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Introduction

“You said they were collagen supplements! Why am I growing a pair of…”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

When I first walked into Eros Studio, I was just Shane Willow—a broke SFX artist who knew how to fake wounds, not feelings. Then Derek Smith happened. He was all control and charisma, a man trying to outpaint his past.

What started as a simple modeling gig became a slow surrender. His camera didn’t just capture me—it rewrote me. They called her Chantal Willow, the woman in his lens. At first, she was a role. Then she was the only person I could see in the mirror.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, hormonal feminization, friends-to-lovers, coming-of-age, and first-time feminization tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Day I Became a Woman.


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 CALL came just after lunch, when I was cleaning fake blood off my brushes. A producer from Eros Studio said they needed an SFX artist for a quick one-day beauty campaign. Easy money, I thought. I packed my kit and caught the bus downtown, the same one I used to take to community college before I got my certificate.

I always liked the smell of alcohol wipes and latex—clean, sharp, predictable. Romantic films? Never cared for it. I preferred skin putty and silicone veins in horror specials to people’s drama.

Eros Studio looked like a fashion museum—white walls, gold accents, mirrors as tall as doors. A man in a charcoal suit waited by the vanity lights. He had movie-star posture and the kind of eyes that calculated before they blinked.

“You’re Shane Willow?” he asked.

“That’s me. You’re the client?”

“Derek Smith,” he said, offering a handshake that felt practiced.

“Our model’s stuck in traffic—or ran away, who knows. You do SFX?”

“Mostly horror. Burns, wounds, transformation stuff.”

His smile twitched. “Good. I like people who understand illusion. Maybe you can help me salvage the day.”

He explained the concept—portraits that show reinvention, masculine to feminine energy in one face. I half-listened while unpacking my airbrush, pretending I belonged there. The room hummed with soft jazz and ring lights. A few assistants lingered near the doorway, whispering about the missing model.

After thirty minutes Derek checked his watch. “We can’t wait any longer. Lighting needs a subject.”

I looked around for a volunteer. Everyone avoided his gaze.

“You,” he said, pointing straight at me.

“You have the right bone structure.”

I laughed. “I’m just the effects guy.”

“Exactly. You know makeup. You won’t panic.”

“I’m not built for your campaign.”

“Just for lighting tests. You’ll keep your clothes on.”

He sounded too confident, like refusal wasn’t an option. Rent was due next week, and I hadn’t booked a film gig in months. “Fine,” I muttered. “But I’m billing overtime.”

He grinned, all white teeth and promise. “Deal. Sit.”

I sank into the chair, every bulb around the mirror flashing on. Derek adjusted the angle of the key light until my face glowed evenly. He studied me like a sculptor about to carve marble. For a second I forgot to breathe.

“You ever modeled before?” he asked.

“No. I make monsters, not beauty shots.”

“Everyone’s beautiful under the right hands,” he said, and turned away to grab a brush.

That line should’ve sounded corny, but something in his tone made the air heavier. He told the assistants to clear the room. Doors clicked shut. It was just us and the hum of lights.

“So,” I said, forcing a laugh. “What now?”

“Now,” Derek said, stepping behind me, “we see what happens when illusion becomes art.”

He lifted my chin toward the mirror.

He started with primer, smoothing it across my face with a soft brush that smelled faintly of roses and alcohol. I’d handled thousands of faces in film school—actors, extras, corpses made of silicone—but never my own like this. His movements were precise, not flirtatious, not careless. Just focus. That almost made it worse.

“Relax your jaw,” Derek said. “You’re fighting me.”

“I’m not used to being on this side of the chair.”

“You’ll get used to it.”

He switched to foundation, a warmer tone than my skin. “You contour differently for camera,” he murmured. “Shadows make stories.”

I studied his reflection. His sleeves were rolled up, veins visible, watch glinting. He moved like someone who’d lived a hundred lives and finally chose calm. “You sound like you’ve done this before,” I said.

“I’ve learned to notice details.” He didn’t elaborate, but there was an edge to his voice, the kind you get from surviving something ugly.

When he reached for the razor, I stiffened. “What’s that for?”

“Neck hair catches light,” he said. “I’ll shave only what’s needed.”

I should’ve stopped him, but curiosity pinned me in place. The cool slide of cream, the scrape of metal, his breath steady behind my ear—it all felt too intimate for a job I hadn’t agreed to.

He wiped the residue with a towel, then started contouring my cheeks. “Look down,” he said, and fit a wig cap over my head. My reflection blurred between ridiculous and unfamiliar.

“Still think I have the right bone structure?” I joked.

He ignored that, slipping the wig on—shoulder-length auburn, glossy under the lights. He adjusted it until it framed my face like it belonged there. Then came lashes, liner, and a touch of peach gloss. His hands didn’t tremble once.
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When he finally stepped back, the room went quiet. I looked at the mirror and forgot the script. The face staring back wasn’t a joke or a drag caricature. It was soft. Delicate. Someone I might’ve passed on the street and turned twice to confirm.

“Jesus,” I whispered.

Derek crossed his arms. “Not bad for lighting tests.”

“She looks—” I stopped. “I look—different.”

“That’s the point.”

He handed me a silk blouse from a rack. “Put this on.”

“I said no clothes—”

“It’s part of the palette. Trust me.”

I hesitated, then slipped into the blouse. The fabric whispered against my skin, lighter than air. He adjusted the collar and stepped aside.

“Her name’s Chantal,” he said.

“What?”

“Every face deserves a name.”

I stared at the mirror, at Chantal Willow, whoever she was.

Derek started rearranging the lights again, snapping a few test photos while I sat there, half-numb, half-hypnotized by my reflection. The camera clicks were soft but steady, like a pulse.

“Perfect,” he said quietly. “Tilt your chin. Look through the light, not at it.”

