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Introduction

“I thought that my job at the nursing home only entailed caregiving. But that particular older gentleman wanted more… of my feminine side.”

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

∞∞∞

They say that desperate times call for desperate measures. My roommate was a hair away from kicking me out of the apartment when a twist of feminine fate occurred in the facility.

Enter Mr. Brunson, a retired billionaire—handsome, wealthy, and haughty, he was the instant star of the nursing home. His demands started innocently with telling me to wear a quirky cheap wig from Party City. Then, came the dresses, purses, and high-heeled shoes.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, 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 alabaster 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 Tender Loving Care.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE SOFT GLOW OF THE SCREEN flickered across my face as I navigated through the digital battleground of my PS5, a world away from the reality that was slowly tightening its grip around me. My fingers danced over the controller, an escape artist’s trick to momentarily evade the pressing concerns of real life. The faint hum of the game's background music was a soothing, yet insufficient balm for the anxiety simmering within me.
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My eyes darted to the clock; it was nearly 6 PM. Kyle would be home soon. The end of the month–a reminder as relentless as the changing seasons, and with it, the rent was due. I swallowed hard, feeling the knot in my throat tighten.

My mind raced back to the glaring zero balance in my bank account. Crypto, the modern-day siren, had sung its seductive song, and like a fool, I had listened, enticed by the promise of easy wealth.

Now, here I was, grounded in the harsh reality of loss.

The apartment was quiet, save for the muffled sound of traffic from the streets below and the occasional distant barking of a dog. The faint aroma of the microwaved dinner I had earlier still lingered in the air, a mundane comfort in the chaos of my thoughts.

I paused the game, my heart thudding in my chest. Kyle and I had been through thick and thin since our sandbox days, but money had a notorious reputation for souring even the sweetest of relationships.

I ran a hand through my brown hair, a nervous habit I had never managed to shake off. My mind replayed the lie I had crafted–the one about my sister needing money for college. It sounded plausible in my head, but now, as the moment of confrontation drew near, doubt crept in like an unwelcome shadow.

The sound of keys jingling at the door snapped me back to the present. I quickly turned off the console, my heart racing. The door opened and Kyle stepped in, his presence filling the small living room. He was dressed casually, his face carrying the light of success that seemed to follow him like a halo.
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“Hey, Luke, how was your day?” Kyle’s voice was as easygoing as ever, but I could sense the underlying expectation.

“Uh, not too bad, just usual stuff,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper. I forced a smile, hoping it looked more genuine than it felt.

He glanced at the TV, now dark, and then back at me.

“So, it’s the end of the month,” he said, the casual tone in his voice doing nothing to ease my nerves.

I nodded, my throat dry.

“Yeah, about that…” I started, my voice trailing off. I hesitated, the lie perched on the tip of my tongue.

At that moment, the room felt smaller, the walls inching closer. I was trapped in my own fabrication, a prisoner of my choices. Kyle was more than a roommate; he was my lifelong friend, a brother in all but blood. The truth was a bitter pill, but the lie was a poison I couldn’t force myself to administer.

“Kyle, I...” I paused, taking a deep breath. “I have to be honest with you.”

"I... my sister needed the money again," I stammered, the lie slipping out like a serpent from its lair. "She's graduating in six months, you know, and things are just... tight."

His expression softened, an understanding nod following my confession. "Hey, man, that's really noble of you, taking care of her like that, especially after everything you've been through," he said, his voice tinged with genuine admiration.

"Family first, right?"

I felt the weight of his words, a boulder on my chest. The guilt gnawed at me, a relentless reminder of the falsehood I was perpetuating. Kyle knew my story–our parents gone in a flash of twisted metal and shattering glass when I was 18, leaving me to piece together a life for my sister and me.

But now, here I was, building a fortress of lies on the foundation of that tragedy.
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"Yeah, family first," I echoed, my voice a mere whisper, a ghost of conviction.

As he moved to his room, I pulled out my phone, my fingers trembling as I tapped into my crypto wallet. The screen lit up, a glaring beacon of hopelessness. My eyes fixated on the numbers, watching as MachoCoin plummeted into the abyss of worthlessness.

The numbers mocked me, a cruel joke played by fate. I felt a cold sweat break out across my forehead, the reality of my situation crashing down like a wave.

I was broke. Not just broke–I was buried in a financial grave of my own making. The digital coins, once a shining beacon of a quick fortune, now lay in ruins, worthless pixels on a screen. I closed my eyes, trying to shut out the harsh truth, but it clung to me like a second skin.

The room felt colder, the walls pressing in, a tangible reminder of my failure. The scent of Kyle's aftershave lingered in the air, a contrast to the stench of my own fear and desperation. I could hear the distant sound of his keyboard clacking, a rhythm to the chaos of my thoughts.

I sank back into the couch, the fabric rough against my skin. The lie had bought me time, but at what cost? The weight of my deceit was a shackle, chaining me to a path I never wanted to tread. I was trapped in a web of my own making, each thread a line of falsehood, each space between a gap of truth I wasn't brave enough to face.
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In the quiet of the room, my heart pounded a lonely drumbeat, a testament to the turmoil within. Kyle had offered understanding, a lifeline in a sea of my lies.

But how long before that lifeline frayed, before the truth surfaced and washed away the fragile facade I had built?

I was lost, adrift in a sea of deceit, with no shore in sight. The only companion to my plight was the nagging voice in my head, a relentless echo of the truth I was too afraid to confront.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

STANDING IN THE BATHROOM of the nursing facility the next day, I stared at my reflection, a mirror holding more than just my image. It held my failures, my fears, and now, a flicker of determination.

“No more crypto,” I whispered to the man in the mirror.
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“This ends now.” My finger hovered over my phone, the crypto wallet app glaring back at me, a digital Pandora's Box. With a decisive tap, it was gone, erased from my phone, a small step towards redemption.

I owed Kyle that much–no, I owed him everything. He had given me a chance, a lifeline in my self-made storm. I made a silent vow, a promise echoing in the sterile bathroom: I would pay him back by the end of the month, come what may.

Stepping out of the bathroom, the familiar sounds of the nursing facility wrapped around me. The gentle hum of conversations, the rhythmic beeping of medical equipment – it was a symphony of life in its twilight years.

“Good morning, Mrs. Jenkins,” I greeted one of the residents, a smile playing on my lips. She always had a story to share, a piece of wisdom wrapped in decades of experience.
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“Good morning, Luke. You look like you’ve been wrestling with the world again,” she said with a knowing twinkle in her eye. I laughed, appreciating her keen insight.

The day unfolded in a tapestry of small tasks and conversations. I knew each resident by name, their likes and dislikes, their stories and their silences. I helped Mr. Thompson with his crossword puzzle, listening intently as he spoke of his days as a schoolteacher. The paper felt rough under my fingers, the black and white grid a map of memories for him.

In the cafeteria, I chatted with my co-worker, Sarah, as we prepared the afternoon snacks. The aroma of fresh coffee filled the air, a comforting presence in the midst of our bustling routine.

“You're always so good with them, Luke,” Sarah remarked as we set out the trays of biscuits and tea.

“They light up when you're around.”

I shrugged, a modest shield to her compliment. “I just try to be there for them, you know? Everyone deserves that.”

As the day wore on, the routine tasks became a meditation, each one a step towards fulfilling my promise to Kyle. The soft laughter of the residents, the warm smiles of my co-workers, the gentle touch of care–they were all threads in the fabric of my day, weaving a tapestry of purpose and hope.

While I was gently helping Mrs. Peterson with her lunch, a subtle commotion stirred in the corridor. Sarah and a few other co-workers were clustered together, their eyes wide with a mix of curiosity and awe. I couldn't help but glance over, my hand steady as I continued feeding Mrs. Peterson her soup.
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Through the open doorway, a figure entered, flanked by what could only be bodyguards. Even from this distance, his presence was commanding–a handsome man in his early 60s, with an air of strength that belied his age.

He wasn't in a wheelchair or holding a cane, a rarity in these halls. His attire was impeccable, the kind that whispered wealth in a language that was unmistakable.

The staff guided him towards what I knew was the most exclusive suite in the facility. As he passed by, I caught a whiff of his cologne, a scent that spoke of old money and refined taste. His expression was one of polite indifference, the kind that spoke of a life lived in boardrooms and luxury.

Sarah and the others were buzzing with excitement, their voices a soft chorus of speculation. I strained to hear, curiosity getting the better of me.

"That's Mr. Brunson," one of them whispered, her eyes following the procession.

"Heard he sold all his companies. Wants to get away from it all."

"Really? That suite costs a fortune!" another added, her tone a mix of disbelief and envy.

Sarah chimed in, her voice hushed but animated. "They say he's tired of the high life, wants to live out his days in peace and quiet."

I felt a pang of something–not quite envy, but a curiosity about a life so vastly different from my own. Mr. Brunson's arrival was like a ripple in the otherwise calm pond of our daily routine.
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Mrs. Peterson's voice brought me back to the moment. "Everyone has their story, dear," she said, her eyes wise and knowing. "Rich or poor, we all end up needing a bit of help."

I smiled at her words, a gentle reminder of the humanity that connected us all, regardless of our backgrounds. The rest of the day, Mr. Brunson's presence lingered in the back of my mind, a mystery wrapped in an enigma, now a part of our small world in the nursing facility.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, as I led the morning exercise routine, I couldn't help but notice Mr. Brunson among the residents. His presence was like a sharp note in a gentle melody, impossible to ignore. As I demonstrated the arm stretches, I felt his gaze on me, scrutinizing, almost examining. It was unsettling, like a cold draft in a warm room.

I tried to focus on the routine, the upbeat music playing softly in the background, but his stare was distracting. The residents followed my lead, their movements a symphony of effort and determination. I encouraged them with a smile, my voice steady despite the unease Mr. Brunson's attention brought.
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"Great job, everyone. Let's keep those arms moving!" I said, my tone upbeat. The scent of antiseptic mingled with the faint aroma of breakfast from the dining hall, a constant backdrop to our daily activities.

Suddenly, Mr. Brunson stood up and walked out of the room, his departure as enigmatic as his entrance. I watched him leave, a part of me relieved, another part curious. His exit left a subtle ripple in the atmosphere, like a stone thrown into a still pond.

I continued with the aerobics, leading the residents through the routine. The room was filled with the soft sounds of exertion and the occasional chuckle when I threw in a light-hearted joke to keep spirits high. The residents' faces, flushed with the gentle exertion, were a canvas of contentment and effort.

As the session drew to a close, I felt a mix of relief and accomplishment.

"And relax, everyone. Fantastic work today," I said, my voice warm with genuine pride.

The residents began to disperse, some chatting among themselves, others pausing to thank me. Mr. Brunson's earlier scrutiny lingered in my mind, an unanswered question that hung in the air. I shrugged it off, attributing it to the curiosity of a new resident, but a part of me couldn't shake off the feeling that there was more to it than mere curiosity.

As I tidied up the exercise area, the morning light streamed through the windows, casting a warm glow over the room. The day had begun like any other, but with an added layer of mystery, a subtle undercurrent beneath the routine of daily life in the nursing facility.
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Later that morning, after finishing up with Mrs. Peterson's bed, I stepped into the hallway, the fabric of the freshly changed sheets still cool and smooth under my fingers. The corridor was usually a peaceful place, filled with the soft sounds of daily life in the nursing facility.

