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Introduction

"A New Year’s Resolution to become a Girly Girl? Not in a million years!"

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

∞∞∞

I was a lonely postman spending Christmas Day in my cramped apartment cluttered with unsent greeting cards, feeling like life had little to offer.

That’s when I stumbled upon a mysterious New Year’s resolution list that wasn’t even mine—its bold promise? To transform into a confident and beautiful girly girl.

What started as a laugh became an incredible journey of self-discovery as I followed each step on the list.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to New Year New Girly Me.


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

∞∞∞

CHRISTMAS DAY had never been my favorite. Most people spent it surrounded by family, exchanging gifts, and eating more food than they could handle. For me, it was just another day, another reminder of everything I didn’t have. My one-bedroom apartment was quiet, save for the faint hum of my refrigerator and the occasional creak from the upstairs neighbor’s floorboards.

I sat on my worn-out couch, the cushions sagging beneath me, with a cold beer in one hand and the TV remote in the other. The holiday specials with Mariah Carey playing on every channel made me feel even lonelier, so I turned the TV off and tossed the remote aside.

My job as a postman meant I had seen more Christmas cards and packages over the past week than I cared to count. Bright envelopes and glossy wrapping paper passed through my hands, destined for happy homes. None of it was meant for me. I glanced at the pile of unsorted mail I’d accidentally brought home in my rush to clock out the day before. I told myself I’d return it on my next shift, but for now, it just sat there, taunting me with its festive cheer.
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I reached over and shuffled through the pile, hoping to find something mildly entertaining—maybe a catalog or a piece of junk mail I could skim through. Among the stack, a plain white envelope caught my eye. It had no address, no stamp, no sender information. Just a blank front.

“What’s this?” I muttered, flipping it over. I tore it open out of boredom and curiosity, pulling out a folded sheet of paper. The heading at the top read: “New Year’s Resolutions.”

I snorted. “Someone’s self-improvement list ended up in the wrong hands.”

The resolutions were written in neat, looping handwriting:

	Wear lingerie to feel more feminine. 

	Always shave from head to toe. 

	Learn to apply makeup like a pro. 

	Invest in a wardrobe full of skirts, dresses, and cute tops. 

	Start wearing a wig. 

	Practice walking and moving gracefully. 

	Use a softer, more melodic voice. 

	Get your ears pierced. 

	Learn to accessorize with jewelry and bags. 

	Find confidence in your new, girly self. 

	Take a bold step and embrace being wanted. 



My laughter echoed through the room. “What the hell?” I said, reading it again. The list was… girly. Not just girly. It was like something out of a cheesy self-help book for aspiring beauty queens. It didn’t take much to picture someone penning it with a pink glitter pen, humming pop songs while sipping on a frappuccino.

I shook my head and tossed the paper onto the coffee table. Whoever wrote this had either the strangest sense of humor or the wildest imagination. Still, there was something oddly captivating about it.

My life had been a repetitive cycle of delivering packages and eating alone. The idea of breaking free, even through someone else’s outlandish resolutions, almost seemed… refreshing. But it wasn’t for me. No way. I wasn’t about to start wearing lingerie or practicing a “softer, more melodic voice.”

I grabbed another beer and tried to forget about the list. Yet, as I sat there, staring at the peeling wallpaper in my apartment, I couldn’t shake the thought of it. It lingered, like the catchy jingle of a bad commercial you couldn’t get out of your head.

Hours passed, and the gray light outside faded into darkness. I stared at the list again, the words almost mocking me.

	Find confidence in your new, girly self. 



What was my reality, anyway? Waking up at five every morning, dragging myself through rain, snow, and heat to deliver other people’s happiness, then coming home to an empty apartment. My family—if you could call them that—had gambled away every penny they ever earned. They didn’t just lose money; they lost everything—our house, my college savings, even my respect. I couldn’t take it anymore. I packed up and left without looking back, hoping for a fresh start in a new city.

But what had I really gained?

Freedom?

Or just more loneliness?

	Practice walking and moving gracefully. 



“Yeah, right,” I muttered. I scratched at the stubble on my chin, catching a glimpse of my reflection in the window. Same old Alex Carter: dull messy hair, tired eyes, and a perpetually slouched posture. Graceful wasn’t exactly the word anyone would use to describe me.
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Still, the list intrigued me. It was absurd, sure, but there was something… hopeful about it. Like whoever wrote it truly believed they could change their life just by following these steps. I envied that optimism. For years, I’d been stuck in the same rut, too afraid or too tired to try anything different.

What if… what if I gave it a shot?

Just for fun.

Not seriously, of course.

I grabbed the list and reread the resolutions, imagining what it would be like to actually follow them. Wear makeup? I couldn’t even remember the last time I looked in a mirror without cringing.

Feel pretty? I didn’t even know what feeling handsome meant.

Before I could talk myself out of it, I folded the paper neatly and placed it on my nightstand.

“Go to bed,” I told myself. “You’ve had too much to drink.”

But deep down, a tiny voice whispered something else.

What if this was more than a joke?

What if this was exactly what I needed to shake things up?


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE DAY AFTER CHRISTMAS wasn’t much different from Christmas Day itself—gray skies, biting cold, and the same lonely routine. I loaded up my postal truck early that morning, the chill seeping into my bones despite the thick layers I wore. My route was predictable, and the streets were quiet except for the occasional bark of a dog or the distant hum of a passing car.

I had the list folded in my pocket, tucked away like a secret I wasn’t ready to admit to anyone—not even myself. The absurdity of it still gnawed at the back of my mind, like a bad joke you couldn’t forget. Part of me wanted to toss it in the trash and pretend I’d never found it. Another part… well, another part couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Around mid-morning, I pulled up to the corner of Main and Maple, where Brian usually joined me for the second half of the route. He was waiting by the curb, bundled up in a thick jacket and scarf, with a thermos in one hand and a paper bag in the other.

“Morning, Scrooge,” he said as he climbed into the passenger seat. “How’s my favorite holiday grump?”

“Same as always,” I replied, shifting the truck into drive. “Beer, TV, and me.”

Brian raised an eyebrow as he unscrewed the lid of his thermos. “Sounds festive. Did Santa at least bring you something good?”

I hesitated, my fingers tightening on the steering wheel. I wasn’t sure why I even considered showing him the list, but before I could stop myself, I reached into my pocket and pulled it out. “You tell me.”

He set down his thermos and unfolded the paper, his eyes scanning the neatly written resolutions. His lips twitched, and then he burst out laughing.

“What the hell is this?” he said, holding the list up like it was some kind of treasure map.

“Found it in an envelope,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant. “No address, no name, nothing. Just this weird list.”
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Brian shook his head, still chuckling. “Wear a wig? Wear lingerie? Learn to accessorize?” He let out a low whistle. “Man, whoever wrote this is living their best life.”

“Or losing their mind,” I muttered.

He tapped the paper with his finger. “You know what? I think you should follow this list.”

I shot him a look. “You’re joking.”

“No, I’m serious,” he said, his grin widening. “You’re always saying you need to shake things up. This is your chance. Go full-on, uh, whatever this is.”

“Feminine makeover?” I said dryly.

“Exactly!” he said, leaning back in his seat. “Come on, Alex. It’s not like you’ve got anything better going on. What’s the worst that could happen?”

I hated that he wasn’t wrong. My life had been stuck on repeat for years. Wake up, deliver mail, go home, and repeat. The idea of doing something so completely out of character—so absurd—was tempting in a way I couldn’t quite explain. Still, I wasn’t about to admit that to Brian.

“Thanks for the advice, Dr. Phil,” I said, snatching the list back. “But I think I’ll pass. If you’re so into it, why don’t you try getting your ears pierced? I’ll hold your hand.”

He shrugged, his grin never fading. “Suit yourself. But if you ever need someone to help pick out a dress, you know where to find me.”

I groaned, but a part of me couldn’t help but laugh. Brian had a way of making even the most awkward situations feel lighter. As we finished the route, the list burned a hole in my pocket, its absurd promises lingering in my thoughts long after Brian had clocked out for the day.

That night, I sat on the edge of my bed, staring at the list on my nightstand. The room was dim, lit only by the flickering glow of the streetlamp outside my window. My cat, Rex, curled up at my feet, purring softly as if he could sense my unease.

Wear lingerie to feel more feminine.

The words stared back at me, daring me to follow through. I didn’t own anything even remotely close to lingerie, but then I remembered something—a joke from last Christmas that I’d buried in the back of my closet.

My boss, a grumpy old man with a warped sense of humor, had gifted me a box of girly clothes as a prank. “Thought you could use some fun in your life,” he’d said, laughing at his own joke. I’d shoved the box out of sight and forgotten about it, too embarrassed to even look at what was inside.

I sighed and stood up, pulling open the closet door. The box was exactly where I’d left it, gathering dust on the top shelf. I dragged it down and set it on the floor, my heart pounding for reasons I couldn’t quite understand. The tape was still intact, but it peeled away easily as I pried the lid open.

Inside, neatly folded and wrapped in tissue paper, was a collection of lacy bras, silk panties, and even a garter belt. The sight of it made my cheeks burn, but I couldn’t look away. The fabric was soft, delicate—nothing like the rough, practical clothes I wore every day.

“This is ridiculous,” I muttered, but my hands betrayed me, reaching for a simple black slip. The material was cool against my fingers, almost soothing. Before I could second-guess myself, I carried it to the bathroom and closed the door behind me.

The mirror on the wall reflected a version of me I barely recognized—messy hair, tired eyes, and a five-o’clock shadow that refused to go away. I stripped down to my boxers, hesitating for a moment before stepping into the slip. The fabric slid over my skin like water, and I couldn’t help but gasp at the sensation.

It fit surprisingly well, hugging my frame without feeling constricting. I turned to the side, examining my reflection. It was strange, seeing myself like this. Strange but not entirely bad.

For the first time in years, I didn’t see the dull, lifeless version of Alex Carter staring back at me. There was something softer, something almost… hopeful.

I shook my head, trying to dispel the thought. “It’s just clothes,” I said out loud. “Nothing more.”

I stepped back into the living room, the slip swaying gently around my knees. The streetlamp outside cast a faint glow through the window, giving the room an almost dreamlike quality. I caught my reflection in the long mirror leaning against the wall, and for some reason, I didn’t look away.

“What do you think, Rex?” I asked, glancing down at my cat. He blinked up at me lazily, his tail twitching in what I assumed was approval. “Yeah, I look ridiculous.”

Still, I couldn’t resist. I struck a pose, one hand on my hip and the other brushing the imaginary curls of long hair off my shoulder. “Hello, boys,” I said in an exaggerated, breathy voice, then burst out laughing.

The absurdity of it all hit me at once, and I grabbed a beer from the fridge, still wearing the slip. I popped the cap off and took a long swig, watching my reflection as if I were an entirely different person. The fabric clung to me in a way that felt... liberating. Not just physically, but emotionally, too. Like a small part of me had been unlocked, even if I wasn’t ready to admit it.
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I ran my hands down the sides of the slip, feeling the smoothness of the fabric under my fingertips. “Maybe I should get into character,” I said to myself, my voice tinged with a sarcasm I didn’t entirely believe.

