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Introduction

"The feng shui master said I needed balance. What he really meant was pink walls, dresses, and a whole new life."

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

∞∞∞

My life felt cursed. Losing my parents, surviving an accident that nearly paralyzed me, and then being left by the people I thought I could count on—it all left me broken. But when I met Charlie Yung, a charming feng shui master, everything started to shift.

What began as rearranging furniture to balance my so-called “masculine-dominated chart” turned into something much bigger. Charlie helped me see a side of myself I never dared to embrace. Slowly, I became Janice—a version of me that felt real, soft, and alive in ways I’d never imagined.

But finding myself didn’t come without challenges. Charlie’s wealthy, traditional family didn’t approve of me, and their disapproval threatened to tear us apart. Just when I thought I couldn’t fight anymore, he reminded me what love really meant—and that our happy home was wherever we were together.

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 My Girly Home.


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 CLOCK ON my wall ticked louder than it should. Or maybe I just noticed it more when there was nothing else to fill the void. It was weird how silence had a way of amplifying everything, even the sound of my own thoughts. I sat on the edge of the sagging couch in my mostly empty living room, staring at the blank wall across from me. No pictures. No memories. Just this nothingness that stretched out in front of me like the rest of my life.

Two years. That’s how long it had been since I lost my parents in that accident. People always say, “It’ll get better.” They don’t know. They didn’t see the mangled wreck of my mom’s car on the news, the twisted metal that used to be her world. They didn’t hear the hollow sound in my dad’s voice when he didn’t pick up my calls—because he couldn’t anymore. The words “instant death” felt like a cruel punchline to a joke no one should have written.

And as if that wasn’t enough, the universe kept kicking. Kirk, my best friend since middle school, decided he was done too. Moved halfway across the world to Thailand. Got married. Didn’t even tell me until after the fact. I guess a postcard saying, “Wish you were here” would’ve been too much effort.

Then came the accident. The one where I slipped and fell while disembarking at the cargo ship I worked as a steward. Avid Shipping… it was where my dreams were sketched, but it was also where they were redrawn. It was my turn to become the broken thing people avoided talking about. The doctors said I’d never walk again, which was just the cherry on top of my bad-luck sundae. And, of course, my girlfriend, Melanie, couldn’t handle it. She didn’t say it outright, but her eyes did the talking. She looked at me like I was some sad, unfinished story she didn’t want to read anymore. She bailed.

The thing is, I healed. Miraculously, the doctors called it. Months of therapy and these weird alternative treatments my physical therapist pushed on me—acupuncture, herbs, you name it—somehow worked. My legs came back, even if my life didn’t. I should’ve felt lucky, but instead, I felt... off. Like I was living on borrowed time, waiting for the next shoe to drop.
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So there I was, staring at my new apartment. A fresh start, right? At least that’s what the glossy real estate brochure had promised. The place looked okay on paper, but in person, it was as empty as I felt. The walls were a dull beige, the kind of color that made you question why paint even existed. My stuff hadn’t arrived yet, so all I had was a mattress on the floor and a secondhand couch that smelled faintly of mothballs.

The insurance payout from my accident sat in my bank account like a bitter consolation prize. Enough to start over but not enough to forget. I had no idea what I was doing. I just knew I couldn’t keep waking up to the same reminders of how unlucky I was.

It was around noon when I decided to go outside, mostly because the apartment smelled like paint and regret. I wandered the neighborhood, trying to convince myself this new city wasn’t as bleak as it seemed. The air felt different, sharper, like it carried secrets I wasn’t in on.

That’s when I saw him.

He was standing in front of a small shop with gold lettering on the window. “Charlie Yung: Feng Shui Master.” I’d walked past a dozen stores already, but something about this guy made me stop. He was fiddling with a stack of flyers, his movements quick and efficient, like he didn’t have time to waste.

His eyes flicked up, catching mine.

“Need some balance in your life?” he asked, holding out a flyer. His voice was smooth, the kind that made you want to listen even if you didn’t agree.

“Balance?” I echoed, taking the flyer. It was a reflex more than anything.

He smiled—sharp, confident, like he knew things about me I didn’t.

“You look like someone who could use it.”

I wanted to argue, but I couldn’t.

I glanced down at the flyer in my hand. It was glossy and over-the-top, with swirls of gold ink and a tagline that read: Align Your Space, Align Your Life. It should’ve been laughable. Should’ve made me roll my eyes and toss it in the nearest trash can. Instead, I shoved it into my pocket.

“I’m good,” I said, even though I wasn’t.

“Just... exploring.”

Charlie didn’t seem convinced. He tilted his head, studying me like I was some kind of puzzle. “Exploring’s good. Better than being stuck.”

That hit harder than it should’ve. I nodded, not trusting myself to say anything else.
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“Think about it,” he added, giving me one last smile before heading back into his shop.

I stood there for a moment, feeling like I’d just walked away from something important, though I couldn’t explain why.

Back at the apartment, the beige walls stared back at me, as lifeless as ever. I dropped onto the couch and pulled the flyer out of my pocket, smoothing it out against my knee. I read the tagline again, the words almost mocking me.

I didn’t believe in Feng Shui or energy or any of that crap.

But what if... just what if this guy could change something?

Not everything, just... enough.

I set the flyer on the coffee table, staring at it like it might disappear if I blinked. Part of me felt stupid for even considering it, but the other part—the one that had been drowning in bad luck for years—clung to it like a lifeline.

That night, sleep didn’t come easy. I lay on my mattress, staring at the ceiling. Memories of my parents, Kirk, and Melanie swirled in my head, mixing with the lingering ache in my legs from the therapy sessions that got me walking again. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw their faces: my mom laughing at some dumb joke my dad told, Kirk grinning with a beer in his hand, Melanie looking at me with pity the day she left.

It was all too much, too loud, and I couldn’t shut it off. The thought of staying in that empty apartment for another day, another hour, made my chest tighten.

By morning, I was desperate for something—anything—that could make me feel different. So, I picked up the flyer and dialed the number at the bottom before I could talk myself out of it.

Charlie answered on the second ring.

“Charlie Yung,” he said, his voice calm and easy.

“Hey, uh, it’s Josh,” I said, feeling like an idiot.

“We met yesterday. I think I... I think I need some balance.”

There was a pause, and for a second, I thought he was going to laugh or hang up. But then he said, “Good. I’ll see you at noon.”


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

WHEN I WALKED into Charlie’s shop, the first thing I noticed was how peaceful it felt. There wasn’t anything overt—no incense or chanting monks. Instead, it was just... balanced. The kind of space that made you feel like maybe your life wasn’t a total wreck, even if it absolutely was.

Charlie stood behind a sleek wooden desk, his hands busy arranging what looked like jade figurines. When he glanced up and saw me, he smiled in a way that made me feel like he’d been expecting me all along.

“Josh,” he greeted, his voice smooth, almost soothing. “Right on time.”

“Yeah, well, I didn’t have much else going on,” I said, shoving my hands into my jacket pockets.

“Then let’s make this worth your while,” he replied, gesturing toward a small seating area near the front window.

“We’ll start with your Bazi chart.”

I followed him, frowning. “What’s a Bazi chart?”

“It’s also called the Four Pillars of Destiny,” Charlie explained, settling into one of the chairs. “It’s based on your birth date and time. We use it to see how the five elements—wood, fire, earth, metal, and water—interact in your life. It’s like... a blueprint for your energy.”

I raised an eyebrow. “So, it’s like a horoscope?”

“Not exactly,” he said, pulling out a sleek tablet. “Bazi is more complex. It’s about balance—seeing what you have too much of, what you’re missing, and how it affects your life.”

It sounded like the kind of thing Melanie would’ve called “woo-woo nonsense.” But she wasn’t here anymore, and my life was an actual dumpster fire, so who was I to judge?

Charlie asked for my birthday, and I told him: April 2, 1990. He typed it into the tablet, his fingers moving quickly over the screen.

“Hm,” he said after a moment, his brow furrowing slightly.

“Give me your birth time.”

Scrambling for answers, “Not really sure, but it’s around 9:30 at night.”

“Where were you born?”

His questions were getting very personal but I was in too deep.

“San Francisco.”

More brow furrowing and hms later…

“Hm? What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked, leaning forward.

Charlie glanced at me, his expression serious now. “Your chart is dominated by Yang Metal. It’s a very strong, masculine element. It represents resilience, determination, and the ability to endure challenges—”

I snorted. “Sounds about right.”

“—but,” he continued, “too much Yang Metal can make you rigid. It’s like wearing armor all the time. It protects you, but it also weighs you down. It makes it hard to adapt, to let things flow.”

I frowned, sitting back. “Okay, so what do I do? Take off the armor?”

“In a way,” Charlie said, smiling faintly. “Your chart is also lacking in Yin energy—specifically Yin Water and Yin Wood. Without those, there’s no balance. Yin Water represents intuition and adaptability, while Yin Wood is about growth and flexibility. Without them, your energy feels... stuck.”

“Stuck,” I repeated, the word hitting harder than I expected.

Charlie nodded. “Your space reflects your energy. If we balance your home, we can start balancing your life.”

“Sounds like a lot of work,” I muttered, but I didn’t argue.

“Let’s start small,” Charlie said, his tone reassuring. “Do you have a lot of furniture at home?”

I shook my head. “Not really. Just a mattress for now. I just moved so I’m still waiting for the couch and other stuff to be delivered.”

“That’s perfect,” he said, standing and handing me a flyer. “We’ll start fresh. Call me when your stuff arrives, and we’ll create a space that aligns with your chart.”

“Sure,” I said, taking the flyer. I didn’t believe him, not really. But what did I have to lose?
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Three days later, I was standing in my apartment, surrounded by boxes and furniture that didn’t feel like mine. The movers had dumped everything inside in a way that screamed “temporary.” The couch faced the wall where I planned to hang the TV. The bed was shoved against a corner near the door. Everything else was crammed wherever it fit.

When Charlie knocked on the door, I almost didn’t let him in. The last thing I wanted was someone critiquing my choices—or lack thereof.

“Hey,” I said, opening the door reluctantly.

“Welcome to the chaos.”

Charlie stepped inside and paused, his gaze sweeping over the room. He didn’t say anything for a moment, which was somehow worse than if he’d just blurted out, “This is awful.”

