitcase from the trunk. The air was crisp, the snow fresh, and my fingers instantly stung from the cold. I had three days of PTO.

Three.

And I was spending it here, in the middle of nowhere, to do what? Ski? Be “adventurous”?

I hated adventure.

I worked HR for a tech company. My idea of thrill-seeking was ignoring emails until Monday. But I let my coworker, Joshua, talk me into this. “It’ll be good for you,” he’d said. “You’re forty and single, Grant. You need to touch some grass—well, snow.”

Idiot. I should’ve just booked a hotel in the city, where the most dangerous thing was a lukewarm cappuccino.

I climbed the steps, unlocked the door, and stepped inside.

It was worse.
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Pink walls. Lacy curtains. Glittering chandeliers. The kind of place that looked like it smelled like cupcakes, even though it didn’t.

I rubbed my temples. Maybe this was some kind of mix-up. Maybe there was a second Airbnb on the property—the one meant for people who didn’t want to wake up in a Disney princess fantasy.

I checked my phone. No messages from the host. No signal, either. Fantastic.

Sighing, I set my bag down and walked deeper inside. The furniture was all white and gold, straight out of an influencer’s Instagram page. There were fluffy rugs, decorative pillows shaped like hearts, and—Jesus Christ—a neon sign that said "Stay Fabulous."

I turned on my heel.

Nope.

I’d sleep in my car.

But then I remembered I had nowhere else to go. The nearest hotel was a two-hour drive away, and I wasn’t about to spend my first night here behind the wheel, freezing to death while contemplating my life’s failures.

Fine. I’d survive. It was just a house. A painfully girly house, but a house nonetheless.

I headed toward the bedroom, dreading what fresh saccharine horror awaited me. I pushed open the door and—yep. More pink. More frills. More things that screamed, "A teenage girl decorated this."

There was a vanity stocked with makeup, a massive walk-in closet, and—most alarmingly—a rack of wigs.

“Okay,” I muttered. “What the hell.”

I checked my booking again. It said nothing about this place being, apparently, a drag queen’s paradise.

Sighing, I flopped onto the bed, bouncing slightly on the stupidly soft mattress. At least it was comfortable. And warm. Maybe if I just closed my eyes, I could pretend I was at a normal ski lodge, one that didn’t look like it was decorated by a five-year-old with a princess obsession.

Two nights.

I just had to make it through two nights.

I set my alarm for early morning—skiing would at least get me out of here for a few hours—and shut my eyes.

Maybe when I woke up, I’d find out this was all a weird dream.

Hours later, I woke up to silence. Not the peaceful kind. The ominous one.

I rolled over, groggy, and grabbed my phone. 7:42 AM. No signal, no notifications—just the small Wi-Fi symbol mocking me with an exclamation point. Great.

I pushed myself up, rubbed my face, and walked to the window.

White.

That’s all I saw. A wall of pure white.

I squinted. Where was the road? Where were the trees? Where was the world?

I grabbed my phone again and checked the weather app. Severe blizzard warning. Ski resort closed. Travel discouraged.

I groaned, rubbing my forehead. I’d been mentally prepared to suffer through this Airbnb, but now? I was trapped in it.

Two nights had just turned into God knows how long.

I shuffled to the kitchen and made myself a cup of instant coffee from the welcome basket. It was disgusting. Like someone had boiled cardboard and added a splash of regret.

I sat on the plush couch, flipping through the world's most boring TV channels. The Wi-Fi was too weak for streaming, so my choices were either home shopping or a nature documentary about penguins.

I stared at the penguins for about five minutes before I lost my mind.

I needed entertainment.

I needed distraction.

My gaze flicked toward the bedroom.

More specifically, the walk-in closet I had tried to ignore last night.

A stupid thought crept into my head.

Absolutely not.

I was a grown man. A normal, rational, bored out of his skull grown man. There had to be something else to do.

I checked the bookshelves—all romance novels.
I checked the board games—missing pieces.
I checked the kitchen—no alcohol.

I exhaled through my nose.

Fine.

Just a peek.

I made my way to the closet and slid the door open. The air smelled like vanilla and expensive perfume. Racks of dresses, skirts, and lacy blouses lined the walls. There were hats, scarves, designer bags, and—at the center of it all—a full-length mirror.

I reached out, hesitating.

Then, like an idiot, I grabbed the nearest perfume bottle and sprayed it.

Sweet. Floral. Too much. I coughed, waving my hand.

Still. Not bad.

I put the bottle down and moved to the next thing—a silk robe, pale pink, soft as hell.

I ran my fingers over the fabric. Then, before I could talk myself out of it, I shrugged off my sweatshirt and pulled the robe on.

It felt nice.

That should’ve been the end of it. I should’ve taken it off, walked away, called Joshua and told him to go to hell for suggesting this trip.

But my reflection in the mirror stopped me.

The robe draped over my shoulders, falling perfectly against my frame. It was a little too fitted, like it had been made for someone smaller, but the silk against my skin felt... good.

I shifted my weight, adjusting the fabric.

Then my eyes flicked back to the closet.

There was a wig stand.

Dark brown hair, long and wavy.

I don’t know what possessed me, but my hand reached for it.

Just to see.

I carefully pulled it over my head, adjusting the strands. Then I found a lipstick, uncapped it, and swiped it across my lips.

I barely recognized myself.

For the first time since I’d arrived, I actually laughed.

Jesus. What was I doing?

I posed dramatically, flipping the fake hair, pouted at the mirror, then—

The front door swung open.

A gust of icy wind rushed in, and a voice followed it—deep, lazy, amused.

“Well. That’s a surprise.”

I spun around so fast I nearly tripped.

A man stood at the doorway. Early twenties, tall, smirking like he just caught me committing a crime.

A ski pole was the closest weapon. I grabbed it and pointed it at him.
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“WHO THE HELL ARE YOU?!”

His smirk widened. “Relax, Barbie. I’m not robbing you.”

I tightened my grip on the pole. “I’ll hit you. Don’t test me.”

He put his hands up in surrender, but he was definitely laughing at me.

“Chill,” he said. “I’m Aiden. My sister owns this place. I didn’t know it was booked.”

I didn’t lower the ski pole. “And you just—what? Break in?”