I twirled in front of the mirror, pretending I was on a runway. My movements were clumsy, but the laughter bubbling out of me felt genuine. For once, I wasn’t thinking about the monotonous life I’d built for myself. I wasn’t Alex Carter, the lonely postman.

I was... someone else. Someone free.

For a moment, I let myself imagine what it would be like to fully embrace this side of me. To really follow the resolutions on that list. The thought was terrifying, but it wasn’t entirely unwelcome.

I drained the rest of my beer and set the bottle on the coffee table, still watching my reflection. “Alright, Alex,” I said softly, meeting my own gaze in the mirror.

“What are you getting yourself into?”


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE MORNING LIGHT poured through the cracks in my blinds, dragging me out of sleep. I stretched out, feeling a strange buzz in my body. It wasn’t the usual dullness I woke up with, the kind that made me hit snooze three times before I rolled out of bed. No, this was different. There was an edge of anticipation under my skin, like something exciting was about to happen.

Rex meowed, circling the bed as if to remind me he hadn’t eaten yet. I groaned and swung my legs over the side of the mattress, the cool floor sending a shiver up my spine. My eyes landed on the black slip draped over the chair, a reminder of last night’s little experiment. A smile tugged at the corner of my mouth.

“Alright, alright, breakfast first,” I said, scooping Rex into my arms before heading to the kitchen. As I poured his kibble into the bowl, my mind wandered to the list sitting on the nightstand. There was a resolution there that had stuck with me since the first time I read it:

	Always shave from head to toe. 



The thought had seemed ridiculous when I first read it. But now, after last night, it didn’t seem so far-fetched. The feeling of the slip against my skin had been… freeing, in a way I hadn’t expected.

Maybe this would be, too.

After Rex was fed and the coffee was brewing, I walked back to my room. The list was right where I’d left it, staring up at me like a dare. I grabbed it, rereading the line for the hundredth time.
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“Alright, let’s do this,” I muttered.

In the bathroom, I stripped off my clothes and turned on the shower, letting the room fill with steam. The razor sat on the edge of the sink, along with a can of shaving cream I hadn’t used in months. I picked it up, turning it over in my hands as if it might give me answers. Then I set it down and stepped under the hot spray, letting the water wash over me.

Lathering up my legs was awkward at first. I’d never done this before, and it showed. The first stroke of the razor left a patchy mess behind, and I cursed under my breath. But as I got into the rhythm of it, something shifted. The smoothness that followed each stroke was satisfying in a way I couldn’t explain.

By the time I moved to my arms, I’d found a groove. The razor glided over my skin, leaving it soft and bare. I worked my way up to my chest, taking extra care around the more sensitive areas. My breathing slowed as I focused on the task, the steam enveloping me like a cocoon.

When I finally turned off the water, the mirror was completely fogged up. I wiped it clean with a towel, staring at the version of myself reflected back at me. My skin looked different. Not just bare, but almost… luminous. I ran my hands over my arms, marveling at how smooth they felt. Even the air against my skin felt lighter somehow, like I’d shed more than just hair.

“Well, that’s one way to wake up,” I said, chuckling softly.

I grabbed another towel and wrapped it around my waist, stepping out of the bathroom and into my room. The list was still on the nightstand, waiting for me to tick off this latest challenge. I grabbed a pen and crossed out the line with a sense of satisfaction I hadn’t felt in years.

As I got dressed for work, I couldn’t stop running my hands over my arms and legs. The fabric of my uniform felt different against my skin, smoother somehow. Even the mundane act of putting on socks seemed new. By the time I pulled on my shoes and grabbed my keys, I was grinning like an idiot.

The drive to work was uneventful, but I couldn’t stop thinking about the morning. The way the shower had felt, the sensation of the razor gliding over my skin, the lightness that lingered even now. It was such a small thing, but it had made a world of difference.

When I arrived at the depot, Brian was already there, leaning against the side of his truck with a coffee in hand. He raised an eyebrow as I pulled into my usual spot.

“You look chipper this morning,” he said, smirking. “What’s your secret?”

“Coffee,” I lied, grabbing my bag and slinging it over my shoulder.

Brian chuckled. “Sure, coffee. Whatever you say, man.”

I shrugged and joined him as we headed inside to collect our routes. The rest of the day passed in a blur of deliveries and small talk. But under the monotony, I carried the secret of my panty, a small but powerful reminder that I was starting to do things differently.

The day had been typical, but something inside me felt anything but. As I parked my truck outside the local drugstore, my pulse quickened. The next resolution on the list was both thrilling and terrifying:

	Apply makeup like a pro. 



The idea was daunting. Makeup wasn’t something I’d ever thought about beyond seeing women apply it on TV or in movies. The process looked precise, intricate, and honestly, way out of my comfort zone.

But I’d shaved, hadn’t I?

I’d worn the panty.

Each step felt more natural than I expected, so why not this one too?
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I stepped into the store, the familiar fluorescent lights buzzing overhead. The makeup aisle was easy to spot—a rainbow of colors, mirrors, and packaging that all screamed glamour. I hovered at the edge of the aisle, feeling like a trespasser. Rows of lipstick, foundation, blush, and eyeshadow shimmered under the lights, and I had no idea where to start.

A nervous laugh bubbled up in my chest. “This is ridiculous,” I muttered under my breath. But I didn’t turn back.

I scanned the shelves, trying to piece together what I needed. Lipstick seemed straightforward enough, but what about the rest? Did you need all of it?

Foundation?

Eyeliner?

Brushes?

My head swam with questions I didn’t have answers to.

I reached for a tube of lipstick, its bright red color both intimidating and exciting. As I turned it over in my hand, a familiar voice broke through my thoughts.

“Alex? Is that you?”

I nearly jumped out of my skin, fumbling the lipstick as I turned around. Standing behind me was Mia, Brian’s girlfriend. Her basket was already half-full with shampoos and skincare products, and her wide grin told me she’d caught me red-handed.

“Oh, hey, Mia,” I said, trying to sound casual as I slid the lipstick back onto the shelf.

Her eyes sparkled with amusement. “What are you doing here?”

“Uh, just… shopping,” I said, gesturing vaguely at the aisle. “You know, errands.”

Mia’s gaze flicked to the shelf of makeup and then back to me. “Errands, huh?” She smirked, stepping closer. “Shopping for someone special?”

“Yeah,” I blurted out, latching onto the excuse. “It’s… uh, a gift.”

“For who?” she asked, tilting her head. “Bold colors or neutrals? Glossy or matte?”

My mind raced for an answer, but nothing came. I must have looked like a deer in headlights because Mia laughed, clearly not buying it.

“Relax, Alex,” she said, holding up her hands. “I’m just teasing. If you need help, I’m your girl. What are you looking for?”

“Uh…” I glanced back at the display, hoping for divine intervention. “Something classic?”

Mia’s smile widened as she picked up a tube of lipstick and held it out to me. “This one’s a great start. Red’s always a winner. Goes with anything.”

“Right,” I said, taking it from her. My hand shook slightly, but I managed a grateful smile. “Thanks.”

She leaned in conspiratorially. “If you really want to impress her, you should grab some eyeliner and mascara too. Trust me, it’ll complete the look.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said, nodding like I had any idea what I was agreeing to.

Mia plucked a few more items off the shelves—a neutral eyeshadow palette, a tube of mascara, and an eyeliner pencil—before handing them to me. “Here. Start with these. And don’t worry, it’s not as hard as it looks. Just take your time.”

“Thanks, Mia,” I said, hoping my face didn’t look as red as it felt.

“No problem,” she said, her smile softening. “You’re sweet for doing this, you know. Whoever she is, she’s lucky to have someone so thoughtful.”

I laughed nervously, avoiding her gaze as I added the items to my basket. “Yeah. Lucky.”

As Mia walked off to finish her shopping, I stared down at the collection of makeup in my basket. Lipstick, eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow—it all felt so real now. I’d crossed a line I never thought I’d approach, let alone step over. And yet, I didn’t feel scared. If anything, I felt... excited.

After paying for the makeup, I left the store with the bag tucked securely under my arm. The weight of it was both intimidating and exhilarating. This was happening. I was doing this.

When I got home, Rex greeted me at the door, rubbing against my leg and meowing loudly for his evening meal. I set down the bag of makeup and crouched to scratch behind his ears.

“Alright, alright, let me feed you first,” I said, heading to the kitchen. As Rex happily devoured his food, I stared at the small bag on the counter. The items Mia had helped me choose earlier at the store felt like they belonged to someone else. Yet, they were mine. They were for me.

I grabbed the bag and took it into the living room, setting it on the coffee table. The makeup spilled out like a collection of tiny secrets. Lipstick, eyeliner, mascara, and an eyeshadow palette—it all looked so innocent but carried the weight of a thousand possibilities.

“Okay, Alex,” I muttered, picking up the lipstick. “You’ve shaved. You’ve worn the slip. What’s one more step?”

I reached into the box of girly things my boss had gifted me last Christmas and pulled out the compact mirror I’d used the night before. My reflection stared back at me, wide-eyed and a little nervous.

“How to put makeup for beginners,” I typed on YouTube before resting my phone in front of a book.

“Hey, my lovelies!” the influencer greeted. I didn’t cringe or feel like she was too perky for my liking. I felt like I was back to watching Blue’s Clues as a child—catching myself verbally responding to the video from time to time.

Soon after, twisting open the tube of lipstick, I examined the bright red color. It was bold and intimidating, but Mia’s voice echoed in my head: Red’s always a winner. Goes with anything. Taking a deep breath, I pressed the lipstick to my lips and swiped it across.

The first attempt was a disaster. I’d overestimated how much pressure to use, and the color smeared not just on my lips but halfway to my cheek. I laughed, grabbing a tissue to clean it up. “Round two,” I said, more determined this time.

This time, I went slower, carefully tracing the outline of my lips before filling them in. The bold red transformed my face in an instant. It was still me but different.

Softer.

Braver.

I reached for the eyeliner next, my hands trembling slightly as I unscrewed the cap. Drawing a straight line along my lashes proved to be harder than I’d imagined. My first attempt looked like I’d applied it while riding a roller coaster. Wiping it off with a makeup remover pad, I tried again, biting my lip in concentration.

By the third attempt, I managed a passable line on one eye. The second eye was a little trickier, but eventually, I got something that didn’t look completely ridiculous. I added a coat of mascara, the small brush feeling foreign in my hand but exciting nonetheless.
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When I stepped back and looked at the final result in the mirror, a spark of happiness bubbled up inside me. The person staring back wasn’t the same tired Alex Carter I’d been for years. They were someone new.

Someone who was starting to explore the edges of possibility.

I laughed at myself, twirling in front of the mirror like a kid playing dress-up. “Who are you?” I whispered, the question hanging in the air as Rex curled up on the couch behind me.