“It’s functional,” he said finally, his tone diplomatic.

I raised an eyebrow. “Is that your polite way of saying it sucks?”

He smiled faintly and shrugged. “It’s not about good or bad—it’s about energy flow. And right now, this space feels heavy. Closed off.”

“Great,” I muttered, shutting the door behind him.

“Just what I needed to hear.”

Charlie moved further into the room, his sharp eyes analyzing every piece of furniture, every detail. “The couch is facing the wrong direction,” he said after a moment. “It blocks the energy flow from the window. The bed is too close to the door—it disrupts your rest. And will you hang your TV here?” He pointed at the box still sitting on the floor.

“That’s a dominant fire element. It overwhelms the space.”

I crossed my arms, feeling defensive. “So what? Do you want me to throw everything out and start over?”

“Not everything,” Charlie said calmly.

“But some changes are necessary if you want balance.”

I sighed, already regretting inviting him.

He walked over to the window, gesturing toward the light streaming in. “This window is your best feature. It brings in natural energy, but the way you’ve arranged the furniture blocks it. We need to open this space up—let the light flow through.”

“And how do we do that?” I asked, my tone edging toward sarcasm.

Charlie smiled again, that knowing smile that made me feel like he was always five steps ahead.

“Let me show you.”

He didn’t waste any time. Within minutes, he was moving furniture around like he owned the place. The couch was repositioned to face the window. The bed was shifted to the far wall, away from the door. Even the boxes were stacked more neatly, as if their chaos had been personally offending him.

I stood there, watching him work, unsure whether to be annoyed or impressed. He moved with this quiet confidence, like he knew exactly what he was doing—not just with the furniture, but with life in general.

“You make this look easy,” I said finally.

“It’s not about being easy,” Charlie replied, straightening a stack of books.

“It’s about being intentional. Every piece has a purpose. Every placement matters.”

“That’s deep,” I muttered, though part of me couldn’t help but agree.

Then he dropped the bombshell.

“We should repaint the walls,” he said, gesturing toward the dull beige that had been bugging me since day one. “Pink would be perfect.”

I stared at him, waiting for the punchline. “Pink?”

“Pink,” he repeated, completely serious. “It’s a Yin Fire color. Warm, nurturing, and soft. It’ll lighten the energy in this space and balance your Yang Metal chart.”

I laughed, but it was more of a nervous choke. “Yeah, no. I’m not a pink walls kind of guy.”

Charlie tilted his head, studying me. “Are you sure about that? You might surprise yourself.”

“Pretty sure,” I shot back.

He didn’t argue, just shrugged like it didn’t matter to him either way. But the seed was planted, and I hated that I was even considering it.

“Let’s start with small changes,” he said, stepping back to survey the room.

“We’ll see how you feel once the energy starts to shift.”

“Fine,” I said, mostly because I was too tired to argue.

As he finished rearranging the space, I found myself watching him more than I wanted to admit. There was something calm and steady about him, like he knew exactly what he was doing—not just with the apartment, but with me. It was unsettling.

At one point, I tried to ask him about himself—how he got into Feng Shui, where he was from—but he deflected every question, turning the conversation back to me. It was frustrating, but I didn’t push.

By the time he left, the apartment looked... different. Not perfect, but better. Lighter. I hated how much I liked it.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE PINK WALLS shouldn’t have worked. When I first slapped on that pastel paint, I kept thinking, What the hell am I doing? But now, a week later, I couldn’t deny it. They made the apartment feel... lighter. Like maybe the weight I’d been dragging around for years was finally starting to lift, even if just a little.

I wasn’t about to tell Charlie he was right, though.

The changes didn’t stop there. My mornings didn’t feel as bleak. I didn’t wake up dreading the day ahead as much. Even small things, like finding my keys or getting a decent parking spot, felt easier. It wasn’t a total turnaround—my life wasn’t magically fixed—but it was enough to make me notice.

I sat at my makeshift desk, scrolling through job postings. After everything that had happened, the idea of doing manual labor again made my stomach twist. I couldn’t even look at listings that involved lifting, bending, or standing for hours.
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“Assistant,” I muttered to myself, typing the word into the search bar. I wasn’t sure if anyone would take me seriously, but I was a decent typist, and I figured I could learn the rest. The pay wasn’t great, but it wasn’t like I needed to dig ditches to survive anymore.

As I scrolled, my thoughts kept drifting back to Charlie. I missed his voice—not in a weird way, just... it was calming. He had this way of explaining things that made me feel like maybe, just maybe, I wasn’t completely lost.

And then there were those looks he gave me, like he already knew what I was thinking before I did. It was unsettling and kind of... nice.

I shook my head, trying to focus on the job listings. But the more I tried to concentrate, the more I found myself wondering what Charlie was doing right now.

I hadn’t felt this kind of pull since Melanie, and look how that turned out.

Her voice crept into my mind, uninvited. “You’re too sensitive to be a real man, Josh.” She’d said it during one of our last arguments, the words cutting deeper than they should’ve. I hadn’t been able to shake them since.

“Sensitive,” I muttered, my jaw tightening.

Before I knew it, I was grabbing my jacket. I wasn’t sure what I planned to say, but I needed to see Charlie. Maybe I could convince myself it was for another consultation, but deep down, I knew the truth.

When I walked into Charlie’s shop, the faint hum of a singing bowl filled the air. He was seated cross-legged on the floor, his eyes closed, moving the bowl’s mallet in slow, deliberate circles.

“Shhh,” he said without opening his eyes.

I froze mid-step, feeling like I’d just walked into a sacred ritual or something. The sound resonated through the room, calming and unnerving at the same time.

After a moment, Charlie opened his eyes and set the bowl aside. “Josh,” he said, his voice as calm as the sound that had just filled the space.

“What brings you here?”

I hesitated, feeling ridiculous. “Uh... I wanted to talk about the apartment. You know, Feng Shui stuff.”

His lips curved into a small smile, like he could see right through me.

“Is that so?”

“Yeah,” I said quickly. “I mean, the walls look good, but... I feel like something’s still missing.”

He stood, brushing off his pants. “Let’s sit,” he said, gesturing toward the seating area.

I followed him, feeling a little like I was about to get caught in a lie.

“So,” he said as we sat down, “what’s really on your mind?”

His question threw me off. “What do you mean?”

He tilted his head, studying me. “You’ve got this energy about you—like you’re carrying something heavy but pretending it’s not there. Want to share?”

I swallowed hard, my defenses kicking in. “I don’t know. I guess... I’ve just been thinking about what you said. About balance and all that.”

He nodded, his expression unreadable. “Your chart’s still adjusting. That takes time.”

There was a pause, and for a moment, I thought he was going to let it drop. But then he added, almost casually, “You remind me of myself when I was younger.”

I blinked. “You?”

He smiled faintly. “I grew up in a family that valued appearances more than balance. Everything was about keeping up traditions, maintaining the image. It took me a long time to figure out who I really was—and even longer to admit it.”

His words hung in the air, heavy with something unsaid. I wanted to ask more, to dig deeper, but before I could, he shifted gears.

“Let’s talk about your wardrobe,” he said, his tone suddenly lighter.

“My wardrobe?” I echoed, confused.

He nodded. “Clothes carry energy too. Yours lean heavily toward Yang Metal—structured, sharp, and rigid. If we want balance, we need to add some softness. Feminine elements.”

I stared at him, not sure if I’d heard him right. “You want me to dress... girly?”

“Not girly,” he said with a grin. “Balanced.”

“That’s not happening,” I said quickly.

He raised an eyebrow. “Why not? You’ve already painted your walls pink. What’s a few softer fabrics?”

“Because,” I started, then stopped, realizing I didn’t have a good answer.

“Come on,” he said, standing. “My treat. Let’s go shopping.”
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I should’ve said no. I should’ve come up with some excuse, like I had plans or wasn’t feeling well. Instead, I found myself in Charlie’s car, heading toward a boutique he claimed was “perfect for finding balance.”

The place was fancier than I expected, all clean lines and soft lighting that made the racks of clothes look like art. The kind of store where the staff greeted you with practiced smiles and subtly judged you while pretending not to.

“This is ridiculous,” I muttered as Charlie led me toward the racks.

“It’s only ridiculous if you think it is,” he replied, glancing over a row of shirts.

I stood there awkwardly, feeling out of place in my plain jeans and black hoodie. Everywhere I looked, there were delicate fabrics and pastel colors, things I’d never even considered wearing.

Charlie pulled out a light blue button-up shirt with a soft floral pattern. “Try this,” he said, holding it up to me.

I made a face. “I don’t do flowers.”

“Why not?” he asked, genuinely curious.

“Because I’m not a garden,” I shot back.

Charlie laughed, setting the shirt aside. “Fair enough. Let’s start smaller.”

He moved through the racks with the kind of ease that made me think he’d done this a hundred times before. Meanwhile, I just stood there, feeling like a mannequin that didn’t know its purpose.

“Here,” Charlie said, handing me a cream-colored sweater that looked way too soft to be practical. “This is a good balance—casual but less rigid.”

I stared at it like it might bite me. “It’s... fine, I guess.”

“Great. Try it on.”

I hesitated but eventually took the sweater, muttering under my breath as I headed to the dressing room.

Inside, I slipped off my hoodie and pulled the sweater over my head. The fabric was ridiculously soft, like being wrapped in a cloud. I looked in the mirror, expecting to feel ridiculous, but instead, I felt... okay. Maybe even comfortable.

“How’s it going in there?” Charlie called from outside.

“It’s fine,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant.

“Let me see.”

“No way.”

“Josh,” he said, his tone patient but firm.

With a sigh, I opened the door and stepped out.

Charlie’s gaze swept over me, and he nodded approvingly. “That’s a good start. You look less... tense.”

“Thanks, I guess,” I muttered, crossing my arms.

“Let’s keep going,” he said, already heading toward another rack.

I tried on more pieces—softer shirts, lighter colors, even a pair of pants that weren’t jeans. Each time, Charlie had something to say about how the fabrics or colors would “balance my energy.”

By the end of it, I was carrying a small pile of clothes that felt nothing like me but also... didn’t feel bad.

At the register, I tried to argue about paying, but Charlie waved me off.