I obeyed, though my neck ached. “How long is this going to take?”

“Not long,” he said. “You’re a natural.”

That word bothered me. Natural. Like I’d just stumbled into something waiting beneath my skin. I tugged at the silk blouse, feeling the faint tremor in my hands. “So this is what you wanted your model for?”

“This is more than what I wanted,” he said. “You understand transformation. That’s rare.”

“Understanding doesn’t mean I want to be in it.”

He lowered the camera. “You need the work, right? I could use someone reliable for a few more sessions. One week, maybe two. Paid double the day rate.”

“Doing what exactly? Playing dress-up?”

“Call it method transformation.” His tone was calm, persuasive. “The campaign’s about identity. We need continuity—the same face evolving through light and texture. I want you to be the control and the experiment.”

“You mean the guinea pig.”

“If that’s what makes it easier.”

I laughed once, dryly. “You really think this face sells beauty?”

“It already does.”

He showed me a few test shots on the monitor. I didn’t recognize myself. The camera had erased every trace of Shane Willow—the tired makeup artist who patched up fake wounds for horror shorts. This person had eyes that carried stories, lips that looked like they’d never sworn in their life.

“Chantal photographs better than anyone I’ve worked with,” Derek said.

“You just made her up five minutes ago.”

“Then she was waiting to be made up.”

I stared at the image again. Rent. Groceries. The next month. All the reasons I couldn’t afford pride. “A week?”

“One week. We’ll document every stage. Nothing explicit, nothing dangerous.”

“Dangerous how?”

He smiled like he knew I’d already said yes. “You’ll see. Sometimes art changes people. Sometimes it just reminds them who they’ve been hiding.”

I should’ve walked out, but the version of me on the monitor made that impossible. I nodded slowly. “Fine. One week.”

He reached into his drawer, pulling out a contract already printed, as if he’d planned this all along. “Sign here. I’ll have my assistant wire your advance tonight.”

When I finished, he slipped the paper into a folder labeled Project Chantal.

I caught my reflection again as I packed my brushes. The makeup was starting to itch, but I didn’t wipe it off. Not yet.

“See you tomorrow, Chantal,” Derek said.

The name lingered long after I left the studio.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

DEREK TURNED the studio into a classroom. Every hour, he’d text me the word discipline. By the third day, I knew what that meant—heels, posture drills, voice practice, endless repetition under the white lights.

He said it was about body language. “Femininity is choreography,” he told me. “Every gesture has rhythm.”

I used to think I was patient. SFX work demanded it—waiting for latex to dry, layering bruises until they looked believable. But this was different. This was him staring too long when I slipped, circling me like a sculptor dissatisfied with his clay.

“Shoulders down,” he said. “Your stance is defensive.”

“I’m trying.”

“Don’t try. Let it happen.”

He pressed two fingers under my chin until I met my own reflection. I didn’t know who I was looking at anymore—Shane wearing a costume or Chantal rehearsing her lines. My body didn’t feel like either.

After an hour, my feet ached. I dropped onto the stool.

“Are we done? My back’s dying.”

Derek leaned against the vanity, arms folded. “You want this to look real, don’t you?”

“I thought you hired me for makeup, not mime lessons.”

“You said you wanted to work for studios. The camera catches truth, not intention.”

He started demonstrating, walking with that measured sway that didn’t look forced, then motioned for me to copy. I did, clumsy at first, then smoother, until he nodded.

“There,” he said quietly. “See how the mirror stops arguing with you?”

It wasn’t flattery. It was conviction, the kind that made you question your resistance. I found myself checking the mirror again, noticing details—softer expressions, the curve of the wig brushing my jaw.

When we finally stopped, he dimmed the lights and sat across from me. The silence stretched until I asked, “Why are you so invested in this?”

He smiled without warmth.

“Because I used to destroy things. Now I build them.”

I didn’t ask what he meant, but I caught the ghost of an old tattoo peeking from under his cuff—faded, like a brand someone tried to erase.

He stood, gathering brushes. “Tomorrow we’ll refine your tone and movement. You’re closer than you think.”

“To what?”

He looked straight at me. “To becoming believable.”

That night I lay in bed replaying his words, wondering why part of me wanted his approval so badly. I told myself it was just work. But when I closed my eyes, I saw that reflection again, and she didn’t blink when I did.

The next morning Derek had everything set up before I arrived—ring lights, brushes, and a neat row of small amber bottles with plain white caps. He was mixing something into a glass of juice when I dropped my bag by the vanity.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Supplement blend,” he said. “Collagen and amino boosters. Helps round out your features for camera. Skin looks smoother under soft light.”

I laughed. “You’re giving me beauty vitamins now?”

“Nothing dangerous,” he said, not quite looking at me. “Just something to help the transition read better on film. Think of it as part of the makeup kit.”

I hesitated. “You sure this is necessary?”

“Everything’s optional,” he said, handing me the glass. “But continuity matters. You want the project to look authentic, don’t you?”

Rent was due, and the money from this week already felt spent. I took a sip—sweet, citrusy, harmless enough.

He watched, satisfied. “Good. Now, posture again.”

The routine continued—heels, mirror, lighting tests. Derek moved around me with that same clinical focus, but there was something new in his voice, an urgency that hadn’t been there before.

“Turn your head,” he said. “Good. Hold that. You’re learning to inhabit softness.”

I frowned. “You talk like I’m being hypnotized.”

He smiled faintly. “Maybe you are. It’s working.”

He guided my hand to rest at my collarbone, showing me how to tilt my wrist. “Chantal wouldn’t fidget. She’d float.”

I practiced until my shoulders burned. When he finally dismissed me, the sun was setting through the high windows. I was exhausted, skin flushed from the heat of the lamps.

[image: A person holding a envelope in front of a camera  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“Drink plenty of water,” he said, gathering his notes. “It helps the supplements absorb.”