“I have a key,” he said. “Kind of important when your sister forgets to feed her plants.” His eyes flicked down. “But I’m guessing you’re not here to water them.”

I swallowed.

Right. The robe. The wig. The lipstick.

I looked insane.

Aiden rocked back on his heels, enjoying this way too much.

“Hey,” he said. “No judgment. You look good, old man.”

I groaned and wanted to die.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

AIDEN LEANED against the doorframe like he had all the time in the world. Hands in his pockets, a lazy smirk on his face—the kind of guy who probably got through life by smiling at the right people.

Meanwhile, I was standing in a damn silk robe and wig, gripping a ski pole like it was a medieval sword.

Humiliating.

I cleared my throat and yanked the wig off, tossing it onto the nearest chair like it was on fire. “You need to leave.”

He didn’t move. Just tilted his head like a curious cat. “Yeah, about that… I was kinda hoping I could… stay.”

I stared at him. “Excuse me?”

He shrugged. “The storm’s bad. Roads are blocked. No way I’m making it back to town tonight.”

I turned toward the window. It was a disaster out there. The wind howled against the glass, snow piling up so high I could barely see the steps outside.

I muttered a curse under my breath.

“I’ll refund your money,” he added. “Technically, I shouldn’t be here anyway. Consider it a discount for the trauma.”

I turned back to him, unimpressed. “You breaking in was the trauma, or you catching me dressed like this?”

His lips twitched. “Bit of both.”

I resisted the urge to whack him with the ski pole.

“You can take the couch,” I said, already regretting it.
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He grinned. “Knew you were a sweetheart, deep down.”

I grabbed a throw pillow from the armchair and chucked it at his face.

Later that night, after he’d made himself way too comfortable, Aiden stretched out on the couch, arms behind his head.

“So how long are you staying?” he asked.

“Leaving tomorrow,” I said.

He frowned. “That’s it? You barely got here.”

“Well, unlike you, I actually have a job as head of the HR department.”

“Hey, I work,” he said. “Freelance.”

I snorted. “Freelance what? Annoying people?”

His grin was instant. “You’d be surprised how much that pays.”

I rolled my eyes.

He sat up, watching me. “But seriously, what a waste of a trip. You didn’t even get to ski.”

“Yeah, well, life’s full of disappointments.”

He hummed like he was considering something. Then, in the most casual, infuriating way possible, he said, “You should put on the dress again.”

I choked on absolutely nothing. “What?”

“You were having fun,” he said. “Admit it.”

I narrowed my eyes. “I was bored.”

“Uh-huh. And when’s the last time you did something just because it was fun?”

My jaw locked. “I’m not playing dress-up with you.”

Aiden smirked. “Scared you’ll like it?”

I wanted to throw him out into the snow. Instead, I grabbed a blanket and tossed it over his face.

“Goodnight,” I snapped.

His muffled laugh followed me all the way to the bedroom.

I tried to sleep. I really did.

But the wind rattled the windows, the cold crept under the door, and, worst of all, I could hear him.

Aiden.

Slurping.

I groaned and yanked the pillow over my head, but the noise didn’t stop. The slow, obnoxious sound of cheap cup noodles being inhaled like a dying man’s last meal.

I lasted about three minutes before I snapped.

I threw the blanket off and stormed out of the bedroom.

“For the love of—can you eat like a human being?”

He blinked up at me mid-slurp, mouth still full of noodles. He swallowed with an exaggerated gulp.

“Didn’t know you were such a food critic,” he said, twirling his fork in the styrofoam cup. “You want a bite?”

I squinted at him.

The idiot was hunched over a steaming cup of instant noodles, sitting cross-legged on the couch, wearing a hoodie like he belonged here.

For some reason, the sight annoyed me even more.

“Where the hell did you even find those?”

“Pantry.”

I rubbed my face. “That’s not real food.”

“Says the guy who skipped dinner.”

I exhaled sharply. I hated when people were right.

I glanced toward the kitchen. The Airbnb had a surprisingly well-stocked fridge—probably for the guests who weren’t expecting to be trapped in a snowstorm with a twenty-something-year-old pain in the ass.

He went back to his slurping. I stared at him. Then, before I could talk myself out of it, I muttered, “Fine. I’ll make something.”

He paused. “Wait, really?”

I was already heading to the kitchen. “If I have to suffer through this storm, I’m not doing it listening to you eat like a feral animal.”

Twenty minutes later, the cabin smelled like butter, garlic, and something edible.

I set two plates of meatloaf and mashed potatoes on the coffee table, avoiding Aiden’s gaze as I handed him a fork.

He stared at it. “Damn. You’re like, secretly domestic.”

I rolled my eyes. “Eat before I take it back.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. The guy dug in like he hadn’t eaten in days.

I sat across from him, arms crossed.

“So, what do you actually do?” I asked.

“Other than trespassing and freeloading off your sister.”
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He smirked, chewing. “You gonna keep insulting me even after I said your cooking’s great?”

“That wasn’t a compliment. That was common decency.”

He laughed. It was too easygoing. Too relaxed for someone who had been caught breaking into a stranger’s vacation rental.

“I work gigs,” he said.

“Social media stuff. Marketing. Photography.”

“So, unemployed.”

His smirk didn’t budge. “Sounds like you don’t know how freelancing works.”

“I know how job security works.”

“Yeah? You happy in that safe little HR job?”

I opened my mouth. Then closed it.

Aiden watched me. His expression wasn’t mocking this time. Just… curious.

I looked away and focused on my food.

He let the silence hang for a beat, then mercifully changed the subject.

“Seriously, though. The dress thing. You gonna pretend that didn’t happen?”

I sighed, dropping my fork. “Are you ever gonna let that go?”

He grinned. “Nope.”

I groaned and leaned back. “It wasn’t a big deal.”

“Sure,” he said. “I mean, you looked good.”

I choked on my own spit.

He didn’t even blink. Just kept eating like he hadn’t completely broken my brain.

I refused to acknowledge the heat creeping up my neck. Refused.

Instead, I picked up my mug of hot cocoa and took a long sip, focusing on anything but him.

Outside, the wind howled. The snowstorm raged on.

Inside, Aiden smirked.