“I said it’s my treat, part of channeling your feminine energy is learning how to receive and go with the flow, allow me to do this for you,” he said firmly.

“You didn’t have to do this,” I said as we walked out of the store.

“I wanted to,” he replied simply.

There was something in his voice—something calm and certain—that made it hard to argue. As we headed back to his car, I caught myself glancing at him, wondering why he was doing all this for me. And why I was letting him.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A MONTH into Charlie’s “balance journey,” my life was... different. Not a total 180, but enough to notice. My apartment looked like a pastel fever dream, my wardrobe had fewer sharp edges, and I’d started doing things I never thought I would. Like skincare routines.

It started small—Charlie handed me a bottle of cleanser one day and said, “Trust me.” I figured it wouldn’t kill me, so I tried it. Next came moisturizer, then some kind of serum I couldn’t pronounce. Before I knew it, I was spending more time in the bathroom than I cared to admit.

And honestly? My skin looked good. Not that I’d say that out loud.

Even my clothes had changed. I’d swapped out my baggy hoodies for more fitted sweaters, and the soft fabrics Charlie had picked out actually made me feel... relaxed. It wasn’t like I was running around in dresses or anything, but there was definitely a shift.

The thing I couldn’t get out of my head, though, was the wig.

It happened a week ago. I was at Charlie’s shop for another consultation—because apparently, I was a regular now—and he pulled out a box with a mischievous grin.

“What’s that?” I asked, eyeing it suspiciously.

“Just a little experiment,” he said, opening the box to reveal a sleek brown wig.

“No way,” I said immediately.

“Oh, come on,” he teased, holding it up. “It’s just for fun. Live a little.”

“Fun” wasn’t really in my vocabulary, but somehow, he convinced me. Before I knew it, the wig was on my head, and Charlie was laughing.

“You look great,” he said, adjusting it slightly. “Very Janice.”
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“Janice?” I repeated, raising an eyebrow.

“It suits you,” he said with a shrug.

I rolled my eyes, but the name stuck. Later that night, when I looked in the mirror, I found myself whispering it under my breath: “Janice.” It felt strange, but also... right. Like trying on a pair of shoes that actually fit for the first time.

The next step in Charlie’s unofficial program came out of nowhere.

“You need a spa day,” he announced one morning over coffee at his shop.

“A what?”

“A spa day,” he repeated, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “Body waxing, facial, the works.”

“Why?” I asked, immediately on edge.

“Because it’ll make you feel refreshed. And it’s another way to embrace softness,” he explained.

I groaned. “I’m not exactly the spa type.”

“Exactly why you need it,” he said, smirking.

Which is how I ended up lying on a table in some fancy spa, staring at the ceiling while a woman named Elena coated my legs in hot wax.

“This is going to sting a little,” she said, her tone way too cheerful for what was about to happen.

“Define ‘a little,’” I muttered, but before I could finish, she ripped the strip off.

“OH MY GOD,” I yelled, gripping the sides of the table like it was about to launch into orbit.

Elena laughed. “First time, huh?”

“Yeah, and probably last!” I shot back, glaring at her through watery eyes.

“You’re doing great,” she said, ignoring my protests as she prepped another strip.

The rest of the session was a blur of pain and regret. Every time she ripped off another strip, I swore I could feel my soul leaving my body.

By the time she finished my legs, I was sweating like I’d run a marathon. Then she smiled and said, “Ready for the face?”

“Are you trying to kill me?” I asked, half-joking, half-serious.

She just laughed again and got to work.

The facial waxing wasn’t as bad, but it still wasn’t fun. I winced with every strip, silently cursing Charlie for convincing me this was a good idea.

When it was finally over, Elena handed me a mirror. “Take a look,” she said, clearly proud of her work.

I hesitated before glancing at my reflection. My skin was red and a little puffy, but it was also smooth—like, ridiculously smooth.

“Wow,” I muttered, touching my cheek.

“See? Totally worth it,” Elena said with a grin.

“Debatable,” I replied, but I couldn’t stop staring at the mirror.

As I left the spa, my legs felt weird—lighter, maybe. And while I wasn’t about to admit it out loud, I felt... good. Like I’d shed something heavy, even if it was just hair.

A week later, I stood in front of my bathroom mirror, heart pounding like I’d just sprinted a mile. The counter was covered in all the stuff I’d spent way too much money on—foundation, concealer, lipstick, mascara. Half of it I didn’t even know how to use.

“This is stupid,” I muttered to my reflection.

But I didn’t stop.

It had started as a random idea, born from late-night scrolling through tutorials and shopping sites. One thing led to another, and before I knew it, there was a package on my doorstep filled with everything I needed to complete the look that had been forming in my mind for weeks.

Now, I was actually doing it.

I stepped into the shower, letting the hot water wash away the doubts swirling in my head. After scrubbing myself raw, I grabbed a razor and went to work. Shaving my legs, my arms, even my chest—it was a process, one that left me feeling weirdly vulnerable and strangely free.

By the time I got out, my skin was smooth, and I was shaking, though not from the cold. I slipped into the lingerie I’d bought—a simple black set that felt both ridiculous and perfect. Then came the dress. It was soft, flowing, and pink, a shade I’d never worn in my life.

“This is really stupid,” I said again, but I couldn’t help the tiny smile that crept onto my face.

The makeup was next, and that was a disaster. I followed the tutorials as best as I could, but my hands were shaky, and I kept messing up. After three attempts, I finally managed something halfway decent. The eyeliner wasn’t perfect, but it would do.

When I looked in the mirror, I barely recognized myself.

“Janice,” I whispered, testing the name again.

It felt right.

I grabbed my phone and sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the screen. My fingers hovered over Charlie’s number.

What if he laughed? What if he didn’t take me seriously?

I typed out a text, then deleted it. Typed it again. Deleted it again.

After what felt like forever, I finally hit send.

Hey, want to grab dinner tonight? I found this new Chinese place.

I stared at the screen, my heart racing.

Three dots appeared, then disappeared, then appeared again. Finally, his reply came through:

Sure. What time?

I arrived at the restaurant early, sitting in my car while nerves churned in my stomach. Every few seconds, I adjusted the straps of my dress or checked my makeup in the rearview mirror.

When Charlie walked in, the first thing I noticed was his expression. His eyes widened, and his jaw almost dropped. For once, the calm, collected Charlie Yung looked completely stunned.

“Janice,” he said, his voice soft but filled with something I couldn’t quite place. “You look... gorgeous.”
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I felt my cheeks heat up, though the foundation probably hid it. “Thanks,” I said, trying to sound casual even though my heart was about to explode.

He held out a chair for me, and I sat down, feeling more exposed than ever.

“You’ve been holding out on me,” he said, still staring like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

I laughed nervously. “I didn’t think I could pull it off.”

“Well, you did,” he said firmly.

The waiter came to take our order, giving me a quick once-over before scribbling something on his notepad. I ordered noodles, Charlie ordered duck, and then we were left alone again, the weight of his gaze making me fidget.

“This feels... good,” I admitted after a moment.

Charlie tilted his head. “Good how?”

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “It just makes me happy. Being dressed like this, looking like this—it feels right. Thank you for helping me.”

He nodded slowly, like he was piecing something together.

“Have you ever felt like this before? Maybe when you were younger?”

The question caught me off guard. My mind drifted back to middle school, a memory I hadn’t thought about in years.

“There was this one time,” I said, my voice quieter now. “I used to draw a lot—mostly anime characters. But one day, some guys from school found my sketchpad. It was full of girls—cute, happy, sexy girls. They laughed and called me names. Ripped the pages out and tossed them around like confetti. After that, I stopped drawing.”

Charlie’s expression softened, and he reached across the table, covering my hand with his.

“I’m sorry,” he said quietly. “You didn’t deserve that.”

I shrugged, trying to brush it off. “It’s fine. It was a long time ago.”

But it wasn’t fine. And it wasn’t that long ago.

Before I could say anything else, Charlie leaned in and kissed me. It wasn’t planned, and it wasn’t perfect. It was soft, expectant, yet over too quickly.

When he pulled back, his eyes were wide with regret.

“I’m sorry,” he said immediately.

I touched my lips, still feeling the warmth of his.

“I’m sorry too,” I whispered.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN three days since Charlie kissed me, and the silence was unbearable. Three days of second-guessing everything, of staring at my phone, willing it to light up with his name. But it didn’t.

I wasn’t going to text him first. He kissed me; he should be the one to reach out. That was the rule, right? But as I pushed my cart down the grocery aisle, I felt that familiar weight pressing down again, the kind that turned everything into a chore.

I grabbed a can of soup off the shelf and tossed it into the cart without looking. It didn’t matter what kind. Food was just fuel at this point. I turned the corner, heading toward the produce section, and that’s when I saw her.

Melanie.

My ex-girlfriend. The one who bailed after my accident when the doctors said I’d never walk again.

She was standing by the avocados, looking as perfect as ever. Her hair was glossy, her makeup flawless, and her outfit screamed “Look at me, I’m thriving.” For a second, I thought I could avoid her. But then she looked up, and her eyes locked onto mine.

[image: A cartoon of a person in a store  Description automatically generated]

“Josh?” she said, her head tilting like she wasn’t sure it was me.

I froze. My heart started pounding, and for a split second, I thought about bolting. But I didn’t.

“It’s Janice now,” I said, forcing my voice to stay steady.

Her brow furrowed, and she gave me a once-over, her lips twitching like she was trying to hold back a laugh. “Wow,” she said finally. “This is... unexpected.”

“Yeah, well, life’s full of surprises,” I said, gripping the cart tighter.

She stepped closer, her eyes narrowing slightly. “So, what is this? Some kind of phase? Or are you serious about... whatever this is?”

I felt my jaw tighten. “It’s not a phase. This is who I am. I’m more balanced than ever.”

Melanie laughed, and it wasn’t a kind laugh.

“Wow, okay. Well, I guess it’s a good thing we broke up when we did. Can you imagine if we were still together? This would’ve been... awkward.”

Her words hit like a punch to the gut, but I didn’t flinch. Not in front of her.

“Yeah, you’re right,” I said, my voice sharper than I expected. “It’s a good thing we broke up. Dodged a bullet there.”

Her smile faltered, and for a moment, she looked confused. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means you did me a favor,” I said. “Because now I know I deserve better than someone who only sticks around when it’s convenient.”