For the first time in years, I didn’t mind not having an answer.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS had passed, and I still hadn’t tackled the next step on the list. Every time I looked at it, I felt a mix of excitement and dread. “Invest in a wardrobe full of skirts, dresses, and cute tops.” It loomed over me like a mountain I wasn’t ready to climb. But the steps I’d already taken—shaving, wearing lingerie, and experimenting with makeup—had become part of my routine.

Each morning, I’d stand in front of the mirror, applying a bit of eyeliner and lipstick. I kept it subtle, just enough to give my face a little life without drawing too much attention. Under my uniform, I’d started wearing panties every day. The silky fabric felt like a small rebellion against the monotony of my life. Even the once-daunting act of shaving had become second nature.

The subtle makeup was my little secret, hidden beneath my postman cap as I went about my deliveries. No one seemed to notice, which was both a relief and a disappointment. A part of me wondered what it would feel like for someone to see the changes and say something—anything. That was until I walked into Ethan’s flower shop.

Ethan was a staple in the neighborhood, known for his easy smile and the way he could arrange flowers into little works of art. His shop, a cozy space filled with the sweet scent of roses and lilies, was a favorite stop on my route. He always greeted me with a warm, “Hey, Alex!” and a wave, no matter how busy he was.

That day, the bell above the door jingled as I stepped inside with a package under my arm. Ethan looked up from the arrangement he was working on, a spray of baby’s breath and carnations in hand.
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“Hey, Alex,” he said, his smile as bright as the sunlight streaming through the shop’s large windows. “What do you have for me today?”

“Just this,” I said, setting the package on the counter. “How’s business?”

“Steady,” he replied, glancing at the box before turning his attention back to me. His gaze lingered for a moment, and then he tilted his head. “You look different.”

My stomach did a little flip. “Different how?” I asked, trying to keep my voice casual.

He gestured to his own face. “I don’t know. You just… you look good. Brighter, maybe? Happier?”

I could feel my cheeks heating up. “Uh, thanks. Just trying something new, I guess.”

“Well, it suits you, you look great,” he said, his smile softening.

“Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.”

I mumbled a quick “thanks” and fidgeted with the brim of my cap, unsure of how to handle the compliment. No one had ever said something like that to me before, at least not in a way that felt so genuine. It was like he’d really seen me—not just the postman who delivered his packages, but the person underneath.

As I left the shop, the compliment replayed in my mind, over and over. It wasn’t just what he’d said, but the way he’d said it, like he meant it. The thought made my heart race, and for the first time, I felt a little braver.

That bravery stayed with me for the rest of the day, humming under my skin like a quiet song. By the time I got home, I’d made up my mind. It was time to tackle the next resolution. I wasn’t ready to go full-on skirts and dresses yet, but maybe—just maybe—I could take the first step toward expanding my wardrobe.

That evening, I found myself staring at my reflection in the mirror, the same one where I’d applied my subtle makeup earlier that morning. Ethan’s words echoed in my head. You look good. Brighter, maybe? Happier.

I smiled at myself, but it felt hesitant, like a baby step toward self-acceptance. My hands shook slightly as I picked up the list from the nightstand. I reread the next resolution, mouthing the words silently as if to convince myself.

	Invest in a wardrobe full of skirts, dresses, and cute tops. 



It wasn’t just a step. It felt like a leap. Skirts and dresses weren’t just clothes; they were declarations, symbols of something I wasn’t sure I was ready to admit yet. But the way Ethan’s compliment had made me feel—the warmth, the validation—was hard to ignore.

Maybe he’d seen something in me I couldn’t see yet. After pacing the room for what felt like an eternity, I grabbed my keys and headed out the door. If I thought about it any longer, the stores would’ve already been closed, and I’d talk myself out of it.

The drive to the mall was a blur. My thoughts raced, alternating between excitement and terror. By the time I pulled into the parking lot, my palms were damp, and my heart was pounding.

The bright lights of the mall were almost overwhelming. Families strolled hand-in-hand, teenagers loitered in groups, and holiday sales signs hung in every window. I avoided eye contact as I walked through the entrance, heading straight for a store I’d never dared to enter before—a trendy boutique with mannequins dressed in flowing skirts and stylish blouses.
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The moment I stepped inside, I felt like an intruder. The racks of brightly colored clothes seemed to mock me, as if they knew I didn’t belong. A sales associate with a name tag that read “Emily” approached, her smile warm but professional.

“Hi there! Can I help you find something?” she asked.

My throat went dry. “Uh, just browsing,” I mumbled, avoiding her gaze.

“Sure thing,” she said cheerfully. “Let me know if you need anything.”

As she walked away, I let out a shaky breath and began wandering through the store. The fabrics felt soft under my fingers—chiffon, silk, cotton. I brushed against a pale blue skirt that flared out slightly at the hem. It was simple but elegant, the kind of thing I’d never imagined myself wearing.

My hands lingered on it for a moment before moving to a rack of blouses. A white top with delicate lace trim caught my eye. I pulled it off the rack and held it up, imagining how it might look paired with the skirt. The idea was both thrilling and terrifying.

I glanced around, half expecting someone to point and laugh. But no one paid me any attention. Emily was helping another customer, and the rest of the shoppers were too busy with their own selections to care about me. Emboldened, I added the skirt and blouse to my growing pile and continued browsing.

By the time I made it to the fitting rooms, my arms were full. Dresses, skirts, blouses—all of them felt like tiny acts of rebellion against the person I used to be. I stepped into an empty stall, locking the door behind me.

The first outfit I tried was the blue skirt and lace blouse. As I smoothed the fabric over my hips, a strange feeling washed over me. It wasn’t just about how the clothes looked—it was about how they made me feel. I turned to the mirror, half-expecting to see someone else staring back.

But it was still me.

Just... different.

I tried on the rest of the outfits, each one bringing a new wave of emotion. A floral sundress made me laugh at how light and breezy it felt. A fitted black skirt and matching top made me feel powerful in a way I couldn’t describe. By the time I was done, I’d narrowed my choices down to a few pieces that felt like they belonged in this new version of my life.

At the checkout counter, Emily rang up my purchases with a friendly smile. “You’ve got great taste,” she said, folding the clothes neatly into a bag. “These will look amazing on you.”

I smiled back, my cheeks burning. “Thanks.”

As I left the store, the bag in my hand felt heavier than it should have. It wasn’t just clothes—it was a step forward, a step toward something I couldn’t quite name yet.

When I got home, I hung the new pieces in my closet, taking a moment to admire them. They looked out of place among my usual plain T-shirts and jeans, but they also felt right, like they’d always been meant to be there.

For the first time in weeks, I felt like I was starting to see the person I wanted to be. And maybe, just maybe, that person wasn’t so far away after all.

The next day, I couldn’t shake the unease creeping into my chest. As much as I’d enjoyed shopping and trying on the clothes, wearing them out in the open was a whole different level of terrifying. Even though no one had seen me, the idea of being caught felt heavy, like a weight pressing on my chest.

At work, I avoided Brian as much as possible. His easygoing banter and sharp observations felt like too much to handle today. I wasn’t ready for questions or teasing, even if it was well-meaning. Instead, I buried myself in my route, focusing on the packages and letters that needed to be delivered.

By the time I reached Mrs. Thompson’s house, the weight on my chest had grown heavier. She was one of my favorite stops on the route—a kind, elderly woman who always had a warm smile and a quick word of encouragement. Her front yard was filled with blooming flowers, even in the chill of winter, and her home smelled like cookies and lavender.

When she opened the door, her eyes lit up. “Alex, dear! You’re right on time, as always.”

“Good morning, Mrs. Thompson,” I said, forcing a smile as I handed her a small package.

She took it, her gaze lingering on me for a moment. “You’ve been quiet lately,” she said gently. “Everything alright?”

“Yeah, just busy,” I replied quickly, hoping to deflect her concern.

Mrs. Thompson’s eyes softened, and she reached out to pat my arm. “Sometimes the hardest truths are the most freeing,” she said, her voice kind but knowing.

“Whatever you’re carrying, don’t let it weigh you down too long.”

Her words hit me like a gust of wind, stirring something inside me that I couldn’t quite name. I nodded, mumbling a thank you before heading back to my truck. As I drove away, her words replayed in my mind, weaving into the quiet bravery I’d been trying to nurture.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I sat on the edge of my bed, the list in one hand and a wig in the other. The wig had been an impulsive purchase I made online three days ago. I’d seen it in the photos—long, wavy, and shiny. It wasn’t too flashy, but it wasn’t plain either. At the time, I told myself it was just another step. Now, staring at it, I felt my stomach twist into knots.

The resolution on the list stared back at me:

	Start wearing a wig. 



It seemed straightforward enough, but the weight of it felt enormous. A wig wasn’t just an accessory—it was a statement, a transformation. Even though no one would see me, it felt like crossing another invisible line. Still, I couldn’t deny the pull I felt toward it, the quiet longing I hadn’t fully understood until now.

“Alright, Alex,” I muttered to myself, setting the list aside.

“You’ve already come this far.”

I walked to the mirror, wig in hand, and stared at my reflection. My makeup was already done, subtle but enough to make my face feel alive. The dress I’d bought last week hung in the closet, waiting for its turn. Slowly, I pulled the wig onto my head, adjusting it until it sat just right. The weight of it was unfamiliar, but as I ran my fingers through the soft waves, a strange mix of fear and exhilaration bubbled up inside me.

I stepped back from the mirror, barely recognizing the person staring back. The wig framed my face in a way that felt almost natural. I tilted my head, watching the hair move with me, and a small smile crept onto my lips. It wasn’t perfect—I still felt a little ridiculous—but it was a start.

Next came the lingerie. I pulled open the drawer where I’d hidden the pieces I’d bought the week before. The black lace set was beautiful and delicate, a far cry from anything I’d ever worn before. As I slipped into it, the fabric hugged my body in a way that felt both strange and comforting. It was like stepping into a version of myself I’d only ever imagined.

Finally, I reached for the dress. It was a simple A-line in a soft blush pink, with a scoop neckline and short sleeves. I smoothed the fabric over my hips, marveling at how it fit like it had been made for me. When I looked in the mirror again, I couldn’t hold back the smile that spread across my face.

“Wow,” I whispered, turning from side to side. “Who are you?”

Rex meowed from the bed, his tail swishing lazily as he watched me. I laughed, twirling in front of him. The skirt flared out slightly with the motion, and for the first time in years, I felt... attractive. Not just presentable, but truly, deeply attractive. The kind of feeling I’d envied in others but never thought I could have for myself.

“Rex, what do you think?” I asked, sitting on the floor next to him. He stretched out a paw, batting at the hem of my dress.
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“You’re just saying that because you want treats.”

I spent the next hour playing with Rex, laughing as he chased a string across the room. The wig shifted slightly as I moved, but instead of feeling self-conscious, I adjusted it with a growing sense of confidence. The dress swayed with every step, the fabric brushing against my legs like a gentle reminder of the person I was becoming.