“Whatever you say, doc.”

He didn’t correct me.

On the bus ride home I caught my reflection in the window. My face looked different somehow—not in shape but in tone, as if the light caught me at a new angle. Maybe it was just fatigue. Maybe Derek’s voice was still in my head, dictating how I should hold my jaw, how I should breathe.

Back in my apartment, I lined up the cash advance he’d given me on the table, counted it twice, then stared at my hands. They smelled faintly of his rose-scented makeup remover.

“It’s just work,” I told myself. “Just lighting and posture and temporary tricks.”

Still, I caught myself whispering the name he’d given me under my breath.

Chantal.

It felt too easy on my tongue.

Two days later, the lights in the studio felt brighter, harsher. My skin itched beneath the powder, and my chest buzzed with a low heat I couldn’t shake. I blamed the long hours, the coffee, the constant posing, but something in me was shifting.

Derek noticed before I did.

“You’ve softened,” he said, stepping closer. “Look at your reflection.”

I did. My face looked almost airbrushed. The angles weren’t as sharp, and the circles under my eyes had faded. It was like my features had blurred slightly, as though the world had smudged me with its thumb.

“Lighting trick,” I muttered.

He adjusted the lens. “Maybe. Maybe not. Let’s capture it anyway.”

He began shooting in silence. The clicks echoed off the walls, steady and unhurried. I followed his cues automatically—chin tilt, eye line, half-smile. My head throbbed faintly, but I didn’t ask to stop.

“You’re doing well,” he said. “Better than last week.”

“Feels like you’re documenting a science experiment.”

“Art is science,” he replied. “Every reaction tells a story.”

He circled me, camera raised, and I caught his reflection behind mine. The way he looked at me wasn’t lust—it was curiosity sharpened into obsession.

“Do you ever sleep?” I asked.

He lowered the camera slightly. “Sleep wastes hours I could spend creating.”

“Sounds lonely.”

“Only when I think about it,” he said, then focused again. “Eyes here. Perfect.”

When we finished, he turned the monitor toward me. My pulse skipped. The girl on the screen looked alive in a way I hadn’t been for months. Her expression carried a quiet confidence I didn’t remember learning.

“She’s changing fast,” Derek said. “Even her presence.”

I leaned closer to the screen. “You talk like she’s someone else.”

He smiled. “Isn’t she?”

The question hung there, heavier than the lights.

Afterward, I sat on the makeup stool while he packed the camera. “You okay?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, though my skin still tingled, sensitive to the fabric of my shirt. “Maybe just tired.”

“Keep taking the supplements. They help with tone consistency.”

I nodded without thinking.

He paused by the doorway. “You’re evolving faster than I expected.”

When he left, I stared at my reflection one last time. The blush looked natural now. Even the lashes seemed to belong there. I pressed a finger to my cheek, half expecting the makeup to smudge, but it didn’t.

The girl in the mirror smiled faintly, and for a second, I couldn’t tell if it was me or her who started it.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

DEREK’S OFFICE felt colder than the studio. Black glass desk, a single bonsai, city lights pressed flat against the windows. He slid a new contract across the surface like a dealer laying down a final card.

“Six months,” he said. “Higher rate. Stricter terms.”

I read the highlights. Daily availability. NDA expanded. Studio wardrobe only. No using my legal name in his presence. Present as Chantal at all times while on premises or with him in public. Compliance with all appearance protocols, including supplements. Content control rested with Eros.

“You want a full-time illusion,” I said.

“I want continuity,” he corrected.

“The audience believes what we give them if we don’t flinch.”

I stared at my hands on the desk—fake red nails, glossy and perfect. They looked like they belonged to someone who never stained her fingers with spirit gum and fake blood. I flexed them and watched the light run across the curve.

“You’re quiet,” he said.

“I’m thinking whether this is art or a cage.”

“It’s both,” he said softly. “Every role is a cage you choose to step into.”

I looked up. “That’s honest.”

“I don’t do lies,” he said, then paused, a small smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “Not anymore.”

There it was—the shadow under his voice again. The past he never named. Sometimes I caught old ink under his cuffs, shapes half-removed. I’d worked on films about men like that. I preferred silicone scars to real ones.

“Why the name rule?” I asked.

“Because the camera is always rolling now. You’ll stay in rhythm if the world says Chantal and you answer without thinking.”

“What if I mess up?”

“Then we cut and try again.” He leaned back.

“But I don’t think you will.”

I flipped to the signature page. The numbers were obscene, the kind that bought time and quiet. My rent, my loans, my dream of getting on a union crew for a studio—this could bridge all of it. I tried to picture walking away and couldn’t. Then I tried to picture saying yes and felt my heartbeat pick up, not just from fear.

“You’re looking at my nails,” I said.

“I’m looking at the composure in your hands,” he said. “Chantal is already there.”

“That’s not an answer.”

He held my gaze. “You photograph like someone who’s finally listening to herself.”

I laughed under my breath. “That’s a nice line.”

“It’s not a line.”

For a second I hated how much I wanted him to be right. I’d trained my whole life to be practical: build wounds, sell illusions, stay out of love. Derek made reason feel flimsy.

“What happens if I refuse?” I asked.

“You keep the week’s pay and we shelve the project.” He paused.

“And I forget a face I’d rather not forget.”

The room went very still. I glanced down at the contract again. Red nails. Black ink. A future I didn’t recognize.

“Six months,” I said.

“Six months.”

“No ‘Shane’ in your presence,” I repeated. “Chantal only.”

“Chantal only.”

I signed. The pen scratched like a blade through cloth, fast and final. He took the pages, stacked them, and tapped the corners straight.

“Welcome to the next phase,” he said, voice low. “We start posting next week.”

My mouth went dry. “So the world meets her.”

He nodded. “The world meets you.”