Today, however, was different. A raised voice, edged with anger and frustration, broke the calm. Curiosity piqued, I walked towards the source.

There, standing with an imposing posture, was Mr. Brunson, his face contorted in what looked like a mix of disdain and outrage. Nurse Gemma, a usually unflappable figure, stood before him, her expression a mixture of shock and fear.

"Do you know who I am?" Mr. Brunson's voice boomed through the hallway.

"Do you think I'm paying top money to do jazz hands and hip sways in the morning?"

His words were sharp, cutting through the air like a knife.

I watched, horrified, as he launched into a tirade against Gemma, his words laced with venom. He berated her, belittling her status, her intelligence, her very existence. Her face paled, her body tensing as if bracing against a physical blow.
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“I make what you earn in a year in a minute and you have the balls to tell me what to do!? You peasant!”

I felt a surge of anger rise within me. My heart pounded in my chest, a rapid drumbeat of indignation. I couldn't just stand there and let this happen. Despite my introverted nature, some lines were not meant to be crossed.

“Mr. Brunson, that's enough!” I found myself saying, my voice louder than I intended. My hands were clenched at my sides, a physical manifestation of my inner turmoil.

“Nurse Gemma is just doing her job. You have no right to insult her like that.”

Gemma looked at me, her eyes wide with a mix of gratitude and concern. She opened her mouth as if to stop me, but no words came out.

Mr. Brunson's eyes narrowed, his shock at being challenged evident. For a moment, I thought he would lash out at me, but instead, he simply shook his head, a silent dismissal of my words.

“Do you need anything else, sir?” I asked, my voice steadier than I felt, a thin veil over my boiling frustration.

He turned away without a word, his silence heavy in the air. As we walked out of his suite, the tension in the hallway seemed to dissipate, like fog clearing after a storm.

Once he was out of earshot, Gemma turned to me, her eyes glistening with unshed tears.

"Thank you, Luke," she said, her voice a fragile whisper.

"I... I didn't know what to do."

I shook my head, trying to dismiss the heat of the moment.

"No one deserves to be spoken to like that, Gemma. You were just doing your job." My words felt hollow, a feeble attempt to mend the moment.
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Gemma gave a small, appreciative smile, but I could see the incident had shaken her. The hallway, now quiet, felt like a deserted battleground, the echoes of Mr. Brunson's harsh words still lingering in the air.

I excused myself, feeling a mix of frustration and helplessness. The walls of the corridor seemed to close in on me, the sterile smell of the facility suddenly overwhelming. As I walked away, I could still hear the faint tremor in Gemma's voice, a reminder of the cruelty that had just unfolded.

Mr. Brunson's words had left a sour taste in my mouth. The incident had pierced the bubble of routine and care that we tried to maintain in the nursing facility. It was a stark reminder that wealth and status could not mask the ugliness that sometimes lay within.

As I continued my rounds with my colleagues, the faces of the residents and my colleagues seemed more poignant, their stories more significant. In this place of care and compassion, Mr. Brunson's outburst was an unwelcome shadow, a dark contrast to the light we strove to provide.
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Later that day, my mind was a tumultuous sea, waves of anxiety crashing against the shores of my thoughts. Mr. Brunson wasn't just any resident; he was a retired billionaire, a man whose influence could easily sway the tides of the facility's management. The gravity of my confrontation with him began to fully dawn on me, and with it, a gnawing fear of the potential repercussions.

As I made my way to the locker room, lost in my own turbulent thoughts, I passed by Mr. Brunson. Our eyes met, and in his gaze, I saw a glare that sent shivers down my spine. Without a word, he turned and entered the manager's office. My heart sank. The silent message was clear: I had crossed a line, and now I was about to face the consequences.

The walk home felt longer than usual. The city sounds around me –the distant honking of cars, the muffled conversations of pedestrians–all seemed muted, as if I was walking through a tunnel, disconnected from the world.
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My footsteps echoed on the pavement, a rhythmic reminder of the uncertainty that lay ahead.

Once home, the unease followed me like a shadow. In my room, the walls felt closer, the space more confining. I tossed and turned in bed, the sheets tangling around me. The digital clock on my nightstand glowed a harsh red, the numbers changing slowly, each minute a stretch of endless possibilities.

What if I was fired?

How would I pay rent?

How would I face Kyle?

The questions circled in my head, relentless birds of prey. I felt a cold sweat break out on my forehead, the sheets clinging to my skin. The silence of the room was oppressive, broken only by my uneven breaths and the occasional distant siren from the streets below.

"Great, Luke, just great," I muttered to myself, a monologue of self-reproach.

"Stand up for what's right and end up jobless. Brilliant move."

But even as I berated myself, a small part of me knew I couldn't have stayed silent. I rolled over, trying to find comfort in the darkness, but it was elusive, slipping through my fingers like sand.

Sleep, when it finally came, was fitful and shallow. My dreams were a jumbled mess of anxiety and dread, a reflection of the turmoil that churned within. As the night stretched on, the battle between my conscience and my fears raged on, leaving me exhausted yet restless, caught in the grip of an uncertain future.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

STEPPING OFF THE BUS THAT MORNING, my mind was a whirlwind of apprehension about the impending fallout from yesterday's confrontation with Mr. Brunson. So preoccupied was I that I had forgotten to check the weather. Rain, unannounced and relentless, drenched me as I hurried towards Le Golden Peaks. Each drop felt like a cold, wet reminder of my careless oversight, soaking through my clothes, chilling me to the bone.
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As I stood on the doorstep of the nursing home, rainwater dripped from my hair, forming little puddles around my shoes. I hesitated for a moment, gathering my thoughts before stepping inside. The familiar warmth of the building enveloped me, a stark contrast to the dreary world outside.

I walked through the hallway, my wet footsteps leaving transient marks on the polished floor. The sound of my squelching shoes echoed in the quiet corridor, an awkward symphony to my nervous heart. I logged my attendance, my fingers damp and trembling slightly.

No sooner had I finished than Mrs. Meyer, the manager of the nursing home, called me to her office. My stomach knotted with dread. Each step towards her office was heavy, like walking through thick mud.

The scenarios played out in my head, each more disastrous than the last.

Would I be reprimanded, suspended, or worse, fired?

Mrs. Meyer's office was a sanctuary of order and calm. She sat behind her desk, her expression unreadable. The room smelled faintly of her floral perfume, a scent that under different circumstances might have been comforting.

“Luke, please have a seat,” she said, gesturing to the chair across from her.

I sat down, my clothes still damp, clinging uncomfortably to my skin. The silence in the room was palpable, a thick veil that seemed to suffocate my thoughts.

"I need to tell you something," she began, her tone neutral.

My heart raced, pounding against my ribcage. I braced myself, a montage of worst-case scenarios flashing through my mind. Losing this job would mean losing everything–my apartment, my dignity, the respect I had worked so hard to earn.

But then, her next words cut through my fears like a blade through silk.

“Mr. Brunson has made a request. He wants you to be his private caregiver.”

I blinked, certain I had misheard.

"What the fuck? I mean…" The words slipped out before I could censor them, my voice a mix of disbelief and confusion.
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Mrs. Meyer, seemingly unfazed by my mini outburst, continued, “Yes, it's unexpected, but Mr. Brunson was quite insistent. He has specific requirements for his care.”

She handed me a list, the paper crisp and official. I scanned it, my mind still struggling to catch up with this unforeseen turn of events. The list detailed a regimen that seemed more suited to a high-profile client than a typical resident of Le Golden Peaks.

"Firstly, he requires a 30-minute cardio session each morning. It’s non-negotiable," she explained. The list also included a strict dietary plan, tailored to manage his slightly high blood pressure. There were notes on medication schedules, preferred leisure activities, and even specific instructions for how he liked his living space maintained.

“He’s in good health overall, but he does have a bit of high blood pressure that we need to keep an eye on,” she added.

“He also expects a certain... discretion and professionalism.”

“Discretion?”

I nodded, still in a daze. Mr. Brunson, with his air of authority and unapproachable demeanor, wanting me, of all people, as his private caregiver? It was like being cast in a role for which I had never auditioned.

“Are you okay with this?” she asked, her eyes searching mine for any signs of reluctance.

I hesitated, the reality of the situation sinking in. This could be a significant opportunity for me, a chance to prove my capabilities beyond the usual responsibilities. But it also meant dealing with Mr. Brunson's demanding personality on a daily basis.

“Yes, I’m okay with it,” I finally said, the words more of a reflex than a confident response.

“I’ll do my best.”

Mrs. Meyer seemed pleased. “Good. Mr. Brunson will be happy when we inform him of your acceptance. You’ll start tomorrow. Make sure to familiarize yourself with his routine and preferences.”

As I left her office, the list in hand, the weight of this new responsibility settled on my shoulders. Mr. Brunson's glare from yesterday flashed in my mind, a stark contrast to the role I was about to play in his life. It was a challenge I had not anticipated, but one I was determined to meet head-on.

The rain outside had lessened to a drizzle, mirroring the tumultuous mix of apprehension and determination brewing within me. This wasn't just another task; it was a test of my patience, my skills, and my ability to adapt to the unexpected demands of life.

As I made my way back through the halls of Le Golden Peaks, the list felt heavier with each step. Cardio sessions, dietary plans, medication schedules–the details swirled in my head, a dance of duties and expectations. Mr. Brunson, a man who had commanded boardrooms and brokered deals, now my sole charge.

Preparing for the morning exercise session at Le Golden Peaks had become a routine I cherished, a time to connect with the residents and bring some energy into their day. As I set up the room, I noticed Mr. Brunson’s conspicuous absence. Part of me was relieved; his intense presence could be overwhelming. But as his new private caregiver, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of concern.

I pushed those thoughts aside and focused on the task at hand. The room filled with the familiar faces of the residents, each one a storybook of life’s experiences. I greeted them with a smile, the warm familiarity of our interactions a comforting rhythm in my daily routine.

“Alright, everyone, let’s get those muscles moving!” I announced, my voice upbeat. The sound of gentle music filled the room, a lively tune that always seemed to lift spirits.

We started with some simple stretches, and I made my rounds, offering encouragement and the occasional gentle adjustment. Mrs. Henderson needed a bit of help with her arm movements, and I gently guided her, feeling the fragile strength in her limbs.
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“Like this, Mrs. Henderson. You’re doing great,” I encouraged, my voice soft but clear.

The scent of freshly brewed coffee from the dining hall wafted into the room, mixing with the faint smell of antiseptic and the natural musk of a room full of active seniors. The residents' laughter and chatter added a layer of warmth to the atmosphere, their spirits undampened by age.

As we moved into a light aerobic routine, I couldn't help but throw in a few humorous comments, much to the delight of my audience.

“Remember, we’re aiming for fitness, not for the Olympics,” I joked, eliciting chuckles and good-natured eye rolls.

“Speak for yourself, Luke! I’m training for my gold medal,” Mr. Thompson quipped, his movements exaggeratedly vigorous.

I laughed, appreciating the light-hearted banter.

“I’ll be your personal coach, Mr. Thompson. We’ll start training for the senior Olympics next week!”

The session ended with a round of applause, the residents pleased with their efforts. As they dispersed, some thanking me, others chatting among themselves, I felt a sense of accomplishment. It was these moments, these small joys and triumphs, that made my job so fulfilling.