For the first time, I didn’t feel like I was pretending. I didn’t feel like I was following a list or checking off boxes.

I just felt... me.

Hours later, the beer bottles lined up on the coffee table told a story of their own. I had lost count somewhere after the fourth, the buzz in my head making everything feel warm and slow. Rex lay stretched out on the couch beside me, his soft purring a steady rhythm that matched the hum of my thoughts.

I was still dressed in the outfit I’d pieced together earlier—the wig slightly askew, the hem of the pink dress riding up my thighs. My legs were tucked underneath me as I leaned back into the cushions, staring up at the ceiling. It felt indulgent, lounging like this, but I didn’t care.

The warmth of the beer loosened the edges of my memories, and before I could stop it, my mind wandered to a different time—a different house, different people. I could almost hear the clinking of poker chips and the low murmur of the TV in the background, the soundtrack of my childhood. My parents were always gambling, always losing. The air in our house had felt thick, heavy with tension and the smell of stale cigarettes.

I thought of my sister, Erin. She was three years older than me, with a fiery attitude that had always made her seem invincible. I remembered watching her as she rummaged through her closet, pulling out dresses and skirts with a flair I’d envied even as a kid. She would drape herself in colors and patterns, twirling in front of the mirror like she was on a stage.

She always looked free and happy.

I wanted that. I wanted to feel what she felt when she wore those clothes, but I never dared to say it out loud. The one time I worked up the courage to sneak into her room and try on one of her dresses—a soft, purple one with little daisies printed on it—I got caught. Erin hadn’t been home, but my dad had walked in before I could change back. The shame in his eyes burned into me more than his angry words.

“Boys don’t wear dresses, Alex. What’s wrong with you?”

I had spent the rest of the day hiding in my room, the dress crumpled under my bed like a secret too heavy to carry. I never brought it up again, and Erin never found out. At least, I didn’t think she had.

I took another swig from my beer, the memories fading into something softer. I wondered where Erin was now. The last I’d heard, she’d left home shortly after me, disappearing into a city I couldn’t remember the name of. I hoped she’d escaped our parents’ mess, the endless cycle of gambling and broken promises. I hoped she’d found something better—someone better.

“I wonder if you’re happy,” I murmured, running a hand through the wig’s soft waves. Rex stirred beside me, his tail flicking against my leg.

“I hope you’re not like them. You were too smart for that.”

The thought settled in my chest, heavy but not unbearable. Erin had always been the stronger one, the one who stood up to our parents when things got bad. I’d followed her lead more times than I could count, and even now, I felt a twinge of guilt for not reaching out to her. Maybe she’d understand what I was going through. Maybe she’d even laugh and call me brave. Or maybe she wouldn’t. The not-knowing gnawed at me, but I pushed it aside for another time.

The wig slipped a little, and I adjusted it, catching my reflection in the dark screen of the TV. For a moment, I let myself imagine what Erin would say if she saw me like this—dressed up, confident, happy. The thought made me smile, even as my chest tightened with a longing I couldn’t quite place.

I leaned back, closing my eyes as Rex crawled onto my lap. His warmth was grounding, a reminder that I wasn’t completely alone. The beer buzzed in my veins, and the dress clung to my skin like a second chance. Somewhere in the haze, I felt a quiet kind of hope, fragile but real.

“Maybe one day,” I whispered, running a hand down the skirt’s soft fabric.

“Maybe one day, we’ll both figure it out.”

Rex purred louder, as if agreeing, and I let myself drift, the weight of the past giving way to the possibilities of tomorrow.

I was just about to get up and peel off the wig when the doorbell rang. The sound startled me, sending Rex darting off the couch and into the bedroom. My heart skipped a beat, and for a moment, I froze. No one ever came by unannounced, especially this late. I glanced at the clock on the wall—it was nearly midnight.

“Who the hell...?” I muttered, standing up. My head swam slightly from the beer, and I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror as I moved toward the door. The wig, the makeup, the dress—it was all still there, and for a moment, I thought about not answering. But the doorbell rang again, more insistent this time.

I hesitated, my hand hovering over the doorknob. Taking a deep breath, I cracked the door open just enough to peek outside. And there he was—Ethan, holding a small package in one hand and looking slightly sheepish.

“Hey, Alex,” he said, his voice warm but tinged with uncertainty.
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“I... uh, sorry to bother you so late.”

My stomach flipped, and I opened the door wider without thinking. His eyes flicked over me, widening slightly as he took in the sight. I felt my cheeks heat up, the realization of how I must look hitting me like a freight train.

“Ethan,” I stammered, clutching the doorframe.

“What are you doing here?”

He cleared his throat, holding up the package. “You left this at the shop earlier. I figured you might need it.”

“Oh,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper as I read the label. It was something that I was supposed to deliver to another house that I left in his place. “Thanks.”

For a moment, neither of us moved. His eyes lingered on me—not in a judgmental way, but with a kind of quiet curiosity that made me feel even more exposed. I wanted to say something, to explain, but the words wouldn’t come.

“Do you want to come in?” I blurted out, the question surprising even myself.

Ethan hesitated, then smiled. “Sure. For a minute.”

I stepped aside to let him in, closing the door behind him. The room felt smaller with him in it, his presence filling the space in a way that was both comforting and nerve-wracking. He glanced at the beer bottles on the table, then back at me.

“You’ve been celebrating something?” he asked, his tone light.

“Something like that,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Want a beer?”

He shook his head. “Thanks, but you look like you’ve had enough for both of us.”

I laughed nervously, brushing a strand of hair from the wig out of my face. “Fair point. Thanks for bringing this. I’d be fired if I lost this.”

Ethan’s smile softened. “No worries. Alex, you should probably get some rest. I didn’t mean to interrupt—just thought you might need that package.”

“Thanks,” I said again, clutching the package to my chest like a lifeline. “And... sorry for how I look. I didn’t expect company.”

He shook his head. “Don’t apologize. You look... happy.”

I stared at him, unsure how to respond. He glanced at the clock and sighed. “I should get going. Long day at the shop. Lots of orders earlier means more paperwork at home.”

“Right,” I said, stepping aside to let him pass. “Thanks again, Ethan.”

“Anytime,” he said, pausing at the door. “Take care, Alex.”

As the door clicked shut behind him, I stood there for a moment, the package still clutched in my hands. My heart was pounding, and my head was spinning—not from the beer, but from the fact that someone had seen me like this. And for the first time, I wasn’t sure if that was such a bad thing.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE MORNING STARTED like any other, with the usual buzz of the sorting depot and the hum of delivery trucks warming up in the lot. I was halfway through my route when Brian caught up to me during a coffee break. He leaned against my truck, his arms crossed and a concerned look on his face.

“Alright, Alex,” he said, cutting straight to the point. “What’s going on with you?”

I froze mid-sip, the coffee suddenly tasting bitter. “What do you mean?”

“You’ve been acting weird for weeks,” he said, his tone more worried than accusatory. “You barely talk to me, you avoid hanging out after work, and I swear you’re hiding something. Come on, man. Spill.”

My heart raced, and I set the coffee cup down on the dashboard, fiddling with the lid to avoid his gaze. “I’m fine,” I said, but the words felt flimsy even to me.

Brian wasn’t buying it. “Don’t give me that. You’ve got this distant look, like you’re carrying a secret that’s eating you alive. Just tell me. Whatever it is, I’m not gonna judge.”

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. The wig at home felt like a burning secret, one that had taken up too much space in my chest. I trusted Brian, but saying it out loud still felt terrifying.

“I’ve been... trying new things,” I said finally, my voice barely above a whisper. “Stuff that helps me escape the old me.”

Brian tilted his head, waiting for me to continue. His patience made it harder and easier at the same time.

“It’s hard to explain,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “But the list I found—a New Year’s resolution thing—and I’ve been... following it.”

“For real?” Brian repeated, his brow furrowing. “I thought it was a joke. I didn’t expect you’d…”
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I looked away, then reached into my bag and pulled out the crumpled piece of paper. Handing it to him felt like handing over a piece of my soul. He unfolded it and scanned the resolutions, his eyes widening slightly as he read.

“Practice walking and moving gracefully,” he read aloud. “Use a softer, more melodic voice.” He let out a low whistle, then glanced up at me. “Well, that’s... ambitious.”

I braced myself for a joke or a sarcastic comment, but it never came. Instead, Brian handed the list back to me and smiled.

“Alex, if this is what you want to do, I’m all for it,” he said. “You seem like you’re really into this thing, and you have this glow about you.”

“Really?” I asked, my voice tinged with disbelief.

“Of course,” he said. “Life’s too short to not go after what makes you happy. But...” His grin turned playful. “I gotta warn you, I’m not exactly a graceful guy. Helping you walk all fancy is like the blind leading the blind.”

I laughed, the tension in my chest easing for the first time in days. “Fair enough.”

“But seriously,” Brian said, his tone softening.

“I’m here if you need anything. You’re my friend, Alex. That’s not gonna change.”

“Thanks,” I said, my throat tight with emotion. “That means a lot.”

“Alright, enough with the sappy stuff,” he said, clapping me on the shoulder. “Let’s finish this route. Those resolutions aren’t gonna wait forever.”

As we got back to work, I felt a new sense of relief. Telling Brian hadn’t been easy, but his support made me feel like I wasn’t alone in this journey. For the first time, I started to believe that maybe, just maybe, I could keep moving forward.

The day flew by after my conversation with Brian. By the time I finished my route and headed home, I felt lighter, as if some of the weight I’d been carrying had finally lifted. That afternoon, I was just settling onto the couch with Rex when my phone buzzed with a text from Brian.

Be ready in an hour. Mia and I are picking you up.

I frowned, typing back a quick reply. What for?

His response was immediate: You’ll see. Trust me.

I sighed, staring at the message. Trusting Brian usually led to shenanigans, but after today, I owed him. Reluctantly, I stood up and started getting ready, opting for jeans and a plain shirt. Nothing fancy—just enough to not look like I’d been lounging with my cat all evening.

An hour later, Brian’s truck pulled up outside. Mia hopped out of the passenger seat, her energy contagious as she waved me over.

“Come on, Alex!” she called. “We’ve got a surprise for you.”

I climbed into the backseat, shooting Brian a skeptical look. “What’s this about?”

He grinned. “You’ll see.”

Mia twisted around in her seat, her excitement practically vibrating off her. “Brian told me everything. And don’t worry—we’re here to help.”

I blinked, caught off guard. “Everything?”

She nodded. “About the list. About what you’ve been doing. It’s amazing, Alex. And we figured you could use a little... guidance.”

“Guidance?” I repeated, my suspicion growing.

Brian laughed as he started the truck. “Relax. We’re taking you to a place that knows a thing or two about what you’re working on.”

The drive was short, but my nerves ramped up with every passing block. When we pulled into the parking lot of a small, elegant building, I read the sign above the door: Madam Brossart’s School of Elegance.