I didn’t correct him. I just watched his eyes and wondered why saying no had felt impossible.

The post went live on a Tuesday at 9 a.m. sharp. Derek scheduled it the way he scheduled everything—precise, unblinking, inevitable. I was in the studio kitchen stirring instant coffee when my phone started buzzing like a trapped bee.

I opened Eros Studio’s page. There I was—three portraits in a row: bare shoulders, soft light, the auburn hair framing my face. The caption read, Meet our new muse: Chantal Willow. Reinvention is an art.

For a second I forgot to breathe. Comments stacked faster than I could scroll. Beautiful. Ethereal. Who is she? A few called me AI. Most didn’t care. Hearts poured in like rain. Shares spun the numbers into a blur.

Derek walked in, glanced at my white-knuckle grip on the phone.

“You’re trending.”

“I don’t trend,” I said, voice stranger to my own ears.

“You do now.”

He took the mug from my hand and set it on the counter. “Come look at the analytics.” His tone was calm, but I caught the glint in his eyes—the gambler who knew he’d just drawn an ace.

We stood in front of the monitor while the dashboard bloomed with charts. Reach, impressions, saves. Brands had already sent DMs asking for rates. A magazine account left three fire emojis and a crown. My head swam.

“This is insane,” I said. “Can we take it down?”

“No,” he said simply. “We prepared for this.”

“I didn’t.”

“You signed for six months.” He glanced at me, softer. “Breathe. It’s just pixels.”

Pixels with a pulse. I scrolled my own name—her name—and felt something split in the middle of my chest. A makeup forum had started a thread about contour mapping and soft focus. A queer photographer wrote, I see myself in her jawline. Someone else typed, I want to be her.

I wanted to close the app. I couldn’t. Each comment dug its hook deeper.

“You okay?” Derek asked.

“I don’t know.” I tried to laugh and failed. “They think I’m real.”

“You are real.”

“I mean Chantal.”

“So do I.”

I stared at the middle portrait—the one where my lips parted like I was about to answer a question. I could almost hear the click of the shutter again, feel the warmth of the lamps, his hand lifting my chin into the light.

“It’s too much,” I said. “Too fast.”

He kept his voice even. “That’s why we planned the rollouts. One post today. Behind-the-scenes clip tomorrow. Interview request at the end of the week. We pace the story.”

I swallowed. “What if the story gets away from us?”

“Then we steer it back.”

The phone buzzed again. My sister had texted: is this you?? I didn’t open it. Another buzz—an unknown number with a local area code: loved the look. interested in a collab? My stomach flipped.

“Put the phone down,” Derek said gently.

“Come to makeup. We shoot gratitude reels at noon.”

“Gratitude reels,” I echoed, dazed. “Right.”
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He held the door to the studio, waiting for me to move. I slid the phone into my pocket and followed him under the lights, where the mirror waited, faithful as always.

“Morning, Chantal,” he said.

I answered without thinking. “Morning.”

The word fit too easily.

The studio felt different now—busier, louder, too bright. Assistants rushed between backdrops, carrying racks of dresses and shoes. Someone was always adjusting the ring light, someone else brushing loose powder off my shoulders. I’d stopped protesting after the third shoot of the week.

Derek said momentum mattered.

He stood behind the camera, black shirt rolled to his elbows, that same sharp focus cutting through the chaos. When he looked at me, it wasn’t like he was seeing a model. It was like he was studying a language only he could read.

“Relax your shoulders,” he said. “Let your weight fall into one hip. Good. Now lift your chin a little.”

I did, exhaling through my nose. The lights were hot; the scent of hairspray hung heavy.

“Beautiful,” he murmured.

“You say that like it’s fact.”

“It is fact.” He lowered the camera slightly. “You’ve learned to occupy her.”

I looked at my reflection in the dark lens. “I’m just doing what you tell me.”

“That’s what all artists say before they start directing themselves.”

I rolled my eyes, half smiling. “You’re impossible.”

He smiled back, the first real one I’d seen that week. “You should see yourself when you say that. You have this little flicker that ruins me for the shot.”

“Maybe stop looking then.”

“Can’t.”

He went back to shooting, rapid bursts of clicks. My chest tightened, not from nerves, but from something I couldn’t name. He kept giving quiet instructions—touch your hair, look over your shoulder, close your eyes like you’re thinking of something you shouldn’t.

Every word pulled something out of me I didn’t know was there.

When the session ended, he crossed the floor to adjust the drape of the silk wrap around my shoulders. His hands were careful, maybe too careful. The back of his fingers brushed my collarbone.

“Sorry,” he said, though he didn’t move away immediately.

I glanced up. “You’re not very professional for a man who loves control.”

He smiled faintly. “Professionalism’s overrated.”

I laughed, short and nervous. “You’re flirting with your investment.”

“Maybe I am.” His tone stayed even, but the air between us thickened. “Maybe I don’t know where the line is anymore.”

The assistant called from behind the screen. “Lighting reset in ten!”

He stepped back, all composure again. “Five-minute break,” he said, not looking at me now.

I nodded and went to the mirror. The makeup hadn’t melted under the lights; the woman looking back was flawless. I traced a fingertip over the edge of my painted lip, the faint shimmer of gloss.

I remembered the old me working on low-budget horror sets, applying fake wounds on actors who flinched at every cold brushstroke. Now I was the illusion. The difference was that this one breathed.

“Ready when you are,” I called.

Derek lifted the camera again, but his voice sounded different this time.

“Yeah,” he said. “Let’s keep her alive.”

The reel went viral on a Friday night. I was halfway through microwaving leftover pasta when my phone started screaming with notifications—DMs, tags, reshares. The clip was thirty seconds: Derek adjusting my hair under golden light, then a slow pan of my face as I smiled at the lens. Someone had added soft music and the caption, the new face of beauty.

By midnight it had half a million views.

