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Introduction

“He said I could stay in his house for free, but only if I wore THAT lipstick.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I got caught stealing from the cash register at the diner I worked at. Spent my last paycheck on gacha games. And somehow ended up living in a studio owned by a control freak named Gage.

His rules were taped to the mirror. Wear lipstick. No sweatpants. No excuses. Lotion daily. And on weekends? Femme attire required.

I thought he was insane. But I was desperate. And maybe a little curious.

I didn’t expect the tucking tutorials. The shade called Girly Pink. The way he watched me, like I was both his punishment and obsession.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, rapid feminization, workmates to lovers, thriller and suspense romance, romantic comedy, crossdressing 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 Landlord’s Lipstick.


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 SMELL hit me first—bleach, old wood, and maybe a hint of mildew pretending to be charm. The building was old. Not haunted-looking, but definitely the kind of place where you’d expect to hear someone stomping around upstairs even when no one lived there.

I adjusted the backpack slung over my shoulder. Half of it was filled with clothes I hadn’t washed in a week. The other half? My Switch, my phone charger, and a broken binder full of booster codes I was never going to use again. My wallet only had a few crumpled bills left. Everything else had gone into gacha pulls. I didn’t want to think about it.

There was no doorman. No lobby. Just a buzzer panel next to a chipped door. I squinted at the names. One was scratched off. Below it: "G. Kingsley - Unit A1."

I pressed the button and waited.

A dry voice crackled through the intercom. “You the 4:30?”

“Yeah,” I said, even though it was already 5:17.

Buzz. The door clicked open. I stepped inside.

The hallway was... clean. Suspiciously clean. The tiles looked polished, the lights above all worked, and the air didn’t reek of old tenants or food. Still, there was no furniture, no decoration. Just white walls and silence.

Unit A1 was the first door on the left. I knocked, twice.

It opened so fast I flinched.
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Gage Kingsley stood in the doorway like he’d been waiting with his hand on the knob. He was taller than I expected. Maybe six-one, six-two, with dark hair that looked too perfectly styled to be natural. His jaw was square, like a comic book character. Tan skin, pressed black shirt, veins and muscles on his wrist that were too big to hide. And then his eyes. Cold. Analytical. Like he was sizing me up and already didn’t like what he saw.

“Evan Cartwright?” he asked.

I nodded. “Yeah. Hi.”

He looked me up and down—oversized hoodie, sweats, the smudge on my glasses—and stepped aside without smiling. “Come in.”

The inside of his unit was even worse. Spotless. Not in a cozy way, either. Minimalist. Cold floors, no clutter, no signs of life. The kind of place you’d be scared to spill coffee in.

“The studio’s upstairs. Technically a converted attic,” he said, leading me through.

“Okay.” I was too tired to pretend to be charming.

“How long were you at your last place?” he asked.

“Three years.” I didn’t say I got evicted last week. Or that I spent my last paycheck on a ten-pull for some digital waifu with cat ears. Or that I stole fifty bucks from the cash register of my past job because I was sure my waifu was coming home in the next draw.

“Why’d you leave?”

“Needed a change.”

He glanced over his shoulder. “A change or a clean slate?”

I didn’t answer.

We reached a narrow staircase that led to a door at the end of a small landing. The place creaked under our weight. He handed me a key.

“Studio’s furnished. Rent’s due on the first. Cash or direct deposit only. I don’t do apps.” He paused. “And I expect all tenants to follow the building standards.”

I squinted. “Building standards?”

Gage turned. “Cleanliness. Quiet. Hygiene. And most importantly—presentation.”

“Presentation?” I repeated.

“You’ll see.” He tapped the door. “There’s a welcome folder inside.”

He turned to leave.

“Wait,” I said. “Don’t you want a deposit?”

He stopped at the top of the stairs and looked back. “I’ll waive the deposit if you read everything in that folder and agree to follow the rules.”

“That’s it?”

“For now.”

I opened the door and stepped in. The studio was better than expected. Small, but bright. Slanted ceiling. A single skylight. Bed against the wall. Tiny kitchenette. Clean bathroom with folded towels already hanging.

On the table, a sleek black folder waited. Next to it, a laminated note that said: “Welcome to Unit A5. Please read the tenant agreement thoroughly.”

I tossed my backpack on the bed and flipped the folder open.

The first page was normal: rules about noise, smoking, rent due dates.

The second page, though, was something else.

“THE LIPSTICK RULES – Building Aesthetic and Behavioral Standards”

I blinked.

It looked like something from a modeling agency.

Rule One: No Sweatpants or Sloppy Attire in Shared Spaces.
Rule Two: Daily Grooming and Skincare Expected.
Rule Three: Weekends Require Femme Presentation.
Rule Four: Do Not Disrespect the Mirror.
Rule Five: Gage’s Word Is Final.

I stared at it, then reread it. Then laughed.

Was this a joke?

The next few pages were diagrams—examples of acceptable outfits, a skincare product list, even lipstick shades marked with stars.

“Is this... a cult?” I muttered, flipping the page again. Nope. More lipstick.

Someone had spent time on this.

I tossed the folder aside and fell face-first onto the bed. It didn’t smell like mildew. Actually, it smelled... citrusy? Like fresh linens and lemon. Gross.

I didn’t care. I needed sleep. I’d fake-read the stupid lipstick rules and figure out how to get out of here in a few weeks.

I closed my eyes.

I’d been there less than five minutes.

And I had no idea that this was the start of everything unraveling.

A day later, I woke up to knocking. Sharp, rapid, and rude.

I groaned, rolling over. The skylight above me told me it was still morning—too early for anyone decent to be this energetic.

The knock came again, followed by Gage’s voice through the door. “It’s inspection day. Get decent.”

“Inspection? It’s my first morning here.”

“You agreed to the rules.”

I sat up, heart thudding. “Dude, what the hell.”

But he was gone. I could hear his boots going down the stairs. My mouth felt like cotton, and I hadn’t even unpacked my toothbrush yet. I stumbled into the bathroom, splashed water on my face, then remembered I didn’t own anything that counted as “decent” by his standards.

I threw on my usual: faded sweatpants, a wrinkled hoodie, and no socks. Whatever. He said “get decent,” not “get dressed like you’re going to prom.”

By the time I made it to the landing, Gage was already there with a clipboard in one hand and a pair of thin black gloves on. His eyes immediately dropped to my pants.

“You read Rule One?” he asked.

“I skimmed it.”

“You broke it.”

I blinked. “Seriously?”

“No sweatpants in shared spaces. That includes the landing and the front stairwell.”

I looked around. “There’s no one else here.”

“Doesn’t matter. You’re setting the tone.”

I gave him a look. “You’re kidding.”

Gage stepped forward. His voice dropped just enough to feel dangerous. “Do I look like I joke?”

No. He didn’t. He looked like a man who ironed his socks and flossed after coffee.

I crossed my arms. “What, are you gonna evict me for wearing joggers?”

“No,” he said. “But you’re going to fix it.”

“Fix it?”

“Remove the sweatpants.”

I stared at him.

“You want me to take off my pants?”

He nodded. “You’re in violation of Rule One. Until you can present yourself properly, you will not be allowed to exit your room in those.”

I laughed. “Okay, and what do I wear instead?”

He pointed behind me. A tiny white towel was folded on the step, like it had just been delivered by a ghost.

“Absolutely not,” I said.

“Then you can stay inside for the rest of the day.”

I looked at the towel. Looked at him. His eyes were steady. Like he could stand there all day, clipboard in hand, waiting for me to admit defeat.

“This is insane,” I muttered.

“I agree. And yet here we are.”

I grabbed the towel and marched back into the unit, muttering every insult I could think of under my breath. I stripped off the sweatpants and hoodie, wrapped the towel around my waist, and checked the mirror. The towel barely covered anything. I yanked it tighter and hoped for the best.

When I stepped out, Gage raised one eyebrow but said nothing. He motioned for me to follow.

We walked down to the first floor in silence. I felt like I was being led to execution. My legs were cold. The towel clung to my thighs, and every creak of the floorboard made me jump.

At the bottom of the stairs, Gage opened a storage closet and handed me a mop.

“What am I doing with this?”

“Cleaning the hallway. You broke a rule. This is your consequence.”

“You serious?”

He stepped aside, arms crossed.

I stood there in a towel and bare feet, holding a mop like it was a weapon in a game I didn’t know how to play. “Dude, what is wrong with you?”

He didn’t answer. Just pointed at the floor.

I gritted my teeth and started mopping.

The floor was already spotless, of course. I didn’t even see any dust. This was a show. A punishment. And he was loving it.

I could feel his eyes on me as I bent over, swiped at invisible dirt, and moved down the hallway. The towel shifted every time I turned. My thigh brushed against the mop handle and gave me goosebumps. I hated it. I hated him. And yet...

And yet.

After a few minutes, Gage finally said, “You have nice legs.”

I froze.

“What?”

“Shaved. Pale. They’d look better in stockings.”

I turned to him, jaw open. “What the hell did you just say?”

He didn’t flinch. “Just an observation.”

“I’m not your toy, man.”

“No,” he said simply. “You’re not. But you are my tenant. And with the rate you’re paying me, you’re technically staying for free. And if you’re going to stay, you’ll dress like it.”

“What does that even mean?”

He stepped closer, voice low. “It means you don’t get to look like a slob in my building. Presentation matters. Even if it’s just for me.”

My heart thudded. His tone wasn’t angry. It was something else. Calculating. Hungry.

“You’re insane.”

“Maybe.”

I dropped the mop. “I’m done.”

“You missed a spot.”

“Sue me.”

He picked up the mop without comment and set it against the wall. “Next time, wear the skirt.”

“What skirt?”

“You’ll see.”

And then he walked away like nothing happened, leaving me alone in a towel, humiliated and confused... and a little too warm.
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I stormed back up the stairs, each creak of the wood making my humiliation echo louder than it needed to. The towel clung to my hips like a bad joke, and I couldn’t stop picturing Gage’s face—blank but smug. Like he’d won. Like he always wins.