Her face hardened, but I didn’t wait for her response. I turned and walked away, my heart racing.

By the time I got to my car, I was shaking. Not from anger, but from relief. For the first time, I realized I didn’t care what Melanie thought of me and that she’d forever be a Grade-A bitch.

I didn’t care what anyone thought.

I wasn’t going back to who I was before.

That person wasn’t me.

The next morning, the tickets that Charlie sent me with an invitation sat on my kitchen counter, taunting me. It wasn’t just a casual dinner or a quick coffee. This was an art exhibit—a public space with other people. People who would look at me.

I stared at the envelope like it might explode, trying to decide if I was excited or terrified. Probably both.

Finally, I pushed my chair back and marched to my closet. If I was going to do this, I needed to get ready—and not just throw on some soft sweater like before. This time, I wanted to look... put together. No, more than that. I wanted to look like the version of myself I’d started to imagine.

The problem was, I had no idea how to do that.

I started by dragging out every piece of clothing I owned, tossing it onto my bed in a chaotic pile. There were soft sweaters, fitted pants, a few floral blouses Charlie had talked me into, and one dress I hadn’t dared to wear yet.

The dress.

It was pink, with lace trimming the hem and a soft, flowing fabric that made it look like something out of a dream. I’d bought it weeks ago on a whim, thinking maybe, someday, I’d feel brave enough to wear it.

Someday had apparently arrived.

I held it up against myself, turning toward the mirror. It was beautiful, and for a second, I could almost see it—the person I was becoming. But then doubt crept in, whispering all the reasons it wouldn’t work.

“What are you doing, Janice?” I muttered, tossing the dress onto the bed before hopping into the shower.

After scrubbing from head to toe, I needed to focus on the basics first—like my nails. I’d seen so many tutorials online, each one making it look effortless. So I pulled out the pale pink polish I’d bought during one of my late-night shopping sprees and sat at the table, determined to make this work.

It did not work.

By the time I finished the first coat, my nails were streaky, my fingers were smudged, and I’d managed to get polish on the table, my leg, and somehow even my phone.

“This is impossible,” I groaned, reaching for the nail polish remover.

The second attempt was slightly better, though it still looked like I’d barely survived a paintball fight. I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself, and decided it was good enough.

Next came the makeup. I wasn’t completely clueless—weeks of practice had taught me the basics—but it still felt like walking a tightrope. One wrong move, and the whole look could go downhill fast.

The foundation went on smoothly, and I managed to blend it out without looking cakey. My blush was soft and subtle, adding just enough color to my cheeks. But the eyeliner? That was another story.

After three failed attempts, I finally got a decent wing. But my freshly painted nails were all chipped from all the action. The wing wasn’t perfect, but it wasn’t lopsided, so I called it a win. I finished with mascara and a light gloss on my lips, stepping back to look at the final result.

For a moment, I just stared.

The person in the mirror wasn’t “Josh” pretending to be someone else. It wasn’t a costume or an experiment. It was me. Janice.

I ran a hand over my wig, adjusting a few loose strands, and smiled.

Then it was time for the dress.

I slipped it on carefully, the fabric warm against my skin. It fit perfectly, hugging my waist before flaring out into an elegant skirt. I added a simple necklace and slipped into a pair of nude flats, deciding heels were a challenge for another day.

When I looked in the mirror again, the nerves came rushing back. What if Charlie didn’t like it? What if I looked ridiculous?

“Stop,” I told myself, taking a deep breath.

I grabbed my purse and gave myself one last glance in the mirror. “Here goes nothing,” I whispered.

By the time Charlie pulled up in front of my building, I was already pacing in my living room. The sound of his car horn snapped me out of my spiral, and I grabbed my purse, taking one last look at myself in the mirror. My makeup was still holding up, my dress looked as perfect as it had an hour ago, and my nerves were only slightly less overwhelming.

“Here goes nothing,” I muttered, stepping out into the late afternoon light.

Charlie was leaning against the side of his car, scrolling on his phone, but when he looked up and saw me, his entire expression changed. His jaw dropped slightly, and for the first time, I saw him completely speechless.

“Janice,” he said, his voice soft and almost reverent. “You look... stunning.”

I felt my cheeks heat up, but I managed a small smile.

“Thanks. You don’t look so bad yourself.”

He was dressed more formally than I’d expected—dark slacks, a crisp white shirt, and a navy blazer—but somehow, it all looked effortless. It was far from his daily red t-shirt and white pants look.

He opened the passenger door for me, and I slipped inside, clutching my purse like it was a lifeline. The drive to the exhibit was quiet but not uncomfortable. Every now and then, I caught Charlie glancing at me out of the corner of his eye, a small smile tugging at his lips.

The exhibit was held in a sleek, modern gallery downtown, the kind of place that made you feel underdressed no matter what you wore. Inside, the walls were lined with vibrant paintings and sculptures that seemed to pulse with life.
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“This is incredible,” I said, turning to Charlie.

“It is,” he agreed, though his eyes weren’t on the art. They were on me.

We wandered through the gallery, stopping to admire the pieces that caught our attention. One painting, in particular, drew me in—a chaotic swirl of colors that seemed to dance across the canvas.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, tilting my head to take it all in.

Charlie stepped closer, his shoulder brushing mine. “It’s about balance,” he said softly. “Chaos and calm, light and dark. They need each other to exist.”

I glanced at him, wondering if he was still talking about the painting.

We moved to the next room, where a sculpture made of twisting metal and glass stood in the center. It reflected the light in a way that made it look alive, and I couldn’t help but smile.

“This one’s my favorite so far,” I said, glancing at Charlie. “What about you?”

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he looked at me, his expression unreadable.

“What?” I asked, feeling self-conscious.

“You’re glowing,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

I laughed nervously, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “It’s probably the lighting.”

“It’s not,” he said, shaking his head.

As we walked through the exhibit, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Charlie was holding something back. He was his usual calm, composed self, but there was a tension in his posture, a distance in his eyes that hadn’t been there before.

“Are you okay?” I asked as we stopped in front of another painting.

He hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah. Just... a lot on my mind.”

I crossed my arms, studying him. “You’ve been acting weird ever since... well, since the kiss.”

Charlie’s jaw tightened, and for a moment, I thought he wasn’t going to answer. But then he sighed, running a hand through his hair.

“My family,” he said finally. “They’re... complicated.”

I tilted my head, waiting for him to elaborate.

“They’re old money,” he continued. “Traditional. My father owns China Prime—the mall chain. Three hundred thirty three locations across Asia.”

My eyes widened. “Wait—you’re that Yung that’s always in the San Francisco Daily paper?”

He nodded, his expression serious.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked, my voice a mix of confusion and disbelief.

“Because it doesn’t matter,” he said quickly.

“I’m not... them. I don’t want to be defined by their expectations.”

I nodded slowly, letting his words sink in.

“They’ve always been strict about everything,” he continued. “Who I date, what I do, how I live my life. If they knew that I like you, and about you...” He trailed off, his gaze dropping to the floor.

“What? Like me…” I blushed. But then again, I couldn’t get my head off his other comment. “If they knew about me, what?”

Charlie looked up, his eyes filled with something I couldn’t quite name. “They wouldn’t understand,” he said simply. “They’d try to end it.”

His words stung, but I refused to let it show. “So you’re ashamed of me?”
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“No,” he said quickly, stepping closer. “I’m scared. Scared of losing everything I’ve ever known. Scared of what they might do.”

I stared at him, my emotions swirling like the colors on the canvas behind us. “You don’t have to be scared of them, Charlie,” I said quietly. “You just have to decide what matters more—your family’s approval or... this.”

For a moment, we just stood there, the air between us heavy with unspoken words. Then, without warning, Charlie closed the distance between us and kissed me.

This time, it wasn’t hesitant or fleeting. It was deep and certain, the kind of kiss that left no room for doubt.

When he pulled back, his eyes searched mine.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered.

“Don’t be,” I said, my voice steady.

Because for the first time, I wasn’t worried about being “too sensitive” or “not manly enough” I wasn’t worried about what anyone thought.

I was just Janice.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A MONTH INTO helping Charlie at his shop, I’d settled into a routine. My mornings were spent arranging crystals and trinkets, my afternoons balancing the books, and my evenings wondering if Charlie would ever stop looking at me like I was both a mystery and a magnet he couldn’t resist.

It wasn’t glamorous work, but it felt good to have a purpose again. For once, I didn’t wake up dreading the day.

I was rearranging a shelf of jade figurines when the bell above the shop door jingled. I glanced up, ready to greet a customer, but the words caught in my throat.

She walked in like she owned the place—tall, poised, and dressed in an elegant dress that screamed money. Her dark bob was styled immaculately, and her lipstick didn’t smudge when she smiled.

“You must be Janice,” she said, her voice smooth and clipped.

I hesitated, wiping my hands on my dress. “Yes, that’s me. And you are?”

“Mei Ling,” she said, not offering her hand.

Charlie had mentioned his sister once, in passing. He’d said she was the family’s enforcer, the one who kept everyone in line. Now, standing in front of her, I understood why.

“Charlie’s in the back,” I said, stepping aside to let her pass.

Mei Ling didn’t move. Instead, her sharp eyes scanned me from head to toe, her expression unreadable. “I’m not here for Charlie,” she said. “I’d like to have a word with you. There’s a café nearby. Let’s go.”

It wasn’t a question.

The café was small and quiet, the kind of place where people whispered even when there was no reason to. Mei Ling sat across from me, her posture perfect, her hands folded neatly on the table.

I fidgeted with the edge of my napkin, feeling like a child about to get scolded by the principal.
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“So,” she began, her tone casual but laced with something colder.

“How long have you been seeing my brother?” she continued, not looking me in the eye like my presence was too punitive for her to acknowledge.

I hesitated. “A couple of months.”

She nodded slowly, her lips twitching into a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “And you think this is serious?”

I bristled at her tone. “I don’t know what you mean.”

Mei Ling leaned forward slightly, her smile fading. “Let me make this simple for you. You have no place in our world. You’re not even a real girl, and yet you think you can stand beside Charlie like you belong there?”

Her words hit like a punch to the stomach.

“I don’t—” I started, but she cut me off.