But as I tidied up, Mr. Brunson’s absence lingered in my mind, a silent question mark in the day's narrative.

After the morning exercise, I found my way to the garden for a quick smoke, a habit I knew I needed to kick but found comfort in. The garden was a splash of green tranquility, the air fresh with the scent of wet earth and blooming flowers, a stark contrast to the sterile interior of Le Golden Peaks.

As I lit my cigarette, a figure caught my eye. Mr. Brunson sat alone at a table, sipping his coffee. My heart skipped a beat. Approaching him felt daunting, but I needed to know why he hadn’t attended the exercise session.

Gathering my courage, I cautiously made my way over. The gravel crunched under my shoes, an undercurrent to my racing thoughts.

“Good morning, Mr. Brunson,” I greeted, trying to sound casual.

He looked up, his gaze sharp.

“Ah, Mrs. Meyer just told me that you agreed to be my caregiver,” he said, his voice even.

I nodded shyly, unsure of how to engage with him. The smoke from my cigarette twirled up into the air, a fragile wisp of gray.
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“You smell like shit,” Mr. Brunson remarked bluntly.

“You have that big talk about the importance of health, yet here you are, killing yourself with nasty cigarettes.”

His words stung, a harsh splash of reality against my already frayed nerves. Embarrassed, I quickly stubbed out the cigarette.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Brunson. I’m trying to quit,” I mumbled, my cheeks burning.

“Nah, it's fine. I’m used to that smell. My late wife smoked like a chimney,” he said, a distant look in his eyes. “You look an awful lot like her too.”

Confused and a bit taken aback, I replied, “What do you mean? I'm a guy.”

He examined me from head to toe, his gaze lingering a moment longer than comfortable.

“Yeah, about the same height too, 5 ft. 4, right?”

I felt a familiar sting of insecurity about my height.

“5 ft. 4 and a half,” I corrected him, a defensive edge in my voice.

Mr. Brunson chuckled softly, a sound that seemed to carry both amusement and a hint of nostalgia. “Yeah, right,” he said, the corners of his mouth twitching upwards in a rare, fleeting smile.

“See you tomorrow, Luke.”

As he walked away, I was left standing there, a mixture of emotions swirling within me. His comment about my height, something I'd always been sensitive about, lingered uncomfortably.

Yet, there was something in his demeanor, a softening perhaps, that I hadn’t seen before.

I looked down at the extinguished cigarette, a symbol of my own contradictions. Here I was, advocating health and vitality to the elderly, yet unable to shake my own unhealthy habit. Mr. Brunson’s words, though blunt, had struck a chord. The irony of the situation wasn’t lost on me.

As I walked back inside, the encounter with Mr. Brunson replayed in my mind. His comparing me to his late wife, his acknowledgment of my efforts–it was all unexpected, adding layers to a man I had only seen as stern and unapproachable.

Maybe there was more to Mr. Brunson than met the eye, and perhaps, in caring for him, I would learn a lot from him too.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

MY FIRST DAY AS MR. BRUNSON'S personal caregiver began with an earlier shift, a change that set the tone for a new routine. In the dim light of the early morning, I double-checked his breakfast in the facility's kitchen–oats and almonds with a side of strawberries and banana, a boring meal carefully balanced for his health needs–and his medication, ensuring everything was in order.

[image: luxury modern door]

I knocked softly on the door of his suite, a space that spoke of luxury and privacy. There was no answer. Hesitantly, I turned the handle and stepped inside. The suite was spacious, the morning light filtering through the curtains casting a soft glow over the elegant furnishings.

There, in the grandeur of his room, Mr. Brunson was still asleep, his breathing even and calm. I paused, not wanting to disturb his peace. My eyes wandered, taking in the personal touches that made the room more than just a part of the nursing home.

Family photos adorned the walls and surfaces. Curiosity drew me closer to them. Among the smiling faces, I saw his wife, the woman he said I resembled. She had a gentle, familiar look, her hair longer but her features similar to mine. After a moment of amazement, I wondered about her, how she had died, and where his children were now.

My gaze shifted to the medals and awards, and the framed newspaper clippings that celebrated his success as a skincare and makeup tycoon. I was absorbed in reading about his achievements when his voice startled me.

“Why didn’t you wake me up?” Mr. Brunson asked, his tone a mix of annoyance and curiosity.

I turned, feeling a rush of embarrassment.

“Sorry about that, Mr. Brunson. It’s just... you looked so peaceful,” I managed to say, my voice betraying my nervousness.

He took his medication, his movements practiced and precise.
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“I’m not doing your stupid Zumba exercise. Find something else for me to do.”

I nodded, scrambling for an alternative. “How about jogging?” I suggested, only to remember his condition. “Right, sorry, that’s not good for your heart. We can just walk, if that’s okay with you?”

He agreed with a curt “Fine.” I moved to assist him, but he waved me off.

“I’m not an imbecile. I can eat on my own. I’ll call you when I’m ready.”

Left alone in his suite, I felt a mix of relief and awkwardness. The room still held the remnants of his presence, the air tinged with the scent of his cologne, a rich and commanding aroma that seemed to echo his personality. The silence was heavy, filled with the unspoken dynamics of our new caregiver-patient relationship.

I retreated to the living area of the suite, giving Mr. Brunson his space while staying within reach. The opulence of the room was a stark reminder of the world he came from–a world so different from mine. The plush carpet muffled my footsteps, the soft fabric a contrast to the hard truths of our interaction.

As I waited, I pondered over the task ahead. Mr. Brunson was not just another resident; he was a complex individual with a life story that commanded as much respect as it did curiosity. Balancing his needs and personality would be a challenge, but one I was determined to meet.

The quiet of the room was a canvas for my thoughts, each one a stroke painting a picture of the days to come. In this new role, I would not only be providing care but also navigating the intricate layers of a man who had lived a life of power and influence.

Mr. Brunson’s voice eventually called me back to the present.

“I’m ready,” he announced, his tone softer than before.
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During our walk, Mr. Brunson seemed lost in his own world, his demeanor nonchalant as we strolled through the gardens of Le Golden Peaks. I attempted small talk, commenting on the pleasant weather and asking about his sleep. He responded with brief nods and hums, his gaze often drifting to the distant trees.

Gathering my courage, I finally asked the question that had been burning in my mind. “Why are you here, Mr. Brunson? You don’t seem like you need much care.”

He stopped abruptly, and I immediately feared I had crossed a line. Mr. Brunson turned to look at me, his expression unreadable for a moment. My heart raced, anticipating a sharp rebuke.

“When my wife died, I didn’t feel the need to work harder anymore,” he said, his voice softer than I had ever heard it. “She was my only inspiration. My kids, Emma and John, don’t want anything to do with the business. They both live in Europe.”

The revelation took me by surprise.

“Why did they move?” I asked, curiosity getting the better of me.

“I used to be very hard on them,” he admitted. “I wanted them to be like me. Then, I realized–why would anyone want to be a cold, mean, and angry person?”

His words were a window into a soul I hadn’t expected to find. I was momentarily speechless, then managed to say, “You don’t seem angry and mean now.”

He chuckled, a sound that seemed to carry a mixture of regret and acceptance.

“I assume you’ve seen my wife’s picture. You do look a lot like her.”

I nodded, feeling a strange connection to this man whose life was so different from mine. “Yeah, I do look like her...”

“It was all her idea–the makeup, the skincare,” he said, a hint of pride in his voice. “She was the genius behind it. I was just the shark.”

We shared a laugh, a moment of genuine connection that bridged the gap between caregiver and resident, between two very different lives.

“I think you’re very smart,” I ventured, emboldened by our conversation. “Building a company as big as Blanca Beauty isn’t easy.”

He raised an eyebrow, amused. “Someone did his Googling,” he teased.

Our walk continued in a more comfortable silence, the air filled with the scents of the garden–blooming flowers and freshly cut grass. As we made our way back to his suite, I felt a sense of accomplishment.
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“That was nice,” I said, and he nodded in agreement.

Upon returning to his suite, we noticed a package waiting at the door. Mr. Brunson eyed it with a hint of curiosity.

"Would you mind opening that for me?" he asked, a trace of anticipation in his voice.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

AS I OPENED THE PACKAGE, my hands revealed a Party City bag, the kind that usually held costumes or party supplies. Puzzled, I looked inside and found an assortment of different colored wigs. Each wig was neatly packed, their synthetic strands shining under the suite's lights.

"What are these for?" I asked, my voice laced with confusion and a hint of shock.

Mr. Brunson picked up a blonde wig and began to brush it with his fingers gently, a soft smile playing on his lips.

[image: ((cleancut hair handsome male Slavic gray hair)) (]

"When my wife was still living, she would ask me to try the makeup and skincare on myself. It was our little ritual," he explained, his voice tinged with nostalgia.

"I kind of miss those times, but it would be sadder and disrespectful to replicate the exact thing. So, why don't you wear these for me?"

My heart skipped a beat.

"What for?" I managed to say, the question coming out more as a reflex than a coherent response.

"To keep your job," he said, his tone casual yet firm.

I felt a surge of indignation, mixed with a sense of helplessness. Mr. Brunson continued, "You said taking care of someone is your job, so why can't you do this to make me happy?"

"But this is—" I started, only to be cut off.

"This is what? A wig? Right? What's so wrong about it?" he challenged.

His words hung in the air, and for a moment, I pondered. Yes, it was just a wig, but it was more about the principle, the feeling of being coerced into something so personal and strange. Yet, the need for the job, the reality of my situation, pressed heavily on my mind.

"Nobody should know," I finally said, my voice a mix of resignation and defiance.

"You kids today," he muttered, almost to himself. Then, with surprising gentleness, he placed the wig on my head and led me to the mirror.

Looking at my reflection, I hardly recognized myself. The wig transformed my appearance, lending me an almost feminine look, save for the stubborn hairs on my face.

"Wow, you really do make a pretty girl, except for that furry mess," Mr. Brunson remarked, a hint of amusement in his voice.

Standing there, looking at our reflections side by side, I felt a whirlwind of emotions. Weirded out, yes, but also strangely compliant. The job was important, too important to risk over a wig.
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So, I decided to go with the flow, at least for now. In the mirror, I saw not just myself in a wig, but a reflection of the complex, often uncomfortable realities of life and the choices we make to navigate them.

Soon after, Mr. Brunson's excitement was palpable as he rummaged through the drawers in the bathroom. Moments later, he emerged with a sense of triumph, holding a bottle labeled 'Blanca Beauty Epilator'.

“This is one of Blanca Beauty’s bestsellers,” he said, waving the bottle with a flourish. He explained that it was an epilator, designed for efficient hair removal.

“And?” I asked, a sense of dread creeping up my spine.

“Let’s remove your facial hair and body hair,” he suggested, as if it were the most natural next step.

I recoiled slightly. “What? No, that’s going too far.”

Mr. Brunson, undeterred, pressed on.

“Oh come on, it’s just grooming. Don’t you want to be clean?”

I stood there, speechless, the absurdity of the situation washing over me. Mr. Brunson, sensing my hesitation, played his next card.

“Fine, I’ll let you smoke here so you wouldn’t have to go down the garden anymore.”