Back inside my studio, I slammed the door and tossed the towel toward the hamper, which felt too fancy for my kind of living. The whole place felt like it didn’t belong to someone like me. Too clean. Too white. Too intentional.

I looked down at myself. My legs were pale, sure, but not shaved. I didn’t know what the hell Gage was talking about. Maybe he just assumed. Or maybe he wanted to mess with me. That had to be it.

I threw on a pair of boxers and a new hoodie, then dropped onto the bed and stared up at the skylight. The light was softer now. Early afternoon.

He’d said, “They’d look better in stockings.” Like it was nothing. Like he hadn’t just forced me to mop in a towel and then flirt—or insult me, I couldn’t tell which—with that quiet voice that made me feel like I’d done something wrong.

I sat up, hands gripping the mattress.

Who was this guy?

I pulled out my phone and typed “Gage Kingsley” into search.

Nothing came up except some LinkedIn profile for a corporate banker in New Jersey. Definitely not him. I tried Instagram. Blank. Facebook—nothing. Either he was a ghost, or he just didn’t want to be found.

I opened the folder again and flipped past the lipstick diagrams.

Rule One: No Sweatpants or Sloppy Attire in Shared Spaces.

It was real. He meant it. And that towel thing? That wasn’t some idle punishment. That was what he did. He made people submit.

“Not happening again,” I muttered.

I stood up, shoved the folder back into the kitchen drawer, and went for my backpack. Dug through it until I found my last unopened can of cold brew and cracked it. The bitterness hit fast. It didn’t help. I still felt like my skin didn’t fit right.

My phone buzzed.

I grabbed it, hoping for a job alert or something. Anything normal.

Instead, it was a message from an unknown number.

“Hope the mop wasn’t too heavy. – G.”

I nearly dropped the phone.

He had my number. Of course he did—it was on the rental application. But texting me? After that?

I didn’t reply. I just turned off notifications and dropped the phone face-down on the desk.

That night, I tried to play a few rounds of my favorite rhythm game. Couldn’t focus. The notes felt off. My timing was trash. I closed it after two songs.

Even when I got under the blanket, I couldn’t get warm. My body felt... tense. Like I’d swallowed something too big. I kept thinking about the hallway. His eyes. His tone.

"They'd look better in stockings."

I hated that I could still hear it. That it wasn’t even said with mockery. Just matter-of-fact, like he was stating a preference. Not a joke. Not a threat. A suggestion.

But worse than that? My body had reacted. Somewhere in the middle of that stupid mopping humiliation, I felt heat pool low in my gut.

And when he’d looked at me like I was something new, something interesting—not just a loser with a hoodie and a habit—I’d felt...

I didn’t want to think about what I’d felt.

I just wanted to sleep.

I turned on a podcast and rolled over.

But the image stayed in my head: Gage’s voice, my legs bare, and that tiny towel slipping lower with each step.

The next morning, I pretended like none of it had happened.

I avoided the mirror. I avoided the folder. I avoided thinking about towels or legs or the way Gage looked at me like I was something he’d built from scratch and wanted to keep polishing.

It was just a weird day. Weird people existed. I just had to ride it out until I found a better place or got hired somewhere that didn’t do background checks.

I opened the cabinet under the sink and found two plates, a chipped bowl, and three mismatched mugs. I grabbed the cleanest one, filled it with water, and sat down at the little breakfast nook under the window.

It was quiet. Too quiet. My old place was above a bakery. It always smelled like burnt sugar and had a constant hum of traffic. Here, the silence was so thick I could hear myself blink.

I got up and opened my backpack. Pulled out the rest of my stuff and started cramming it into drawers. Socks in one. Underwear in another. Spare cords, my charging brick, two half-used notebooks I hadn’t touched since college.

The last thing I pulled out was my old gacha journal. A cheap purple notebook filled with draw logs, stats, and characters I’d sunk way too much money into. I started to toss it, then paused.

For whatever reason, I opened the kitchen drawer first, figuring I’d shove it in there and forget about it. But something slid when I pulled the drawer open. Something flat and glossy, wedged under the utensil tray.

I pulled the tray out.

It was a photo. Old-school. Printed on matte paper. Faded a bit, like it had been there a long time.

The woman in the photo stood by a window. She wore a cream cardigan, soft lips painted a muted rose, and her eyes were downcast, like she didn’t know the picture was being taken. The light caught her hair, dark and loose. She had a soft jawline, a small nose, and a thin neck. Pale legs crossed at the ankles. One heel slightly kicked up. Feminine, but natural.

I stared at her for a long time.

She looked like me.

Not exactly. Not clone-level. But something about the way she stood. The slouch in her shoulders. The shape of her mouth. It was like looking at a version of me I’d never met.

I turned the photo over. Nothing written on the back. No date. No name.

Just that same silence pressing in.

I flipped it again and looked closer.

Her lips.

The lipstick. I’d seen it before.

It was the same color from the little tube Gage gave me yesterday. The “moisturizing tint.” Coral pink with a cool undertone. Not something you just stumble across at Walgreens.

I looked toward the drawer where I’d hidden the folder. Stared for a second.

Then opened it.

Page six. A full-color printout of lipstick options. Inferno Kiss. That was the name. Three stars, Gage’s highest rating.

I set the photo down like it was made of glass.

No way this was a coincidence.

No way a guy like Gage—who clearly had a fetish for control and rules and “presentation”—just happened to give me lipstick that matched the lips of a woman I looked like and then made me mop a hallway half-naked.

My heart was beating faster.

I shoved the photo into the back of the folder and closed it.

I didn’t know what freaked me out more—that I’d found it, or that a part of me liked being compared to her. I shook the thought out of my head and opened the fridge. Empty except for a carton of almond milk and a glass jar of capers. Who eats capers?

There was a knock on the door. Just one, light.

I jumped.

“Just checking in,” Gage’s voice called through.

“Everything working?”

I didn’t answer. I stared at the door like it might open on its own.

After a moment, I heard footsteps fading down the stairs.

When I finally breathed, it was shallow and shaky.

I opened the folder one more time and slid the photo in between the lipstick page and Rule Three: Weekends Require Femme Presentation.

I stared at that line, then whispered, “What the hell did I just sign up for?”


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I WAS MID-YAWN when the knock came. Two short taps. Sharp. Like he was testing the doorframe for weakness. I froze, cereal halfway to my mouth. I hadn’t seen Gage since the towel incident. I figured if I kept quiet and avoided communal spaces, he’d lose interest and go bother someone else.

Except I was the only tenant. Which meant I was the only project.

Another knock.

I opened the door, bowl in one hand.

He stood there like he had a schedule to keep. Same ironed shirt. Same perfectly unbothered expression. In his hands: a square black box.

He glanced at the cereal, then at my face.

“You moisturize?” he asked.

“I’m eating.”

“That’s not an answer.”

I sighed. “No. I don’t moisturize. What is this, a skin survey?”

He held out the box.

I didn’t take it.

“Your elbows are dry,” he added, like it was a medical emergency.

I looked down at my elbows. Okay, yeah, maybe they weren’t silky smooth, but I hadn’t planned on entering a beauty pageant anytime soon.

“You checking on my elbows now?” I asked.

“It’s part of the lease.”

“No, it’s not.”

“Rule Two. Daily grooming.”

I blinked. “You seriously expect me to use... whatever’s in that box?”

“Yes.”

“I’m not a skincare junkie, man.”

“No,” he said. “But you’re becoming presentable. This will help.”

I wanted to throw the cereal at him. Instead, I grabbed the box.

“Is this going on the rent?”

“No. It’s a gift.”

“Oh. So, this is charity.”

“No,” he said again. “It’s maintenance.”

He turned and walked away without waiting for a thank you.

I shut the door and set the box on the table, staring at it like it might explode. Black and white. Heavy. It had a little tag attached with gold string.
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"For Evie."

EVIE!?

I wanted to retaliate, but something within me tore it off and flipped open the lid with gung-ho.

Inside was a folded note: “Start with the lotion. Use the lip scrub second. Finish with the balm. Repeat nightly.”

Everything inside was sleek and expensive-looking. The kind of stuff influencers put in flatlays. Cream jars with brushed gold lids. A small rose quartz roller. A tube of something pink labeled “Glossy Recovery Balm.”

I pulled out the biggest bottle. Body lotion. Unscented, supposedly. I flipped it over and read the back: "For dry skin, sensitive types, and girls who forget to take care of themselves."

I rolled my eyes.

He was screwing with me. Again.

But rent was dirt cheap, and I hadn’t paid a deposit and advance. I wasn’t in a position to piss him off right now. Sleeping with lotion on was still better than sleeping in a stairwell.

I peeled off my hoodie, kicked off my sweats, and stood in front of the bathroom mirror. My reflection looked like a raccoon that’d survived a flood. Hair sticking up, bags under my eyes, skin blotchy and dull.

“You look like shit,” I muttered.

I pumped some lotion into my palm. It was cold at first. Then warm. Smooth. The scent was barely there—something clean, almost floral, but soft. Not like Axe or drugstore crap. This stuff was... subtle. Like it wasn’t trying too hard.

I rubbed it into my arms. My chest. My stomach. It sank in fast. No grease. Just softness.

I reached my elbows and rubbed slow circles.

They did feel less rough.

I hated that he was right.

When I was done, I tossed the lotion on the sink, rinsed my hands, and stared at my reflection again. It didn’t look different, but something about the feel of my skin made me pause.

I opened the rest of the kit and read through the tiny instruction booklet.

This wasn’t a joke.

It was a routine.

Gage hadn’t just handed me lotion. He’d handed me a system.

And I had no idea why that made my chest tight.

I sat on the edge of the bed, running my hand along my forearm. It was smoother than usual. Not glossy or glittery or anything weird—just soft. Like I hadn’t lived the last few months eating gas station snacks and scratching my skin in my sleep.

I told myself it didn’t mean anything. Anyone would feel better after moisturizing. That didn’t mean I was falling into whatever trap Gage had set.

But then I looked at the tag again.

“For Evie.”

That’s what stuck. Not the products. Not the expensive packaging.

That name.

Evie.