“Charlie has obligations,” she said firmly. “Our family has expectations. He’s promised to someone—a woman from a respected family in our circle. Someone who can actually elevate him, not drag him down.”

I felt my face flush, a mix of humiliation and anger bubbling under the surface.

“I’m not dragging him down.”

“Aren’t you?” she countered. “Do you really think this... whatever this is... will last? Be honest with yourself, Janice. You’re just a distraction. A phase he’ll grow out of once reality sets in.”

Her words sliced through me, each one sharper than the last. I wanted to argue, to tell her she was wrong, but deep down, I wasn’t sure I believed it myself.

Mei Ling stood, smoothing her dress as she grabbed her Himalayan Birkin. “Do the right thing and walk away,” she said, her voice calm but final.

I watched her leave, my hands trembling under the table.

I didn’t go back to the shop. I couldn’t. Mei Ling’s words clung to me like a heavy coat I couldn’t take off. I felt exposed, humiliated, and worst of all, like she might be right.

The thought festered all day, gnawing at the fragile sense of self I’d been building piece by piece. By the time evening rolled around, the anger had started to outweigh the humiliation.

If Charlie wanted to play both sides—pretend this was real while letting his family treat me like a joke—then he owed me an explanation.

I marched to his apartment, the sound of my kitten heels echoing against the pavement like a countdown.

When he opened the door, his face lit up, but the smile faded the second he saw mine.

“Janice, what’s wrong? Why weren’t you answering my calls?”

I pushed past him, my hands shaking as I turned to face him.

“Why didn’t you tell me about Mei Ling’s arrival?”

Charlie’s brows knit together. “Mei? What happened?”

“She happened,” I snapped. “She came to the shop today. Dragged me to some café and told me I have no place in your world. That I’m not even a ‘real girl.’” My voice cracked on the last words, but I powered through.

“She said you’re promised to someone else. Is that true?”

Charlie’s face paled, and the silence that followed was deafening.

“Say something,” I demanded, my voice rising. “Is it true?”

“Yes,” he said quietly, his eyes dropping to the floor.

The admission hit like a slap. I stumbled back a step, my chest tightening. “So everything she said was true? I’m just a... a distraction?”

“No!” he said, looking up sharply.

“You’re not a distraction. You’re—”

“What?” I interrupted, my voice dripping with sarcasm. “Go ahead, Charlie. Tell me what I am. A project? A fling? A break from your family’s perfect little plans?”

His jaw tightened, and for a moment, I thought he wasn’t going to answer. But then he sighed, running a hand through his hair. “It’s complicated,” he said finally.

I let out a bitter laugh. “Oh, it’s complicated? That’s your excuse?”

“Janice,” he said, his voice softening, “I’m trying to figure this out. My family—they’ve controlled every part of my life for as long as I can remember. Who I date, where I live, even what I do for a living. And now, for the first time, I’m pushing back. But it’s not easy.”

“Not easy?” I repeated, my voice rising again.

“You think this is hard for you? Try being me for a day. Try being told you don’t belong, that you’re not real, that the person you’re finally becoming is just a joke.”

Charlie flinched, and I saw a flash of pain in his eyes.

“I’m sorry,” he said quietly.

“Sorry’s not enough,” I shot back. “You let me walk into this blind. You didn’t even have the decency to warn me.”

“I didn’t want to hurt you,” he said.

“Well, congratulations,” I said, my voice trembling. “You did.”

The room fell silent, the weight of our words hanging between us like a storm cloud.
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Finally, Charlie stepped closer, his expression raw and vulnerable in a way I’d never seen before. “Janice,” he said softly, “I love you.”

The words stopped me cold.

“I don’t care what Mei Ling says, or my parents, or anyone else,” he continued. “I love you. And I’m not going to let them take that away from me.”

I stared at him, my heart racing. “You don’t get to say that,” I whispered.

“Not after everything.”

“I know I’ve made mistakes,” he said. “And I know this isn’t fair to you. But I’m trying, Janice. I’m trying to figure out how to stand up to them, how to be the person you deserve.”

Tears blurred my vision, and I hated myself for crying in front of him. “I don’t need you to be perfect, Charlie. I just need you to be honest.”

He reached out, his hand brushing mine, and I didn’t pull away.

“I will be,” he said, his voice steady. “From now on, I promise.”

For a moment, neither of us moved. Then, slowly, he leaned in and kissed me. This time, there was no hesitation, no fear—just a raw, unfiltered connection that left me breathless.

When he pulled back, his eyes searched mine.

“Please don’t give up on us,” he whispered.

I didn’t answer right away. The hurt was still there, but so was something else—hope.

“I won’t,” I said finally, my voice barely audible.

For now, that was enough.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

AFTER THAT FIGHT with Charlie, I felt like my life was unraveling. It had already been a week but no matter how hard I tried to focus on anything else, my thoughts kept circling back to him, to Mei Ling, to everything I wasn’t sure I could handle.

So I did what I always did when things got too overwhelming: I ran.

Not literally—I didn’t have the energy for that—but I distanced myself. I stopped answering Charlie’s texts. I ignored his calls. The shop felt too small, too suffocating, so I didn’t go back.

Instead, I spent most of my time in my apartment, staring at the walls I’d so carefully painted pink, wondering if I’d made a mistake.

The nightmares didn’t help.

They’d been coming more often lately, vivid and relentless. I’d wake up in the middle of the night, drenched in sweat, my parents’ voices echoing in my head. The sound of screeching tires, shattering glass, and the awful, gut-wrenching silence that followed—it was all too real.

One morning, after another restless night, I couldn’t take it anymore. I grabbed my keys and drove to the spot where it happened.

It wasn’t far, just a quiet stretch of road lined with trees. The kind of place people passed without a second thought. But for me, it was where my world ended.

I parked on the shoulder and sat there for a while, staring at the patch of asphalt that had been burned into my memory. It looked so ordinary, so unremarkable, but I could still see the flashing lights, the mangled wreckage, the paramedics moving too quickly and too slowly all at once.

I got out of the car and walked to the edge of the road, my legs shaky, my heart pounding.

“I don’t know what I’m doing,” I said aloud, my voice trembling.

“I don’t know if I’m making the right choices. I don’t know if this is who I’m supposed to be.”

The wind rustled through the trees, carrying no answers.

For a long time, I stood there, letting the memories wash over me. My parents’ laughter. The way they’d always supported me, even when I felt like I didn’t deserve it.

I sank to my knees on the grass, the weight of everything finally breaking me. Tears spilled down my cheeks as I whispered, “I miss you. I wish you were here. I wish you could tell me what to do.”

The silence that followed felt deafening, but then a butterfly landed on the grass in front of me. It was small, delicate, its wings a vibrant orange that seemed out of place against the dull greens and browns of the roadside.

I stared at it, my breath catching in my throat. It wasn’t a voice or a sign from the heavens, but it felt like something. Like a reminder that even in the worst moments, life could still surprise you.

“Okay,” I whispered, wiping my face. “Okay.”
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I stayed there a little longer, letting the stillness settle over me, before finally standing and heading back to my car.

As I drove away, I felt lighter. Not fixed, not whole, but lighter.

Two days later, I stood in front of my mirror, staring at my reflection and second-guessing everything. Charlie had invited me to his grand opening party—a celebration of his second shop, which was apparently a big deal in the Feng Shui world. I should’ve been excited, but instead, I felt like I was about to walk into a battlefield.

I adjusted the wig for the fifth time, tugging at the edges and tilting my head to check if it looked natural. “It’s fine,” I muttered, though the paranoia was already creeping in.

What if they see through it?

What if it shifted?

What if someone noticed?

I took a deep breath and stepped back, forcing myself to focus on the rest of my outfit. I’d gone all out for this—soft pink dress with a cinched waist and fluttery sleeves, nude heels that made my calves look great but felt like torture devices, and the pearl necklace Charlie had complimented once—but told me not to wear as pearls equaled tears.

“You look good,” I told myself, though the words felt hollow.

I grabbed my clutch, checking it twice to make sure I had everything: lip gloss, compact mirror, bobby pins (in case of a wig emergency), and my phone. My hands shook slightly as I locked the door behind me and headed to the party.

The venue was stunning—a rooftop garden strung with fairy lights that cast a warm glow over the space. Tables were draped in white linens, and servers floated through the crowd with trays of champagne flutes and tiny hors d’oeuvres.

I spotted Charlie almost immediately. He was dressed in a tailored black suit, his hair slicked back, and he looked... well, like someone who belonged here.

“Janice,” he said, his eyes lighting up when he saw me. “You made it.”

“Of course,” I said, forcing a smile.

He stepped closer, his gaze sweeping over me. “You look incredible.”

“Thanks,” I said, glancing around nervously. “This place is... a lot.”

“You’ll be fine,” he said, his voice reassuring.

I wanted to believe him, but as the evening went on, I couldn’t shake the feeling that people were watching me. Every glance, every whispered conversation felt like it was about me, even though I knew I was probably imagining it.

And then Mei Ling arrived.

She made her entrance like a queen surveying her kingdom, her sleek black dress and diamond earrings catching the light as she moved. She greeted Charlie with a kiss on the cheek, her smile warm and practiced. Then her eyes landed on me.

“Janice,” she said, her tone polite but icy.

“You’re here.”

“Hi,” I said, my voice quieter than I intended.

She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “You look... lovely. That color suits you.”

“Thanks,” I said, clutching my glass of champagne like it might save me.

“Charlie,” Mei Ling said, turning to her brother, “I need to borrow your guest for a moment.”

Before I could protest, she looped her arm through mine and guided me toward one of the quieter corners of the garden.

“So,” she said, her smile fading as soon as we were out of earshot. “You’re really going through with this?”

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said, though my stomach was already twisting into knots.

“Playing dress-up,” she said, her tone sharp.

“Pretending you belong here.”

“I’m not pretending,” I said, though my voice wavered.

Mei Ling let out a soft laugh, shaking her head. “You’re cute, I’ll give you that. But let’s be honest—you’re out of your depth. My brother has responsibilities, Janice. A future. And it doesn’t include... this.”

Her words hit like a punch, but I forced myself to stand tall.

“Charlie can decide his own future.”

“Can he?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “Because from where I’m standing, it looks like you’re dragging him down.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out.

“Take my advice,” she said, her tone softening just enough to sound condescending. “Walk away before you embarrass yourself any further.”