And I hated that I didn’t hate it.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE STORM finally broke. I stared out the window, watching as plows crawled down the street, clearing away the last two days of my personal hell. The snow was still piled up in ridiculous mountains, but at least the roads were visible again. Which meant I could leave.

I grabbed my suitcase and shoved the last of my things inside. Not that I had much—just the same old practical clothes I always packed. No wigs, no dresses, no stupid silk robes. Nope. Just Grant Miller, boring HR guy, returning to his boring HR life.

The past two days had been a mistake.

A very, very stupid mistake.

The Airbnb. The storm. Aiden.

I refused to let my brain linger on that last part.

I zipped my bag with unnecessary force, threw on my coat, and took one last glance around the place. Still offensively pink, still way too frilly for a rental that was supposed to be a ski lodge. But at least I was never coming back.

I walked into the living room, where Aiden was still passed out on the couch, one leg hanging off the edge, his hoodie half pulled over his face. He looked like some overgrown stray cat that had wandered inside and decided to claim the place.

I hesitated.

For one stupid second, I actually considered waking him up. Maybe saying goodbye.

Then I remembered he’d spent all night smirking at me, making fun of my “bored moment,” and being generally unbearable.

Yeah. Screw that.

I grabbed my keys and walked out the door without looking back.
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By the time I pulled into my apartment’s parking garage, I was exhausted. Not just from the drive, but from everything.

The trip was supposed to be a break. A way to reset, clear my head. Instead, I spent two days trapped in the most aggressively feminine rental known to man, wearing clothes I shouldn’t have liked, talking to someone I shouldn’t have tolerated, and feeling things I refused to analyze.

It was over now.

Back to real life.

I dragged my suitcase inside, threw myself onto the couch, and closed my eyes. I had work in the morning. Normal, safe, predictable work.

I wasn’t going to think about Aiden.

Or the way he smirked when he got under my skin.

Or the way he said I looked good.

Or the fact that he wasn’t wrong.

I groaned and rolled onto my side, willing my brain to shut up.

It didn’t matter. I was never going to see that kid again.

And that was a good thing.

A week later, I was back in the office, doing what I did best—rejecting unqualified candidates.

Hiring was the worst part of my job. People lied on their resumes, fluffed their experience, and acted like enthusiasm could replace actual skills. It couldn’t. I didn’t care how much someone "loved teamwork" or how well they "thrived in fast-paced environments." If they didn’t meet the criteria, I tossed their application in the no pile.

Which is exactly where this next guy was headed.

I skimmed the resume and immediately felt a headache forming.

Aiden Parker.

Twenty-three. Zero relevant experience. Some vague “freelance” gigs that told me absolutely nothing about his actual skillset.

Why the hell did HR even let this application through?

I sighed and pinched the bridge of my nose. Great. Now I had to waste ten minutes of my life sitting through an interview just to tell some overconfident Gen Z kid he wasn’t getting the job.

I buzzed in my assistant. “Send in Parker.”

A moment later, the door opened, and there he was.

Aiden.

Standing in my office like he belonged there.

I stared.

He grinned. “Miss me, old man?”

For a full five seconds, my brain flatlined.

Then, without thinking, I blurted, “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

He plopped into the chair across from my desk, stretching out like he had all the time in the world. “You don’t look happy to see me.”

“That’s because I’m not,” I said flatly. “What the hell are you doing here?”

He shrugged. “Applying for a job. Obviously.”

I slowly, carefully, set down his resume like it might burst into flames. “You have no experience in corporate IT.”

“I’m a fast learner.”

“You dropped out of college.”

He smirked. “So did Bill Gates.”

I gritted my teeth. “You freelanced for influencers.”

“Marketing experience.”

“This is an HR position.”

“People like me,” he said easily.

I rubbed my temples. This wasn’t happening. I wasn’t sitting in my office, being taunted by the same idiot who walked in on me wearing a wig and a silk robe.

“Parker,” I said slowly, “you do realize you’re not remotely qualified for this role, right?”

“Yeah,” he said. “But you’re still gonna hire me.”

I exhaled sharply. “Oh, really?”

“Yup.” He leaned forward, propping his elbows on my desk. His grin widened. “Because if you don’t, I’m gonna tell everyone that I caught you playing dress-up at my sister’s BNB.”

I froze.

For a moment, I thought I misheard him.

Then I realized—no. No, I didn’t.

I stared at him in disbelief. “You wouldn’t.”

He cocked his head. “Wouldn’t I?”

I gripped the armrests of my chair. “You’re actually blackmailing me?”
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“Blackmail is such a strong word,” he said. “I prefer ‘leveraging an opportunity.’”

My eye twitched. “You little—”

“Careful,” he said. “That’s no way to talk to your future employee.”

I clenched my jaw so hard I might’ve cracked a tooth. “You have no idea how to do this job.”

“I’ll figure it out.”

“You’re a nightmare.”

He smirked. “But I’m your nightmare now.”

I could feel my blood pressure rising.

This wasn’t happening.

This couldn’t be happening.

I was too old for this kind of bullshit.

I opened my mouth, ready to tell him exactly where he could shove his so-called leverage.

Then I imagined my coworkers whispering about me in the breakroom.

Did you hear about Grant? Apparently, he likes dressing up as a woman.

I swallowed.

My whole body hummed with rage as I glared at the smug little bastard sitting across from me.

Aiden raised an eyebrow.

“Well?” he said. “Do I get the job, boss?”

I inhaled deeply.

Then, with every ounce of dignity I had left, I forced the words out.

“…Welcome to the team.”

Aiden grinned. “Knew you’d see reason.”

I was going to lose my mind.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS. That’s how long it took before Aiden officially became my biggest workplace headache. I was walking through the lobby, trying to enjoy five seconds of peace, when suddenly—an arm hooked around my shoulders.

“Grant!”

I tensed immediately. There was only one person in this entire company who would pull something like this.

“My favorite boss. My hero. My savior,” he announced loudly, as if we were long-lost war buddies.

A few people turned to look. Some employees. The receptionist. A junior manager. All staring.

I clenched my jaw. “Get off me.”

“No can do,” he said, grinning like a damn game show host. “I just wanted to properly thank you for this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.”

“You already did that when you blackmailed me.”