No one had called me that in my life. I didn’t even know a single Evie. But reading it printed in those delicate, looping letters made something twist in my gut. Like I was eavesdropping on someone else’s life. One I wasn’t supposed to see.

I tossed the tag in the trash and shut the box.

The next morning, I tried to ignore it. I woke up late, skipped breakfast, and planted myself on the futon with my Switch. I dove into a dungeon crawl and played until my eyes burned. But every time I paused to sip water or scratch my neck, I’d feel the lotion. Still there. Still soft.

By noon, I cracked and put on another layer.

By three, I was exfoliating my lips with the little sugar scrub.

By seven, I was using the jade roller and wondering if my cheekbones had always been this... sharp.

I hated how easy it was. How fast I picked it up. Like my body had just been waiting for the green light.

Around nine, there was a soft knock on the door. Just one.

I didn’t answer.

But I looked through the peephole.

No one was there.

Just a little black envelope sitting on the mat.

I opened the door slowly, half-expecting Gage to jump out from behind the railing like some kind of skincare goblin.

It was matte black, slim, unsealed. No name on it this time. I picked it up, turned it over. Inside was a single sheet of thick cardstock, folded in half.

I stepped back into the studio and unfolded it.

“You forgot the balm. Glossy Recovery. Apply before bed. Twice if your lips are chapped.”

I stared at the handwriting. Smooth cursive. Not too fancy. Not a girl’s, but close. Clean. Controlled. Like him.

I set the card down on the desk and walked to the bathroom. The balm tube was right where I’d left it. I twisted the cap off and dabbed a little on my finger. Pale pink. A soft shimmer when the light hit it.

I touched it to my bottom lip. It melted instantly. Silky. Cooling. The scent was barely there—something vanilla-adjacent, but not sweet.

I rubbed my lips together and paused.

They felt... nice.

Supple. That was the word. I hated that I knew it.

I leaned in close to the mirror.

Okay, yeah, they did look less crusty.

Still, I muttered, “This is ridiculous,” and tossed the balm onto the counter.

I went back to the bed, laid down, and yanked the blanket over my head.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Not the balm. Not the lotion.

The handwriting.

You forgot the balm.

It wasn’t a taunt.

It was a correction.

Like I was being... trained.

Not just into good hygiene or tenant behavior.

Into something else. Something Gage wasn’t saying out loud.

And the worst part was, I was following it.

Step by step.

Like a good girl.

The next morning, I woke up with smooth arms and soft lips and shame in my gut.

I told myself it was fine. That doing skincare didn’t mean anything. People moisturized all the time. Even guys. Especially in L.A., where the sun aged you like milk. But this didn’t feel like a wellness routine. It felt like submission.

And somehow, I hadn’t stopped.
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I padded barefoot into the bathroom, hair a mess, oversized tee sticking to my back. My reflection looked different. Not better. Just… less harsh. The bags under my eyes had faded a little. My skin wasn’t flaking around my nose. My lips still held a faint sheen from the balm.

I touched them with my fingertip and stared.

Who was this helping? Me?

Or him?

I didn’t want to answer that.

I washed my face, skipped the lotion just to feel like I had some control, and threw on my usual hoodie and jeans. The plan was to sneak down, grab a coffee from the gas station two blocks away, check if there were job openings, and avoid eye contact with Gage until I had a job or an excuse to leave this creepy dollhouse.

But as soon as I opened the door, I froze.

Another box.

Smaller than the last. On the floor, dead center in front of my unit.

I stepped over it. Stood in the hallway, waiting.

No Gage.

Just that buzzing silence.

I picked it up. Black, of course. Tied with a satin ribbon this time. The kind you’d see on a perfume ad.

Inside, nestled in tissue paper like it was fragile, was a lipstick.

Girly Pink.

And beneath it, a note, short and to the point.

“Moisturizing tint. Wear it tomorrow.”

No signature. No heart. Just an order.

And for some reason, that made it worse.

I shut the door with a click that felt too loud in the quiet.

I held the lipstick up to the light. It shimmered faintly. Not a Barbie color. It was more natural. Soft. Like it wasn’t meant to stand out—just enhance. Like whoever wore it was already close enough. Just needed a little push.

I set it down on the counter and went to make coffee.

But I kept glancing back at it.

Like it was watching me.

I spent the day pretending I didn’t see it.

I played three hours of some mindless farming sim. Cleaned the microwave twice. Watched two different video essays about why gachas were scams, even though I already knew and had the empty bank account to prove it.

But every time I got up to refill my mug or pee or just pace like I was waiting for a quest marker, I’d see that little tube sitting on the counter like a loaded weapon.

Wear it tomorrow.

Not please. Not if you want. Not even try it.

Just a command.

Like I was some character in a visual novel and he was the sadistic love interest with a god complex.

That night, I brushed my teeth, washed my face, and reapplied the damn balm like a trained pet.

I didn’t even think about it. I just did it.

By the time I crawled into bed, the lipstick was still sitting on the counter, untouched.

I pulled the blanket up to my chin and told myself I wouldn’t wear it. That it was a test. That if I caved now, I’d never stop caving. He’d push further. Ask for more. Lipstick today. Who knew what tomorrow?

I closed my eyes and tried to sleep.

The next morning, I opened the cap. I stood in front of the mirror holding the tube like it might bite.

Girly Pink.

The name alone made me twitch.

It wasn’t flashy. No glitter or Barbie vibes. Just a soft, blushy tone with a subtle sheen. The kind of color you wouldn’t notice at first glance. Just enough to make your lips look fuller. Softer. Like they were always slightly wet.

I rolled the cap off and twisted the tube up. It smelled like vanilla and something floral I couldn’t place. Not too sweet. Too… deliberate.

“This is so stupid,” I muttered.

I dabbed the color on, light at first. Just a swipe across the bottom lip. Then the top. I rubbed them together, squinting.

It wasn’t bad.

Actually, it looked good. Like weirdly good. Like I’d just had a drink and licked my lips.

I leaned closer.

The effect was subtle but... yeah. It changed me.

Softened me.

Made my mouth look less like a mouth and more like something inviting.

I hated that thought.

I snatched a tissue and hesitated. I could wipe it off. Pretend I never put it on. Gage wouldn’t know. I could say it got lost. Say I dropped it. Say anything.

But I didn’t.

Not because I wanted to impress him. But because deep down, I wanted to see what he’d do.

What he’d say.

I left it on.

I was halfway through brushing my hair—if you could call finger-combing through a mess “brushing”—when the knock came.

Three taps. Quick.

I froze.

Then, I opened the door slowly.

Gage stood there, a canvas tote hanging from one wrist. His eyes flicked to my lips before anything else.

“Girly Pink suits you,” he said, stepping inside before I could respond.

I backed up a step. “You just walk in without asking permission now?”

“It’s easier.”

“For who?”

He didn’t answer. Just set the bag on my counter and glanced around the room like he was checking for dust.

His gaze landed on the lotion, the scrub, the balm—all neatly lined up on the bathroom sink.

I caught him smirking.

“What?” I asked.

“You’re taking to it faster than expected.”

“I didn’t say I liked it.”

“You don’t have to.”

He turned, and our eyes met. His didn’t move. Didn’t blink.

“You wore the lipstick,” he said, voice quiet. “That’s enough.”

I swallowed, throat dry.

“I didn’t do it for you.”

“No,” he said. “You did it because you’re learning.”

“Learning what?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he stepped closer and tilted his head slightly, studying my face like I was a sculpture.

“You missed a spot,” he said, reaching up with two fingers.

I jerked back.

He stopped, hand still raised.

“May I?”

I didn’t say yes. I didn’t say no. I just stood there like a glitching NPC.

He touched my chin, tilted it up gently, and swiped his thumb across the corner of my mouth. The motion was slow. Controlled. Like he’d done it a thousand times before—just not on me.

“There,” he said. “Perfect.”

I wanted to wipe my whole face.

Instead, I whispered, “You watch me through the window?”

He didn’t deny it.

“I ensure my tenants follow the rules,” he said. “You left your blinds open.”

“That’s creepy.”

“It’s structure.”

“No, it’s weird.”

“Is it?” His voice dropped. “Or is it attention you’re not used to?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again.

Because he wasn’t wrong.

And we both knew it.

I hated how still the room got.

He hadn’t moved. His fingers were gone from my chin, but I could still feel the pressure. Like he’d left fingerprints on my skin. His eyes stayed locked on mine, but they weren’t intense in the usual way. They weren’t angry or cold. They were focused.

Deliberate.

“You don’t have to like it,” he said finally. “But you do need to get used to it.”

“Used to what?” I asked, my voice low.

He turned toward the window, pulled the blind halfway down with two fingers, then let it snap back into place.

“Presentation. Poise. The way you carry yourself.”

“I’m not trying to impress anyone.”

“You don’t need to,” he said. “You already have.”

He looked back at me, then toward the bathroom again. His eyes passed over the towel rack, the little folded skincare instruction sheet, the toothpaste I hadn’t capped properly.

“You have potential,” he said. “I don’t waste that.”

I didn’t know if it was supposed to be a compliment or a threat.

“Why are you doing this?” I asked.

“I told you. Standards.”

“Bullshit.”

He stepped closer again.

“Because I see something in you,” he said, voice calm. “Something I haven’t seen in a long time. And you don’t even know what it is yet.”

“I don’t want to be your project.”

“But you already are.”

He looked at my lips one more time before he turned and walked to the door.

He opened it halfway, paused, then looked over his shoulder.

“Keep the lipstick on for dinner,” he said. “We’ll talk about the rest of the rules then.”

The door shut behind him before I could respond.

I stood there for a full minute, heartbeat loud in my ears, mouth dry.

Girly Pink still on my lips.

And dinner?

That wasn’t a question.

I stood in front of the mirror for way too long after he left.

My face wasn’t mine.

It was still me, technically. The same bone structure. Same tired eyes. But the balm gave my lips shape. The tint gave them color. And his words—those stuck more than anything else.

"You already have."