“You’re kidding,” I said, my stomach flipping.

“Nope,” Mia said cheerfully. “Madam Brossart’s is the best. They’ll teach you everything you need to know about walking gracefully, moving with confidence, and even using a softer voice. Trust me, Alex, you’ll love it.”

I hesitated, the idea of walking into a place like this feeling overwhelming. But Mia was already out of the truck, holding the door open for me with an encouraging smile. Brian gave me a reassuring nod from the driver’s seat.

“You got this, Alex,” he said. “We’ll be here when you’re done.”

Taking a deep breath, I stepped out of the truck and followed Mia inside. The interior was just as elegant as the exterior, with polished floors, ornate mirrors, and a faint scent of lavender in the air. A woman in her sixties, dressed impeccably in a tailored suit, approached us. Her sharp eyes and commanding presence left no doubt that this was Madam Brossart.

“Welcome,” she said, her voice smooth and authoritative. “You must be Alex.”

I nodded, feeling my palms grow sweaty. “Uh, yeah. That’s me.”

She studied me for a moment before giving a small, approving nod. “Follow me. We have much to cover.”

I shot a quick, panicked look at Mia, who gave me a thumbs-up before heading back outside. Madam Brossart led me down a hallway to a spacious room lined with mirrors and barre-like railings along the walls.

“Today, we will focus on posture, movement, and voice,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Are you ready?”
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I wasn’t, but I nodded anyway. “Yes.”

The session began with posture. Madam Brossart corrected everything from the way I stood to the way I held my shoulders, her instructions precise and unyielding. Next came walking. She demonstrated how to step gracefully, her movements fluid and deliberate, then had me mimic her. My first few attempts were clumsy, and I could feel my face heating up with embarrassment.

“Do not look at your feet,” she instructed, her voice firm but patient.

“Confidence comes from within. Hold your head high.”

It took time, but eventually, I found a rhythm. The more I practiced, the more natural it felt, and by the end of the hour, I could walk across the room without tripping over my own feet.

When we moved on to voice, I felt even more out of my depth. Madam Brossart had me repeat phrases in a softer, more melodic tone, correcting me each time I slipped back into my usual cadence. It was awkward and frustrating, but her encouragement kept me going.

By the time the session ended, I was exhausted but proud of the progress I’d made. Madam Brossart gave me a small smile, a rare gesture that felt like a victory in itself.

“You did well today,” she said. “Continue practicing, and you will improve.”

As I left the building, Brian and Mia were waiting in the truck, their faces lighting up when they saw me.

“How was it?” Mia asked as I climbed into the backseat.

“Intense,” I admitted, but I couldn’t help smiling. “But good.”

My phone buzzed as we pulled out of the parking lot. I glanced at the screen and felt my heart skip a beat. It was a text from Ethan:

Dinner tomorrow? My treat.

Nerves and excitement coursed through me as I typed out a quick reply.

Yes.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY felt like it dragged on forever. It was a Saturday, but instead of lounging with Rex or running my usual errands, I spent most of the morning pacing back and forth in my apartment. My phone sat on the coffee table, the text from Ethan still open on the screen.

Dinner tomorrow? My treat.

It was just two sentences, but they carried enough weight to make my chest feel tight. I glanced at the clock again. Three hours until he picked me up. That should’ve been plenty of time to get ready, but I couldn’t shake the nerves bubbling under my skin. This wasn’t just dinner—it was dinner with Ethan. My first real date since... well, ever.

I stopped pacing long enough to take a deep breath and force myself into the bathroom. The first step was a shower. Hot water poured over me, washing away some of the tension as I mentally ran through the steps of getting ready. Hair, makeup, outfit. It all felt manageable when I broke it down into smaller tasks.

Once I was clean and dry, I wrapped myself in a towel and stood in front of the mirror. My reflection stared back, nervous but determined. The wig sat on its stand beside the sink, neatly brushed and ready. I picked it up, smoothing my fingers over the soft waves. Sliding it onto my head, I adjusted it carefully until it framed my face just right.

Makeup was next. I’d gotten better at it over the past few weeks, but tonight I wanted it to be perfect. I started with foundation, blending it meticulously to create a smooth canvas. A hint of blush warmed my cheeks, and I added a soft shimmer of eyeshadow to make my eyes pop. The eyeliner was trickier—my hands shook slightly as I traced the lines—but after a few adjustments, it looked decent. Finally, I swiped on a coat of mascara and finished with a nude pink lipstick.

When I stepped back, the person in the mirror looked polished and put together, but there was still a vulnerability in their eyes.

“You can do this,” I whispered to myself, taking another steadying breath.

The hardest part was choosing an outfit. I’d narrowed it down to two options: a knee-length black dress with delicate lace sleeves or a floral skirt paired with a fitted white blouse. Both were beautiful, but I wanted something that felt like me. After a few minutes of debating, I chose the dress. It was simple, elegant, and made me feel confident.

Sliding into the dress, I smoothed the fabric over my hips and zipped it up. The lace sleeves hugged my arms comfortably, and the slight flare of the skirt gave it a playful touch. A pair of low heels completed the look. They weren’t the most practical choice, but tonight wasn’t about practicality.

As I added a pair of small stud earrings, Rex hopped onto the bed and let out an inquisitive meow.

“What do you think?” I asked, turning to face him. He blinked at me, his tail flicking lazily.
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“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

The sound of a car pulling up outside snapped me out of my thoughts. My heart jumped as I grabbed my clutch and took one last look in the mirror. Ethan was here.

“Alright, Rex,” I said, giving him a quick scratch behind the ears.

“Wish me luck.”

I headed for the door, my palms sweating despite my best efforts to stay calm. When I opened it, Ethan was standing there, dressed in a crisp button-down shirt and dark jeans. He smiled when he saw me, his eyes lighting up in a way that made my breath catch.

“Wow,” he said softly. “You look amazing.”

“Thank you,” I replied, my cheeks warming. “You clean up pretty well yourself.”

He chuckled, offering his arm. “Ready?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” I said, slipping my arm through his.

As we walked to his car, my nerves began to settle. There was something steady and reassuring about Ethan’s presence, like he’d anchored me without even trying. For the first time all day, I let myself relax, feeling a flicker of excitement for what the evening might hold.

Ethan drove us to a cozy bistro tucked away in a quiet part of town. The restaurant glowed with warm lighting, its windows frosted from the winter chill outside. Inside, the hum of soft conversation and clinking glasses created an atmosphere that felt both intimate and inviting. Ethan opened the door for me, his hand lightly brushing my back as we stepped inside.

“I hope you’re hungry,” he said, flashing me that easy smile of his.

“Starving,” I admitted, though my appetite was competing with the butterflies still fluttering in my stomach.

The hostess led us to a table near the window, and I couldn’t help but notice the way Ethan pulled out my chair for me. It was a small gesture, but it sent a pleasant warmth through me. As I settled in, I glanced around the room, taking in the elegant decor and the way candlelight flickered on every table.

“This place is beautiful,” I said.

“So are you,” he replied, his tone casual but sincere.

I looked down, hiding my smile behind the menu. Ethan’s confidence was both intimidating and reassuring. It was clear he’d planned this evening with care, and I felt a rush of gratitude for the effort he’d put into making it special.

We placed our orders, and as the waitress walked away, Ethan leaned forward slightly, his elbows resting on the table.

“So, tell me,” he said. “What made you decide to start... exploring all of this?”

His question was gentle, his curiosity genuine, but it still caught me off guard. I took a sip of water to buy myself a moment, then set the glass down carefully.

“It’s kind of a long story,” I began.

Ethan smiled. “I’ve got time.”

I hesitated, then took a deep breath. “I guess it started with the list. You know, those resolutions I found? At first, it was just a joke—something to distract me from how... stuck I felt. But the more I tried, the more it started to feel right. Like, maybe this was something I’d been avoiding for a long time.”

Ethan nodded, his expression thoughtful. “Did you ever feel that way growing up?”

A bittersweet smile tugged at my lips. “Yeah. I used to watch my sister getting ready for school, trying on all these outfits, doing her hair. She always seemed so confident, so sure of herself. I wanted that, but it felt impossible back then.”

“Did you ever tell her?” he asked.

“No,” I admitted. “I didn’t think she’d understand. And my parents... well, let’s just say they weren’t the most open-minded people.”

Ethan reached across the table, his hand brushing mine lightly. “I’m sorry. That sounds tough.”

“It was,” I said, my voice soft. “But things are different now. I’m different now.”

He squeezed my hand gently, his eyes warm and steady. “I’m glad you’re finding yourself, Alex. You deserve to be happy.”

For a moment, I couldn’t find the words to respond. Instead, I held his gaze, letting the sincerity in his expression fill the spaces I couldn’t articulate. The waitress returned with our food, breaking the moment but not the connection that had formed between us.
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Dinner was a blur of conversation and laughter. Ethan’s easygoing nature made me feel comfortable, and before I knew it, the nerves that had consumed me earlier were gone. By the time we finished dessert, it felt like we’d known each other for years instead of just a few weeks.

As we walked out of the restaurant, the cold air nipped at my skin, but I barely noticed. Ethan offered me his arm again, and I took it without hesitation.

“Thank you for tonight,” I said. “This was... perfect.”

“You’re welcome,” he replied, his voice warm.

When we arrived at my apartment, the soft glow from the streetlights cast long shadows on the sidewalk. He turned off the engine, and for a moment, neither of us moved. The quiet between us wasn’t awkward; it felt heavy with something unspoken.

“I had a really great time tonight,” I said, finally breaking the silence.

“Me too,” Ethan replied, his voice steady but soft. “You’re... amazing, Alex.”

The way he said it made my heart thud against my ribcage. “Would you like to come in for a drink?” I asked, the words tumbling out before I could overthink them.

Ethan hesitated briefly, then nodded. “Yeah, I’d like that.”

I led the way inside, my hands fumbling slightly as I unlocked the door. Rex greeted us with an enthusiastic meow, weaving between our legs as we stepped into the living room. I set my clutch on the counter and grabbed a couple of beers from the fridge, handing one to Ethan.

“Make yourself comfortable,” I said, gesturing to the couch.

Ethan settled onto the cushions, his presence filling the small space in a way that felt comforting rather than overwhelming. I sat beside him, the beer bottle cool in my hands as I took a sip. The warmth of the evening—the laughter, the connection—lingered in the air between us.

“Thank you for tonight,” I said again, feeling the need to say it aloud. “It’s been... a long time since I’ve felt this good.”

Ethan turned to me, his expression soft. “You deserve to feel good, Alex. You’re incredible.”

His words made my breath catch, and before I could stop myself, I reached for his hand. He didn’t pull away. Instead, he threaded his fingers through mine, his touch steady and reassuring.

The air between us shifted. Ethan leaned in slightly, his gaze flickering to my lips before meeting my eyes again.

“Can I kiss you?” he asked, his voice low.