He gasped dramatically. “Such an ugly word.”

I tried to shrug him off, but he was clinging like a barnacle on a sinking ship.

“Aiden,” I muttered, lowering my voice. “People are watching.”

He smirked. “Yeah, I noticed.”

I pushed him off with unnecessary force, straightened my jacket, and ignored the few strangled laughs coming from our audience.

“Just—keep your paws to yourself, Parker.”

He put both hands up in surrender, but that stupid grin never left his face. “Fine, fine. No touching.” Then, in a lower voice, he added, “Unless you beg.”

I froze.

He winked.

I fought the overwhelming urge to throw him into oncoming traffic.

Instead, I stormed back to my office, rubbing my temple, already planning the elaborate HR complaint I’d never actually file.

But Aiden didn’t stop there.

Apparently, the moment I hired him, my office became his personal hangout spot.
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The next few hours were a game of “how many times can Aiden interrupt Grant before he loses his mind.”

First, I was reviewing payroll reports. Aiden popped in.

“Hey, boss man,” he said, leaning against my doorframe.

I didn’t look up. “Leave.”

“Just checking in. Making sure you’re having a great day.”

I pointed at the door. “Out.”

He grinned and strolled away like he owned the place.

Five minutes later—he was back.

I stared at him. “What.”

He flopped onto the chair across from me. “Did you know the breakroom has free coffee?”

I blinked slowly. “Yes.”

He nodded, as if this was groundbreaking news. “And you can drink as much as you want?”

“That’s generally how breakrooms work, yes.”

He crossed his arms and leaned back. “Wild. Feels like stealing.”

I was genuinely concerned about how his brain functioned.

“Do you actually need something, or did you just come here to ruin my afternoon?”

He grinned. “Bit of both.”

I exhaled, picked up a folder, and threw it at him.

“Read that. Be useful.”

He snagged it out of the air, opened it, and immediately shut it.

“Yeah, no. Too many words.”

I reached for my stress ball, already imagining hurling it at his face.

He laughed, stood, and stretched like he’d been working hard. “Alright, I’ll leave you alone.”

“Finally.”

He started to walk out, then paused in the doorway.

“Oh, by the way…”

I braced myself.

“I was talking to Rachel at reception.”

“Don’t talk to Rachel,” I said automatically.

He ignored me. “She said you never take vacation days.”

I looked back at my screen. “Because I actually work.”

“So do I,” he said.

I snorted. “Barely.”

He smirked, then tilted his head. “Ever think about, y’know… doing something fun?”

I frowned. “Define fun.”

He leaned against the doorframe. “I dunno. Something outside your usual routine. Something that makes you feel good.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Are you implying something?”

He grinned, unbothered. “Just making conversation, boss.”

I threw a pen at his head.

He dodged it, laughed, and disappeared down the hall.

I sat back in my chair, exhaling through my nose.

I should be annoyed. I should be frustrated.

And I was.

But my stupid mouth twitched into a smirk anyway.

no business noticing.

The way he leaned against my office doorframe like he owned the place. The way his stupid grin stretched a little wider every time he got under my skin. The way his sleeves were always rolled up, exposing just enough forearm to be distracting.

I needed help.

Or therapy.

Or a cold shower.

Instead, I sat at my desk, pretending to work, while my coworkers slowly caught on to my suffering.

"Hey, Grant?" Rachel from reception peeked into my office.

I snapped my attention toward her, grateful for the distraction. "Yeah?"

She smirked. "You and the new guy seem close."

I froze. Too long.

She raised an eyebrow. "Something going on there?"

I scoffed. Scoffed. "Absolutely not."

"Uh-huh," she said, clearly not convinced. "It's just—you actually smile when he’s around."

I blinked. “I smile all the time.”

She outright laughed. "No, you don't."

Before I could argue, she walked away, leaving me with an existential crisis.

I slumped in my chair and rubbed my face.

I was not attracted to Aiden.

I couldn’t be.

I was forty years old. I had never—not once—been attracted to a man.

And yet, when I closed my eyes, all I could think about was his stupid voice, his stupid smirk, and the way he looked at me like I was some kind of puzzle he wanted to solve.

I groaned and knocked my head against my desk.

I needed sleep.
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The next morning, I walked into the office to find a box sitting on my desk.

I frowned. No one ever left me gifts.

I picked it up and noticed a small card taped to the top.

Happy birthday, Boss Lady.

I blinked.

It was my birthday?

I checked my phone.

It was my birthday.

Jesus.

I sighed and pulled off the ribbon, already bracing for whatever stupid prank this was.

I opened the lid.

And then I froze.

Inside, neatly folded, was a pink pearl thong.

For a solid five seconds, I just stared at it, brain short-circuiting.

Then I let out a laugh—a real, actual laugh.

I picked up the card again, shaking my head. “Unbelievable.”

Right on cue, Aiden strolled in, grinning. “Morning, birthday girl.”

I held up the box. “You’re insane.”

“Wrong,” he said, flopping onto the chair across from my desk.

“I’m thoughtful.”

I snorted. “You really think this is my color?” “Don’t act like you’re not tempted.”

I tossed the box at him. He caught it, laughing. “Well?” he said. “Happy birthday or what?”

I leaned back in my chair, still smiling. Yeah. It wasn’t the best birthday present. But it was something. Even my parents didn’t greet me let alone wrap a present and this pest somehow made me smile from ear-to-ear.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I NEVER LIKED company dinners. Too much small talk, too many forced laughs, and—worst of all—having to pretend I cared about team bonding.

I sat at the long table nearby, nursing my drink, staring at the condensation sliding down the glass, half-listening to my coworkers gossip about something HR was probably supposed to frown upon. I wasn’t paid enough to care.

Then, of course, Aiden slid into the seat next to me.

“Enjoying yourself, boss?”

I didn’t look at him. “No.”

He grinned. “You really know how to bring the mood up, huh?”

“I try.”

He leaned in slightly. “Come on. It’s a company dinner. You’re supposed to be bonding with your employees.”

I sighed. “I’m here, aren’t I?”

“Physically, sure. Mentally? I think you checked out the second you sat down.”

Before I could respond, someone across the table shouted for another round.

A fresh glass appeared in front of me.