I splashed water on my face like that would rinse it all off—his voice, the heat under my skin, the pressure in my chest. But the lipstick didn’t budge. Moisturizing tint. Long-wear. Of course.

I grabbed a towel and wiped hard. Too hard. When I looked back up, my lips were a little pink from the rubbing—but the color still clung, faint but stubborn. It looked like a stain. A memory.

I paced. Sat. Stood up again. I even opened the Switch, hovered over a save file, then closed it. I couldn’t focus on anything.

Dinner.

He said it like it was inevitable.

Like it was already scheduled and I was just a guest in my own damn life.

I didn’t want to go.

I didn’t want to be seen.

But I also didn’t want to stay up here, alone, thinking about why his hand had felt so firm under my chin. Why the way he said perfect made my stomach twist.

I walked over to the counter, picked up the lipstick, and turned it slowly in my fingers.

If I was going to do this, I wanted to understand it. I wanted to see how deep this game went.

So I reapplied it.

Properly this time.

And waited.

Later that night, I stood in front of Gage’s door for a full thirty seconds before knocking.

The lipstick was on. Light. Clean. Barely visible unless you knew to look—and he would.

I could’ve skipped this. Went back to my room and locked my door. Said I was sick. But part of me wanted to see how far he’d take it. What the next step was. What the hell this “progress” he kept mentioning even meant. And of course, I was not in the best position to say no to free dinner.

Three gentle taps. My hand didn’t even feel like mine.

The door opened like he’d been waiting right behind it.

He looked me over once, starting at my shoes, ending at my mouth.

His lips curled. Not quite a smile. More like... satisfaction.

“Come in.”

The scent hit me right away—something savory, rich. Garlic maybe. Tomatoes. Butter. My stomach clenched. I hadn’t eaten since breakfast.

His unit looked different at night. A single lamp glowed in the corner, and a small table was set up near the window with two plates, cloth napkins, and silverware that looked like it came from a wedding registry. A candle burned low in the center. Real wax. Not one of those fake LED ones.

He pulled out a chair for me like this was some kind of date.

I sat without speaking.

He poured water into a glass, then took his seat.

“Thanks for showing up,” he said.

“I didn’t say I would.”

“You didn’t say you wouldn’t.”
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The food was simple—pasta in a red sauce, some kind of roasted vegetables, bread that still steamed when I pulled it apart. My body gave up the act halfway through the first bite. I hadn’t had a home-cooked meal in weeks. Probably months.

He watched me eat for a minute, then said, “You look better.”

“I still feel like shit.”

“Improvement takes time.”

“Improvement into what, exactly?”

He sipped his water, slow. Like he was enjoying this more than he should.

“You’ll see.”

“That’s not an answer.”

He set his glass down, folded his hands on the table.

“You agreed to the Lipstick Rules. That was the first step.”

“Agreeing wasn’t the word I’d use.”

“You stayed. You followed Rule One. You applied Rule Two.”

“I did it to keep a roof over my head.”

“Then it worked.”

I shook my head. “You keep talking like this is some kind of… program. Or plan.”

“It is.”

“For what?”

“For you.”

I pushed my plate slightly away. My appetite didn’t vanish, but it paused. My chest was tight again, and I hated that I didn’t know why.

“You think I’m some lost cause to fix?”

“I think you’re someone who’s never been given structure. Never been really seen.”

I almost laughed. “You don’t know me.”

“I know enough.”

He leaned back in his chair, expression unreadable.

“There are more rules,” he said.

“Of course there are.”

“They’re not in the folder. Not yet.”

“Why not?”

“Because you weren’t ready.”

I leaned forward. “Try me.”

He didn’t flinch. “Let’s stick to something you already know. Rule Three. Weekend attire must be feminine-presenting.”

I blinked. “Feminine?”

“Skirts. Dresses. Light makeup minimum. Stockings encouraged.”

I started to speak, but he raised a hand.

“Rule Four. Body grooming. Arms, legs, underarms—clean shaven. Always.”

“You’re serious.”

“Rule Five. Speech. No grunting. No mumbling. Practice clarity. Control. You don’t have to sound like anyone else—just less like who you were.”

My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

He waited. Calm. Like he hadn’t just handed me a goddamn rebranding manual.

“You can’t just decide this for me,” I said quietly.

“I didn’t.”

“You made a list. You’re making demands—”

“You followed every one so far.”

“That doesn’t mean—”

“Don’t fight it, Evie.”

My novel name on his lips felt like a pin pressed to my neck.

He added, “Soon, you won’t even remember why you resisted.”

I sat frozen.

Because I wasn’t sure if I wanted to resist anymore.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE NOTE came Saturday morning, slid under my door like a threat wrapped in card stock.“Dinner. 7 p.m. Dress accordingly.” No signature. No details. Just Gage’s neat handwriting and those two words that twisted in my stomach: dress accordingly.

I stared at it while chewing a stale granola bar. Part of me wanted to laugh, toss the paper in the trash, and order takeout out of spite. But another part—the one that hadn’t stopped moisturizing, hadn’t thrown out the lipstick, hadn’t left—was already checking the clock.

I looked around the studio like it might sprout a job listing. I needed money. Not for survival anymore, not immediately, but to get out. I’d been applying to remote gigs—ghostwriting, customer support, even shady crypto moderation stuff—but nothing had landed yet. Gage probably knew that. He probably counted on it. I was stuck, and we both knew it.

So when seven rolled around, I did what any self-respecting person with no pride and no savings would do.

I knocked on his door.

He opened it fast, like he’d been waiting again.

His eyes swept over me—hoodie, jeans, sneakers—and didn’t hide the disappointment.

“No.”

I blinked. “No what?”

“No entry. Not like that.”

I frowned. “You said dinner at seven.”

He stepped back and pointed to a narrow bench in the hallway where a black box sat waiting. Sleek. Matte. Tied with a ribbon.

“You’ll find your outfit inside,” he said. “You may use my bathroom to change.”

I didn’t move.

“You’re hungry,” he added. “I made lemon herbed chicken and risotto.”

God, I hated how that worked on me.

“I have boundaries,” I muttered.

“Clearly.”

He didn’t smirk. He didn’t tease. He just waited, arms folded, back straight.

I grabbed the box like it might explode and stepped into his unit.

The bathroom was spotless, of course. White tile, gleaming chrome, neatly rolled towels. I set the box on the counter and lifted the lid.

My throat tightened.

A soft pink slip dress. Matching lace panties. Stockings. A pair of nude heels. And tucked into a separate satin pouch, a breastplate.

It looked high-end, like it cost three months' salary from my last job. Silicone. Natural color. Nipples slightly darker, not cartoonish. It was... real.

There was a note on top of everything, folded once.

“Dress accordingly. Or go hungry.”

I stood there for a long time. I could leave. Right now. Walk out in jeans, hit the 7-Eleven, eat cup noodles alone. Flip him the finger and go back to applying for jobs that wouldn’t call back.

But I didn’t.

I peeled off my hoodie. My shirt. My jeans.

The panties were soft, stretchy. I pulled them on, tugging them over my thighs, adjusting. Then the stockings—tight but silky. They clung to my skin, smooth and strange.

Then the breastplate.

I’d never worn anything like it. It took a minute to figure out, and it wasn’t comfortable at first. But once I got it situated—tight against my chest, straps hidden under the arms—it changed my whole silhouette. I stared at myself in the mirror.

A curve. A shape I didn’t have before.

I touched it. Tentatively. The weight of it was alien. The softness, jarring. Part of me also got horny but I had to focus.

Then the dress.

It slid on easily. Thin straps. Fitted but not tight. It hugged the fake breasts like it was tailored to them. My legs—shaved, moisturized, glimmering in the soft light—looked too smooth. Too... intentional.

I sat down to put on the heels.

I couldn’t believe I was doing this. For food. For curiosity. For—

No. I wasn’t going there.

I stood, wobbled slightly, and caught myself on the counter.

One last glance in the mirror.
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And then I opened the door.

Gage was waiting.

He didn’t speak at first.

His eyes swept over me slowly, like he was taking inventory. Not in a leering way. Not exactly. More like he was... evaluating. Measuring. Approving.

I didn’t know what was worse.

He stepped forward and offered his arm, like this was some twisted cotillion.

I didn’t take it.

He didn’t push.

We walked in silence to the table.

The candle was already lit. Two plates. Two glasses of wine. Napkins folded into ridiculous triangles.

I sat down, careful not to flash anything, even though technically, I wasn’t showing anything. The dress was modest. A-line. Lightly lined. Still—it felt like armor made of tissue paper.

He poured the wine.

“You dressed accordingly,” he said, finally.

I didn’t answer.

He smiled faintly and passed me a plate. Chicken, risotto, green beans with toasted almonds. My stomach growled loud enough to embarrass me.

We ate.

The silence was worse than words. Every clink of the fork felt like a spotlight.

Halfway through the meal, he spoke.

“You’re adjusting faster than I thought.”

I wiped my mouth. “You say that like I had a choice.”

“You always have a choice.”

“Really?” I leaned back. “What would’ve happened if I didn’t put this on? If I showed up in sweats?”

He took a sip of wine. “You wouldn’t have eaten.”

“Right.”

He set the glass down. “That’s still a choice.”

“That’s coercion.”

“It’s structure.”

I stared at him.

He didn’t flinch.

“I’m looking for a job,” I said finally. “So I can get out of here.”

“I know.”

“What now? Are you some kind of oracle?”

“No, I know you want out, but I’m not bothered by it. If you really didn’t want this, you would’ve left on day one.”

“Fuck you.”

“Mind your manners,” he said softly. “You’re too pretty to have a potty mouth.”

I froze.

He looked at me—not like I was prey. Not like I was property.

Like I was becoming something valuable.

And somehow, that scared me more.

I looked down at my plate, suddenly not hungry. The fork felt too heavy in my hand. My skin felt too warm, like the dress was hugging me tighter with every breath.

“I didn’t ask to be turned into anything,” I said, quieter this time.

“You didn’t,” he agreed. “But you needed it.”

My jaw clenched. “You don’t get to decide that.”