She turned and walked off, leaving me standing there, trembling and on the verge of tears.

Charlie found me a few minutes later, sitting at a table and staring into my half-empty glass.

“Janice,” he said, kneeling beside me. “What happened?”
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“Nothing…” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

His jaw tightened, and for a moment, he looked like he was ready to march across the garden and confront her. But instead, he turned back to me, his expression softening.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“Why are you apologizing?” I asked, my voice cracking.

“Because you didn’t say anything. You just let her... humiliate me.”

“Janice, I—”

“I can’t do this, Charlie,” I said, cutting him off. “I can’t keep fighting for something that feels impossible.”

His eyes widened. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying, we had the right love at the wrong time, and… I need to figure out who I am,” I said, tears spilling down my cheeks.

“I can’t do that while trying to fit into your world. I need to put myself first.”

He reached for my hand, but I pulled away. “Janice, please. I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said, my voice trembling.

“But sometimes, love isn’t enough.”

He looked like he wanted to argue, but instead, he leaned in and kissed me—soft, slow, and filled with all the words we couldn’t say.

When he pulled back, I stood, wiping my tears. “Goodbye, Charlie.” And with that, I walked away, leaving him and everything we’d built behind.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE DAYS AFTER I left Charlie were a blur. I spent most of them in bed, wrapped in the same blanket, eating Chinese takeout straight from the carton. My apartment, once tidy and carefully curated, was now a disaster zone. Half-empty containers of noodles and rice littered the coffee table, and the peonies on the windowsill were wilting from neglect.

The pink walls, which used to feel like a soft embrace, now felt suffocating. Every corner of the room reminded me of him—his smile, his touch, the way he made me feel like I was enough, even when I wasn’t sure I believed it myself.

I avoided my reflection. The wig I’d grown attached to sat on the dresser, and my makeup bag gathered dust. For the first time in months, I felt like I was sliding backward, back into the version of myself I thought I’d left behind.

“Pull yourself together,” I muttered, though the words felt hollow.

The truth was, I didn’t know how.

I turned to the one thing that had always numbed the pain—alcohol. The bottle of cheap wine on the counter was half-empty, and my head was already buzzing from the first two glasses. I poured another and sank onto the couch, my mind racing with questions I didn’t want to answer.

Was this really who I was?

Was everything I’d been doing—wearing dresses, painting my nails, living as Janice—just for him? Or was it for me?

I didn’t know anymore.

By the third glass, the questions started to blur, and I felt the familiar haze of nothingness creeping in. It was comforting, in a way, not having to think or feel.

But the next morning, when I woke up with a pounding headache and the overwhelming stench of leftover takeout, I realized I couldn’t keep going like this.

I needed answers.

That afternoon, I sat at my desk, staring at my laptop. The search bar blinked back at me, waiting for me to type something, anything. My fingers hovered over the keys, hesitant.

Finally, I typed, Gender therapist near me.

The results popped up almost instantly, a mix of clinics and private practices. I clicked on one—the description was simple, no frills, just a name and a promise to “help you explore your authentic self.”

It sounded cheesy, but I booked an appointment anyway.

The session was scheduled for the following week, and the days leading up to it were a mix of anxiety and anticipation. Part of me wanted to cancel, to pretend everything was fine and go back to the way things were. But a bigger part of me—the part that had been screaming to be heard for years—knew I couldn’t.
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When the day finally came, I sat in the waiting room, my hands clenched in my lap. The walls were painted a calming blue, and soft instrumental music played in the background, but it did nothing to ease my nerves.

“Janice?”

I looked up to see a kind-faced woman standing in the doorway. She smiled warmly, motioning for me to follow her.

The room was small but cozy, with a couch that looked far more comfortable than it should have. I sat down, my hands still clenched.

“So,” she began, her tone gentle, “what brings you here today?”

I hesitated, my throat dry. “I... I’m trying to figure out who I am,” I said finally. “I’ve been living as Janice for a few months now, and I feel... happy. But I don’t know if it’s real. Or if it’s just because of someone else.”

Her expression didn’t change—no judgment, no surprise. Just quiet understanding.

“Tell me about that someone else,” she said.

So I did. I told her about Feng Shui, Charlie, about how he’d pushed me to explore a side of myself I’d never thought possible. About how he made me feel seen in a way no one else ever had.

“But now that he’s gone,” I said, my voice trembling, “I don’t know if I’m doing this for me or if I’m just holding on to what he wanted.”

She nodded, letting the silence settle before speaking.

“It sounds like you’ve been through a lot,” she said. “But from what you’ve told me, it doesn’t sound like Janice is just for Charlie. It sounds like Janice is for you.”

Her words hit me harder than I expected.

“Think about it,” she continued. “Even before Charlie, you were drawn to certain things—softness, beauty, creativity. It sounds like he gave you permission to explore that, but the desire was always there.”

I thought back to my sketchbook, to the drawings I’d hidden for so many years. To the way I’d always been drawn to colors and textures that felt “off-limits” for someone like me.

She was right.

“Janice,” the therapist said, her voice soft, “who do you want to be? Not for anyone else—just for yourself.”

I didn’t have an answer right then, but for the first time, I felt like I was getting closer to finding one.

Three months later, I barely recognized the person I used to be.

The days of sitting in my apartment, drowning in self-doubt, felt like a distant memory. I’d started living fully as Janice, and with that came changes I never expected. Physically, emotionally, everything about me felt... aligned.

The hormones had been a leap, something my gender therapist and I discussed at length before I made the decision. The first few weeks had been rough—mood swings, fatigue, even moments of doubt—but as time went on, the changes felt more like home.

My skin was softer now, smoother. My face had subtly shifted, enough that I caught glimpses of myself in the mirror and smiled instead of cringing. My body was changing too. My chest was sore all the time, but in a way that made me strangely happy. It was proof that I was moving forward, becoming more of the person I was always meant to be.

I’d learned tricks along the way. How to master shapewear, smoothing out lines I didn’t want to see. How to blend foundation just right, highlighting my features without feeling like I was hiding. Even my wig—something that used to make me paranoid—felt natural now. I’d learned how to secure it properly, how to style it so it framed my face. But my hair grew longer, past my shoulders, so I hadn’t touched it in a week.

Moreover, the biggest change wasn’t on the outside.

For the first time in years, I’d picked up a pencil and started sketching again. It was slow at first—shaky lines and half-finished ideas—but soon, the pages of my new sketchbook began to fill. I drew everything that came to mind: flowing dresses, intricate jewelry, even a few dream-like landscapes.

It reminded me of who I used to be, the kid who found joy in creating, who poured his soul into every line and detail. But now, as Janice, it felt different. Freer.

One afternoon, I sat by the window, the sunlight pouring in as I worked on a new piece. It was a simple design—a floral pattern that I imagined wrapping around the hem of a dress. My pencil moved effortlessly, the ideas flowing without hesitation.

The sound of a knock broke my focus.

I glanced at the clock, frowning. I wasn’t expecting anyone.

When I opened the door, I froze.

Charlie stood there, holding a small potted plant with glossy green leaves. He looked... different. His hair was messier than usual, and there was a weariness in his eyes that hadn’t been there before.

“Hi,” he said, his voice quiet.

“Hi,” I replied, my heart racing.

He held out the plant awkwardly.

“It’s for your south sector,” he said.

“You know, to balance the energy.”

I couldn’t help it—I laughed, south sector sounded like something else. “Of course it is.”

But there was something about the way he said it, something about the way he looked at me, that made my chest tighten.

“Can I come in?” he asked hesitantly.

I stepped aside, letting him in. The sight of him standing in my living room, surrounded by the life I’d built for myself, felt surreal.

“You’ve changed this place,” he said, looking around.

“It feels... lighter. So… you.”

“So do I,” I said softly.

He turned to face me, his expression serious. “Janice, I owe you an apology. For everything.”

I folded my arms, unsure where this was going. “You don’t have to—”

“Yes, I do,” he interrupted. “I let my family control me for so long. I let them dictate my life, and because of that, I hurt you. That’s on me.”

I didn’t say anything, waiting for him to continue.

“They’ve disowned me,” he said finally, his voice heavy.
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My eyes widened. “What?”

“When I told them I wasn’t going to conform, that I wasn’t going to marry some woman they picked out for me, they cut me off. Financially, emotionally... everything.”

I stared at him, my heart breaking and swelling at the same time.

“Charlie, I’m so sorry.”

He shook his head. “Don’t be. For the first time in my life, I feel like I’m making my own choices. Like I’m free.”

He stepped closer, his voice trembling.

“And one of those choices is you. I love you, Janice. I always have. But I know I’ve made mistakes, and I know I’ve hurt you. And if you can’t forgive me, I’ll understand. But I had to tell you.”

My chest tightened as I looked at him, the vulnerability in his eyes cutting through me like nothing else.

“I don’t know if I can trust you again,” I said honestly.

He nodded, his jaw tightening.

“I get it.”

He turned to leave, pausing at the door. “For what it’s worth, you’ve become someone incredible, Janice. And no matter what happens, I’m just here.”

Then he was gone, leaving me standing in the doorway, my emotions a tangled and unbalanced mess.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THE AIR HAD CHANGED three months later. Fall had crept in, painting the world in warm tones of orange and red, and for the first time in years, I felt like I was in sync with the season. Change wasn’t just around me—it was inside me.

I stood by my sewing machine, my fingers tracing the soft fabric draped across the table. It was a pale blue chiffon, delicate and flowing, the kind of material that seemed to breathe elegance. I’d been working on this dress for weeks, pouring every ounce of myself into it.

The design had started as a simple sketch, something I’d scribbled late at night in my sketchbook. But now, as I pieced it together, it felt like more than just a dress. It was the first step toward the life I wanted—a life I was building for myself, by myself.

My little apartment had transformed into a makeshift studio. Bolts of fabric were stacked against the walls, my sewing machine sat front and center, and every surface was covered in patterns, scissors, and thread. It was chaotic, but it was mine.

I’d spent the past few months learning everything I could about sewing. Online tutorials, late-night practice sessions, even a local sewing class I’d stumbled upon by chance—it all led to this moment.

My dream was starting to take shape. I wasn’t just Janice, the person I’d fought so hard to become. I was Janice, the designer. And soon, I’d be Janice, the business owner.