I watched it twice, then again, until the sound of my own breath filled the room. Every movement looked deliberate, graceful, like I’d rehearsed it for years. But I hadn’t. That was just… me.

The doorbell rang. Derek stood outside, hands in his pockets, jacket damp from drizzle. “You saw it?” he asked.

“Hard not to.”

He stepped in without waiting for an invitation. “You should be celebrating. The numbers are through the roof.”

“I’m a trending filter, Derek.”

He closed the door. “You’re a person they can’t stop watching.”

“That’s not the same thing.”

He didn’t argue. He looked around my apartment—the half-packed boxes, the mirror leaned against the wall, the fake blood kit still open on the counter. “You really still do this stuff?”

“It’s what I trained for.”

He ran a finger along a tube of scar wax. “You build monsters for a living, but you don’t see how far you’ve come.”

“I see it,” I said. “I just don’t know if I like it.”

The silence stretched until the hum of the microwave filled it. He moved closer. “If you want out, you can buy your way out. You have the money.”

“I signed six months.”

“Contracts can be broken.”

I looked at the screen still flashing on my phone—my face, my smile, the comments calling me perfect. “And walk away from all this?” I asked. “From her?”

He studied me. “Who’s her?”

I couldn’t answer.

He exhaled. “You’re not the first person to lose themselves in a role, Shane.”

“Don’t call me that,” I said quietly. The name hit wrong, heavy.

He stopped. “You really don’t want me to?”

“I don’t know.” I ran a hand through my hair. “I just… when people say Chantal, I know exactly what to do. How to breathe. Shane feels like an echo.”

Derek’s expression softened, but he didn’t step closer. “Then maybe finish what we started. See where she goes.”

“Until she disappears completely?”

“Until you decide who’s left.”

He left before I could answer.

After the door shut, I turned off my phone, sat in the dark, and stared at my reflection in the microwave’s black glass. The red nails caught the light, and the woman there smiled at me like she knew I’d stay.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

NEON TURNED the studio into a fishbowl—rose and teal washing the white walls, everything humming like a held breath. Derek had swapped the usual silk dresses for a black lingerie set and a straight blonde wig on a foam head. He set them beside the vanity with the same care he gave cameras.

“You trust me?” he asked.

I stared at the wig. “With lighting. Sometimes with life.”

“Tonight it’s both.”

He fitted the wig cap, smoothing it over my hairline, then lifted the blonde wig and settled it into place. The new color emptied my face of history. I didn’t look like an SFX artist who pulled all-nighters building prosthetic wounds in a cramped apartment. I looked like someone the city might follow for the thrill of it.

Derek turned me toward the mirror. “Breath low. Shoulders soft.”

“You’re choreographing again.”

“I’m trying to show you what I see.”

He opened a velvet box: lingerie black as wet ink, satin straps catching the neon. “Backstage set,” he said, eyes steady. “We’re making a story about desire and distance.”

“I don’t do desire,” I said, meaning it. Romance had always felt like a plotline other people needed. Give me spirit gum and a well-sculpted bruise. Give me problems I could solve with tools.

“You don’t have to perform it,” he said. “Just wear it and breathe.”

I changed behind the screen. The fabric slid cool over my skin, the elastic snug in a way that made me stand taller without trying. When I stepped out, the room tipped—light, air, all of it. Derek didn’t move. He didn’t stare like men on sidewalks. He watched like the ocean watches a shore it has already decided to reach.

“Chin,” he said softly, lifting it with a fingertip. “There.”

The camera came up. Clicks spaced themselves like heartbeats. He circled, directing with a whisper: turn, pause, let the light find you. The neon bled into a halo at my shoulders. My pulse ran faster, but not from fear. Every time he told me to look up, some small guard inside me obeyed.

“Say something real,” he said.

“I’m not a character,” I answered, surprised by my own voice.

“I know.”

He adjusted the strap at my shoulder; his knuckles brushed skin. Something jolted through me, an electric ribbon drawn from throat to ribs. I held still.

“Too much?” he asked.

“No,” I managed. “Just… new.”

He stepped back, exhaling. The camera clicked again, slower now, as if he didn’t want to break whatever we had opened. I watched myself in the lens—blonde, bare, unarmored—and didn’t flinch.

“You’re not manufacturing this,” he said. “You’re letting it happen.”

“That scares me.”

“Good art usually does.”

He lowered the camera and came close enough that I could see the faint, half-lifted ink at his wrist, a tattoo someone had tried to erase. Mafia past, rumors, the kind of life I’d only studied for effects references. He’d turned away from it; I was turning toward something I didn’t have a name for.

“Last set,” he said. “Then we stop.”

I nodded. He didn’t touch me again. He didn’t need to. The room did it for him—light, color, the quiet between his words.

“Look at me,” he said.

I did. The shutter fell like a promise.

After the shoot, the studio emptied to a hush. The neon still pulsed, softer now, the way a city calms after midnight. I stood in front of a wall mirror with the wig still on, the lingerie mapped to my skin like it had always known the route.

I used to fake everything with foam latex—raised veins, deep bruises, slick cuts that made actors gasp. If a director wanted cleavage, I could draw it in with paint and shadow, carve a valley with tricks. Tonight I hadn’t needed brushes. I only needed pads and a push-up bra. That was it. The illusion felt uncomfortably real.

I lifted my shoulders, dropped them, tried to find the old slouch. It wouldn’t come. The mirror gave me a version of myself that moved without asking permission.

“Breathe,” Derek said behind me.

I hadn’t heard him return. He stood close enough that I felt his warmth at my back, not touching, just present. Our reflections overlapped—his dark shirt, my blonde hair, the thin line of my throat where the wig met skin. He reached forward and tucked a strand behind my ear, his hand steady.

“Just beautiful,” he said.