“You’re right,” he said, without pause. “But I’m not the one who stayed. I’m not the one who put on the balm. Or the lotion. Or Girly Pink.”

“You made me.”

“I gave you the option.”

I shoved the chair back and stood. My legs were shaky in the heels, but I didn’t fall. I wouldn’t give him that.

“I only did this to eat,” I snapped.

His eyes flicked to the untouched half of my plate. “Then finish your meal.”

I stood there breathing hard, fists clenched.

He rose slowly. Walked around the table. Stopped in front of me—close enough that I could smell that same scent from before. Clean linen and something warm underneath. Masculine. Controlled.

He reached up again—like he had with my chin the other day—but this time touched my cheek, just with the backs of his fingers. It wasn’t sexual. But it wasn’t nothing.

“You’re afraid this means something,” he said. “It does.”

I looked away.

He stepped back.

“You’re free to go. You always are.”

I didn’t move.

“You can go upstairs, scrub it all off, put your hoodie back on, and pretend this never happened,” he said, gently. “But it did.”

My chest ached. Not from shame. Not entirely.

Because some part of me—the worst part—didn’t want to scrub it off.

I turned and left without another word.

But I didn’t take the dress off for hours.

I didn’t turn on the light when I got back.

The street light was enough. It cast a dim, silvery glow over the bed, the chair, the cluttered desk, and the mirror leaning against the far wall. I stood in the center of the room in that pink dress, still wearing the breastplate, heels off but tights still clinging to my legs like second skin.

I hadn’t eaten the rest of the chicken.

I hadn’t said goodbye.

I just left.

And now I was here, in silence, wrapped in something that wasn’t mine and didn’t feel like a costume anymore.

I crossed the room and sat in front of the mirror.

I didn’t recognize myself. Not really.

The face was mine, sure. The hair was messy, the jaw slightly too sharp to pass as soft. But everything else—the lashes, the flush of my cheeks, the shine still faintly clinging to my lips—it all blurred the edges. I looked like a memory. Or an idea someone else had about me. Someone who knew me better than I wanted to admit.

I pressed a palm against the breastplate and felt its warmth. It had molded to me during dinner. The illusion was seamless now. If I didn’t move too fast, if I didn’t talk, I could pass. Maybe.

My thumb traced the strap under my arm.

I thought about Gage’s hand on my cheek. The way he said, “You’re afraid this means something.”

It does.

I hated how his voice echoed in my head more than my own thoughts.
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I leaned closer, nose almost touching the glass.

The lipstick hadn’t smudged. My lips still looked soft. Touchable.

I whispered, “It’s not me.”

My reflection didn’t argue.

I pulled the strap of the dress off one shoulder, then the other. The fabric slid down slowly, pooling around my waist. The breastplate stayed on. Still warm. Still convincing.

I stared at my chest. Not real. Silicone. Shaped. Designed.

And yet.

I reached for the edge of the plate. Peeled it off slowly. It came away with a gentle suction, like it didn’t want to leave. My skin underneath was pale. Flat. Empty.

I should’ve felt relieved.

Instead, I felt bare.

The cold air hit me like a slap when I walked to the bathroom. I wrapped my arms around myself and stood up, letting the dress fall the rest of the way.

I stepped out of it and picked it up, folding it without thinking. I placed it on the back of the chair, next to the box it came in.

I stood there a minute longer. Staring at nothing.

Then I walked to the bathroom, splashed cold water on my face, and scrubbed my lips raw until the shine was gone.

And even then—long after the lipstick was wiped clean—I still felt like I was wearing it.

Like it had sunk in past the surface.

I toweled off my face, avoiding my own reflection.

Everything felt too quiet as I walked back into the bedroom. My hoodie was draped over the chair like an old skin. I grabbed it and pulled it on, arms trembling slightly from the cold—or maybe just from everything.

It felt heavy.

Familiar, but wrong.

I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the blank space above the desk. I used to have posters. Game art, old prints from cons, maps of fantasy worlds I used to get lost in. Here, the wall was white. Empty. It looked like a waiting room.

I grabbed my laptop. Opened a job board. Typed: remote, entry-level, no degree required.

Listings loaded. All garbage. Survey sites. Affiliate spam. “Be your own boss” scams. I clicked on a few out of habit. Closed them out faster than I’d opened them.

I refreshed again.

Still trash.

My throat tightened.

I didn’t want to rely on Gage. Not for food. Not for shelter. Definitely not for... this.

But every time I thought about leaving, about packing my stuff and walking out, I thought about that dinner table. The way he looked at me—not like a plaything. Not like a joke. But like I fit into something.

Like I belonged to a version of myself I hadn’t even imagined yet.

I closed the laptop and lay down, hoodie still on.

The breastplate was gone.

The dress folded.

But something in me was still dressed.

Still playing along.

Still wanting to see what happened next.

And I hated that more than anything.

The next day, I woke up sore. Not the kind of sore from working out or sleeping wrong. The kind of sore that came from thinking too hard. From peeling off pieces of yourself that didn’t want to go.

I stared at the ceiling for ten minutes before getting up. Hoodie, jeans, old sneakers—back to default settings. No balm. No lotion. I even scrubbed my face with hand soap just to feel something rough.

Enough was enough.

I was going to talk to him. Set the boundary. Say it plain.

I’m not doing this anymore.

No more dressing up. No more lipstick. No more stupid dinner games.

I wasn’t a character in one of my mobile games. I wasn’t a doll.

I was Evan.

And I was tired of feeling like I wasn’t.

I marched down the stairs and knocked.

Once. Firm.

The door opened almost instantly.

Gage looked rested, ironed, and—as always—like he saw too much too fast.

His eyes scanned me once, and whatever he saw didn’t impress him.

“Morning,” I said, trying to sound casual.

He stepped aside. Didn’t invite. Didn’t smile. Just left the door open.

I hesitated, then walked in.

His place smelled like lemon and cedar. Always did. Too clean, too curated. Nothing out of place. Except maybe me.

I cleared my throat. “I wanted to talk about last night.”

He didn’t answer. Just motioned for me to follow him down the hall.

We stopped in front of a full-length mirror.

Not the hallway one near the entrance. This one was framed in dark wood, a little antique-looking, like it had been passed down. The kind that made you feel like it saw you even when you weren’t looking.

“Stand there,” he said.

“I’m not here to model.”

He didn’t respond. Just waited.

I stepped in front of the mirror.

Jeans. Hoodie. No tint. No plate. No stockings. Just me. Flat. Pale. Tired.

He stood behind me, his reflection taller, sharper. A shadow with perfect posture.

“You looked more like yourself last night than you do right now.”

My jaw tightened. “This is myself.”

“No,” he said. “This is what you settled for.”

I turned to face him. “I came to say I’m not playing anymore.”

He didn’t move.

“I’m serious,” I added.

“Then why did you come dressed like you want me to be disappointed?”

That stunned me.

“What the hell does that mean?”

“It means you knew how I’d react. And you wore this anyway. Not to escape. To provoke.”

“I wore this because it’s mine.”

He looked at me, head tilted slightly.

“No,” he said. “It’s what’s left.”

I clenched my fists. “You don’t get to define me.”

“Then define yourself.”

He walked over to the kitchen counter and came back with a piece of paper and a pen.

Blank.

“Write your own rules,” he said. “I’ll read them. I’ll follow them.”

I stared at the page. Empty. Terrifying.

“I’m not doing this,” I muttered, taking it anyway.

He handed me a makeup wipe too.

“Just in case,” he said.

I didn’t say thank you.

I just left.

But I didn’t crumple the paper.

I folded it.

And carried it upstairs like it weighed a hundred pounds.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I STARED AT the blank page for over an hour. The top of it said Your Rules in my handwriting. I’d written it in all caps, hoping the force behind the letters would summon something inside me. It didn’t.

Every time I tried to put something down, my brain stalled.

Rule One: I wear what I want.
Rule Two: You stop interfering.
Rule Three: I go back to being—

And that’s where I stopped.

Back to being what? Broke? Lost? Unemployed and halfway to snapping every time I missed a gacha pull?

I crumpled the paper. Tossed it in the trash. Fished it out a minute later and smoothed it back down, because I wasn’t ready to throw it away yet.

But I couldn’t finish it.

The rules didn’t make sense without Gage in the equation. And if I was being honest—really honest—I didn’t want to live under his roof while pretending he didn’t matter.

I opened the door, walked down the hall, and knocked.

He answered in a plain black tee, barefoot, holding a coffee mug.

I stood there, awkward.

“You said to write my own rules,” I said. “I can’t.”

He stepped aside, same as always.

This time, I walked in without arguing.

“I tried,” I said, setting the paper down on the counter. “I really did.”

He didn’t even look at it. Just asked, “You still planning to leave?”

I shook my head. “No.”

A pause.

Then the smallest smile pulled at the corner of his mouth. Like something he’d been holding back for days finally gave him permission.

“Alright,” he said. “Then we continue.”

I blinked. “With what?”

“You’re ready for Rule Four.”

He set down the mug and walked toward a tall cabinet near the back wall. I hadn’t noticed it before. He opened it, revealing drawers, organized containers, hangers. Everything was color-coded, labeled.

He pulled out a soft pink pouch and handed it to me.

“Go change into what you wore last night.”

“I didn’t bring it.”

“I did.”

I stared at him.

He didn’t blink.

I took the pouch and went to his bathroom.

Inside was the dress, the same panties, fresh stockings, and the breastplate—cleaned and neatly packed. But there was something else now too. A pale beige thong with structured padding, like a 2-in-1 tacking gaffe and a note pinned to it.

“Tuck. Pose. Practice.”

I took longer than usual to get dressed. Not because I didn’t know how—but because I did.

The breastplate didn’t fight me. The dress slid on like muscle memory. When I slipped the thong up and into place, the structure of it surprised me—tight in a way that didn’t hurt, but held me still. Tucked.

Secured.

I walked out barefoot.

Gage stood in front of the mirror again, arms crossed.

He pointed to a line taped on the floor. Blue painter’s tape.

“Start there.”

“This is weird.”

“Yes,” he said. “Now walk.”