The plan was simple: create a small collection of beautiful, feminine clothes and sell them online. I wanted to make pieces that celebrated softness and strength, that made women feel like their best selves—because that’s what creating these clothes had done for me.

As I worked on the hem of the dress, a small smile crept onto my face. I’d come so far from the person I used to be—the one who was too scared to dream, too scared to try.

I glanced out the window, watching the leaves flutter down from the trees. The crisp air made everything feel possible, like the world was full of opportunities just waiting to be seized.

This dress was just the beginning.

The hum of the sewing machine filled the room as I focused on the finishing touches. My hands moved with a confidence I never thought I’d have, pulling the fabric taut, guiding it through the needle. The rhythm was soothing, almost meditative, and for a while, I forgot about everything else.

But then, the doorbell rang, cutting through the calm.

I frowned, glancing at the clock. It was late, too late for deliveries, and I wasn’t expecting anyone.

I set the fabric aside and stood, smoothing my dress as I made my way to the door. My heart raced slightly, though I wasn’t sure why.

When I opened the door, I froze.

Charlie was standing there, framed by the soft glow of the hallway light. He looked different—not just physically, though his messy hair and casual sweater were a departure from his usual polished appearance. No, there was something else. Something raw and vulnerable in his expression, like he’d spent every moment since our last goodbye carrying a weight he didn’t know how to let go of.

“Hi,” he said, his voice quiet but steady.

“Hi,” I replied, unsure of what else to say. My heart was racing, a mix of emotions surging through me.

“I brought something for you,” he said, holding out a thick envelope.

I took it hesitantly, my fingers brushing his for a brief moment. Inside was a stack of papers, neatly bound, with the name Margaret and Thomas Tilly Memorial Foundation printed in bold letters at the top.

“What is this?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.
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“It’s for your parents,” he said softly. “I used my family’s connections to set up a foundation in their name. It’s focused on supporting—people like you, who have so much to give but just need someone to believe in them. It will provide transgender health care and hormone replacement therapy.”

I stared at the papers, my vision blurring as tears filled my eyes.

“Charlie, I... I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything,” he said, stepping closer.

“I just wanted to do something to honor them. To honor you.”

I looked up at him, my throat tight with emotion. “Why would you do this?”

“Because I love you,” he said simply. “Because even after everything, you’re still the person I think about every day. You’re still the one I want to share my life with.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but he kept going, his voice trembling slightly.

“I know I’ve hurt you. I know I’ve made mistakes. And I know I might not deserve another chance. But if there’s even the smallest part of you that still loves me, I’m willing to fight for us. I’ll give up everything—my family, my inheritance, all of it—if it means I can be with you.”

The words hung in the air, heavy with sincerity.

I set the envelope down and stepped back, my hands trembling.

“Charlie... you don’t have to give up everything for me.”

“Yes, I do,” he said firmly.

“Because none of it matters without you.”

For a moment, I just stood there, staring at him, overwhelmed by everything he’d said. And then, without thinking, I closed the distance between us, wrapping my arms around him.

“I’m sorry it took me so long,” I whispered.

“But all this time, my heart’s only ever beat for you.”

We barely made it back to the living room before his lips found mine. It wasn’t rushed or desperate—it was tender and deliberate, like he was trying to tell me everything he couldn’t put into words.

We stumbled toward the sewing table, the half-finished dress and scattered fabrics around us creating a soft, colorful chaos. The room felt alive, like it was holding its breath, waiting for us to close the distance that had been between us for so long.

Charlie cupped my face, his hands steady, his touch warm.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured, his forehead resting against mine.

I laughed softly, brushing a strand of hair out of his eyes. “So are you.”

We sank to the floor together, surrounded by the remnants of my work—the pieces of fabric, the threads, the dreams I’d stitched together. It felt fitting, somehow, to be here, in the middle of everything I’d created.

His kisses trailed down my neck, each one soft and intentional, like he was memorizing every inch of me. My hands found their way to his shirt, pulling it over his head, and for the first time, I felt completely unafraid.

We undressed each other slowly, deliberately, until there was nothing left between us but honesty and vulnerability.

Charlie’s hands moved over me, tracing the breasts I’d grown to love, the parts of myself I’d fought so hard to embrace. And when I touched him, it was with the same reverence, the same care.

“Ah! It’s still a bit sore,” I warned.

“I’m so sorry, baby.”

It wasn’t about perfection.

It wasn’t about anything but us, here, now.

When he kissed me again, it deepened, and his hands slid lower, down to my south sector where something extra was hidden—his touch sending shivers through me. I hesitated for a moment, pulling back to meet his gaze.

“You okay?” he asked, his voice soft and full of concern.

I nodded, a small smile playing on my lips. “Yeah. More than okay. What about you? Are you okay with that?”

The world outside faded to nothing. In that moment, it was just the two of us, tangled in a sea of scattered fabric and emotions too big to name. Charlie’s touch was steady but reverent, like he was afraid I might slip away.

His lips found mine again, soft but insistent, and I melted into him, letting my body respond with a trust I’d never felt before. He traced his hands down my sides, his touch igniting a warmth that spread through every part of me.

“You’re beautiful,” he whispered against my lips, his voice trembling.

I smiled, my fingers brushing the line of his jaw. “So are you.”

We removed the remaining garments, with a care that felt almost ceremonial. Each layer removed was a step closer to the truest versions of ourselves, laid bare and vulnerable but safe in each other’s presence.

When we were finally skin to skin, I hesitated, my breath catching as my eyes met his.

“I’ve never... like this, another person’s penis…” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Me neither,” Charlie admitted, his cheeks flushing, but he didn’t look away.

“But I want this—with you. I want you to be happy too.”

The words sent a shiver down my spine. For all his confidence, Charlie was just as uncertain as I was, and that made this moment all the more meaningful.

I reached for him first, my hand trembling slightly as I let my fingers explore the part of him neither of us had ever shared with someone else. He gasped softly, his eyes fluttering shut, and I felt a wave of reassurance that we were in this together.

He mirrored my movements, his touch hesitant but curious, and I couldn’t hold back the soft sound that escaped my lips.

“You’re okay?” he asked, his voice laced with both concern and awe.

“Better than okay,” I whispered, my cheeks flushing.

It was slow and awkward at first, both of us navigating unfamiliar territory with equal parts curiosity and care. But as we explored each other, something shifted. The hesitation melted away, replaced by a rhythm that felt natural, instinctive.

Charlie leaned down, kissing me deeply as his hand moved in perfect tandem with mine. The intimacy of it all—the sounds, the touch, the vulnerability—was almost overwhelming, but in the best possible way.

I felt the tension building, my breaths coming faster as my body responded to him.
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“Charlie!”

And when I finally let go, it wasn’t just a physical release. It was an emotional one, a surrender to the moment, to him, to us.

He followed soon after, his head dropping to my shoulder as he gasped, his entire body trembling.

For a moment, neither of us moved, the only sound in the room our uneven breaths. Then Charlie lifted his head, his eyes searching mine.

“I’ve never tasted anything like that,” he said softly, his voice filled with wonder.

“Me neither, now, it’s your turn,” I admitted, my lips curving into a small smile.

He brushed a strand of hair from my face, his touch lingering. “I love you,” he said, the words carrying a weight that made my chest tighten.

“I love you too,” I whispered, feeling the truth of it in every fiber of my being.

We stayed like that for a while before it was my turn to return the favor. All night, we wrapped up in each other, the scattered fabrics beneath us a reminder of how far we’d come and how much we still had to discover. But for now, in this moment, everything felt exactly as it should be.

Charlie brushed a strand of hair from my face, his eyes searching mine.

“I don’t want to lose you again,” he said softly.

“You won’t,” I whispered, resting my head against his chest.

“You never really did.”


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE PAPERS FELT heavier in my hand after a year than they should have. It was just a name change—just a few pieces of paper with signatures and stamps—but as I stood outside the courthouse, clutching them tightly, it felt like I was holding my entire life.

Janice Tilly.

The name stared back at me, bold and unchanging, and for the first time, I felt like I could breathe. Josh was still a part of me, a chapter in my story, but Janice was the version of me I’d fought so hard to become.

I smiled softly, tucking the papers into my bag as I made my way down the courthouse steps. This was it—the start of something new.
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Back at Charlie’s shop, Happy Home’s second branch was buzzing with energy. The soft chime of the bell above the door, the faint smell of incense wafting through the air, the rows of carefully arranged crystals and trinkets—it was like stepping into another world.

I’d started helping out here a few weeks ago, balancing my time between sewing dresses and crafting charms for the shop. It wasn’t something I ever pictured myself doing, but it felt oddly satisfying.

I sat at the small worktable in the back, threading beads onto a thin red cord. Charlie had explained the significance of the color—how it symbolized luck and protection—and I found myself taking extra care with each charm, wanting them to carry that meaning for whoever bought them.

“You’re getting good at this,” Charlie said, leaning against the doorway with a cup of tea in hand.

I glanced up, smiling. “Well, I have a good teacher.”

He grinned, walking over to place the tea beside me. “You’re too modest. These are better than anything I’ve made.”

“Flattery will get you nowhere,” I teased, tying off the charm and holding it up to inspect my work.

He chuckled, leaning down to kiss the top of my head. “I’ll keep trying anyway.”

I shook my head, laughing softly as he walked back toward the front of the shop.

Life wasn’t perfect—not by a long shot—but it felt real. It felt like mine.

Later that afternoon, I finished packing up the latest batch of charms, placing them carefully on the display shelves. Each one carried a little piece of me, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride as I stepped back to admire the arrangement.

Charlie walked over, slipping an arm around my waist. “Looks good,” he said, his voice warm.

“Thanks,” I replied, leaning into him.

He glanced at his watch, a mischievous glint in his eyes.

“Ready to head out?”

“Where?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“You’ll see,” he said, grabbing my coat and handing it to me.

“Charlie,” I said, narrowing my eyes, “what are you up to?”

He just smiled, holding the door open for me. “Trust me.”

The car ride felt like a drawn-out suspense movie, each minute stretching longer than the last. Charlie was unusually quiet, glancing at me every so often with a small, knowing smile that made me want to shake the answer out of him.

“Do you always have to be this cryptic?” I asked, trying not to let my nerves show.