I nodded, my heart pounding as he closed the distance between us. His lips were warm and gentle, the kiss unhurried but filled with a quiet intensity that made my skin tingle. It felt like a question and an answer all at once, a moment of clarity that left no room for doubt.

When we pulled apart, he rested his forehead against mine.

“You’re beautiful,” he whispered.

The words settled over me like a soft blanket, wrapping me in a warmth I hadn’t realized I was missing. “I’ve never done this before,” I admitted, my voice barely audible.

“Me neither,” Ethan said, a small, nervous chuckle escaping him.

“But I want to. With you.”

We sat there for a moment, the weight of what we were stepping into hovering between us. Then, slowly, cautiously, we moved closer. Ethan’s hands found my waist, his touch tentative but firm. I leaned into him, letting the moment guide us.

It wasn’t rushed or chaotic. Every movement was deliberate, a quiet exploration that felt as much about trust as it did about desire. Ethan’s kisses trailed along my jaw, his breath warm against my skin. He didn’t make me feel like I was a man trying to be something else—he made me feel beautiful, wanted, seen.

When it was over, we lay tangled together on the couch, the quiet hum of the city outside filling the room. Ethan’s arms were wrapped around me, his heartbeat steady beneath my ear.
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“Are you okay?” he asked softly, his hand brushing a strand of hair from my face.

I nodded, a small smile tugging at my lips. “Better than okay.”

He kissed the top of my head, his embrace tightening slightly. For the first time in what felt like forever, I felt like I was exactly where I belonged.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

EVERY TIME my phone buzzed with a message from Ethan, it felt like my stomach had joined a gymnastics team. I wasn’t sure what it was about him that made me so giddy. Maybe it was the way his texts always felt thoughtful, like he actually cared about what I had to say. Or maybe it was just the fact that someone like him was even interested in me. Either way, I couldn’t stop smiling every time his name popped up on my screen.

Today was no different. His latest text had been simple: How’s work treating you today? But it was enough to leave me grinning like an idiot as I loaded packages into the back of the truck. I read it over and over, trying to figure out the perfect response. Something casual, but also sweet. Something that showed I cared without being too obvious about it.

“What’s got you so distracted?” Brian’s voice cut through my thoughts. I looked up to see him standing a few feet away, one eyebrow raised in amusement.

“Nothing,” I said quickly, shoving my phone into my pocket.

Brian smirked, leaning against the side of the truck. “Uh-huh. Nothing has you smiling like that?”

“I’m just in a good mood,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant as I reached for another package.

Brian crossed his arms, clearly not buying it. “You’ve been in a ‘good mood’ all week. And don’t think I haven’t noticed you sneaking glances at your phone every five minutes. Come on, spill it. Who’s got you all lovestruck?”

“I’m not lovestruck,” I said, a little too defensively.

“Sure you’re not,” he said, his grin widening. “Fine, keep your secrets. But just so you know, you’re not as subtle as you think.”

I rolled my eyes and turned back to the stack of packages, my cheeks burning. Brian’s teasing was harmless, but it still made me feel self-conscious. I wasn’t ready to tell him about Ethan. Not yet. It felt too new, too fragile, like saying it out loud might jinx it somehow.

The rest of the morning passed in a blur of deliveries and stolen moments where I checked my phone. I wanted to text Ethan back, but every time I started typing, the words felt wrong. I didn’t want to sound boring, but I also didn’t want to come off as trying too hard. After deleting and retyping my response for the fifth time, I finally settled on: Not too bad. How’s the shop today?

It wasn’t the most exciting reply, but it felt safe. I hit send and tucked my phone back into my pocket, forcing myself to focus on work.

By lunchtime, Ethan had replied: Busy, but thinking about you makes it better.

I had to bite back a smile as I read it, my heart fluttering in my chest. He had a way of saying things that made me feel special, like I actually mattered to him. It was a feeling I wasn’t used to, but one I was quickly growing addicted to.

“You’re doing it again,” Brian said, snapping me out of my thoughts.

“Doing what?” I asked, trying to sound innocent.

“Smiling at your phone like it’s the love of your life,” he said, shaking his head. “Seriously, whoever this person is, they must be something else.”

“They are,” I muttered under my breath, not realizing I’d said it out loud until Brian’s eyes widened.

“Aha! So there is someone!” he said triumphantly.

I groaned, knowing I’d walked right into that one. “Can we just focus on work?”

Brian laughed but didn’t push any further, for which I was grateful. As much as I trusted him, I wasn’t ready to share this part of my life yet. It felt too personal, too vulnerable. For now, I was content to keep it to myself—and maybe let Ethan’s texts keep me smiling for the rest of the day.
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Mrs. Thompson’s house always felt like a little slice of serenity. Her neatly trimmed hedges, the warm yellow paint on the walls, and the faint scent of lavender that seemed to linger around the place—it all felt safe. She’d been one of my regulars since I started working this route, and over the years, her kind words and warm smile had made every delivery feel like a tiny reprieve from the grind of the day.

Today, I was delivering a medium-sized package, probably some book or trinket she’d ordered. As I stepped up to her porch, I patted my jacket pocket, checking for my phone out of habit. That’s when I felt the envelope. The list.

The weight of it was a strange comfort, like a tangible reminder of the journey I’d started. I hadn’t looked at it in days, but it was always there, tucked away like a secret map guiding me to something bigger.

I knocked on the door, and after a moment, it swung open to reveal Mrs. Thompson. She greeted me with her usual warm smile, her gray curls framing her face like a halo.

“Alex, right on time as always,” she said, stepping aside.

“Come in, dear. It’s cold out.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Thompson,” I said, stepping into the cozy warmth of her home. I handed her the package, which she placed on the table with care before turning back to me.

“You’re looking well,” she said, studying me with a curious glint in her eyes.

“Something’s different about you.”

I shrugged, a little self-conscious. “Just trying some new things, I guess.”

“Well, whatever it is, it suits you,” she said with a kind smile.

I was about to thank her when I felt something slip out of my pocket and hit the floor. Before I could react, Mrs. Thompson bent down to pick it up. Her brow furrowed as she turned the envelope over in her hands, her fingers tracing the faded edges of the distinct logo.

“Where did you get this?” she asked, her voice suddenly quieter.

I hesitated, unsure of what to say. “I found it a while ago,” I admitted. “It didn’t have an address, so I kept it.”

Her eyes softened, and she let out a small, shaky breath. “This was Jacqueline’s,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “My daughter.”

The words hit me like a freight train. “Your daughter?”

She nodded, her gaze distant. “She was my son first, but Jacqueline always knew she was meant to be a woman. She was brave, you know? Braver than anyone I’ve ever met. But the world wasn’t kind to her.”

I swallowed hard, my chest tightening as her words sank in. “I’m so sorry, Mrs. Thompson.”

She smiled faintly, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “Thank you, Alex. It means a lot that you’d say that.”

She gestured for me to sit, and I followed her into the living room. She settled into an armchair, holding the envelope like it was a fragile piece of glass. “She kept this list as a way to hold on to hope. Little goals she’d set for herself to keep moving forward. But the world... it was too cruel. The things she went through, Alex. They broke her.”

I didn’t say anything, letting her continue at her own pace.

“She faced so much discrimination at work,” Mrs. Thompson said, her voice trembling. “Harassment, constant ridicule. And one night, someone attacked her in a men’s bathroom. She tried to stay strong, but... it was too much. She took her life a week later. It was on the news… the woman who jumped from the Avantika Towers.”

Tears streamed down her face, and I felt my own eyes burning.

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

She reached out, placing a hand on mine. “Just being here is enough, Alex. Jacqueline would’ve been so proud to see someone like you living your truth.”

The weight of her words pressed down on me, a mix of sorrow and gratitude swirling in my chest. “She sounds like she was an amazing person.”

“She was,” Mrs. Thompson said, her voice breaking. “And I’ve kept this envelope all these years, hoping it would remind me of her courage to move forward and start anew. But I must’ve sent it in the post office along with others by mistake. Maybe it was meant to guide someone else.”

Before I could respond, she stood and walked over to a small cabinet in the corner of the room. When she returned, she was holding a small jewelry box. She opened it to reveal a pair of delicate gold earrings, their design simple yet beautiful.

“I bought these for her,” she said, her voice trembling. “I thought they’d suit her perfectly. But I never got the chance to give them to her. She was gone before I could.”

I stared at the earrings, my heart aching. “Mrs. Thompson, I... I don’t know if I can—”

She cut me off with a gentle smile. “Please, Alex. I think Jacqueline would’ve wanted you to have them.”

I nodded, my throat too tight to speak. As I took the box, I felt the weight of the moment settle over me. It wasn’t just a gift—it was a piece of Jacqueline’s story, a reminder of her strength and resilience.

“I don’t have piercings,” I said after a moment, my voice shaky.

“Then maybe it’s time to change that,” Mrs. Thompson said softly. “Let these be a symbol of your journey, Alex. A reminder that you’re not alone.”

Tears blurred my vision as I nodded again. “Thank you,” I whispered.

We hugged then, holding onto each other as if the connection could somehow bridge the gaps left by grief and time. When we finally pulled apart, Mrs. Thompson patted my hand.

“Don’t let the world dim your light,” she said. “You’re stronger than you think.”

As I left her house, the jewelry box felt heavy in my pocket, but it wasn’t a burden. It was a responsibility, a promise to carry Jacqueline’s spirit forward in my own way. And as I stepped into the cold air, I felt a quiet determination settle in my chest. One step at a time, I would honor her memory.

Later that day, I stood outside the piercing kiosk in the mall, my palms sweating and my stomach doing somersaults. It wasn’t like this was some huge life-altering decision, but something about the moment felt significant, as if crossing this off the list would be another step toward becoming the person I’d always wanted to be.

Ethan stood beside me, his hand lightly brushing against mine. He hadn’t let go of me since we’d arrived at the mall, his steady presence keeping me grounded. I glanced up at him, my nerves bubbling to the surface.

“What if it hurts?” I asked, half-joking but mostly serious.

He smiled, giving my hand a reassuring squeeze. “It’s just a quick pinch. You’ll survive. Besides, you’ve come this far already.”

I nodded, taking a deep breath. The jewelry box Mrs. Thompson had given me was tucked safely into my purse, its weight a constant reminder of why I was doing this. I’d promised her—and myself—that I would honor Jacqueline’s story by moving forward with my own.

“Okay,” I said finally, stepping forward. The piercing technician greeted me with a cheerful smile, walking me through the process as I chose a pair of simple silver studs. My hands shook slightly as I signed the consent form, but Ethan’s quiet encouragement kept me from backing out.

When it was time to sit in the chair, I hesitated for a brief moment, but Ethan was there, his hand resting on my shoulder. “You’ve got this,” he said softly, his voice steady and reassuring.

I clenched my fists as the technician prepared the piercing gun, my heart racing. The first pinch was sharper than I’d expected, and I winced slightly, but it was over in seconds. The second ear went by just as quickly, and before I knew it, it was done.