I stepped up to the line, bare toes gripping the wood. The dress swayed slightly. The breastplate shifted with each breath. The thong hugged me tight.

I walked.

Badly.

He said nothing until I turned.

“Again. Shoulders back. Chin slightly up.”

I repeated it.

“Slower. Don’t stomp. Imagine you’re her.”

“Who?”

He didn’t answer.

I tried again.

I still stumbled. My thighs brushed weird. I could feel my dick in between my ass and I was overly aware of the way the dress pulled and the plate bounced.
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“Relax your hands,” he said.

I curled my fingers loosely.

“Better,” he muttered. “Again.”

I walked the line six times before I broke.

“This is stupid,” I snapped.

“It’s for you.”

“Bullshit.”

He stepped forward, grabbed my shoulders—not hard, just firm enough to hold me still.

“Again,” he said, voice lower now. “Posture. Shoulders back. Breathe.”

I walked.

And I felt it.

The shift.

It wasn’t perfect. But I moved differently.

I turned at the end of the line and met his eyes.

“You’re getting it,” he said, softer now. “She’s in there.”

Later that night, the apartment was silent. Gage said he had to meet someone. I didn’t turn on the lights. I walked straight to the mirror in the living room. I didn’t avoid it this time. I didn’t pass it like a stranger and pretend I wasn’t there. I stood in front of it, square in the center, the hem of the dress brushing the tops of my knees, the breastplate pushing against the fabric like it belonged there.

I was still tucked.

The thong held me flat, smoothed me out. It changed my posture without asking. I stood differently. Carried weight differently. I looked taller. Softer. More delicate in a way I hadn’t known I was capable of being.

The lashes were still on from earlier. I didn’t even remember when Gage put them on—somewhere between walk six and seven, he said, “Hold still,” and gently pressed something onto each lid.

They fluttered now. I could feel them when I blinked. Light. Wrong. Right.

I touched the mirror.

The glass was cool.

The girl staring back at me wasn’t. She looked… warm. Embarrassed. A little afraid.

“What the hell is happening to me?” I whispered.

No answer. Just breath fogging the glass.

I turned from the mirror and sat on the edge of the bed. My legs parted automatically, but the dress and the tuck made me close them again. I hadn’t realized how natural that had become. How quickly my body started choosing softness.

I took off the heels first.

Then the stockings. I rolled them down slow, like if I moved too fast, the illusion would crack and fall apart.

Then the dress.

I unzipped it and let it slip down my body like water. It didn’t fight. It never did. The weight of it left my shoulders bare. Cold air crept in where silk had been.

I stood in just the breastplate and thong.

I ran my hand along my chest. Silicone, but somehow warm. It gave when I pressed, jiggled faintly when I moved. My own chest never did that. My chest had always been flat, hard, dull.

I peeled it off slowly. It stuck at first, like it didn’t want to go.

Underneath was just… me.

Flat again. Narrow. Bare.

Something about that felt worse than before.

I grabbed a towel, wiped my face, and peeled off the lashes. I held one between two fingers and stared at it for a second before letting it fall into the sink.

I changed into a shirt and shorts, sat at my desk, and pulled the blank rule sheet toward me again.

Same spot. Same paper.

But this time, I didn’t try to write rules.

I just wrote a name.

Evie.

I stared at it.

Then underlined it once.

And didn’t cross it out.

My hand hovered above the page for a long time after that. I didn’t know what I was doing. I didn’t know if writing it made it real. Or if not writing it made me a coward. Evie. It didn’t feel like a fantasy name. It wasn’t shiny or fake. It didn’t sound like a stage persona. It sounded... soft. Quiet. Familiar in a way that made my chest feel tight.
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I ran my finger over the ink. Just once. Then I leaned back in the chair, legs still bare, my body stripped down to boy-clothes but my brain buzzing with leftover sweetness from earlier—stockings brushing knees, breasts pressing forward, Gage’s hands adjusting my posture like I was something worth shaping.

I closed my eyes.

Evie.

I didn’t want to be her.

I didn’t plan to be her.

But for the first time, the idea didn’t make me want to run. It didn’t make me sick. It didn’t even make me angry.

It just... made sense. Even if I didn’t know why.

I folded the paper once, and went back to my bedroom. I slid it under the lotion kit box on the corner of my desk and stood. The room felt colder now. Not unfriendly—just honest.

I turned out the light and crawled into bed.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

HE DIDN’T even try to butter me up. No compliments. No smirk. Just the offer. “A friend’s having a barbecue,” Gage said casually while sipping coffee. “Today. You’re coming.”

I blinked. “And if I’m not?”

He slid a small box across the counter. Black velvet. Fancy enough to hold a dress.

I opened it.

Inside was a wig. Soft brown waves, shoulder length. Natural but styled. The kind of thing that looked like you woke up like this if you woke up in someone else’s filtered life.

“I’m not wearing this to a barbecue,” I said.

“You are.”

“No, Gage. I’m not ready for—”

“You want a year of free rent?”

That shut me up.

I looked up. He wasn’t joking. His expression didn’t twitch.

“What’s the catch?”

“Wear what I pick. Speak when spoken to. Stay in character.”

I closed the box.

He didn’t push. Just said, “Your dress is hanging in the bathroom. Try it on before noon. We leave at three.”

He left the room, and I stood there with a box of hair and a heartbeat in my throat.

By one, I was in the dress.

Maxi. Flowing, pale pink, with slits up the sides and thick straps. It hid the breastplate perfectly. Moved when I walked. Felt like wind and risk and some version of me I hadn’t unlocked yet.

The wig took longer. Gage helped. Combed it out gently. Adjusted the clips. He didn’t talk while he did it, just looked focused. Soft, but efficient.

When he finished, he held up a mirror.

I didn’t look like Evan.

I didn’t quite look like Evie either.

I looked like someone still forming. Halfway between shame and power.

He handed me lip gloss.

“Keep this on you,” he said. “Your shade is petal.”

“Kill me.”

He smiled. “Not before dinner.”

We left at three. He drove. Leather seats, music low. My thighs were shaved and tucked and crossed neatly like they’d been doing this for years.

When we pulled up to the house—bright, white, laughter pouring out of the backyard—I felt my stomach drop.

“Gage…”

“You look flawless,” he said. “Now get out and act like it.”

Then he opened the car door and helped me out like I was someone worth showing off.

Soon after, the sun hit me hard. Not just the heat—though the dress didn’t help with that—but the reality of being seen. Outside. In public. In this body, this wig, this fake softness I’d been building indoors like it was part of a private game.

Now it was on display.

I followed him through the gate into the backyard.
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It was classic L.A. backyard chic: string lights already up even though it wasn’t dusk yet, grilled veggies on one side, beer coolers on the other. A small pool in the back. People lounging in sundresses and open shirts, sunglasses everywhere. Everyone looked like they belonged on Instagram.

I didn’t.

I kept my head down. My shoulders tensed. Every heel-click on the pavement felt louder than it should’ve.

Gage put a hand on my lower back. “Relax. You’re fine.”

“Everyone’s staring.”

“Because you’re beautiful.”

I rolled my eyes. “Don’t—”

“I mean it.”

His hand stayed there. Not pushing. Just… steady. Like a claim.

We made our way to a group already half-tipsy, everyone laughing too loudly. Gage slipped into the conversation like it was nothing. I stood beside him, stiff, gripping the strap of my small clutch like it would keep me tethered to something real.

Then someone handed me a drink.

A blonde woman in pink sunglasses looked me over.

“And who’s this?” she asked Gage.

“This,” he said, glancing at me with a strange kind of pride, “is Evie.”

Evie.

He said it like it had always been my name.

I managed a nod. “Hi.”

The woman smiled. “You’re lucky he brought you. Gage never brings anyone.”

The group laughed. Gage shrugged, smug.

I sipped the drink. Light, fruity. Cold. Dangerous.

The wig itched slightly against my scalp. The breastplate was hot. My thighs were stuck together under the dress.

But then I caught my reflection in a sliding glass door.

And for a second—I didn’t flinch. I didn’t pull away.

I just looked.

And maybe… liked it.

The party buzzed around me, but it all felt a little underwater. I stood in the middle of it—smoothed, shaped, and glammed up like some stand-in for a girl who never existed—and somehow I wasn’t sinking. I wasn’t floating either. Just... there.

And then he showed up.

Tall. Shirt unbuttoned just enough. Tanned arms, dark hair, way too confident. The kind of guy who probably worked in crypto or casually flew to Tulum for a “reset.” He walked straight up like we were old friends and smiled.

“Hey. Haven’t seen you around.”

I blinked. “First time.”

“Well, I’m glad you’re here.” His eyes flicked down to my chest and back up, not even pretending.

“Evie, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, awkward.

He offered a hand. “Josh.”

I shook it.

Firm grip. Close. Too close.

He leaned in. “Gage bring you?”

I nodded.

Josh smirked. “Figures. He always had good taste.”

Before I could ask what that meant, a shadow moved in behind me.

“Josh,” Gage said, voice low but pointed.

Josh let go of my hand like he’d been caught. “Hey man. Didn’t know you were back.”

“Clearly.”

Josh raised his hands in mock surrender and walked off toward the cooler.

I turned to Gage. “Subtle.”

“Don’t let him touch you like that.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me.”

“What’s wrong with you? Are you jealous?”

“Don’t flatter yourself,” he said before a grunt.

“You don’t get to be jealous. You’re the one who made me into this.”

He narrowed his eyes. “I didn’t tell you to act like a slut.”

[image: Mage media]

My chest tightened under my breastplate. “So this is my fault now?”

He stepped in close, low voice biting. “Don’t play innocent, Evie.”

“You don’t get to say my name like that.”

“Oh? How should I say it?”

“Not like I’m your goddamn trophy.”

Silence.

His jaw clenched.

We didn’t say anything else.

The car ride back was tense, quiet. He parked. I went to storm past him, but he caught my wrist and yanked me back against the wall of the entryway.

His mouth crashed into mine.

Hot. Angry. Needy.

I gasped, hands caught between us, and for a second I kissed him back. Then more.