The offer was tempting, a solution to my secret smoke breaks. But something within me resisted.

“No,” I said firmly.

He sighed, a mixture of frustration and disappointment in his breath. “Fine…” With that, he locked himself in the bedroom, leaving me alone with my thoughts and the epilator resting ominously on the center table.

I paced the room, a cocktail of annoyance and guilt stirring within me. The epilator seemed to mock me, its presence a reminder of the bizarre choice I faced. I stopped in front of the mirror, the wig still perched awkwardly on my head.

Staring at my reflection, I couldn't help but think, “The wig would look better without the mustache.” The thought lingered, an unwelcome guest in the hotel of my conscience.

Was I really considering this?

For a job?

For Mr. Brunson's peculiar request?
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The very idea seemed ludicrous, yet there I was, contemplating a step that moments ago seemed unthinkable.

The mirror reflected back a version of me that was caught in a strange limbo–between my own identity and the whims of a man whose life was a tapestry of complexity and eccentricity. I stood there, the epilator in my hand, the weight of my decision heavier than its physical form.

Moments later, I knocked gently on Mr. Brunson's bedroom door, my heart thumping against my chest. When he didn't respond, I ventured, "I'm still wearing the wig, you know..."

"You don't have to," came his muffled reply.

"Okay, but I need help with this epilator," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

"It says I need a face towel. Can I borrow yours?"

The door swung open, and Mr. Brunson faced me, a spark of happiness in his eyes.

"I'm going to help you with it," he declared, his mood visibly lifted.

As he prepped the epilator, he launched into a detailed explanation about the product and as to why it’s still unbeatable in the market even without his management. His enthusiasm was infectious, even if the situation was bizarre. He handed me a face towel and directed me to sit down.

“Now, this might feel a bit odd at first, but you'll get used to it,” he said, applying a soothing gel to my face.

I winced as he started the epilator, the sensation both strange and uncomfortable.

“Ouch, that's more than 'a bit odd',” I complained, trying to keep the mood light.

He chuckled. “Beauty is pain, my dear. Don’t worry, it’s the only epilator that doesn’t cause in-grown hairs and acne.”

The conversation turned into a series of bickers as he suggested we remove hair from my armpits, legs, thighs, belly, and back.

“Seriously? All of those areas?” I protested.

“It’s all or nothing. You can’t half-commit to beauty,” he said with a smirk.

Reluctantly, I took off my scrubs, feeling increasingly vulnerable. Mr. Brunson was surprisingly gentle, his hands steady as he worked. The sensation of the epilator was a mix of ticklish and slightly painful, a weird juxtaposition that had me squirming.

“Hold still. You don’t want me to miss a spot,” he said, a hint of mischief in his tone.

I couldn’t help but laugh, despite the absurdity of the situation.
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“This is definitely not how I imagined my day going when I woke up this morning.”

“Life is full of surprises,” he replied, his focus unwavering as he moved to my legs.

The smell of the gel and the slight burning sensation from the epilator filled my senses. It was a strange bonding experience, with Mr. Brunson talking animatedly about the nuances of each Blanca Beauty product he used.

At one point, when he reached my back, I flinched.

“Careful, that tickles!”

“Oh, come on, you big baby,” he teased, but his touch became more careful.

The whole process felt surreal–me, in a wig, getting a full-body hair removal from a retired billionaire. It was weirdly fun, in a way I hadn't anticipated, and scary, too, stepping so far out of my comfort zone.

Finally, it was over. I stood up, my skin feeling oddly smooth and exposed. Mr. Brunson held a mirror up for me, and I hardly recognized myself. The transformation was startling.

“See? Not so bad,” he said, a satisfied grin on his face.

I examined my reflection, the absence of facial hair accentuating the wig's effect. It was a bizarre sight–me, yet not me.

"I guess you're right," I admitted, though a part of me still wrestled with the peculiarity of it all.

Mr. Brunson clapped his hands together, pleased with his work.
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"You'll make a fine model for Blanca Beauty," he joked, his eyes twinkling with amusement.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I was back in the familiar comfort of my apartment, immersed in a video game. The screen's glow illuminated the room, the sounds of virtual battles filling the space. It was a welcome escape, a return to normalcy after the surreal experiences at work.

Kyle emerged from the bathroom, his eyes widening in surprise as he spotted the array of Blanca Beauty products lined up on the counter.

“What are these? You dating some beauty vlogger or something?” he asked, half-joking.

I chuckled, pausing my game and swiveling in my chair to face him.

“No, nothing like that. They're freebies from the facility,” I half-explained, trying to sound nonchalant.

Kyle, ever the curious one, picked up a bottle and squinted at the label.

“Watermelon Niacinamide Toner,” he read out loud, stumbling over the words. He picked up another. “Lactic BHA AHA Glow Undereye Corrector. And what’s this? Retinol Carrot Ceramide Moisturizer?” He looked at me, an eyebrow raised in amused bewilderment.

I found myself explaining the products, their uses and benefits, reciting the details Mr. Brunson had shared with me. Kyle listened, his expression a mix of amusement and curiosity.
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“How’s your sister?” he suddenly asked, shifting gears.

“We haven’t tal—,” then, I felt a jolt of panic, almost slipping up. “She’s fine,” I managed to say quickly. “She can’t wait for graduation day.” The lie felt heavy on my tongue, a bitter reminder of the tangled web I had woven. In reality, my sister had quit college and was already working as a bartender, but I had used her as an excuse for my financial troubles.

Kyle nodded, seemingly satisfied with my answer, but I could feel the weight of my deception like a stone in my stomach. I knew I was treading on thin ice, the lie about my sister a fragile bridge over the truth of my financial recklessness.

Trying to steer the conversation away from dangerous waters, I focused back on the beauty products.

“Mr. Brunson, one of the residents, he gave them to me. He's quite a character,” I said, hoping to distract Kyle with anecdotes from work.

Kyle laughed, placing the products back on the counter. “Sounds like you’re having quite the adventure at your job,” he said, shaking his head in amusement.

I smiled, grateful for the change in topic. “Yeah, you could say that.”

Returning to my game, I felt a twinge of guilt for the lie about my sister. The screen’s colors and sounds were a temporary escape, but the reality of my situation lingered in the background, an unresolved melody in the symphony of my life.

As Kyle settled back into his routine, the familiar scent of his dinner cooking in the kitchen, I found myself lost in thought. The balance between my personal struggles and the responsibilities at work was a delicate dance, one I was still learning the steps to. In the pixelated world of my video game, I found a momentary reprieve, a place where the complexities of real life were reduced to simple objectives and challenges. But outside the screen, the real game of life, with its twists, turns, and unexpected revelations, continued to play on.
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Days later and back at work, I arrived early, feeling the unfamiliar itch of stubble on my face. Placing Mr. Brunson's breakfast on the table, I immediately headed to the guest bathroom to wash my face. The sensation of the water was a relief, but as I looked in the mirror, I noticed the stubble already making a comeback.

With a sigh, I donned the wig, which was becoming an oddly comforting part of my routine. When Mr. Brunson woke up and saw me, his face lit up with a cheery smile. It was a strange yet heartwarming sight.

“Can you help me? It’s growing again and it’s itchy,” I asked, a hint of reluctance in my voice.

“Ahh… I can see that. You know what you need,” Mr. Brunson said with a knowing look.

“Huh?” I responded, puzzled.

“Good ole’ waxing. It's better; hair grows back slower,” he explained, his tone matter-of-fact.

The idea of waxing made me nervous. The thought of the pain made me flinch, but Mr. Brunson reassured me, explaining the process with a surprising amount of detail.

“But you have to eat breakfast first and take your meds,” I insisted, my caregiver instincts kicking in.

“Sure,” he agreed, with a nod.

As I helped him with his breakfast and medication, a sense of fulfillment washed over me. I realized that I loved the feeling of being cared for. It reminded me of my parents, who were taken away too soon. Being in a role where I wasn’t always the caretaker, where someone else was looking out for me, was a novel and comforting experience.

After breakfast, we proceeded with the waxing. Mr. Brunson was patient and surprisingly skilled at it. The pain was sharp but brief, and the smoothness afterward was oddly satisfying.

Sitting there, with Mr. Brunson attending to me, I felt a mix of emotions. There was fear, certainly, at the pain of waxing and the vulnerability of the situation. But there was also a profound sense of care and connection, a feeling of being nurtured that I hadn't realized I was missing.
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Moments later, I thought that the makeover was over. While I was on the balcony, indulging in a cigarette, a break from the day's peculiar events, the doorbell rang. Mr. Brunson, with a sprightliness that belied his age, answered it. His excitement was palpable as he unwrapped the package–stacks of Blanca Beauty makeup, spreading them out on the floor with an almost childlike enthusiasm.

I watched from a distance, the cigarette smoke curling into the air, a temporary veil between me and the unfolding scene.

“Come here,” Mr. Brunson called out.

I flicked the cigarette away, stepping back inside. Mr. Brunson was already deep in his explanation of the products. “You have clear skin, it’s time to wear makeup,” he declared.

“Why?” I asked, a tinge of hesitation in my voice.

“I just want to know if the new owners kept my formula,” he explained.

I was hesitant, the idea of wearing makeup feeling like a step too far.

“Don't worry, I know how to apply it,” he reassured me.

“That's not the issue,” I replied, feeling a knot of discomfort in my stomach. The idea felt 'gay' to me, and I voiced my concern.

“What's wrong with that?” Mr. Brunson challenged.

“Nothing, but I'm not gay,” I admitted.

He offered an alternative with a sly grin. “Would you rather push me on a wheelchair for four hours straight outside?”

Resigned, I replied, “Ok, fine!”

Mr. Brunson led me to the bathroom then started with the base, a bottle of liquid foundation in his hand.
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“First, we need to create a smooth canvas,” he explained, dotting the foundation across my face. His touch was feather-light, the foundation cool against my skin.

As he blended it in with a brush, the gentle strokes were oddly soothing. “This evens out the skin tone,” he said, working around my jawline and forehead.

Next came the concealer. “This is for under the eyes, to brighten them up,” he told me, dabbing it gently. I could feel the texture, slightly thicker than the foundation, but it didn’t feel heavy.

“Now, we set it with powder,” he continued, a large fluffy brush in his hand. The powder was light, a faint cloud rising with each stroke, leaving a matte finish.

Then he moved on to the eyes. “Eyeshadow first. We’ll go for a natural look,” he suggested, selecting a palette of earthy tones. The brush tickled my eyelids as he applied a light brown shade, blending it carefully.

“Close your eyes. This might feel a bit weird,” he warned as he approached with the eyelash curler. The device looked intimidating, and I tensed up.

“It’s not going to hurt,” he assured me, but I couldn’t help but flinch when he clamped it down. “See, not so bad,” he said, a chuckle in his voice.

The eyeliner was next, and that truly scared me. “Just relax and look up,” he instructed. The pencil came close to my eye, and I instinctively pulled back.

“Luke, if you keep moving, I’ll end up poking your eye,” he warned playfully, but with a note of seriousness.

Somehow, I managed to hold still, and he drew a neat line. “There, you’re doing great.”

Blush came after that, a subtle hint of color on my cheeks. “This adds life to your face,” he commented, brushing it on with light strokes.