The technician handed me a small mirror, and I stared at my reflection, my breath catching in my throat. The silver studs were small but elegant, adding a subtle brightness to my face. It was such a small change, but it felt monumental.

“What do you think?” Ethan asked, his voice soft.

I turned to him, a smile breaking across my face. “I love it.”

“Good,” he said, grinning. “Because I do too.”
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We left the kiosk, my ears still tingling slightly, but I barely noticed. There was something exhilarating about having taken this step, about seeing another resolution crossed off the list. I reached into my purse, pulling out the envelope as we walked.

“Learn to accessorize with jewelry and bags,” Ethan read over my shoulder, his tone teasing.

“Well, since we’re already here...”

“Ethan,” I started, but he cut me off, gently tugging me toward a high-end accessories store.

“Come on,” he said, his grin widening. “Let’s cross this one off too.”

The store was filled with shelves of gleaming handbags and glittering jewelry, the kind of place I never would’ve stepped into on my own. Ethan guided me toward a display of crossbody bags, his enthusiasm infectious as he pointed out different options.

“This one would look great with that dress you wore to dinner,” he said, holding up a sleek black bag with a gold chain strap.

I hesitated, glancing at the price tag. “Ethan, this is too much.”

He waved off my protest, slinging the bag over my shoulder.

“Nonsense. Consider it a gift.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but the look on his face stopped me. He was so earnest, so genuinely excited to be doing this with me, that I couldn’t bring myself to say no.

“Okay,” I said softly, adjusting the bag. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet,” he said, leading me to the jewelry section. He picked up a delicate gold necklace with a small pendant, holding it up to my neck.

“This will match the earrings perfectly.”

I glanced at my reflection in the mirror, the necklace catching the light beautifully. It was simple but elegant, the kind of piece I’d never thought I’d wear. Ethan fastened it around my neck, his fingers brushing against my skin, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

“Perfect,” he said, stepping back to admire his handiwork.

I turned to him, my cheeks warm. “You didn’t have to do all this.”

“I wanted to,” he said simply. “You deserve it, Alex.”

The sincerity in his voice made my throat tighten, and before I could stop myself, I leaned in and kissed him. It was soft and tentative, a quiet moment in the middle of the bustling store. When we pulled apart, Ethan smiled, his forehead resting against mine.

“You’re incredible,” he whispered.

“So are you,” I said, my voice barely audible.

We left the store hand in hand, the weight of the necklace around my neck and the bag on my shoulder feeling like more than just accessories. They were symbols of how far I’d come, and of the person I was becoming.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

VALENTINE’S DAY EVE was absolute madness in Ethan’s flower shop. The smell of roses and lilies was so thick it clung to my hair, and every available surface was piled high with bouquets waiting to be arranged, wrapped, or handed off to a frantic customer. The bell above the door barely stopped jingling, announcing a constant stream of people desperate to buy last-minute gifts.

I just started dressing up full-time a week ago and I even came out at work but everything already felt natural—like I was born to live as a woman. Every time I heard someone call me Alexa, my heart jumped in utter euphoria.

“Find confidence in your new, girly self,” I muttered the second to the last resolution to myself. It became a mantra—something that made me keep going when I felt like my confidence faded.

It was my day off from the post office, but I hadn’t hesitated when Ethan asked if I could help out at the shop. He didn’t need to twist my arm; I’d been looking for any excuse to spend more time with him lately. We’d fallen into an easy rhythm as a couple, and there was something special about working alongside him, even in the chaos of February 13th.

“Alexa, can you grab me the blue hydrangeas from the back?” Ethan called, his voice cutting through the bustle.

“On it!” I shouted back, weaving my way through the crowded shop. Customers jostled past me, arms full of blooms, their voices overlapping in a cacophony of floral demands.

I made it to the storage room, where buckets of flowers were crammed into every available inch of space. Finding the hydrangeas took a minute, but when I finally spotted them, I grabbed a bunch and headed back to the front.

“Here you go,” I said, setting the flowers on the counter.

[image: Mage media]

Ethan looked up from the bouquet he was working on, his face lighting up when he saw me. “You’re a lifesaver,” he said, brushing a stray lock of hair out of his face. His hands were covered in bits of greenery and petals, but somehow he still managed to look effortlessly handsome.

“I’m just trying to keep up,” I said with a laugh. “This place is a madhouse.”

“Tell me about it,” he said, tying a ribbon around the stems of a rose arrangement. “But I’d rather it be busy than dead. Valentine’s is our biggest day of the year.”

I nodded, grabbing a pair of scissors to trim some leaves off a bouquet. “It’s kind of nice, though. Seeing people go all out for the ones they love.”

Ethan’s lips curved into a soft smile. “Yeah. It is.”

We worked side by side for the next few hours, falling into an easy rhythm. I’d always thought of myself as a pretty practical person, but there was something satisfying about arranging flowers, about taking something beautiful and turning it into something extraordinary. Ethan moved with the kind of confidence that came from years of experience, his hands deftly tying bows and trimming stems.

“Here,” he said at one point, handing me a bunch of daisies and tulips. “This one’s yours to wrap.”

“You trust me with this?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“You’ve been doing great all day,” he said, nudging me with his shoulder. “Besides, I’m right here if you need help.”

I took the flowers from him, my cheeks warming at the praise. Carefully, I arranged them in a spiral, just like he’d shown me earlier, before wrapping them in tissue paper and securing them with a bright yellow ribbon. When I finished, I stepped back to admire my work.

“Not bad,” Ethan said, leaning in to inspect the bouquet. “You’ve got a good eye for this.”

“Maybe I missed my calling,” I said, grinning.

“You’re welcome to quit the post office and join me here anytime,” he teased, winking.

I laughed, shaking my head. “Tempting, but I think I’ll stick to helping out on my days off.”

The afternoon flew by in a blur of petals and ribbons, and by the time the rush finally started to die down, I was exhausted. Ethan leaned against the counter, wiping his hands on a towel, his hair slightly mussed from the long day.

“Thanks for helping out,” he said, his voice warm. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

“Happy to be here,” I said, leaning against the counter beside him.

“It’s nice to feel useful.”

He turned to look at me, his gaze softening.

“You’re more than useful, Alexa. You’re amazing.”

My cheeks flushed, and I looked down, a smile tugging at my lips.

“You’re pretty amazing yourself.”

For a moment, the noise of the shop faded into the background, and it was just the two of us. He reached out, brushing a stray hair from my face, and my heart skipped a beat. Being here with him, working together like this—it felt right. Like we were building something real, something solid.

“Okay, lovebirds, break it up!” one of the other employees called, breaking the spell.

Ethan laughed, stepping back. “Alright, alright. Back to work.”

I chuckled, grabbing another batch of roses to arrange, but the warmth of his touch lingered long after.

The rush hadn’t let up all day, and by late afternoon, my feet were aching, and my arms felt like they might fall off from carrying so many heavy flower buckets. Ethan had disappeared into the back to grab more supplies, leaving me to man the register as the line of customers stretched almost out the door.

“Next!” I called, doing my best to keep my energy up.

A woman stepped forward, holding a small bouquet of white lilies. Her face was partially obscured by a wool scarf and oversized sunglasses, but there was something familiar about her. When she lowered the scarf to speak, my breath caught in my throat.

“Erin?” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her head snapped up, her eyes widening as she took me in. For a moment, neither of us spoke. The noise of the shop faded into the background, replaced by a thick, heavy silence.

“Alex?” she said finally, her voice tinged with disbelief.

I nodded, my hands gripping the edge of the counter for support.

“It’s me.”

She stared at me for what felt like an eternity, her gaze sweeping over my face, my hair, my makeup. I felt exposed, vulnerable, like she was seeing straight through me. But then her expression softened, and a small smile tugged at her lips.

“I almost didn’t recognize you,” she said, her voice warm.

“You look... different.”
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I swallowed hard, my heart racing. “Yeah. I’ve changed a bit.”

“You look good,” she said, setting the bouquet on the counter.

“Really good.”

“Thanks,” I said, my voice trembling slightly. “What are you doing here?”

She glanced down at the lilies, her fingers brushing over the petals.

“They’re for Dad. He’s... he’s not doing well.”

My stomach dropped. “What do you mean?”

Erin’s shoulders sagged, and she let out a shaky breath. “He has leukemia. It’s advanced. We’ve been taking care of him at home, but... it’s been hard.”

I felt like the ground had been ripped out from under me. My relationship with my family had always been complicated, but hearing this made all the old wounds feel fresh again.

“I didn’t know,” I said, my voice barely audible.

“He’s been asking about you,” Erin said, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. “He’s sorry, Alex. For everything. He wants to see you.”

The weight of her words settled over me like a heavy blanket. Part of me wanted to run, to avoid facing the pain and the past I’d worked so hard to leave behind. But another part of me felt something else. Hope.

“I don’t know if I can,” I said, my voice cracking.

“I don’t know if I’m ready.”

Erin reached across the counter, placing her hand over mine. “You don’t have to decide right now,” she said gently.

“But please, think about it. He’s running out of time.”

I nodded, unable to speak past the lump in my throat. Erin gave my hand a final squeeze before stepping back. “It was good to see you,” she said, her voice soft.

“You’ve grown into yourself. I just wish I helped you more when we were younger.”

The mention of her helping me was like a punch to the gut, and I blinked back tears. “Thank you,” I managed, watching as she started writing her phone number at the back of the store’s calling card.

“I really have to go, but please, let’s keep in touch,” she said before hugging me once more.

I stood there for a long moment, her words echoing in my mind. The shop buzzed around me, but I felt frozen as she left, trapped in a storm of emotions I wasn’t sure how to handle.

The shop had finally quieted down by evening, the once-bustling aisles now littered with petals and scraps of ribbon. Ethan stood at one of the worktables, his head bent in concentration as he arranged a small pot of flowers. I leaned against the counter, watching him, the day’s events swirling in my mind.

“You okay?” he asked without looking up, his hands gently positioning a cluster of baby’s breath.

I hesitated, then nodded toward the lilies. “My sister bought those. For my dad.”

Ethan glanced up, his expression softening. “She came by?”

I nodded, taking a shaky breath. “She told me he’s sick. Leukemia. And... he wants to see me.”

Ethan’s hands stilled, his eyes meeting mine. “How do you feel about that?”

I let out a shaky laugh. “Terrified. What if seeing me like this makes it worse? What if he doesn’t accept me? What if...” I trailed off, the words catching in my throat.

Ethan’s gaze didn’t waver as he picked up a daisy and added it to the arrangement. “Just like these flowers,” he said, his voice steady, “you are beautiful, Alexa. You have no reason to fear. I’m sure he’ll see the beauty within you, just like he’ll appreciate the lilies your sister bought.”

The sincerity in his voice made my chest ache, and I swallowed hard, blinking back tears. “But we have a date tomorrow,” I said, my voice small.
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Ethan set down the flowers and walked over to me, his hands gently cupping my face. “When we’re together, every day’s Valentine’s Day.”