Aiden nudged it closer. “C’mon, live a little.”

I should’ve said no.

Instead, I took the drink.

And then another.

And another.

Somewhere between my third and fourth drink, my usual filters started slipping.

I blamed Aiden.

He kept talking. Kept grinning. Kept poking at me in that way only he knew how.

And I, against my better judgment, kept answering.
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“So,” Aiden mused, swirling his drink. “Tell me something.”

I arched an eyebrow. “No.”

He ignored that. “If that snowstorm never happened, do you think you ever would’ve put on a dress?”

I should’ve ignored him.

Should’ve shrugged it off.

Instead, words slipped out before I could catch them.

“…Maybe I didn’t hate it.”

Silence.

I blinked, realizing what the hell just came out of my mouth.

Aiden’s grin turned absolutely devious. “Oh?”

“No.” I shook my head quickly. “Forget I said that.”

“Too late.”

He grabbed my wrist and pulled me up.

I frowned. “Where are we going?”

Aiden chuckled and led me through the restaurant, past the private dining rooms, until we stopped in front of a door.

He cracked it open, peeked inside, then pulled me in.

I blinked at the small but ridiculously fancy room. A desk. A velvet chair. A huge closet.

“This is Mrs. Masters’ office,” I said, recognizing my supervisor’s usual den of doom. “She’ll kill us if she catches us in here.”

“Relax,” Aiden said, strolling over to the closet. He opened it, rummaged through the neatly hung coats and blazers—then pulled out a dress.

A pink one. Satin.

He turned, holding it out to me.

I stared.

Then laughed, a little sloppily. “You’re insane.”

“Maybe,” Aiden said. “But, you liked it, right?”

I swallowed. “This is a terrible idea.”

He waved the dress in front of me like bait.

“Don’t overthink it,” he said. “Just put it on.”

I hesitated.

Then—stupidly, drunkenly—I took the dress.

I turned away, muttering, “If I do this, you never bring it up again.”

Aiden made a zipping motion over his lips.

I sighed and slipped the dress on over my button-up.

It was too soft, too nice, too…

Right.

The satin clung in places my usual clothes didn’t. It should’ve felt wrong. But it didn’t.

I looked at my reflection in the closet mirror, hands tightening on the fabric.

Aiden stepped up behind me. “You look good, Boss Lady.”

Something in my stomach flipped.

I turned, intending to shove him away—

But he was too close.

The air between us shifted.

His eyes flicked down to my mouth.

My breath hitched.

Then—a noise in the hallway.

We jerked apart.

I ripped the dress off, shoved it back into the closet, and stormed out before I did something even stupider.

Back at the table, the chatter was the same. The drinks were still flowing.

But my heart was pounding.

And when I glanced at Aiden, he was still smirking.

I grabbed my coat and left.

Later that night, I locked the door to my apartment, threw my coat onto the couch, and exhaled sharply.

My pulse was still too fast.

I ran a hand down my face, willing my body to calm the hell down. It was nothing. A stupid drunken moment. I shouldn’t be thinking about it.

But I was.

I kicked off my shoes, undid the top button of my shirt, and sat heavily at my desk.

Aiden.

The dress.

The way he looked at me in the mirror.

I tapped my fingers against the desk, irritated with myself.

I had never—never—felt like this before.

Not with a man.

Not even with women, if I was being honest.

There was something different about tonight. About the way the dress had felt. The way I had looked in it. The way my chest had tightened—not with embarrassment, but something else. Something I didn’t want to name.

I swallowed and pushed away from the desk.

I needed to sleep.

I stood, started undressing, and froze.

My reflection caught my eye.

I stared at myself.

Wrinkled button-up, dress pants, tie still hanging loosely around my collar.

Boring.

Wrong.

I swallowed, turned away, grabbed my phone, and—before I could stop myself—opened a shopping app.
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My fingers hovered over the search bar.

I hesitated.

Then, with a shaky breath, I typed.

Skirts. Blouses. Dresses. Wigs.

My heart was hammering.

This was insane.

But I clicked "Add to Cart" anyway.

And then—Checkout.

The confirmation email popped up. The damage was done.

I stared at my phone screen.

What the hell was I doing?

I set the phone down, crawled into bed, and yanked the blanket over my head.

Maybe by morning, I’d wake up and feel normal again.

But I doubted it.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I had a routine now. Wake up. Work. Ignore Aiden. Go home. Lock the door. Become someone else. It started small. At first, I’d just try on a blouse. Then a skirt. Then a dress. Then I ordered more.

Lingerie. Stockings. A proper wig, not the cheap party store kind.

I had makeup now, too.

Foundation. Lipstick. Blush.

The first time I put it all together—the hair, the clothes, the makeup—I stared at myself in the mirror and didn’t recognize the person looking back.

And the scary part?

I liked it.

I liked it too much.

At work, I kept my head down, pushing through the day, pretending nothing had changed.

Except everything had.

I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Or about Aiden.

Which was why I avoided him.

I had to.

The moment I saw him, my stupid brain would start replaying that night in Mrs. Masters’ office. The way he had looked at me in the mirror. The way we almost—

I shook my head.

No. No, no, no.

I just had to get through this. Get through whatever this was.

But Aiden noticed.

"Hey, Boss Lady."

I tensed before I even looked up.

Aiden stood in my doorway, arms crossed, watching me.

I forced a neutral expression. “Don’t call me that.”

“You’ve been weird lately,” he said, stepping inside. “Weirder than usual.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

He arched an eyebrow. “Really? Because you’ve been ignoring me for weeks.”

“I’ve been busy.”

He scoffed. “Yeah, okay. And I’m the CEO.”

I grabbed a random file and pretended to read it. “If you don’t have actual work to do, you can leave.”

Silence.

Then Aiden sighed.

“Did I do something?”

I froze.

“Because if I did, just tell me,” he continued.

“I don’t like being ignored.”

My stomach twisted.

I should’ve told him something. Anything.

But I just gritted my teeth and waited for him to leave.

Eventually, he did.

And for some reason, I felt worse.

Later that night, I explored my alter ego once more. The wig was perfect. Chestnut brown, soft curls brushing my shoulders. I’d spent weeks finding the right one—not too shiny, not too fake-looking. It framed my face just right.