“Almost done,” Mr. Brunson announced as he uncapped a tube of lipstick. “We’ll go with a nude shade, nothing too bold.” The lipstick felt creamy, gliding over my lips smoothly. It was an unusual sensation, but not unpleasant.

Finally, he picked up a mascara wand. “Just a bit to define your lashes,” he said. I watched him approach with wide eyes, my heart racing. The wand came closer to my lashes, and I instinctively blinked.

“Oops, try not to blink,” he said with a light laugh. “I know it’s hard, but you’ll get used to it.”

After a few tries, he managed to coat my lashes without any mishaps. I blinked a few times, adjusting to the feeling.

“There, all done. Take a look,” he said, handing me a mirror.

I gazed at my reflection, barely recognizing myself. The makeup transformed my features, enhancing and altering them subtly yet significantly. “Wow, I... I look so different,” I murmured.

“You look wonderful,” he assured me. “Makeup is a powerful thing. It can change not just how you look, but how you feel about yourself.”

I touched my face lightly, feeling the smoothness of the foundation, the slight stickiness of the lipstick. It was all so new, so unfamiliar. “I never thought I’d see myself like this,” I admitted.
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Mr. Brunson smiled. “Life is full of surprises. You never know what you'll find until you try something new. Makeup isn't just about appearance, it's about expression and feeling confident in your own skin."

His words resonated with me, stirring something deep inside. The experience was more than just putting on makeup; it was a journey into uncharted territories of my own identity and perceptions.

As we cleaned up the array of products spread out before us, I felt a newfound appreciation for the art of makeup and the transformation it could bring, both outside and in. This day, with its unexpected turns and revelations, had opened my eyes in more ways than one. It wasn't just about the makeup; it was about discovering and accepting the many facets of who I am and could be.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

FOUR DAYS LATER, the night before my salary was due, I found myself in a rare state of contentment. I was applying my skincare routine, something I had come to enjoy, the smooth serums and creams a nightly ritual of self-care. In the background, my phone played a YouTube video about being debt-free, a topic that resonated with me deeply.

As I massaged the moisturizer into my skin, enjoying the soothing scent and the cool sensation against my face, an advertisement interrupted the video. I usually skipped these, but something about this one caught my attention.

[image: mobile phone item on top of bathroom counter]

"The new crypto coin, RealMen Token," the narrator announced, his voice brimming with confidence. "Designed to provide men with discounts on gym memberships, supplements, and more. Endorsed by famous Olympians, wrestlers, and macho men in showbiz." The ad didn't guarantee anything but hinted at a potential x50 profit in the first week.

My heart raced with excitement. This could be the solution I'd been looking for. I could pay Kyle back in full, maybe even sooner than I had promised. The coin was launching tomorrow, the same day as my salary–it felt like a sign, a golden opportunity I couldn't miss.

As I lay in bed that night, my mind buzzed with possibilities. The tantalizing promise of a quick profit, the allure of fixing my financial troubles with a single, bold move.

"This is it," I whispered to myself, the words a mantra of hope.

"This will solve everything."
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I drifted off to sleep, dreams of multiplying my salary by fifty dancing in my head. The risks, the potential pitfalls, they all faded into the background, overshadowed by the glittering prospect of easy wealth. The skepticism and lessons from my past losses seemed distant, muffled by the siren song of RealMen Token.

In my dreams, I saw myself handing over a thick envelope of cash to Kyle, his face lighting up with surprise and gratitude. I imagined the relief, the weight lifting off my shoulders, the pride of overcoming my financial struggles. The dream was vivid, filled with the colors and sounds of success and redemption.

But even in my sleep, a small voice of caution whispered in the back of my mind. The memory of my previous losses with cryptocurrency, the cold reality of disappointment and betrayal by empty promises. Yet, the allure of RealMen Token was potent, a beacon of hope in the tumultuous sea of my financial woes.

I woke up the next morning with a sense of determination, the dream still fresh in my mind. The possibility of turning my salary into something more substantial, of finally getting ahead, was too tempting to ignore. The risks were there, lurking in the shadows of my excitement, but the potential rewards shone brighter, guiding my decision.

As I prepared for work, the thought of the crypto coin stayed with me, a constant hum in the background of my thoughts. The day ahead seemed filled with promise, the first step towards a future where my financial struggles were a thing of the past. I was ready to take the plunge, to invest in RealMen Token, driven by a blend of desperation and hope. It was a gamble, but one I felt compelled to take, the dream of a better, more stable life just within reach.

Checking my online banking app while preparing Mr. Brunson's oatmeal breakfast, the facility was still enveloped in early morning quietude. A sense of anticipation bubbled within me as I saw that my salary had been deposited.

Elated, I hurried to Mr. Brunson's suite with his breakfast, my steps light with a newfound buoyancy.

Once in the suite, I logged into the Telegram channel for RealMen Token. The excitement in the channel was palpable, the digital chatter a cacophony of eagerness and speculation. Everyone was racing to buy first, chasing the dream of maximum profits. I felt swept up in the fervor, my heartbeat syncing with the frenzied tempo of the group.
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In the bathroom, I began applying my makeup, a routine I had come to enjoy and perfect over the days. My winged eyeliner, once a daunting challenge, now lay sharp and precise along my eyelids, a small victory in my personal transformation. The live pre-launch video of the coin played in the background, the voices of the investors a soundtrack to my meticulous preparation.

As I donned the wig, its familiarity settling comfortably on my head, the launch countdown began. The moment had arrived. With my heart in my throat, I transferred my entire month's salary into RealMen Token. The confirmation screen flashed before my eyes, a final leap into the unknown.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped back, the weight of my decision settling in. I had done it-invested everything in a chance for a better future. The risk was immense, but so was the potential reward. As I looked at my reflection, the wig framing a face now slightly paler with anxiety, I couldn't help but wonder about the consequences of my gamble.

The quiet of Mr. Brunson's suite enveloped me, a stark contrast to the turmoil in my mind. The aroma of the oatmeal still lingered in the air, a reminder of the world outside my financial escapade.

I had crossed a threshold, driven by hope and desperation, into a future that was now more uncertain than ever.

Mr. Brunson woke up with a smile, a rare sight that immediately piqued my curiosity. "What are you smiling about?" I asked, balancing the excitement of my investment with the curiosity of his mood.

He responded with a twinkle in his eye. "Well, I went outside last night and did a little shopping." From his closet, he pulled out several shopping bags and began to spread their contents on the bed. Lingerie, coquettish dresses, corsets, shoes-a myriad of colors and fabrics unfolded before me.

Caught up in the high of my recent investment, I found myself surprisingly enthusiastic about his purchases. I reached out to touch a silky dress, but Mr. Brunson playfully swatted my hand away. "Feed me first," he said in jest.
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"Let me at least try the shoes on," I bargained, my spirits lifted by the potential of my investment.

"What has gotten into you?" he laughed, amused by my sudden eagerness.

I picked up a pair of platform heel lucites and attempted to walk in them, only to stumble awkwardly. Mr. Brunson burst into laughter. "Why are you trying the catwalk ones? You should start with the kitten heels first."

"Nah, let's do it after your breakfast," I said, still riding the wave of excitement from the crypto investment. I quickly checked the charts on Poocoin and couldn't believe my eyes. My investment had already become 10x in less than 30 minutes. I was elated, barely containing my joy.

I wanted to wait for the 50x, certain it was just around the corner. As I fed Mr. Brunson, I couldn't stop the giddy smile spreading across my face. He noticed and asked, “What’s got you so happy?” I just shook my head, not wanting to jinx it by speaking it aloud.

The aroma of the oatmeal mixed with the scent of the new clothes, creating an atmosphere of anticipation and excitement. Mr. Brunson's suite felt like a small world of its own, a place where unusual decisions and surprising turns seemed the norm.

As I spoon-fed Mr. Brunson, my mind danced with possibilities. Each time I checked my phone, the numbers seemed to climb, fueling my optimism. In that moment, surrounded by the new clothes, with Mr. Brunson's amused glances, and the taste of potential wealth on my tongue, I felt like I was on the cusp of something transformative, both financially and personally.

Later that morning, assisting Mr. Brunson on the treadmill became our new routine since I started wearing the wig. The garden walks were put on hold, an adjustment to accommodate my changing appearance.

As the treadmill hummed beneath his steady steps, Mr. Brunson glanced over at me.

"Ready for the wardrobe change?" he asked, a playful challenge in his tone.

I felt a flutter of nervous excitement. "I guess so," I replied, my voice tinged with apprehension.

[image: ((( treadmill item NO PEOPLE NO PERSON))) treadmil]

After the treadmill session, Mr. Brunson led me to his room, where the array of new clothes awaited. He started with the lingerie, a delicate piece that felt foreign in my hands.

"Here, let me help you," he offered, his demeanor patient and instructive.

“I don’t know if I’m ready…”

He sauntered to me and tucked my wig behind my ear.

“Well, I am,” he whispered—sending shivers down my spine.

As he guided me through the process of tucking and adjusting the lingerie, I was acutely aware of the soft fabric against my skin, the unfamiliar sensation of delicate lace.

"It's all about the fit," he explained, ensuring everything was comfortably in place. I didn’t know if it was the touch of his skin or the rich fabric but I was forming an erection.

“You happy to see me?” he jested.

I could feel my heart pumping a mile a minute—my face warm from the rush of blood but he was too quick with his actions.

Next came the corset, a whisper of fabric that draped over my body, light yet sturdy. "This adds a layer of elegance," Mr. Brunson commented, a hint of nostalgia in his voice.

The corset was more challenging, its structure and rigidity contrasting starkly the silk and lace panty’s fluidity. "Take a deep breath," he instructed as he tightened it. I inhaled, feeling the corset cinch around my waist, an embrace of constraint and support.

“Ouch!” I let out as he tightened the laces.

"Now, the dress," he announced, presenting a coquettish dress that seemed to dance with color and life. Slipping into it, I felt transformed, the dress hugging my newly defined silhouette. Mr. Brunson's eyes lit up as he stepped back to admire the effect.

"You look stunning," he said, a genuine warmth in his voice.

Finally, the shoes. I hesitated, remembering my earlier attempt with the platform heels. Mr. Brunson handed me a pair of kitten heels.

"Start with these," he advised.

Slipping them on, I stood up, a bit wobbly at first. Mr. Brunson held out his arm for support.

"Balance is key," he said, guiding me through a few tentative steps.

As I walked, the dress swished around my legs, the heels clicking rhythmically on the floor. The sensation was exhilarating, a blend of empowerment and vulnerability. Mr. Brunson watched, his guidance gentle yet firm, his eyes reflecting a mix of pride and amusement.

Soon, the soft, nostalgic strains of "Moon River" filled the room as Mr. Brunson turned on his jukebox, the melody weaving through the air like a gentle caress. He extended his hand to me, an invitation to dance.

“Shall we dance?”

Hesitantly, I accepted, stepping into his embrace.

As we moved to the music, I was acutely aware of the sensation of the dress swaying around me, the light pressure of his hand on my waist. Mr. Brunson led the dance with a grace that belied his age, treating me with a tenderness that was both surprising and heartwarming.

“This is weird…”

“No, it’s not, you’re quite the dancer,” he softly retaliated.

At one point, he lifted my hand and kissed it gently. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach once more. I was enveloped in a moment so surreal, so sweet, that it felt like a scene from a movie. Mr. Brunson's gaze held mine, and for a moment, I lost myself in the depth of his eyes.