I let out a soft laugh, tears spilling over as I leaned into his touch.

“What did I ever do to deserve you?”

“You just had to be you,” he said, pulling me into a hug. His arms around me felt like the safest place in the world, and for the first time all day, I let myself breathe.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

VALENTINE’S DAY morning arrived with a quiet sort of anticipation. My alarm buzzed softly, but I was already awake, staring at the ceiling and running through every possible scenario in my mind. Today wasn’t about chocolates or flowers; it was about family, about finally taking a step I’d avoided for years. And I was terrified.

I forced myself out of bed and into the bathroom. The mirror reflected a mixture of nerves and determination. I took a deep breath and focused on the task at hand. If I was going to meet my father after so much time apart, I wanted to present myself in a way that felt true to who I was while also keeping things modest. This wasn’t about making a statement—it was about connection.

After rifling through my small but carefully curated wardrobe, I settled on a soft lavender blouse with lace detailing at the sleeves and a knee-length gray skirt. The outfit felt feminine but understated, the kind of look that felt like me without being too overwhelming.

I paired it with simple flats and tucked my hair behind my ears, leaving my makeup natural and light. The gold earrings Mrs. Thompson had given me glimmered softly in the morning light.

“Okay,” I whispered to myself, smoothing down the skirt.

“You can do this.”

By the time Ethan arrived to pick me up, my nerves were barely under control. He honked the horn lightly, and I grabbed my coat, pulling it tight around me as I headed out to the car. The winter air nipped at my skin, but his warm smile as I opened the door made it a little easier to bear.

“You look beautiful,” he said as I slid into the passenger seat.

“Thanks,” I replied, my voice shaking slightly. “I’m... I’m so nervous.”

He reached over and gave my hand a reassuring squeeze. “That’s normal. But you’ve got this. I’m just here, babe.”

I nodded, holding onto his words as tightly as I held his hand. The drive to my parents’ house felt like an eternity, every mile stretching out with a mix of dread and hope. Ethan kept the conversation light, telling me stories about some of the more memorable Valentine’s Day customers he’d had over the years. His voice was calm and steady, and it helped to keep my mind from spiraling.

When we pulled up to the house, my stomach twisted into knots. It looked almost exactly the same as I remembered, though the paint on the shutters was a little more faded, and the bushes in the front yard were overgrown. Memories flooded back—both good and bad—and for a moment, I wasn’t sure if I could go through with it.

“You ready?” Ethan asked, his voice gentle.

I took a deep breath and nodded. “Ready as I’ll ever be.”

“Good luck,” he said, leaning over to kiss my cheek. “I’ll be right here if you need me.”
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I stepped out of the car and made my way up the front steps, my heart pounding with every step. The door opened before I even had a chance to knock, and Erin stood there, her expression a mix of relief and surprise.

“You came,” she said softly.

“Thank you,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

She stepped aside, and I walked into the house, the familiar scent of lavender and old wood filling the air. My mother appeared in the hallway, her eyes widening when she saw me. For a moment, she didn’t move, and then she was rushing toward me, pulling me into a tight hug.

“Alexa,” she said, her voice trembling. “Oh, my sweet Alexa.”

Tears sprang to my eyes as I hugged her back, the years of distance and misunderstanding melting away in an instant. “Hi, Mom,” I managed, my voice thick with emotion.

She pulled back, her hands cupping my face as she studied me. “You’re so beautiful,” she said, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“So beautiful.”

“Thank you,” I said, my heart aching with a mixture of gratitude and guilt.

Erin appeared beside us, her hand resting lightly on my shoulder. “Dad’s in the bedroom,” she said gently. “I told him I invited you but I was unsure that you’d come.”

I nodded, wiping at my eyes as I followed her down the hallway. My mother stayed close by, her presence both comforting and grounding. When we reached the doorway, I hesitated, my heart hammering in my chest.

“You can do this,” Erin said softly.

I stepped into the room, my eyes immediately drawn to the frail figure lying on the bed. My father looked so much smaller than I remembered, his once-strong frame now thin and fragile. He turned his head toward me, his eyes searching my face as I took a hesitant step closer.

“Dad,” I said, my voice trembling. “It’s me. It’s Alex. Alexa.”

For a moment, he didn’t say anything. His eyes filled with tears, and he reached out a trembling hand. “Alexa,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. “My Alexa.”

I sat beside him, taking his hand in mine as the tears spilled over.

“I’m sorry,” I said, my voice breaking. “I’m so sorry I left.”

“No,” he said, shaking his head weakly. “Don’t say that. I’m the one who’s sorry. I should have... I should have been better. I should have stopped gambling. I should’ve listened to you and your sister. I shouldn’t have scolded you whenever you tried to express yourself.”

I couldn’t hold back the sob that escaped me, and I leaned forward, resting my forehead against his. “You don’t have to apologize,” I said through my tears. “I just want to be here now. I just want us to have this.”

He nodded, his own tears falling freely. “I’m so proud of you,” he said, his voice barely audible. “You’re so brave. So beautiful. And who’s this handsome gentleman?”

“Mom, Dad, Erin, this is Ethan, he’s my boyfriend. He has been very supportive and he loves me so much,” I proudly shared. My family thanked him and it was the very first time I’d seen his face as red as a Bolognese sauce.

We stayed like that for a long moment, the weight of the years between us lifting as we held onto each other. My mother and Erin stood nearby, their own tears falling as they watched the reunion unfold.
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By the time we left the house, the sun was dipping low in the sky, casting the neighborhood in a soft orange glow. I felt drained but lighter, like a piece of me I hadn’t realized was missing had finally been returned. Ethan waited outside in the car, leaning casually against the door. When he saw me and Erin walking out, he smiled.

“Everything okay?” he asked as I approached.

I nodded, my throat tight with emotion. “Better than okay.”

He opened the car door for me, and as I slid into the passenger seat, I noticed a folded piece of paper sitting on the dashboard. It was my list, the resolutions that had guided me to this moment. I picked it up, running my fingers over the familiar creases.

“You brought this?” I asked, turning to him.

“I thought it might come in handy,” he said, sliding into the driver’s seat. He reached over, his hand brushing against mine as he pointed to the bottom of the list. “There’s one left.”

I unfolded the paper, my eyes scanning the final resolution: Take a bold step and embrace being wanted.

I looked at him, my heart pounding. “And how do you think I should do that?”

He smiled, leaning closer until his face was inches from mine. “I think you already have.”

His lips met mine in a kiss that was soft and tender, filled with all the things we hadn’t said yet. When we finally pulled apart, I felt breathless, my cheeks warm.

“Every day with you feels like Valentine’s Day,” he said, his voice low.

“I hope you know that.”

Tears pricked at my eyes, but this time, they were tears of joy. I leaned into him, resting my forehead against his.

“Thank you for everything. For believing in me. For loving me.”

“Always,” he whispered.

The drive home was quiet, the kind of comfortable silence that spoke volumes. The list sat in my lap, a reminder of how far I’d come and how much further I still wanted to go. And as I looked out at the city lights passing by, I felt a quiet sense of peace, knowing that I was exactly where I was meant to be.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

NEW YEAR’S EVE found Ethan and me standing on the rooftop of a fancy hotel in the city. The air was crisp and cold, but the twinkling lights of the skyline stretched out before us, and the buzz of excitement from the crowd below warmed me from the inside out.

I pulled my faux fur coat tighter around my shoulders and smoothed the hem of my dress—a flowing midnight blue gown with a cinched waist and delicate silver embroidery that sparkled like the stars. My real hair that I grew past my shoulders, fell in loose waves, and a pair of silver heels peeked out beneath the gown’s hem.

Ethan stood beside me, looking effortlessly handsome in a tailored black suit and a deep blue tie that matched my dress. His hand rested lightly on my back as we watched the city come alive in anticipation of the new year. A bottle of champagne sat in a silver bucket nearby, its condensation glistening in the soft glow of string lights strung across the rooftop.

“It’s hard to believe this year is almost over,” I said softly, my breath forming small clouds in the chilly air.

He turned to me, his eyes warm and full of affection.

“A lot has happened,” he said. “Good things. Big things.”

I nodded, my heart swelling as I thought back over the past twelve months. It felt like a lifetime ago that I’d been sitting alone in my dingy apartment, laughing at a list I thought was someone else’s dream. Now, I was here—living that dream, one step at a time.

“You know,” I said, glancing at him, “the biggest miracle wasn’t even on that list.”

“Oh?” he said, raising an eyebrow. “And what was that?”

“The stem cell transplant for my dad,” I said, my voice tinged with awe. “When the doctors told us I was a perfect match, it felt like fate. Like maybe everything I’d gone through brought me to that moment.”

Ethan’s hand slid into mine, his fingers warm against my cold skin.

“How’s he doing?”

I smiled, tears prickling at the corners of my eyes. “He’s recovering. Slowly, but surely. Every time I visit, he’s a little stronger. It’s like... like we’re all getting a second chance.”

“You’re amazing, you know that?” Ethan said, his voice low and full of admiration. “You put your plans on hold to help your father, and you still came out of it stronger,” he said, referring to my postponed hormone replacement therapy plan.

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “I didn’t do it alone. You’ve been there every step of the way. Supporting me. Loving me.”

“Always,” he said, squeezing my hand.

“And you know what? I think this next year is going to be even better.”

“Same here,” I said, my voice filled with quiet certainty. “We’ve been through so much, and I feel like we’re just getting started.”
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The first burst of fireworks lit up the sky, casting vibrant colors across the cityscape. Ethan pulled me closer, wrapping his arms around me as we watched the display. The sounds of cheers and laughter rose from the streets below, blending with the crackle of the fireworks and the rhythmic pounding of my heart.

“Happy New Year, Alexa,” Ethan whispered, his lips brushing against my temple.

“Happy New Year, Ethan,” I replied, turning to look into his eyes.

“I love you.”

“I love you, too,” he said, his voice steady and sure. “And I promise—no matter what this year brings, I’ll always be here for you. You’ll never have to face anything alone.”

The final fireworks exploded above us, painting the sky with shimmering gold and silver. I leaned into him, my heart full and my mind clear. It was indeed a new year, a new girly, happy, and free me.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy New Year New Girly Me? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.

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

“Along with the Estrogen and Anti-androgen, I took EVERYTHING, including the Risk of Falling in Love.”

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

Read The Love Hormone

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

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

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

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

"What am I to him?"

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

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

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

Read Sweet Femboys


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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"Pretend to be a girl to get more investors? No way!"

I was a broke Brooklynite with big dreams and no clue how to get there—until Carlos, my best friend and a charming conman, convinced me to pose as his glamorous girlfriend to land investors.

What started as a wild scheme became a whirlwind of galas, glitter, and a life I never imagined.

Stepping into the role of Gretchen uncovered parts of myself I’d buried for years while Carlos began to uncover my heart.

Read Fake Girlyfriend

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 New Year New Girly Me.

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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