The makeup had taken longer than usual, but I was getting better.

Foundation smooth. Lashes curled. Lips painted a soft pink.

I adjusted my blouse, smoothing the fabric down over my waist, then stepped back to look at myself.

Every night, this part got easier.

And every night, it felt harder to take off.

I turned my head slightly, watching the way my hair moved, the way my features looked just a little different, softer, prettier.

Then—the doorbell rang.
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I jumped.

My stomach dropped.

No one ever came to my apartment at night.

For a second, I just stood there, frozen in front of the mirror, heart pounding.

Then the doorbell rang again.

I swallowed hard, toed off my heels, and hurried to the door, hesitating before checking the peephole.

Aiden.

I swore under my breath.

I pressed my forehead against the door, inhaling slowly. Not now. Not when I was dressed like this. Not when I was—

He knocked. “Grant.”

I squeezed my eyes shut. Go away.

Another knock. Louder.

I took a breath and opened the door just a crack.

He leaned against the frame, clearly drunk.

His hair was a little messy, cheeks flushed, and his eyes—God, those stupid eyes—were locked right on me.

His gaze flicked downward.

Not at my face.

At the soft pink silk of my blouse.

My stomach turned.

For one horrible, endless second, he just stared.

Then, in the quietest voice, he said, “Why have you been avoiding me?”

I gripped the doorframe.

“I haven’t,” I said quickly. Too quickly.

His mouth twitched.

“Bullshit.”

I tried to close the door. He caught it with his hand.

“I—” I exhaled, forcing myself to stay calm. “Aiden, you’re drunk. Go home.”

His fingers tightened on the frame.

“Not until you tell me why.”

I swallowed.

He leaned in slightly, eyes scanning my face, lowering again to my clothes.

“Is this why?” he asked softly.

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. His throat bobbed.

Then, before I could stop him, he stepped inside.

I backed up, but he closed the door behind him.

The air between us felt too thick, too hot, too much.

He took another step forward. I took another step back. The wall caught me.

Aiden’s eyes were darker than usual.

I should’ve said something. I should’ve told him to leave. Instead, I whispered, “You should go.”

He exhaled slowly. Then he lifted a hand and brushed his thumb against my cheek. I stiffened.
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“You’re beautiful,” he murmured.

My chest felt tight.

I wanted to shove him away. I wanted to pull him closer. But his gaze flicked to my lips and I didn’t stop him. I should’ve. But I didn’t.

Eventually, he leaned in and kissed me.

I melted.

There was no hesitation, no second-guessing. Just heat.

His lips were warm, firm but soft, tasting faintly of whiskey.

I was dizzy.

I felt too much, all at once.

His hands slid down my waist, fingers brushing the silk of my blouse. I shivered, my own hands fisting into his hoodie. His tongue flicked against my bottom lip.

I made a sound—something embarrassingly soft.

He pulled back just enough to chuckle.

“You like this,” he murmured.

I didn’t answer.

He kissed me again, harder this time, hungrier. His hands found my hips, pulling me against him. And God help me—I let him.

My fingers curled around the collar of his hoodie, dragging him closer. The fabric of my blouse bunched between us. His lips trailed down my jaw, my throat.

I tilted my head back, panting.

His hands slid lower, gripping my thighs, lifting me. I barely registered him carrying me toward the bedroom. I should’ve stopped him. I should’ve said this is a mistake.

But the second my back hit the bed—I didn’t care anymore.

He hovered over me, smirking.

“Still want me to leave?”

I grabbed the back of his neck and pulled him down.

That night, I didn’t think. I didn’t doubt. I didn’t stop.

I just let myself feel.

And for once in my life—it felt right.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE MORNING AFTER was unbearable. Not because of regret—because of Aiden. He was acting smugger than usual, which was saying something. Every time I glanced up from my computer, he was staring at me, like he had a secret he was dying to tell.

Which he did.

And I wanted to strangle him for it.

By lunch, I’d officially had enough.

I grabbed my phone and fired off a text.

Me: Stop looking at me like that.

Aiden, sitting across the office, checked his phone, then immediately locked eyes with me and smirked.

My phone buzzed.

Aiden: Like what?

I clenched my jaw and typed again.

Me: Like you know something I don’t.

Aiden: But I do. I know exactly what you sound like when you—

I shut off my phone so fast I nearly broke the screen.

His laugh echoed across the office, and I buried my face in my hands. I was never going to live this down.

Then another text popped up.

Aiden: Dinner. Tonight. You. Me. 7 PM. La Riviera.

I frowned. La Riviera? That was way too fancy for someone who thought free coffee in the breakroom was a corporate scam.

Another text came through.

Aiden: If you don’t show up in girly clothes, I’m telling the office.

I nearly dropped my phone.

My head snapped up, and Aiden, the absolute bastard, winked at me from his desk.

I was going to kill him.

At 6:00 PM, I was still standing in front of my closet, stomach twisting into knots.

This wasn’t a date. I wasn’t going on a date. I was being blackmailed into dinner. That was all.

My fingers hovered over my usual button-up and slacks.

Safe. Comfortable. Forgettable.

But I didn’t reach for them.

Instead, my eyes drifted to the other side of the closet.

The new side.

The side filled with things I hadn’t dared wear outside yet.

My pulse quickened.

I traced my fingers over a row of fabrics.

Blouses. Skirts. Dresses.

A choice I shouldn’t have even been considering.

And yet, I was.

I hesitated, then, before I could talk myself out of it, I pulled out a black wrap dress.

It wasn’t too short, wasn’t too flashy. Just enough.

I slid it on slowly, hands shaking slightly, the fabric hugging me in ways my normal clothes never did.

When I turned to face the mirror, my breath caught.

The person staring back at me wasn’t a stranger.

It was just me.

The version of me I kept locked away.

The version of me that—for the first time—felt real.

I swallowed, adjusting the neckline, then reached for the wig. Chestnut brown, soft curls brushing my shoulders. The one Aiden liked. I hesitated before carefully placing it on, adjusting the strands, letting them frame my face.

Lipstick. I needed lipstick.

I grabbed the soft pink shade.

The one that made my mouth look plush, kissable.