“You do know I’m not a girl, right?”

He shook his head and smiled—seemingly deaf to my concerns. He continued leading me, guiding me, treating me like a real woman. I thought I wouldn’t be into it but letting go like that and just enjoying the music has been the most peaceful experience I’ve had in years.

I didn’t want it to end but the song drew to a close, and we found ourselves in a close embrace. Our faces were inches apart, the tension palpable.

“Mr. Brunson…”

My heart raced, a whirlwind of emotions swirling within me. But just as our lips were about to meet, I pulled away, a sudden fear gripping me.

“S—sorry, I have to ch—check something…”
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Desperate to distract myself from the confusing feelings, I checked my phone. The screen displayed the RealMen Token's chart, and my heart sank. The numbers were plummeting, the line on the graph a steep descent into nothingness. Panic gripped me as I scrolled through the chatroom, the angry messages confirming my worst fear - it was a rug pull, a scam.

I fell to the floor, tears welling up in my eyes. The room spun around me, the music a distant echo, as I realized my entire salary was gone. Mr. Brunson knelt beside me, concern etching his features.

"What's wrong? Please, tell me," he urged.

But I couldn't find the words. The reality of my situation crashed down on me like a wave, overwhelming and merciless. I leaned into Mr. Brunson, seeking solace in his embrace. As I cried into his shirt, the fabric soaking up my tears, it felt like my world was crumbling around me.

He held me, his presence a steady anchor in the chaos of my despair. But even his comfort couldn't shield me from the storm of regret, betrayal, and loss that raged within me. My dream of financial salvation had turned into a nightmare, and I was left to face the harsh light of reality.

Finally gathering the shards of my shattered composure, I looked up at Mr. Brunson, his eyes filled with concern. The words tumbled out in a rush, my voice a mix of shame and desperation.

"I... I invested my entire salary in a cryptocurrency, thinking it would solve all my problems. It was a scam. I've lost everything," I confessed, the weight of my addiction to crypto hanging heavily in the air.

Mr. Brunson's expression softened, his hand resting gently on my shoulder.

"Oh, dear," he sighed, his voice a blend of sympathy and understanding.

"Why didn't you tell me?"

I shook my head, tears streaming down my face. "I thought I could handle it. I thought I could make things right, fix my financial mess. But I just made it worse."

He listened intently as I poured out my heart, telling him about the allure of crypto, the rush of the gamble, and how it had slowly consumed me, turning into an addiction that I couldn't control. With each word, a burden lifted, yet the pain of my loss remained, a dull ache in my chest.

Mr. Brunson's hold on me tightened, a comforting embrace.

"You won't have to worry about money again. Let me take care of you," he said, his voice a soothing balm to my frayed nerves.

I was speechless, overwhelmed by his offer and the kindness it represented. The tears continued to flow, but now they were a mix of sorrow and relief. To be cared for, to be offered a lifeline in my darkest hour, was more than I had dared to hope for.

"Thank you," I whispered, the words barely audible. "I don't know how to ever repay you."
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"You don't have to repay me, Luke. Just let me be there for you," he replied, his tone firm yet gentle.

We sat there for what felt like an eternity, the jukebox now silent, the only sound my occasional sniffles and Mr. Brunson's steady breathing. In his embrace, I felt a glimmer of hope, a hint of light in the darkness of my despair. For the first time in a long while, I felt not just the weight of my problems but also the possibility of a new beginning, a chance to rebuild my life with the support of someone who cared.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

STANDING IN THE BATHROOM of Mr. Brunson's suite, I carefully tried to change my earrings, a task made slightly challenging since they were only pierced a week ago. The mirror reflected back a face that had become increasingly familiar over the past year–Lyka's face, my true self that I had embraced.

As I fiddled with the earrings, a soft knock on the door interrupted my focus. “Lyka?” Mr. Brunson's voice, ever gentle, called from the other side.

“Come in,” I said, turning towards the door.

Mr. Brunson entered, holding a necklace with diamonds that sparkled like tiny stars. He came up behind me and draped it over my décolletage, his fingers brushing softly against my skin. The cool touch of the diamonds contrasted warmly with his touch.
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“How are the injectables working out?” he asked, referring to my hormone therapy. I had switched from oral hormones to injectables, and the change had been significant.

“I love it,” I responded, meeting his gaze in the mirror. “My moods are more stable, and I don’t have to worry about taking pills every day.”

My reflection showed the subtle yet profound changes the hormones had brought. My hair was longer now, cascading in gentle waves down my back. My breasts, though not large, were a testament to my journey, and my skin was smoother, thanks to the hormones and the laser hair removal I had been undergoing for three months.

“That’s good, darling,” Mr. Brunson said softly, leaning in to kiss me. His lips were warm, and the affection in the kiss sent a flutter through my heart.

“Happy anniversary, my love.”

A year. It had been a year since I cried on his floor, a broken man. Now, I stood before him as Lyka, whole and true to myself. We were still in the suite, and I was still his caregiver, but everything else had changed.

The residents of Le Golden Peaks, for the most part, had accepted my transition. Those with dementia sometimes forgot, seeing me as a new caregiver, but their confusion was met with gentle explanations.

"Are you ready?" Mr. Brunson's voice came through the bathroom door, a hint of amusement in his tone.

I shook my head playfully, catching my reflection in the mirror. "You know I'm never ready," I called back, applying a final stroke of my eye cream.

He laughed from the other side, a sound that warmed my heart. "Alright, alright, thirty minutes max," he warned, but his voice held no real urgency.

Settling into the routine I had grown to love, I began my makeup and hair preparation for our evening out. The makeup process was therapeutic, a transformation that I cherished. I started with a foundation, creating a smooth, even canvas. The soft bristles of the brush against my skin were a familiar comfort. Next came the blush, adding a subtle warmth to my cheeks.

Eyeshadow was my favorite part. I chose a palette of rich, earthy tones to complement my outfit for the night–a deep burgundy dress that clung to my form in all the right places. The colors I blended on my eyelids were like the leaves of autumn–golds, browns, and a hint of shimmering copper.

My hair, now longer and fuller thanks to the hormones, fell in soft waves around my shoulders. I ran my fingers through it, enjoying the silky feel, then set it with a light spray, ensuring it framed my face just right.

Dressing up was a joy. The dress I slipped into was elegant, its fabric smooth and luxurious against my skin. I carefully stepped into my stockings, the delicate mesh hugging my legs. The shoes were next–sleek, black heels that gave me an added height and confidence.
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Finally, I grazed the diamonds Mr. Brunson had gifted me with my fingertips—cold and hard, the opposite of how we felt for each other. They glittered brilliantly against my skin, a symbol of the new life I had embraced. A matching purse completed the ensemble, small and chic, just big enough for my essentials.

As I gave myself a final once-over in the mirror, I felt a surge of happiness. I loved this–the preparation, the dressing up. It wasn't just about looking good; it was about expressing who I had become. I felt beautiful, confident, and most importantly, I felt like me–Lyka.

"Ready to dazzle the world?" Mr. Brunson's voice came again, softer this time.

With a smile, I opened the door. "Absolutely." The evening awaited us, an Italian restaurant nearby with the promise of delicious cuisine and a night filled with laughter and love. As we stepped out together, I felt not just the thrill of the night ahead, but the joy of being truly myself, with someone who cherished me for who I was.
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Sitting close to Mr. Brunson in the back of the limo, the world outside seemed like a distant dream. We exchanged sweet nothings, our voices low and intimate in the enclosed space. His hand found mine, a reassuring warmth against my nervous anticipation.

Tonight marked a significant step–our first public outing at a sophisticated venue. Up until now, our relationship had flourished within the private sanctuary of his suite. But tonight, I felt a newfound confidence, a sense of being truly passable.

As the limo pulled up to the restaurant, my heart fluttered with a mix of excitement and anxiety. The driver opened the door, and we stepped out. The cool evening air brushed against my skin, the gentle clatter of the city providing a soft backdrop.

“You look stunning, Lyka,” Mr. Brunson whispered as we entered the restaurant, his arm protectively around my waist.

I smiled, feeling a blush rise to my cheeks. “Thank you. I’m just a little nervous.”

“There’s nothing to be nervous about. You are the most beautiful woman in this room,” he assured me, his voice steady and sincere.

The restaurant was elegant, the lighting soft and inviting, casting a warm glow over the tastefully decorated interior. The murmur of conversations filled the air, along with the subtle clinking of cutlery and glasses. The aroma of Italian cuisine–garlic, basil, and olive oil–wafted toward us, enticing and comforting.

As we were led to our table, I felt eyes on us, but Mr. Brunson's presence gave me strength. We sat down, and he held my hand across the table, his touch grounding me.

“The first time out can be daunting, but you’re doing wonderfully,” he said, his eyes twinkling with admiration.

I let out a breath I didn't realize I'd been holding. “With you by my side, I feel like I can do anything,” I admitted, the nervousness slowly giving way to a blossoming joy.
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We talked and laughed through the meal, each course a delightful exploration of flavors. He was attentive, his every gesture and word affirming and loving. As we shared a tiramisu, his fork gently feeding me a bite, I felt a profound sense of belonging and acceptance.

“Lyka, being with you, seeing you happy, it’s all I could ever ask for,” he said, his voice laced with emotion.

I reached across the table, my hand caressing his. “I never knew life could be like this. You’ve shown me a world of love and acceptance I didn’t think possible.”

The night was magical, a beautiful dance of new experiences and shared moments. For the first time, I felt not just the joy of being myself but the joy of being myself with someone who truly loved me for who I was.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS LATER, Mr. Brunson and I were lounging by the pool at Le Golden Peaks, enjoying a rare moment of leisure under the sun. Lying side by side on pool chairs, the kind with plush cushions that made you feel like you were floating on a cloud, we had slices of cucumber covering our eyes, a classic spa-day accessory.

The warmth of the sun was comforting, its rays gently kissing our skin. The sound of water lapping at the pool’s edge and distant laughter created a serene backdrop. I sighed contentedly but felt a twinge of longing in my heart.

“I miss my sister,” I murmured, breaking the comfortable silence.

“Don’t you miss your kids?”
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Mr. Brunson’s response was tinged with sadness.

“I miss them all the time. But all they want now is my money. They want me dead so they can finally be happy.”

“Don’t say that,” I protested softly, the pain in his voice piercing through the tranquility.

“It’s true,” he continued, bitterness seeping into his tone. “They never visit or even call. They keep holding onto how I didn't have time for them when they were growing up.”

I pondered for a moment before speaking.

“Maybe it’s not like that. Maybe they’re just afraid of you.”

“Nonsense,” he snapped, clearly infuriated by the suggestion.

“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have…” I began, but he cut me off.

“I’m their father. What’s there to fear?!”

Trying to lighten the mood, I joked, “I’m your girlfriend, and I’m scared to talk to you now.”

To my relief, he chuckled and reached over to hug me. “You’re something else, Lyka,” he said, his mood softening.

Encouraged by his response, I ventured further. “I hope you consider it. Maybe I can talk to them. I’m your caregiver, after all. Do they even know that you checked yourself in here?”

He sighed, the sound heavy with unspoken thoughts. “No, they don’t.”