Two words, simple as glass. I didn’t trust them at first. Plenty of men had said pretty things to girls they’d invented. But I wasn’t a stranger to fabrication; I made it for a living. I knew what lies looked like in the eyes they came from. His didn’t have that shine. They looked like a man trying to learn softness without breaking it.
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“Don’t.” My voice came out small and low. “Don’t make this sound easy.”

“It isn’t,” he said. “I know what it costs to change.” A pause. “I know what it costs not to.”

The city light threw slow-moving patterns across the floor. I watched our feet in the reflection—mine pointed inward, his square to the world. I didn’t move when he drew closer. The room smelled like powder, ozone, the faint trace of rose from the remover we always used. I tried to remember where I’d put my edges and came up empty.

“You ever think about the before?” I asked.

“The person I was three weeks ago?”

“Every day,” he said.

“Do you miss him?”

“I don’t know him,” he said honestly. “I know you.”

Something loosened under my breastbone. I pressed my palm there like I could hold the feeling still.

“I used to want a union card,” I said. “Big studio work. That was the dream.”

“It can still be.”

“Maybe this is a bigger set,” I said, and almost laughed. “No director’s chair.”

“You don’t need one.”

He finally let his hand rest at the small of my back—barely a touch, like testing a wire before crossing. Heat ran out from the point of contact, an answer I hadn’t agreed to give.

“Tell me to step away,” he said.

I didn’t. I watched our mouths in the mirror, the space between them measured in stilled breath.

“Okay,” I whispered. “Stay.”

He exhaled, careful. “Then look at yourself once more.”

I did. The woman in the glass met my eyes and didn’t flinch. She belonged to this light. She belonged to herself.

“Beautiful,” he said again, softer.

This time I believed him.

The city had gone quiet by the time we locked the studio. Rain stitched the sidewalks with a fine thread. Derek walked me to the elevator without speaking, hands in his pockets, like words might tip the balance. In the mirrored doors I saw us—blonde and shadow, two people pretending not to want the next moment.

“Come upstairs,” he said when we reached his floor. “Just to warm up.”

I should’ve said no. I’d survived on no for years—no to distractions, no to detours, no to anyone who tried to rearrange my plans. The word rose, then thinned out.

“Okay,” I said.

His apartment overlooked the water, all angles and hush. He set his keys down and stood there as if daring himself not to move. I took off my coat; the scent of rain and powder lifted off the fabric. The wig stayed on. The lingerie stayed. I didn’t know if I was testing him or myself.

“Tea?” he asked.

“Later.”

He crossed the room, slow enough to be stopped, and brushed a damp curl from my shoulder where the wig tickled my collarbone. I leaned into the touch before I could second-guess it. He kissed me then, careful first, a question pressed into my mouth. I answered, and the question burned into something like certainty.

It wasn’t fireworks. It wasn’t a movie score. It was two people trying not to ruin a fragile thing with too much force. He moved like a man who’d broken things once and was learning another way to hold them. I moved like someone who had spent years building masks and had finally found a face she wanted to keep.

“Chantal,” he said against my cheek, like the name was a door he’d promised to open slowly.

“Don’t stop,” I said.

We found our way by touch and breath. Clothes didn’t matter as much as the quiet. The room seemed to bend around us, letting us be smaller and truer. I felt the edges of myself soften in a way that had nothing to do with cameras. When his mouth slowed and his hands steadied at my waist, something inside me unclenched—confusion and relief braided into one electric strand.

“Tell me if I’m wrong,” he said.

“You’re not.”

The night unspooled. I won’t list the steps. I won’t map the choreography. We learned each other like a new city—start with the main road, wander, find the street that feels like home. He tasted like rain and mint. I tried to remember every breath he took when I touched him. The rest is ours.

Later, we lay quiet, skin cooling, the window cracked to let in the city’s hush. I kept the wig on without thinking. He traced a line along my forearm, as if proving I was real often enough would make it permanent.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said, surprised at how true it felt. “Confused. But yes.”

“We crossed something,” he said.

“I know.”

In the glass of the balcony door, I caught our reflection—blurred, soft, unposed. For a second I saw the girl from the monitor and the boy who used to love foam latex, and neither one argued with the other.

“I don’t know what this makes me,” I said.

“Alive,” he said.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

TWO MONTHS later, the lights felt heavier. I’d learned every pose, every breath, every way to make my smile look effortless, but my body was starting to betray me. The heat under my skin came in waves. Some mornings I woke dizzy, my stomach knotted, vision blurred. Today, it hit during a shoot.

“Hold the pose,” Derek said behind the camera. “You’re almost there.”

My knees wobbled. “I need a break.”

He lowered the camera slowly. “Again?”

“It’s not acting. I’m sick.”

He walked over, frowning, and pressed the back of his hand to my forehead. His touch used to steady me. Now it made me feel fragile. “You’re burning up,” he said.

“I’ve been burning up for days.”

He handed me water. I sat on the stool, the silk robe clinging to sweat. The mirror across the room caught my reflection—lips pale, eyes glassy. I didn’t look like the woman in the campaign photos. I looked hollowed out.

“What’s happening to me?” I asked quietly.

“I thought this was temporary.”

Derek hesitated, then crouched in front of me. “You remember those supplements I gave you?”

“Yeah,” I said. “The collagen things.”

He exhaled through his nose. “They weren’t just collagen.”

I blinked at him, waiting for the punch line. “Then what were they?”

“They were… hormones. High doses. It was the only way to make the changes consistent on camera.”

My throat went dry. “You’re joking.”

He shook his head once. “I thought I could manage it. Keep it controlled. I didn’t think it would go this far.”

The room spun. “You put that stuff in me without telling me?”

“It was a mistake,” he said quickly. “You were already transforming—this just helped you look the way the world saw you. I wanted to protect the illusion.”

“Protect it?” I laughed once, harsh. “You mean sell it.”