My fingers trembled as I applied it, but when I stepped back, the woman in the mirror looked…

Right.
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My pulse thumped against my ribs.

I wasn’t ready for this.

But I wanted it anyway.

I took a deep breath, grabbed my purse, and walked out the door.

La Riviera was too much.

Soft jazz played over dim candlelight, the air thick with the scent of wine and overpriced entrees. I felt completely out of place. Not just because I wasn’t used to places like this, but because—for the first time ever—I wasn’t dressed like Grant Miller.

I was dressed as… her.

The hostess led me through the restaurant, my heels clicking against the polished floor. My palms were damp. My heart hammered. Every nerve in my body was screaming at me to turn around and leave before someone figured me out.

Then I saw Aiden.

He was too damn comfortable, sprawled back in his seat, sipping a glass of wine like he did this kind of thing every day. He looked unfairly good, button-down fitted just right, sleeves rolled up just enough to be distracting.

The second he spotted me, he did a slow, obnoxiously obvious once-over.

His grin spread. “Damn.”

I dropped into the seat across from him, scowling. “Shut up.”

“What? I haven’t even said anything yet.”

“You’re thinking it.”

“I absolutely am.”

I picked up the menu, using it as a shield. “This is not a date.”

He snorted. “Right. Just two coworkers having a totally normal dinner. While one of them sucked my—”

I shot him a look.

He smirked but backed off, setting his wine glass down. “Fine. Not a date.”

The waiter arrived before I could argue, and I kept my eyes down, terrified of being clocked. But Aiden just leaned back in his chair, completely unbothered.

We ordered, and I realized my hands were still shaking. I curled them into fists under the table.

He watched me. “So,” he said, voice softer, “how does it feel?”

I blinked. “How does what feel?”

He gestured at me. “Being out like this.”

I hesitated.

How did it feel?

Terrifying. Liberating. A little addicting.

I exhaled. “I don’t know yet. To be honest… I also don’t know how I feel about what happened last night. I’m sure you also feel the same. Or have you been with a guy before?”

He tilted his head. “But you like it.”

I swallowed, tapping my nails against the stem of my wine glass. I did like it.

And that scared me.

He reached across the table, his fingers brushing mine.

A small touch, but it made my breath hitch.

“I don’t see you as a guy,” he murmured.

“Not when you’re like this. Not when you’re… you.”

Something inside me twisted.
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I barely noticed when the waiter set down our food.

He leaned back, giving me space, like he wasn’t trying to rush me. Like he wasn’t pushing me for answers I wasn’t ready to say out loud.

I picked up my fork, my grip still a little unsteady.

Maybe it wasn’t a date.

But it sure as hell felt like one.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

SIX MONTHS. That’s how long it had been since my world flipped upside down. I had been taking hormones for five months now. The changes were slow at first—subtle, easy to brush off. My skin softened. My body felt different, lighter in ways I couldn’t explain. My face lost some of its sharpness. My chest was no longer flat.

I still dressed the same at work. Slacks, button-downs. Neutral colors. But things fit differently now. I walked differently. I felt different.

And Aiden knew.

He had been there through all of it.

The first time I cried for no reason, he just held me. When I got self-conscious about my body, he kissed every part I hated and told me I was beautiful.

We were in love.

And no one could know.

The company had a strict policy—no workplace relationships. Aiden and I played our roles well. Colleagues. Nothing more. But outside of work, we were everything.

I should have been happy.

I had Aiden. I had a new name.

Grace.

But the truth was, I had been waiting for the other shoe to drop.

And it finally did.

It started with a knock on my office door.

I looked up to see Carla, one of my juniors in HR, hovering in the doorway. She looked nervous.

“What is it?” I asked.

She shifted on her feet. “Hilda wants to see you.”

I frowned. The Operations Manager? I had worked at this company for years and never once had a direct meeting with her.

“Did she say why?”

Carla hesitated. “She… said it’s important.”

I grabbed my notebook and followed her out, ignoring the way my stomach twisted.

Something felt off.

I walked into Hilda’s office, and the second I saw her face, I knew.

She looked at me like she already knew everything.
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“Sit down,” she said.

I did.

She placed a manila folder in front of me.

“Are the rumors true?” she asked.

My fingers tightened on my notebook. “What rumors?”

She flipped the folder open, revealing printed photos.

Of me.

Me and Aiden.

In a restaurant. Laughing. Holding hands. Leaning too close.

I felt my chest tighten.

Hilda sighed, pushing the folder toward me. “Bryan Monroe—Aiden’s supervisor—brought these to me.”

My throat went dry.

“He suspects that Aiden got his job not on merit but because of connections.”

My stomach dropped.

She folded her hands on the desk. “You’re one of our best employees. But if you and Aiden are in a relationship, and if he only got the job because of you, that’s a problem.”

I forced myself to stay calm.

“I don’t care about your double life,” she said. “I care about whether Bryan’s accusations are true. Did you hire Aiden knowing he wasn’t qualified?”

I looked at the photos again.

I could lie.

I could say this was all a misunderstanding.

But I was done lying.

I met her eyes. “I didn’t care about his resume.”

Her expression didn’t change.

“But I wasn’t wrong,” I added.

“Aiden is a fast learner. He’s good at his job.”

She leaned back in her chair. “That’s not what Bryan says.”

Bryan had never liked Aiden. He thought he was too young, too reckless. His reports were always the first to be criticized.

I clenched my jaw. “Aiden makes mistakes. But he works hard.”

She exhaled. “It doesn’t matter,” she continued then closed the folder. “One of you has to go.”

I felt like the air had been knocked out of me. I had spent years building my career here. I loved my job.

But… I loved Aiden more.

“I’ll go,” I said before I could second-guess myself.

Her lips pressed into a thin line. “You don’t have to do this.”

“I do.”

She sighed, rubbing her temple. “This company is losing one of its best employees.”

I took a breath.

“There’s something else,” I said.

Her eyes flicked back to mine.

I tapped the folder. “Yes, that’s me in the photos. That’s not my double life, that’s the real me.”

Hilda frowned.

I swallowed hard. “I’ve been taking hormones for months. It’s the right time for me to discover myself more.”

Her expression didn’t change, but something in her eyes softened.

She nodded. “I respect your decision,” she said.