“Can we talk about this another time?” he asked after a pause, the subject clearly weighing on him.

I nodded, understanding his need to shift away from such a heavy topic. We leaned in for a kiss, the taste of sunscreen mingling with the sweetness of the moment. As our lips met, I hoped that one day, he would find reconciliation with his children, just as I had found peace in my own journey. For now, though, we had this moment–a shared slice of happiness under the sun.

A week later, I was in Mr. Brunson's suite, absorbed in a YouTube tutorial on feminine makeup techniques. The art of contouring and highlighting fascinated me, each subtle technique a step closer to expressing the woman I felt inside.

Mr. Brunson walked in, his cheeks flushed with an unusual rosiness. Concerned, I turned towards him.
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“What’s wrong? You look so red,” I said, reaching for the blood pressure monitor.

“Shh, come here,” he said, a gentle urgency in his voice. Instead of the BP monitor, he handed me his tablet. On the screen were emails from both of his children, agreeing to visit him. My heart swelled with happiness.

“Oh my goodness, this is wonderful!” I exclaimed, the makeup brush forgotten in my hand.

We hugged tightly, the joy of the moment enveloping us.

“I’m nervous. Do you think they’ll be happy to see me?” he asked, vulnerability lacing his words.

“Of course, love,” I reassured him, feeling his tension.

“They’re your children. They love you.”

In a spontaneous expression of our happiness, we kissed, the intensity of our emotions pouring into the embrace. We tumbled onto the bed, our laughter mingling with soft kisses. The moment was filled with a deep, romantic connection, the kind that spoke of shared struggles and triumphs.

“I love you so much, Mr. Brunson…”

“Oh, Lyka, you make me the happiest man in the world.”

As we lay together, there was a profound sense of acceptance and love. Mr. Brunson’s hands traced my body with a reverence and tenderness that spoke volumes.

My breasts weren’t big but his hands made me feel like they’re adequate enough. My hips weren’t enough to cushion him but he never failed to caress them and let me know that I was sexy. My penis… something that he wasn’t used to handling—became the most favorite part of my body that he’d touch—causing me to forget that I had it.
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“I love your clitty,” he whispered.

Grazing his hard member—he raced quicker than I did—spreading my legs as he pinned my hands on the mattress while awaiting his sweet and warm mouth.

“Ahh… Mr. Brunson…”

I felt cherished and desired, exactly as I was. Our love-making was a celebration of our journey together, a dance of intimacy that honored every part of me.

A week later, the anticipation at Le Golden Peaks was palpable. We were just thirty minutes away from the arrival of Mr. Brunson’s children, John and Emma. The air was thick with a mix of excitement and nervous energy. Mr. Brunson and I had become something of a power couple within the facility; his openness about our story had won us the support and affection of the other senior citizens.

As the time drew closer, Mr. Brunson’s usual confidence seemed to waver. He paced the room, his hands fidgeting.

“Do you think they’ll like me?” he asked for the umpteenth time.

“They’re going to love you,” I reassured him, though a knot of my own anxiety tightened in my stomach. The thought of meeting his children, of being accepted by them, was daunting.
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Finally, John and Emma arrived. They were both in their mid-30s, carrying themselves with a composure that spoke of their upbringing. Emma, with her warm smile and kind eyes, stepped forward first.

“Is this Lyka?” she asked, her voice laced with a friendly curiosity.

“Yes, I am,” I replied, my voice a little more than a whisper.

To my surprise and relief, Emma wrapped her arms around me in a welcoming hug. The gesture was so full of acceptance and warmth that it melted away some of my apprehension. I felt a sense of belonging, a hope that perhaps things would go well.

John, a bit more reserved, offered a polite handshake, but his smile was genuine.

“Nice to meet you, Lyka. Dad has told us a lot about you.”

Mr. Brunson watched the exchange, a look of pride and relief on his face. To his shock, they both gave him a warm and long hug—the four of us in tears at the much-awaited reunion. The room was filled with soft murmurs of conversation and the occasional laughter, the other residents watching with interest.

As we all sat down in the garden to chat, the tension began to ebb away. The conversation flowed more easily than I had anticipated. Emma and John were keen to catch up on their father’s life, and their questions were kind and thoughtful.

[image: ((cleancut hair handsome male Slavic gray hair)) (]

Mr. Brunson, who had been quiet at first, began to open up, sharing stories and memories. I could see the years of distance slowly shrinking as they talked, a bridge being built over the gap of time and misunderstandings.

Sitting there with them, I realized that this was more than just a meeting; it was a new beginning for Mr. Brunson and his children, and for me as a part of his life. The acceptance from John and Emma meant the world to me, a validation of our relationship and the journey Mr. Brunson and I had embarked on together.

As the visit continued, I felt a deep sense of gratitude. Not only had I found love and acceptance in Mr. Brunson, but now, in his children as well. The day marked a significant milestone in our lives, a moment of unity and newfound family bonds.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, we found ourselves at a golf course, a first for me. The sun was bright, casting a warm glow over the green expanse. Mr. Brunson wore a classic golfer's outfit, a polo shirt with neatly pressed khakis, while I had chosen a light, breezy dress that fluttered gently in the soft breeze. Emma was in a sporty, chic ensemble, and John opted for casual comfort in a t-shirt and shorts.
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As Mr. Brunson reached for his second bottle of beer, I couldn't help but interject, "Oh, Mr. Brunson, you can't have more than one..."

John chuckled, a relaxed grin on his face. "Let him be, Lyka. We don't see each other often."

I bit my lip, not entirely comfortable with the idea, but Emma gestured for me to sit beside her. "Come here," she said, her tone friendly.

"So, about this transgender thingy, can you tell me more about it?"

Her directness took me by surprise, but I appreciated her interest. "Well, it's been a journey," I began, choosing my words carefully. "For me, being transgender means that the gender I was assigned at birth doesn't align with who I truly am."

As I explained my experience, Emma listened intently, nodding in understanding. The conversation shifted, and she shared how losing her mother had been hard on her. I opened up about losing my parents when I was a teenager, finding common ground in our experiences of loss and grief.

The more we talked, the more I realized that my initial apprehension about Emma had been unfounded. She was genuinely interested in understanding my journey, and our shared experiences brought us closer.

That night, after a long day at the golf course, I found myself in Mr. Brunson's suite, indulging in my beauty regimen. The exhaustion from the day made me decide to stay over, something I rarely did since I still wanted to help Kyle with the rent. The routine of cleansing, toning, and moisturizing felt soothing, the familiar scents and textures a comforting end to the day.

Afterward, I slipped into bed beside Mr. Brunson, who was engrossed in reading something on his phone.
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"You should be resting, love," I said softly, concern lacing my voice.

He looked up, a thoughtful expression on his face. "John shared his plans of building a hotel in Paris with me. I’m thinking of funding it," he revealed.

"That sounds like a great idea," I responded, genuinely interested.

"But he's asking for five hundred million, almost half of what I have. And Emma wants me to invest the same amount in her husband’s toy factory business," he added, his tone tinged with uncertainty.

I pondered for a moment before speaking. "Well, eventually your money will go to them, so why not do it now?"

He sighed, rubbing his temples. "What about you?"

I laughed lightly, trying to ease his concern. "Stop, we’re not married, and besides, I’m young. I can make my own money."

He nodded slowly, still deep in thought. "I’ll think about it. They’re asking for too much," he concluded.

I turned off the bedside lamp, the room now bathed in the soft, ambient glow from the moonlight streaming through the window.

"Good night, love," I whispered, nestling closer to him.

As I lay there, listening to his steady breathing, I felt a profound sense of peace and contentment. Despite the complexities of our lives and the decisions looming over us, these quiet moments were a reminder of the simple joys we shared. The thought of what the future held lingered in the back of my mind, but for now, I was content in the present, in the warmth and comfort of being beside someone who cared for me deeply.
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In the quiet of the early morning, I slipped out of bed and made my way to the facility's kitchen. The corridors were still, the only sound being the soft echo of my footsteps. The tranquility of the early hour was a peaceful contrast to the bustling days at Le Golden Peaks.

As I brewed a pot of coffee, the faint murmur of voices caught my attention. Curiosity piqued, I moved closer to the source, staying out of sight. It was John and Emma, their tones hushed but intense.

"I can't believe how easily Dad's falling for this," John's voice carried a note of disbelief.

"He's just handing over his fortune."

Emma's laugh was sharp and cold. "About damn time. After years of abandoning us. But this... it’s like taking candy from a baby, his guilt must be eating him."

I felt a knot form in my stomach, their words stinging like a slap.

"And that tranny," Emma continued, her voice dripping with disdain. "She thinks she can just waltz in and take Dad's money. As if we'd let that happen."

John snorted. "Yeah, as if. Dad might be dumb to fall for a dude, but we're not. We'll get the money and make sure she gets nothing."

My heart raced, their words cutting deeper with each syllable. I pressed my hand against the wall for support, feeling betrayed and hurt. All this time, I had thought we were building a connection, a family. But their words revealed the harsh truth–they saw me as nothing more than an obstacle to their inheritance.

As they continued to plot and laugh in the kitchen’s back hallway, oblivious to my presence, a sense of isolation washed over me. The kitchen, once a place of warmth and comfort, now felt cold and unwelcoming. Their accusations and plans echoed in my ears, a cruel reminder of the greed and prejudice that still existed, even in those who I had hoped to call family.

With a heavy heart, I turned and quietly made my way back to Mr. Brunson's suite. The betrayal of John and Emma's words weighed on me, a burden I wasn't sure how to bear.

How could I face Mr. Brunson with the knowledge of his children's true intentions?

How could I protect him, and myself, from the hurt that was sure to come?

The morning light no longer seemed warm and inviting; instead, it cast long shadows across my heart, filled with the pain of deceit and the fear of what was to come.

After preparing breakfast, I carried it upstairs with a heaviness in my heart that belied the lightness of the tray in my hands. In Mr. Brunson's suite, I set down the tray and began to take the rollers out of my hair, unraveling the curls one by one. The soft bristles of the brush glided through my hair, a comforting sensation that momentarily distracted me from the turmoil inside.

Slipping into my caregiver uniform, now a women's outfit tailored to my new form–a crisp blouse paired with a pencil skirt–I stood before the mirror. The reflection staring back at me was a stark contrast to the tumult of emotions I was experiencing. I looked put-together, professional, but inside, I was a mess of doubt and hurt.

"Should I tell him?" I wondered silently. The thought of Mr. Brunson learning about his children's true intentions made my stomach churn. But then, what would revealing their conversation accomplish?

It would only bring pain and potentially ruin the family. And despite everything, they were still his children, his blood. They deserved the money, didn't they?

With a sigh, I brushed off the thoughts, deciding to keep the conversation to myself. But the decision did little to alleviate the discomfort that gnawed at me. I had to plaster a fake smile on my face, a mask to hide the turmoil within.

As I walked out of the room to greet Mr. Brunson, the aroma of the breakfast–freshly brewed coffee and warm wheat toast–filled the air. Yet, the scents couldn’t mask the bitterness that lingered on my tongue. Every step felt heavier, each smile more strained.

"How are you this morning, Lyka?" Mr. Brunson asked, his voice filled with genuine affection.