He ran a hand over his jaw. “You’re right. But I swear I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

My pulse raced, nausea curling deep. “Where did you even get it?”

He didn’t answer immediately. His silence was enough.

“You bought it off someone, didn’t you?”

“I know people,” he said. “Old connections. It wasn’t supposed to last this long.”

I stood, robe slipping from my shoulders. “You poisoned me for art.”

“It wasn’t poison,” he said, standing too. “It was possibility.”

I stared at him, at the man who’d pulled me out of invisibility and handed me a lie that felt better than truth. “You should’ve let me choose,” I said.

He reached for me. “I wanted to save you from choosing wrong.”

I stepped back. “You don’t get to decide what’s wrong for me.”

He looked like he’d been struck, but I didn’t care. My body ached, my head throbbed, and the mirror across the room showed a stranger I hadn’t asked to become.

“Go home,” he said finally, voice low. “We’ll talk tomorrow.”

“There’s nothing left to talk about,” I said.
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I came back the next morning because I needed answers, not closure. Derek was already in the studio, sitting at his desk with a folder open, pretending to read contracts. The moment I walked in, he straightened, but he didn’t say my name—neither of them.

“You shouldn’t be here,” he said quietly.

“Too late,” I said. “We’re finishing this conversation.”

He looked tired. There were lines at the corners of his eyes I hadn’t noticed before.

“You’re not well, Chantal. You need rest.”

“Stop calling me that.” My voice cracked.

“You don’t get to use her name after what you did.”

He stood, closing the folder like a door. “You wanted her. You begged for authenticity. I just gave you what you were already becoming.”

“I didn’t beg for chemicals I didn’t consent to!” I shouted. “You said it was reversible!”

He flinched. “I thought it would be. I thought if you stopped, it would fade.”

“It’s not fading!” I took a step closer. “Do you even hear yourself? You used me like a canvas.”

“You were never just a canvas.”

“Then what was I? Your project? Your redemption arc?”

He slammed his palm on the desk, papers scattering. “You think this was easy for me? I’ve spent years trying to make something good out of the mess I used to be. This—” he pointed at me “—this was supposed to be art that healed.”

“Art doesn’t heal lies,” I said. “It just makes them prettier.”

For a second, neither of us spoke. The sound of my heartbeat filled the space between us, too loud.

He moved closer, lowering his voice. “You changed my life, Chantal.”

“Don’t say it like it’s love.”

“Maybe it is,” he said.

The room tilted. All the long nights, the touches that blurred into meaning, the words that had sounded like care—they all twisted into something unrecognizable. “Love doesn’t trick people into changing their bodies.”

He swallowed hard. “I didn’t trick you into anything you didn’t already want.”

The words hit sharper than he knew. I wanted to hit back, to hurt him in return, but I couldn’t. I could only stare at the man who’d turned my reflection into a war zone.

“You don’t get to rewrite what happened,” I said finally.

He nodded once, jaw set. “Then tell your version.”

“I will,” I said, reaching for my bag.

He took a step toward me, voice breaking on the edge. “Shane—please.”

“I told you not to call me that,” I said without turning.

I left the studio before he could follow, my heels echoing down the hall like a clock counting down. Outside, the sky was the color of concrete, rain just beginning.

Every drop felt earned.

A week passed before I could look at myself again. The apartment smelled like old coffee and rain-soaked clothes. Every mirror was draped with towels except the small one in the bathroom—the only place I could stand to face the truth.

I’d stopped answering Derek’s calls. The campaign posts still circulated online, tagged with the name Chantal Willow, each one accumulating likes like tiny needles. People loved her. They didn’t know she couldn’t sleep without crying or that she woke up dizzy every morning from pills she’d never chosen to take.

When I finally pulled the towel from the mirror, my reflection stared back, softer than I remembered. The pads on my chest, the blonde wig, the faint shimmer of gloss—I had put them on that morning out of habit. But what startled me wasn’t the disguise. It was how right it looked, how wrong it felt to take it off.

I traced my jawline with my fingers. The skin was smoother now, the bones less sharp. “Who did you become?” I whispered.

The girl in the glass didn’t answer. She just looked tired and alive at the same time.

I turned on the faucet, splashing cold water on my face. The sound filled the silence like static. I thought about Derek—his hands on the camera, his voice steady even when everything was breaking. I hated that I missed him. I hated that he’d been right about one thing: once you step into a role, it’s hard to walk out without leaving something behind.

I toweled off and stared again. Chantal was still there, patient, waiting. Shane felt like a rumor.

“You can’t stay like this,” I told my reflection. “You have to figure out who you are when the lights go off.”

The words hung in the air, small but steady.

I went to the kitchen, opened my laptop, and typed “gender therapist near me” into the search bar. Pages of results loaded—some with smiling faces, some with sterile clinic logos. My pulse quickened as I scrolled. I didn’t know what I was looking for exactly. Maybe someone to tell me I hadn’t ruined my life. Maybe someone to help me name what I was becoming.

I clicked on one that read Dr. A. Myers, Gender Identity Specialist – Downtown Seattle. The contact form was simple. Name, phone, message. I typed slowly, each word like a confession: Hi. My name is Shane Willow. I’ve been through a project that changed more than I expected. I don’t know where to start, but I think I need to talk to someone.

I stared at the cursor blinking, then deleted Shane and typed Chantal instead.

When I hit send, a weight lifted. Not completely—just enough to breathe.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

SIX MONTHS passed before I realized I’d stopped counting days. The small salon I worked at sat between a flower shop and a café that smelled like cinnamon and old books. It wasn’t Eros Studio, but it was mine—steady, quiet, human. My station faced the window so sunlight always found me around noon, making my skin glow without filters or stage lights.