His hands ran over the dress, gripping my thighs. My legs parted slightly on instinct before I pushed him back, breath shaking.

He looked wrecked.

So was I.

We didn’t speak.

We just stared.

And then I walked up the stairs, heels clicking like gunshots.

Later that night, I barely remembered getting out of the dress. I left it puddled on the floor. Kicked off the heels. Peeled off the breastplate like it was made of guilt.

But no matter how bare I got, I couldn’t stop feeling him.

His mouth.

His hands.

The way he pressed me into the wall like I was something he needed to hold onto before it slipped away.

I tossed and turned in bed, sheets twisted around my legs, wig a tangled mess on the side, skin still buzzing.

I didn’t understand any of it.

It had been my first kiss with a guy. Ever. No build-up. No flirting. Just heat and pressure, and his lips on mine like the whole thing had already been decided.

And I liked it.

That was the part that wouldn’t shut up.

The part I hated thinking about. The part that made my stomach tighten in that light, fluttery way—not fear. Something worse.

Butterflies.

Real ones. Soft and stupid and full of too many questions.

My body had leaned into him like it wanted more.

And it shouldn’t have.

I’d never kissed a man. Never thought about kissing a man. Not seriously. Not when I was Evan. Not even when I was Evie.

But now?

Now I wasn’t sure who I was trying to protect.

Me?

Or the version of me that was slipping away every time he looked at me like I was beautiful.

I turned onto my side, pulled the blanket up over my chest, and whispered to the dark room, “I don’t know what’s happening to me.”

No answer.

Just the sound of my breath, slow and shaky.

And the taste of him still on my lips.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

HE DIDN’T TEXT. Didn’t knock. Didn’t even look at me when we passed in the hallway. The morning after the kiss, I woke up expecting some version of... something. A smug remark. An apology. A joke. Anything to ground me in the awkward space we now lived in.

But there was nothing.

He went cold.

And it wasn’t passive silence. It was intentional. Methodical. Like he was undoing the last weeks, peeling me off his life like a sticker that didn’t belong on the surface.

I didn’t see him all morning.

By late afternoon, the silence had turned poisonous.

I left my studio, walked down the hall, and stood outside his door. It was cracked open. I pushed it gently, stepped inside.

The place was clean. As usual. Sanitized to a fault. No shoes out of place, no dishes in the sink.

But something was different.

A door I’d never seen before—on the far side of the living room, past the main hallway—was shut tight. It had a different lock on it. Silver. New. Not the kind that matched the old wood around it.

And it was locked.

I walked to it slowly, fingers tingling.

I tried the knob. No give.
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I turned around and scanned the room. In a chest of drawers by the TV, I found a set of keys. Plain ones. But one of them had a little purple ribbon tied through the loop.

It looked out of place.

I took it.

The key slid in and turned.

The door opened with a soft creak, like it hadn’t been touched in a long time.

The air inside smelled... quiet. Not dead. Not moldy. But held. It wasn’t a bedroom. It was something else.

A shrine.

Shelves lined the walls. Photos, mostly. Of a woman.

Same height as me. Dark hair. Pale skin. Soft smile. I stepped closer and saw a photo of her in a flowy pink dress. The same shade Gage had picked for me yesterday.

Next to it, another photo—her sitting by a windowsill, sunlight on her cheek, a gentle curve to her lips.

She was wearing Girly Pink.

I picked it up.

The lipstick tube sat in front of the photo, cap slightly cracked open like someone had used it and forgot to seal it shut.

Or didn’t want to.

I reached out and touched it.

Then I heard the door click behind me.

I turned fast.

Gage stood there.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t move.

Just stared.

“I—I didn’t mean to come inside,” I said.

He didn’t blink.

I swallowed. “Who was she?”

His voice was flat when it came. “Evelyn. My wife.”

The words landed like bricks.

“She died three years ago.”

I nodded slowly, lips dry. “How?”

“Leukemia.”

Silence.

Then he stepped forward.

“You look just like her, you remind me of her,” he said. “But you’re not her.”

I held the photo tighter.

“I hate you for it,” he whispered. “And I want you for it.”

The words hit so deep I couldn’t breathe.

I slapped him.

My hand cracked against his cheek. I didn’t plan it. It just happened.

He didn’t flinch.

I stared at him, wide-eyed.

“I’m not her,” I said. “And I’m not your fucking replacement.”

“I know.”

“Then what am I?”

He didn’t answer.

I didn’t wait.

I slapped his face, shoved past him, and left the room.

He didn’t follow.

I didn’t stop walking until I was out the door, down the stairs, and halfway down the block. The air outside hit sharp and dry. I hadn’t even changed—still in that soft lounge dress from the night before, hair pulled back in a weak excuse of a bun, no shoes, just socks scraping against the pavement.

I didn’t care.

My skin felt too tight. My chest was aching in a way that wasn’t physical. I didn’t know if I was furious, humiliated, or just cracked all the way through.

He’d wanted me to become her.

A clone.

He couldn’t let her go.

And I unknowingly let him.

I let him shape me, praise me, paint me into something delicate and ghostlike. I let him put my name into his mouth and mold it until it sounded like hers.
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I walked until I saw the neon vacancy sign humming at the edge of a cheap motel. Not far. Just a few blocks. Ugly green siding, flickering light above the front desk.

I paid cash. The one my mother sent me for the nth time.

The room smelled like air freshener trying to cover mildew. Bedspread was a weird shade of brown-red. Shower was stained pink at the bottom like someone left a bottle of dye uncapped and walked away.

I dropped the keys on the table and looked at myself in the mirror above the desk.

Hair slightly messy.

Cheeks still soft from foundation.

A smear of lip gloss clinging to the side of my mouth.

Tucked.

Wearing lace panties and a borrowed identity.

And yet...

She was real.

Not just the look. The posture. The eyes that stared back without blinking.

Evie.

I touched the glass.

“I’m not Evelyn,” I whispered. “But I’m Evie.”

The words came out shakier than I wanted.

Tears welled up before I could stop them. They spilled fast, hot down my cheeks. I covered my mouth. Gasped. Sobs came in short, painful waves like something in me had snapped free and was tumbling through air.

I fell to my knees on that hideous motel carpet, face buried in my hands, trying not to make noise and failing completely.

It wasn’t about him anymore.

Not Gage.

Not his wife.

Not even the rules.

This was mine now.

I stayed like that for a while.

Then pulled myself up, wiped my face, and grabbed my phone.

I typed into the browser: entry-level jobs near me.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS passed. The motel carpet still scratched the soles of my feet every time I got up to pee. I’d stopped pulling the curtains all the way shut. I liked the light, even when it was sharp and ugly. It reminded me the world kept turning, even if I was still sitting in the same bed without any clothes. I was too mad to retrieve my belongings and I didn’t have enough cash to update my wardrobe.

I filled out six job applications on my phone. All restaurants. I lied on the last one and said I had at least five years of work experience. I didn’t. The closest thing I had to “five years of work experience” was mooching off my mom while trying to get the latest waifu on Powergrip MMORPG.

I didn’t want to see Gage again.

I told myself that over and over.

But I needed my clothes back.

And then he showed up.

I knew it was him before I opened the door. Just the way the knock landed. Not hard. Not soft. Like someone trying to say, I know you’re in there. I’ll wait.

I opened it in the same pajamas I wore when I left him. No makeup. Hair pulled back with a cheap motel elastic. I didn’t look like Evie. I didn’t look like Evan either.
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He was standing there with a suitcase. My suitcase.

The one I left behind.

“I figured you’d want your stuff,” he said.

I stared at it. Then at him.

“Thanks,” I said quietly.

He nodded. “I also added the stuff I gave you there…”

I reached out and took the handle. Rolled it back inside. Didn’t invite him in. I didn’t owe him that.

He didn’t move.

“I have an interview today,” I said, suddenly needing to say something real. “Nothing big. Just a diner. But I’m gonna try.”

He didn’t say anything.

“So… thanks for bringing this. You should go now.”

I reached for the door.

But he stepped forward and pressed his hand against it, holding it open.

“Don’t,” I warned.

“I’m not here to force anything.”

“Good.”

“I just need to say something.”

I didn’t respond.

He took a breath. The kind people take when they’re about to lose.

“You’re not her,” he said. “You’re not Evelyn.”

The name hit harder than I thought it would.

“This is only the second time you said her name; you should’ve told me about her,” I said.

“I couldn’t. Not out loud. I didn’t want to scare you off.”

He looked wrecked. Eyes raw. Hair slightly out of place for the first time in forever. Like he hadn’t been sleeping. Or maybe like he’d finally started grieving for real.

“You’re not her, and I understand that now,” he repeated. “You’re you. And I want you. Not the memory.”

I felt something inside me unravel. The part that still flinched whenever he said the name Evie. The part that still wondered if I was just a stand-in.

“I don’t know what I am,” I admitted.

He stepped back, hands at his sides. Open. Not begging.

“I know.”

And then—for the first time—he broke.

Gage Kingsley, polished, perfect, rule-setting bastard... cried.

Not loud. Not dramatic.

Just a slow, quiet release. His shoulders didn’t shake. His voice didn’t crack. But the tears came, and he didn’t wipe them away.

I didn’t reach for him.

I let him cry. Let him stand there in it.

Then I slowly closed the door.

Not out of anger.

Out of choice.

Because for the first time, I knew that I wasn’t bound to someone else’s rules anymore.

The diner was called Manny’s, and the logo had a coffee cup with a smiley face that made it look like it wanted to be your friend. It sat on the corner of a strip mall that hadn’t been renovated since the nineties. The awning was faded red, the sidewalk chipped. It was perfect.

I stood outside for a full minute before going in.

I wore a blush blouse tucked into a long black skirt, my legs bare, my feet in flats that didn’t match but felt good enough. I’d done my makeup at the motel with shaky hands—just concealer, light mascara, and a lip tint Gage once gave me and didn’t know I still had.

I’d brought the wig. I wore it tied back, loose around the neck. I didn’t want to resemble Evelyn or anyone else.