“Yes,” he replied simply, his grin widening.

I huffed and crossed my arms, pretending to be annoyed, though the truth was, I loved seeing him like this. Carefree, playful, happy. It was a side of him I didn’t get to see often enough, and even though he was driving me crazy with this secret, I couldn’t help but smile.

We turned off the main road onto a quieter street lined with trees, their branches heavy with the warm hues of fall. The golden leaves danced in the breeze, and I rolled down the window slightly, letting the crisp air fill the car.

“This feels... different,” I said, glancing out at the unfamiliar surroundings.

“It’s supposed to,” Charlie said, his voice soft but firm.

The car slowed, and I felt the slight bump of gravel under the tires. We came to a stop, and before I could ask any more questions, Charlie reached into the backseat and pulled out a black blindfold.

“No way,” I said, eyeing it like it was a snake.

“Come on,” he coaxed, holding it up.

“Just trust me.”

I sighed, my skepticism warring with curiosity. “If I trip and break my ankle, it’s on you.”

“I’ll catch you,” he promised, and the way he said it made my chest tighten.

Reluctantly, I let him tie the blindfold around my head, plunging me into darkness. My other senses kicked into overdrive—the crunch of gravel under my shoes, the cool breeze brushing my skin, the steady warmth of Charlie’s hand as he guided me forward.

“Careful,” he murmured, his voice close to my ear.

“There’s a step here.”

I moved cautiously, trusting him completely despite my paranoia.

“Are we almost there?”

“Almost,” he said, his tone teasing.

We walked a little further, my heart pounding harder with every step. I tried to piece together clues from the sounds and smells around me, but it was useless. Charlie had always been good at surprises, and this one was no exception.

“Okay,” he said finally, stopping us in our tracks. “Ready?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” I said, though my voice betrayed my nerves.

He untied the blindfold, and I blinked against the sudden light. When my vision cleared, my breath caught.

In front of me was a small house, its exterior glowing in the golden light of the afternoon. A white picket fence framed the neatly manicured yard, where a few young trees swayed gently in the breeze. Flower boxes lined the windows, their blooms adding pops of color to the charming scene.

It was perfect.

“Where are we?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Charlie stepped in front of me, holding up a small set of keys.
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“We’re home,” he said simply.

“What?” I turned to him, my heart racing.

“This is our real happy home,” he said, his grin spreading across his face.

“I found it a few weeks ago and couldn’t stop thinking about how perfect it would be for us. So, I bought it.”

“For us?” I repeated, the words catching in my throat.

He nodded, stepping closer. “I want you to move in with me, Janice. I want us to start fresh here, together.”

Tears welled up in my eyes, and I pressed a hand to my chest, overwhelmed.

“Charlie... I don’t even know what to say.”

“Then don’t say anything,” he said, taking my hand and leading me toward the front door.

Inside, the house was just as beautiful as the outside. The living room was cozy, with large windows that let in plenty of light, and the hardwood floors gleamed like they’d just been polished. A soft gray couch sat in the center, flanked by bookshelves and a coffee table that looked like it had been picked out just for me.

“The southeast corner is perfect for creativity,” Charlie said, pointing to a nook by the window.

“It’s got the best energy flow for your sewing this year, and I already measured the space—it’s big enough for your worktable.”

My jaw dropped. “You thought of that?”

“Of course,” he said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

“And over here—” He led me to the kitchen, where pale blue cabinets and gleaming white countertops made the space feel bright and inviting.

“This is the heart of the house. The stove faces the door, which is great for prosperity, but I can move it if you’d prefer better chi.”

“Charlie,” I interrupted, laughing.

He turned to me, his brow furrowed. “What?”

“Stop selling it,” I said, shaking my head.

“You don’t need to convince me.”

His expression softened, and he stepped closer, taking both of my hands in his. “It’s not about the feng shui or the layout, Janice. It’s about us. This place—it’s lucky, it’s happy, because we’re together. That’s all that matters.”

My heart swelled, and before I could stop myself, I kissed him.

It was slow and sweet, a kiss that spoke of everything we’d been through and everything we had yet to build. He pulled me closer, his arms wrapping around me like he was afraid to let go.

When we finally broke apart, I rested my forehead against his, my eyes fluttering shut.

“Okay,” I whispered.

“Let’s make it our happy home.”


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE shimmered in the distance as twilight bathed the San Francisco skyline in hues of gold and lavender. Inside the grand event hall overlooking the bay, the atmosphere buzzed with excitement.

It was the two-year anniversary of Happy Home’s launch, and we were celebrating more than just our five thriving branches. This night aimed to look back on everything we’d built together—every risk, every triumph, every moment of love that made it possible.

The hall was a masterpiece of modern elegance with Charlie’s signature touches of harmony and feng shui. The round tables, draped in soft gold linens, glowed under the light of crystal chandeliers. Peonies—my favorite—filled glass vases at the center of each table, their blush pink and white blooms a reminder of how far we’d come.

Charlie and I had spent weeks planning the event, wanting it to feel like a true celebration of our team. The hundred and fifty-five employees who had helped us grow from a single shop into a citywide phenomenon mingled, their laughter and chatter filling the room. Women in elegant evening gowns in shades of jewel tones and men in tailored suits moved gracefully between tables, balancing glasses of champagne and tiny hors d’oeuvres on trays.

I stood near the entrance, watching the scene unfold, my heart swelling with pride. Two years ago, I couldn’t have imagined this life. Back then, I was just starting to understand myself, terrified of taking up space, let alone creating it. Now, I was standing here in a floor-length gown that I’d designed myself, surrounded by people who felt like family.

“Janice,” Michelle, the manager of our first branch, called out as she approached. Her emerald green dress sparkled under the lights, and her smile was wide and warm.

“This is incredible. You and Charlie have created something so special.”

“Thank you,” I said, feeling my cheeks flush.

“But we couldn’t have done it without all of you.”

She waved her hand dismissively. “Don’t be modest. You’ve poured your heart into this company, and it shows. We’re lucky to have you.”

Before I could respond, a familiar voice cut through the noise.
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“There you are.”

I turned to see Charlie weaving through the crowd toward me. He looked effortlessly handsome in a tailored black suit with a burgundy tie, his dark hair slightly tousled in a way that made him look even more dashing.

“Michelle, you’re not stealing my date for the whole evening, are you?” he teased, slipping an arm around my waist.

Michelle laughed. “I wouldn’t dare. Besides, you two deserve a moment to yourselves.”

As she walked away, Charlie leaned in close, his breath warm against my ear.

“How are you feeling?”

“Overwhelmed,” I admitted, glancing around the room. “But in the best way.”

He smiled, his eyes crinkling at the corners.

“Good. You deserve to soak it all in.”

The night was in full swing when the double doors at the back of the hall opened, and a ripple of whispers spread through the crowd.

I turned just in time to see Mei Ling step inside, her presence commanding as always. She wore a crimson cheongsam embroidered with gold dragons, the fitted silhouette accentuating her graceful figure. Her hair was swept into an elegant updo, and her diamond earrings sparkled like tiny stars.

My stomach tightened as she made her way toward us, her heels clicking softly against the marble floor. Charlie’s arm around me stiffened slightly, and I felt the tension radiating off him.

“Charlie,” Mei Ling said when she reached us, her voice calm but tinged with something unfamiliar.

“Mei Ling,” he replied, his tone cautious.

She turned to me, her sharp gaze softening in a way that caught me off guard. “Janice,” she said, her voice quieter now.

“I’m here to… apologize. To both of you.”

I blinked, unsure if I’d heard her correctly.

She continued, her hands clasped in front of her. “I was wrong. About everything. The way I judged you, the things I said—I had no right. You’ve proven me wrong in every possible way.”

I glanced at Charlie, whose expression mirrored my own shock.

“Mei Ling, you don’t—” I started, but she cut me off.

“Yes, I do, I was wrong about saying that you’d drag him down. Clearly, you were made for each other, and yes, I checked both of your birth charts,” she said firmly, meeting my gaze.

“You’ve built something incredible together. The success of Happy Home, the love you share—it’s undeniable. And I needed to tell you in person how sorry I am.”

Charlie stepped forward, his voice softer now.

“Thank you,” he said.

The tension between them eased as Mei Ling reached into her clutch and pulled out a small velvet box. She held it out to Charlie, her lips curving into a faint smile.

“This is from our parents,” she said.

“They wanted me to give it to you when you were ready.”

Charlie opened the box, and a soft gasp escaped my lips. Inside was a stunning ring—a platinum band set with a single diamond that seemed to catch every bit of light in the room. It was the ring that his father gave his mother when he proposed.

“They’ve also asked me to invite you both to Shanghai,” Mei Ling added, her voice wavering slightly.

“They can’t wait to meet Janice.”

Tears welled in my eyes as I looked at Charlie, who was staring at the ring with a mixture of shock and emotion.

“Charlie, you don’t have to do this if you don’t want—” I whispered, my voice trembling.

He looked up at me, his expression shifting to one of pure determination.

“Janice,” he said, stepping closer and taking my hands in his.

“You’ve changed my life in ways I never thought possible. You’ve shown me what love, strength, and happiness look like. You’ve proven to me that our energies were meant to blend perfectly. You’ve made every place we’ve been together a real happy home.”

Tears spilled down my cheeks as he dropped to one knee, holding the ring up to me.

“Janice Tilly,” he said, his voice steady despite the emotion in his eyes, “will you marry me?”

The room erupted in gasps and cheers, but all I could focus on was him.

“Yes,” I whispered, nodding as I fought back sobs.
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“Yes, Charlie! I’ll marry you.”

He slid the ring onto my finger, and when he stood, I wrapped my arms around him, kissing him deeply as the crowd broke into applause.

In that moment, everything else faded away. It felt like we were being enveloped by positive energy and all the happy faces of the trinkets in his shop. Briefly, as I relished the taste of his lips on mine, I envisioned the infinity sign and wished our happiness would never end.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy My Girly Home? 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!

	[image: A person in a pink corset  Description automatically generated]	[image: A cartoon of a person lying down  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person with long hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person sitting on a bench holding a lantern  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in red dresses  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person in a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a white lingerie  Description automatically generated]



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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"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."

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.

Read Janitor Turned Actress

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 Home.

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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