And just like that—it was done.

Two weeks.

That’s how long I had kept it a secret from Aiden.

I told myself I was protecting him. That if I just left quietly, if I disappeared from the company without a fuss, he wouldn’t have to make any hard choices.

It was a lie.

The truth was, I was scared.

Scared of what he would say. Scared of what I would do if he asked me to stay.

So I packed the things from my office when he wasn’t around.

I folded my work clothes into a suitcase, zipped up my laptop bag, and stared at the life I had spent years building.

And then I heard the door open.

I turned just as Aiden stepped inside.

He froze. His eyes went straight to the suitcase.

The room went silent.

Then his voice—low, sharp. “What the hell is this?”

I gripped the edge of my desk. “Aiden—”

His jaw tightened. “Are you leaving?”

I swallowed. “I didn’t want to tell you like this.”

He took a step forward. “Then how did you want to tell me? Were you just going to disappear?”

I looked away. “Hilda gave me a choice. You or my job. I chose you. Bryan outed me, us.”

His hands curled into fists. “You should’ve told me.”

I exhaled. “I didn’t want you to feel guilty.”

His laugh was short, bitter. “Guilty? Grace, I don’t want you to leave your damn job for me.”

I met his eyes. “I already did.”

His nostrils flared. He turned on his heel and stormed toward the door.

“Aiden, wait—”

“I’m fixing this,” he snapped.

My stomach dropped. “What are you talking about?”

He threw the door open. “I’m going to tell Bryan to shove it. He wants to fire someone? Fine. I quit. You’re staying.”

I grabbed his wrist. “Aiden—”

“Let me go.”

“No.”

He spun to face me. Frustrated. Furious. Desperate.
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“If you think I’m going to stand by while you throw away everything you worked for—”

“Then don’t,” I cut in. “Don’t stand by. Run away with me.”

The words left my mouth before I could think.

Aiden stared at me.

My heart was racing.

Then his expression shifted.

Like something in him clicked into place.

He grabbed my face and kissed me. It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t gentle. It was everything I had been holding back.

I melted into him, fingers tangling in his shirt, pulling him closer.

When we broke apart, he was breathless.

He laughed. “What now?” he whispered.

I smiled. “Let’s find out.”

He grabbed my bags, and we ran.

In the car, we laughed. Neither of us knew where we were going. Neither of us cared. All that mattered was that we were together. And for the first time in my life—I was free.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

I STOOD IN front of what used to be his sister’s Airbnb six months later, a steaming cup of coffee in my hands, and watched as Aiden struggled with a set of tangled Christmas lights.

“You know,” I called out, lips curling into a smirk, “I read somewhere that if you swear at them long enough, they untangle themselves.”

He turned, exasperated, a loop of lights hanging around his neck. “Ha. Ha. If you’re so smart, come help me.”

I took a slow sip of my coffee. “Nope. I’m on break.”

“You’ve been on break for the last thirty minutes.”

“Exactly.”

He muttered something under his breath and went back to wrestling with the wires. I grinned into my cup.

It had been six months since we walked away from our jobs, from the life we thought we were supposed to have. It had been terrifying at first. No stability, no real plan—just the two of us, figuring things out as we went.

But somehow, it worked.

His sister had decided to move to Canada and offered to sell him the Airbnb for cheap. We had taken it as a sign.

And now, this was ours.

We hadn’t changed much. The place was still painfully pink, still decorated like a Barbie Dreamhouse. But instead of feeling like I was trapped in a stranger’s fantasy, now it just felt like… mine.
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We had made small adjustments but the star of the show was the giant Christmas tree in the living room. We wanted our guest to feel how festive we were. We decorated it together, and now it stood in the window, glowing warm against the winter snow.

Aiden had repainted some of the exterior, fixing up what had been neglected. I took charge of the inside. New furniture, new decor—little touches that made it cozy, personal.

Not just an Airbnb but a home. Our home.

I wrapped my scarf tighter around my neck and looked down at myself, still getting used to how different even my reflection felt these days.

The oversized sweater I wore was a soft cream color, paired with leggings and fur-lined boots. My hair—mine, finally long enough to style—was loose, curls bouncing slightly as I moved.

Aiden finally gave up on the lights, tossing them onto the porch railing with a dramatic sigh. “Done,” he announced. “They can stay tangled. It’s a new holiday trend.”

I laughed. “Lazy.”

He dusted off his hands and walked over, wrapping his arms around me from behind.

“Not lazy,” he murmured against my hair. “Efficient.”

I leaned into him, letting his warmth seep into me. “Mmm, sure.”

We stood like that for a moment, watching the snow drift down, covering the cabin in a fresh layer of white.

It still didn’t feel real, sometimes. That this was our life now. That we had made it work.

He pressed a kiss to my temple. “You happy?” I turned in his arms, looking up at him. “Yeah. I really am.” His smile softened. “Good.”

I traced my fingers over the collar of his jacket, feeling the rough fabric beneath my fingertips. “You?”

His hands tightened around my waist. “You have to ask?”

I bit my lip, and his eyes darkened slightly, like they always did when I did that.

A slow smile spread across his lips.

“I love you, Grace, boss lady,” he murmured.

I let out a small breath, my chest tightening—not with fear, but with something warm, something certain.

[image: Mage media]

“I love you too you little goon.”

He dipped his head and kissed me, slow and deep, the kind of kiss that felt like a promise.

Like home.

Like forever.

And as the snow fell around us, wrapping the cabin in a winter wonderland, I realized that this—right here—was everything I had ever wanted.

And I finally had it.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy My Girly BNB? 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.

[image: A person with long pink hair  Description automatically generated]

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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"It was the wrong ride, but it took me to the right place. The place that taught me I’d be happier in a skirt."

When I got into the wrong Uber booking, I thought I was headed back home. Instead, I woke up at a photoshoot—for a Femboy Magazine. Somehow, I went from unemployed and desperate to their accidental new star.

But as my transformation into "Jenny" unfolded, something unexpected happened—the photographer saw me, the real me, in a way no one else ever had.

When the truth about my identity was exposed, the world wanted to tear me down, and I was ready to run. But Desmond wasn’t about to let me go without a fight.

Read Wrong Ride

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 My Girly BNB.

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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