Inside, it smelled like fryer oil and maple syrup. The manager was a woman named Carla who looked like she didn’t take shit from anyone. She glanced me up and down the second I walked in, then pointed to a booth.

“You’re the noon?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “Evan.”

“Last name?”

“Carwright.”

Soon after, she asked about experience. I lied. She asked about commitment. I told the truth—I needed stability. I needed something to build from. I needed the paycheck, and I didn’t want to burden my mom anymore.

She sat back and said, “Can you start Friday?”

I blinked. “You mean… I got it?”

“Don’t make me change my mind.”

I thanked her three times and left with a paper hat folded in my tote and a burn in my chest that felt a lot like pride.

At the bus stop, I waited under a dull sign that had gum stuck to the pole. I looked down at my hands—nails painted blush pink. Gage had picked the polish once. I thought about taking it off this morning. I didn’t.

The bus came. I didn’t get on.

I stood up, turned the other way, and walked.

It wasn’t far. Just four blocks.

I reached Gage’s building before I was ready.

But I didn’t pause.

I walked up the steps. Knocked once.

When he opened the door, his mouth opened like he wanted to speak. But he didn’t.

He stared.

At the hair, the nails, the blouse, the skirt.

My voice came quiet but steady.

“You really meant what you said… that you want me and not Evelyn?”

He nodded once. Slowly.

“Yes.”

I swallowed.

“Then let’s start again.”

I held out my hand.

“You’ll call me Evie.”

He pulled me in, slow, like I was something sacred. His palm pressed against my cheek, thumb grazing the line of my jaw. He looked at me like he’d never seen me before. Like he wanted to memorize every shift in my breath.

“Evie,” he whispered.

I nodded.

“Say it again.”

“Evie,” I breathed, voice barely a whisper.

And then his mouth found mine.

It wasn’t like the last time, fast and angry. This one was deep, patient, with just enough hunger underneath to make my knees weaken. I clutched his shirt, gripping hard, needing the contact to stay grounded.

He led me to the bedroom like I was something fragile. Like he’d carry me if I asked. But I didn’t ask.

I wanted to walk into this on my own.

The bed was already made. Pale blue sheets. I sat down on the edge, heart racing.

“You okay?” he asked.

“No,” I admitted. “But I want to be.”

He knelt in front of me.

“I’m gonna make you feel good,” he said. “Not because I want something from you. But because I love you.”

I blinked fast. My throat tightened.

“Are you sure?” I whispered.

He nodded, brushing his lips against my knee. “Let me show you.”

He undressed me slowly. Top first, then skirt, until I was in matching lace lingerie—his pick. Breastplate snug against my chest, my penis tucked tight beneath soft panties now aching to be liberated.

He kissed each inch of skin he exposed.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, over and over.

By the time his mouth was on my chest, kissing the false curve of my breast like it was real, I was trembling. He cupped them vigorously, kissed above the seam. “You’re beautiful, Evie.”

I wanted to cry and moan at the same time.

He stood and undressed too—shirt first, then pants. I watched him reveal himself, slow and deliberate. When he stepped out of his briefs, I looked away.

“Hey,” he said softly, “You don’t have to do anything.”

I nodded.

“But I want to,” I whispered, voice shaking.

I reached out with a shaky hand and wrapped my fingers around him.

His breath caught.
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I’d never done this before. Never touched a man like this. But I wanted to learn. For him. For me. For us.

I leaned forward, kissed the tip, then slowly took him in.

He groaned—low and guttural—and brushed my hair back.

“You’re doing perfect,” he whispered, voice cracked with need.

I took my time. Gagged once. He guided me gently, always asking, never forcing. When he finally pulled me back, I saw the lust in his eyes—matched only by restraint.

“Lie back,” he murmured, grabbing the lube.

I did.

Hands shaking. Legs bent.

He poured it into his palm, warmed it up, then gently reached between my legs. His fingers stroked slowly, sliding in, soft, waiting for me to relax.

“Is this okay?”

“Yes,” I breathed.

He kissed me again. “You tell me if anything hurts. We stop when you say.”

I nodded.

Then he slid in.

I gasped. My back arched. It was new—sharp at first—but his pace was slow. Measured. He watched my face the whole time.

“You feel so good,” he groaned. “So fucking good, Evie.”

He kissed my lips, my neck, my chest.

“I’m not thinking of her,” he whispered. “Only you.”

We moved together.

Heat built. Tension snapped.

I moaned his name.

He said mine.

And when he came—and me leaking without touching myself, just clenching around him, eyes wet, lips parted—I knew that it wasn’t just sex. It wasn’t just pleasure.

It was freedom.

It was love.

After, we lay in silence.

Wrapped in sheets. Twined together.

My head on his chest.

His hand stroking my hair.

“You okay?” he asked again.

This time, I smiled.

“Yeah,” I whispered.

“I’m home.”


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE LIPSTICK RULES are gone. Literally. We peeled them off the mirror last month—right after painting the walls in the apartment a warm cream that Gage insisted would make mornings feel less like a prison and more like a sunrise. It smelled like vanilla and new starts for three days. I didn't complain once.

A year.

That’s how long it’s been since I walked out of that motel room and walked back into my life.

Now?

I wake up next to him.

We share a coffee maker. A toothbrush holder. A closet.

I keep my breastplate in a drawer I no longer use often, because six months ago, I started hormones. I went to a gender specialist in West Hollywood and cried so hard during our first session I had to redo my mascara in the bathroom just to leave the building. I’d gone in with questions and left with clarity.

“I’m trans,” I told Gage that night, curled on the couch, head in his lap.

“I know,” he said. “But thank you for telling me anyway.”

He held me tighter than he ever had.

Since then, I’ve enrolled in a short course in esthetics. Turns out all those hours he forced me to practice eyeliner on my own face translated into actual skill. Who knew? I even started an online channel—just short makeup tutorials, nothing fancy, but my followers keep growing. I think they like that I’m awkward and talk too fast.

Gage finally started therapy.

It took a lot of silent dinners and one late-night fight, but he goes now. Once a week. He says he doesn’t want to keep living as a haunted man. That Evelyn—his late wife—would’ve wanted him to be happy.

That I make him happy.

I believe him now.

We don’t do rules anymore.

At least not the old kind.

Now, we do love notes on the fridge. Shared calendars. Grocery lists written in highlighter and dumb nicknames.

And yet…

Today, my hands are sweating.

Because we’re meeting my mom and stepdad for the first time since I came out.

They’re already at the restaurant. A neutral brunch spot in L.A. with overpriced avocado toast and iced lavender lattes. My mom chose it. Said she wanted somewhere “non-threatening.” I didn’t ask what that meant.

I smooth down the front of my dress. Pink cotton. Modest neckline, cinched waist. My hair’s soft waves today. Not too glam, not too plain. But finally, my real one with the color I was born with—strawberry blonde.

Gage stands behind me as I adjust the little gold hoops in my ears.

“You look stunning,” he murmurs.

I give him a look in the mirror. “Be honest. I look like an anxious mess.”

“You do,” he grins. “But also stunning.”

He wraps his arms around me from behind. His touch is gentle. Assured.

“You don’t have to do this,” he says quietly.

“I do.”

“I mean it. If you want to turn around, we can go home. We’ll make pancakes and pretend we never left bed.”

I turn and kiss his cheek.

“I’m not running away anymore.”

He grabs the keys.

We drive in silence most of the way. I keep checking my lipstick in the visor mirror like it's going to evaporate.
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When we arrive, I see them through the glass window—Mom and my stepdad Peter. My mom’s fidgeting with her napkin. Peter’s staring at his phone. They don’t know I’m watching.

I squeeze Gage’s hand.

“I’m going in first,” I say.

He nods.

I walk in, heels clicking against the tile, and when my mom looks up—really looks—she gasps.

But doesn’t cry.

Not yet.

“Hi,” I say. My voice is steadier than I thought it’d be. “I’m Evie.”

For a second, it’s like time freezes.

Then she rises.

She wraps her arms around me—tight, shaking. She doesn’t say anything. Just breathes into my neck.

Peter stands, awkward and tall. “You look… different,” he says.

I smile nervously. “I feel different.”

“Is that good?”

“It is now.”

When I gesture to Gage through the window, they both turn.

He enters with that quiet confidence he always has. He walks straight to my side and places a hand on the small of my back like it belongs there.

“This is Gage,” I say.

Peter’s handshake is firm. “You the guy who gave her a place to stay?”

“I’m the guy who never wants her to leave,” Gage says.

Mom looks between us. “He’s handsome.”

“I know,” I say.

They smile.

And then we eat.

There’s laughter. There’s awkward pauses. There’s small steps.

But we get there.

On the drive home, Gage’s hand stays on my thigh.

We pull up to the apartment as the sun’s starting to set, casting everything in that soft orange that makes the walls glow even warmer.

He locks the door behind us, then pulls me close.

His hands hold my hips like they know every inch of me. Every curve that’s changed. Every part that hasn’t. And still, he chooses me.

“If there’s one rule left,” he says, voice low, “It’s that you’re never running away from home again.”

I smile, full and sure.

“I love you, Gage.”

“I love you more, Evie, more than you could ever know.”

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.

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

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

We have over 25,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“I didn’t plan to get breast implants to kill a billionaire. But ten million dollars and a promise of a new life can definitely change someone’s mind—and body.”

Thirty. Ex-con. With nowhere to go. I served seven years for killing the man who put my best friend in the grave. I didn’t cry. I didn’t beg. I kept my head down.

Then a handler in a perfect suit offered me a deal. One mission. A new identity. All I had to do was go undercover as a high-class escort named Maxine and infiltrate a global sex trafficking ring.

There were rules. Corset training. Lip gloss drills. Breast implants. I hated all of it… Until I didn’t.

Every time I looked in the mirror, Max slipped further away.
And Victor—the agent assigned to “manage” me—started looking at me like I wasn’t just bait… but his.

I never meant to fall for my handler. I never meant to become the girl I was pretending to be. And I definitely never meant to feel powerful in stilettos—with a pistol strapped to my thigh.

Read The Sissy Assassin

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 Landlord’s Lipstick.

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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