"I'm good, love," I lied, the words tasting like ash in my mouth. I had to protect him, even if it meant burying my own feelings. The weight of my secret, of the duplicity I had witnessed, pressed down on me, a constant reminder of the fragile balance I had to maintain. At that moment, I was not just a caregiver; I was a guardian of a painful truth, one that threatened to shatter the semblance of peace we had built.

Excusing myself from Mr. Brunson's suite, I mentioned needing a smoke and some fresh air. "You can smoke here," he offered, but I insisted, "I miss the garden. Enjoy your breakfast, honey."

Descending the stairs, I stepped outside, the cool morning air brushing against my skin. Lighting a cigarette, my thoughts swirled in a turbulent dance. The smoke drifted up, mingling with the faint scent of dew on the grass.

Suddenly, Emma’s voice cut through my reverie.

"Good morning, Lyka," she said, her tone too casual.
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I forced a smile, pretending ignorance. "Good morning, Emma."

She didn't beat around the bush.

"Okay, you can stop pretending that you didn't hear us."

Feigning confusion, I asked, "What are you talking about?"

"About Dad. That we only visited so we could take his money. I saw you in the hallway," she said bluntly.

She strode and scoffed, lighting up a cigarette of her own. The Emma I first met was long gone when she took a drag of her cigarette—blowing a cloud of smoke on my face.

"You can't blame me, you're not... normal. I don’t like you, never have, and never will!"

Her words stung, but I refused to show it. Anger and pride swelled within me. "I don't know what normal is to you, but I am a woman. A woman your father helped me discover and accept. And for your information, I don't care about your father's money. Both of you can have it and do whatever you want with it."

"I don’t know what you’ve been medicating my father with but too bad for you, your plan’s not gonna work. Dad’s going to the bank with us today. He’s transferring the money, so you better keep your gold-digging mouth shut."

A calm resolve settled over me.

"Good for you. Just so you also know, you don’t have to worry about your father. I’m good at my job. I’ve been an excellent caregiver for years. I can take care of him."

She swung her hand to slap my face but I was quick to swat her wrist.

“Let’s just hope your children don’t do the same to you in the future. Now, if you’ll excuse me!”

With that, I flipped my hair, a gesture of defiance and self-assurance, and walked away. The sound of my heels against the pavement was a steady drumbeat, a symbol of my determination and strength.

As I walked back inside, the fresh air had cleared my mind, solidifying my resolve. I was here for Mr. Brunson, not for the money or the approval of his children. My role as his caregiver, as someone who genuinely cared for him, transcended the greed and ugliness I had witnessed. At that moment, I knew that no matter what happened, I would stand by my man, supporting and caring for him with all the strength and love I had.

Returning to the suite, I found Mr. Brunson waiting for me, a hint of curiosity in his eyes. "Had a good smoke?" he asked.

I nodded, masking the turmoil inside me with a practiced ease.

"Yes, thank you."

"By the way, we're going somewhere, so you might want to take a shower first," he informed me, his tone casual.

Pretending ignorance, I asked, "Oh? Where are we going?"

"The bank," he replied nonchalantly.

A fake smile crept onto my face, but inside, a storm of worry raged. I excused myself to the bathroom, my heart heavy with apprehension.

In the shower, the hot water cascaded over me, a soothing contrast to the cold dread that had settled in my stomach. The steam filled the room, fogging up the mirror, blurring the reflection that seemed to question my next move.

"Should I tell him?" I pondered, the water streaming down my face mingling with the tears that had begun to form.

"What if telling him only brings more pain? What if it drives a wedge between him and his children?"

The scent of my shampoo filled the air, a familiar fragrance that usually brought comfort. But today, it was overpowered by the heavy weight of the decision I faced. I lathered, rinsed, and repeated, each motion mechanical, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts.

The dilemma of whether to protect Mr. Brunson from the truth or shield him from potential heartache tore at me. The sound of the water seemed to echo my internal turmoil, a relentless reminder that time was ticking, and a decision had to be made.

Finally, I turned off the shower, the last droplets of water echoing in the now silent bathroom. I stepped out, wrapping myself in a towel, my skin flushed from the heat. The mirror was still fogged up, a metaphor for the unclear path that lay ahead.

As I dried off, I knew that no matter what I chose, the consequences would be significant. The love and care I had for Mr. Brunson warred with the fear of disrupting his family dynamics. It was a burden I carried alone, the weight of it threatening to overwhelm me.
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Later that morning, in the VIP room of the bank, I found myself seated uncomfortably between Emma and John. Across from us, Mr. Brunson was engaged in a discussion with the bank manager, his back to us. The room was plush, a stark contrast to the tension that filled the air.

I nervously touched the diamond necklace Mr. Brunson had given me, its cool, hard surface a stark reminder of the situation's gravity. I could feel Emma and John's glares boring into me, their disdain palpable. Despite this, I maintained my composure, drawing on an inner strength I didn't know I had.

As I sat there, the decision weighing on me, I realized that telling him about his children's conversation would only cause pain and fracture an already delicate family dynamic. The thought of being responsible for such heartache was unbearable.

In my mind, I replayed the memories of my own family, the deep longing for my parents, and the yearning to reconnect with my sister. I would have given anything to bring them back, to experience family again. This realization solidified my decision. I couldn't be the one to tear apart what family Mr. Brunson had left, despite their flaws.

The scent of polished wood and the faint hum of the air conditioning filled the room, a backdrop to the murmur of voices and the soft clinking of Mr. Brunson's pen against the desk. Every sense was heightened, every detail of the room etched into my memory.

I forced a small smile, focusing on the pattern of the carpet, the plushness of the chairs, anything to distract from the turmoil within. It was a moment of sacrifice, a silent vow to protect the man who had shown me nothing but love and acceptance.

As the meeting drew to a close, and papers were signed, a sense of finality washed over me. I had made my choice, for better or worse. I stood up, my movements graceful yet heavy with unspoken secrets. No matter the outcome, I was resolved to stand by Mr. Brunson, to be the support he needed, just as he had been for me. In that decision, I found a quiet, bittersweet peace.

Soon, a sense of expectancy filled the air as the bank manager called John and Emma forward.

“Thanks, Dad,” John said before offering his father a warm embrace.

However, their expressions shifted from confident to shock when they were informed they would each receive only two-hundred and fifty million. I, too, was taken aback by the revelation.

Before anyone could react further, Mr. Brunson stood up, a stern look on his face. "I heard everything," he announced, his voice firm.

"Between Emma and Lyka in the garden. If you had only looked up, you would've seen me on the balcony."

He then turned to me, his expression softening. "Thank you, Lyka. You've proven just how much you love me, and for that, I am eternally grateful."

He explained that he was giving them only half of their inheritance now as a reflection of his regret for not being there during their upbringing. "My absence made you greedy, and for that, I am sorry," he said.
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"The remaining two-hundred and fifty million each will be given after I pass away."

Then, in a move that left everyone stunned, Mr. Brunson knelt down and pulled out a ring. "I was supposed to do this after they left but here we are. Lyka, will you marry me?" he asked, his voice laden with emotion.

"The rest of my money will be used for us to start a new life together."

A whirlwind of emotions engulfed me–surprise, joy, disbelief. Tears welled up in my eyes as I nodded vigorously.

"Yes, I will marry you," I managed to say, my voice trembling with happiness.

Emma and John, still in shock, slowly approached to offer their apologies. Mr. Brunson was hesitant at first, but I opened my arms and embraced them. It was a moment of reconciliation, of new beginnings.

As we left the bank, my hand in Mr. Brunson's, I felt a sense of completion. The challenges, the doubts, the fears–they all seemed to melt away. We were embarking on a new journey together, one filled with love and the promise of a beautiful future. And in that moment, I knew that no matter what lay ahead, we would face it together, as partners, as equals, as a family.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

FIVE YEARS LATER, the story of a world-renowned billionaire marrying a transgender woman had captured the public’s imagination, and our journey since had only added to the fascination.
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The new factory before us was more than just a bigger building; it was a symbol of progress and hope. We had become the largest manufacturer of estrogen and anti-androgen medications, renowned for their safety and affordability. Our products had become a lifeline for trans women, transforming lives and bringing them closer to their true selves.

As I looked around the factory, the hum of machinery and the busy chatter of workers filled the air. The scent of new paint and machinery blended with the faint aroma of freshly brewed coffee from the small cafeteria we had installed for the employees.

“Can you believe it, my love?” Mr. Brunson said, his voice filled with pride and wonder.

“We’ve done more than I ever imagined.”
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I smiled, squeezing his hand. “Five years ago, I was just your caregiver and now… ugh, I’m just so proud of us, of this.”

He beamed, looking around the factory. “You’re still my caregiver, right?” he jested. “And in just five years, we’ve not only created a safe haven for trans individuals but also expanded into beauty supplements. We’ve truly made a difference,” he continued.

Holding my hand—he gave me a peck. I nodded, my heart swelling with pride. “We’ve created a legacy, something that will help people for generations to come. And to think, it all started with us.”

He wrapped an arm around my shoulders. “It started with love, Lyka. Love and a shared dream to make the world a better place.”

The workers and guests milled around us, but in that moment, it felt like we were in our own little world. Our journey together had been extraordinary.

“Here’s to many more years of changing lives,” I said, raising an imaginary glass.
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Mr. Brunson chuckled. “To changing lives and living our truth. I couldn’t have asked for a better partner in this. I love you, Lyka.”

“Oh, Mr. Brunson, I love you more…”

As we walked through the factory, greeting employees and guests, I felt a deep sense of fulfillment. Together, we had built something incredible, not just a successful business, but a beacon of hope and a source of help for many.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Tender Loving Care? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Chronicles.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Becoming My Mother

The passing of my mother left a hole in the hearts of me and my stepdad. He was trying to be strong but I couldn’t stand the sight of him, secretly crying in his bedroom while hugging her clothes. It all started with ensuring that his meals were warm, his clothes were laundered and pressed, and the house remained spotless.

But then, as I was cleaning the master bedroom, I couldn’t help but try my late mother’s clothes—from her stockings, intimates, skirts, blouses, and down to her dresses. Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.

Story 2 – Female ID

I didn’t mean to pull the trigger but I was already in too deep. Bumping into him in the most harrowing experience I’d gone through was a brush with lady luck.

However, it was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.

Story 3 – In The Navy

Finally, I was out of my toxic home and found my place on the ship. But being a sailor wasn’t easy. The training was tough and I had to navigate through uncharted waters.

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

Story 4 – Cheerleader By Chance

My sister must’ve lost her mind when she introduced me to the squad. Yes, I was desperate for a scholarship but not to the point that I’d have to wear a skirt and parade with pom poms.

However, when I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!

Story 5 – The Secretary

It all started with the Mayor’s weird foot fetish. However, it didn’t end there. Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes.

He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.

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 Feminization Chronicles

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“I was an inch close to ending it all until he showed me that there was more to life… the beautiful life that I didn’t know I deserved.”

Read The Beauty Queen


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!

	[image: A person in glasses and a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a black garment and earrings sitting in a green chair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a pink corset lying on a bed  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person with purple hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in lingerie posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person with flowers in her hair  Description automatically generated]


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


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2

[image: A person in glasses and garment  Description automatically generated]

“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message

[image: A person taking a selfie  Description automatically generated]

Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and Tender Loving Care – A Reluctant Feminization Romance.

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 it on Kindle.

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 | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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