My reflection didn’t shock me anymore. The face in the mirror had settled into itself—softer cheeks, a curve to my mouth that came easily now. My hair, shoulder-length and chestnut, framed me without effort. The hormones I took these days came from a real doctor, prescribed, measured. No more secrets in brown bottles. No more waking up afraid of what I’d swallowed.

I wore a cream blouse tucked into high-waisted slacks and a delicate chain around my neck. When I spoke to clients, my voice didn’t wobble. I sounded like myself—whoever that finally was.

“Chantal, you’re glowing today,” Mara, the salon owner, teased as she passed by with a tray of color swatches.

“Good moisturizer,” I said. “And peace of mind.”

She smiled. “That’s the real product everyone wants.”

When I wasn’t trimming hair or fixing lashes, I still played with SFX makeup. Old habits die slower than names. My coworkers loved when I sculpted fake scars or aged them with latex for Halloween. I told them I’d studied it because I liked control—the thrill of creating transformation. My therapist helped me see the other truth: that I’d always been chasing my own.

The doctor I saw now, Dr. Myers, had said something that stuck. People drawn to transformation usually carry one inside them. When she said that, something in me clicked into place. Maybe that was why I’d spent years learning to shape other people’s faces—it was safer than admitting I wanted to shape my own.

I still thought of Derek sometimes. Not with anger, though it had taken months to sand the bitterness down. Therapy made me see the contradiction: he had done something unforgivable, but it had also forced me to confront a part of myself I’d spent a lifetime avoiding. I didn’t excuse him. I just understood now that not all harm is simple, and not every beginning is clean.

When the last client left that afternoon, I wiped down my station, humming under my breath. The girl in the mirror smiled back—not the muse, not the illusion, but the woman who had built herself from the ruins of both.

Outside, the sky was lavender, the kind of evening light that makes everything look forgiving. I grabbed my purse and told Mara I’d close up.

“Heading out for anything special?” she asked.

“Lipstick,” I said. “Ran out of the one that feels like home.”

She laughed. “Only you would say that.”

“Maybe,” I said, flicking off the lights. “But it’s true.”

I locked the door, the bell above it chiming once, clean and final. The street felt warm beneath my heels, and for the first time in years, I didn’t think about who might be watching.

The drugstore down the street had just restocked their cosmetics aisle, all bright shelves and too-loud pop music. The smell of powder and plastic reminded me of my early days at Eros—back when Derek’s assistants would fuss over shades that looked “camera-safe.” Now I chose for myself.

I picked up my usual lipstick—rose beige with a satin finish—and tested the sample on my wrist. Still perfect. I headed for the counter, but a sales attendant called from behind a display.

“Ma’am, we just got a new line of brushes. They’re on promo. Really soft bristles.”

I turned, half smiling, and froze.
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The packaging was elegant black with neutral swirls, each box printed with a face I knew too well. Mine. Or rather, hers—the campaign image from a year ago, blonde wig, parted lips, eyes half-shadowed under the words: Eros Studio—Beauty Is Becoming.

For a heartbeat I couldn’t move. Seeing it there among everyday products, under fluorescent light instead of neon, felt surreal. The photo looked older somehow, like it belonged to a girl who had already lived her story and stepped out of frame.

The attendant caught my stare. “She’s gorgeous, right? Whole line sold out last week, just got these in.”

“She is,” I said softly, and surprised myself with the warmth in my voice. “She looks happy.”

The woman laughed. “You kind of look like her, you know. You could be twins.”

“Maybe,” I said, placing one box in my basket anyway.

“Guess she’s got good taste.”

I joined the line at the counter, the box resting on top of my lipstick. People chatted around me, the kind of casual noise that used to make me anxious. Not anymore. Every sound felt distant, gentle, like the world had turned its volume down just for a minute.

The cashier scanned items, calling, “Next, please,” on autopilot. I watched the conveyor belt move my things forward—the brush set, the lipstick, a small mirror I hadn’t meant to grab but did anyway.

It was strange, standing there between versions of myself: the woman in the photo, the one buying groceries, the one breathing somewhere between both.

When it was my turn, I paid in cash. The attendant smiled and handed me my bag. “Hope the brushes work out.”

“I’m sure they will,” I said.

I stepped aside to make room for the next customer, slipping the receipt into my purse. For a second, I thought about taking the brush set home and never opening it—just keeping it sealed as proof that everything had really happened. That I’d existed as someone else once, and survived it.

Then a voice behind me said, low and careful, “Miss, excuse me, but you forgot this.”

I turned before my brain could catch up.

It was him.

Derek stood a few feet away, holding another box of the same brushes. His hair was shorter, jaw rougher, suit wrinkled from travel. He looked older, but his eyes were still impossible to mistake.

For a moment, all I could do was stare.

“Derek,” I said, the name catching in my throat like a word I hadn’t spoken in months.

He smiled carefully, almost shy. “Hi, Chantal.”

I wanted to run or cry or laugh; instead I stood frozen, the hum of the store closing in around us. He took a cautious step forward and held out the box. “Compliments of Eros Studio,” he said. “And a token of apology for being an asshole.”

People in line turned to look. The cashier paused mid-scan.

I blinked, unsure if this was real. “I don’t need it,” I said, trying to steady my voice. “I have enough brushes.”

He didn’t move. “Please. Take it anyway.”

“No,” I said again. “I’m fine.”

He knelt down right there on the white-tiled floor. The box in his hands looked small compared to the quiet unfolding around us. Someone whispered, phones half-raised.

“Derek, get up,” I hissed. “You’re embarrassing yourself.”

“Then forgive me faster,” he said, eyes glinting like he’d already accepted humiliation as part of the bargain.

I stared at him—this man who once ruined me with his idea of beauty, who accidentally handed me my truth in the wreckage of it. I felt the tears come before I could stop them.

“You don’t get to show up like this,” I said. My voice shook. “You don’t get to walk into my life and—”

He set the box aside and reached for my hand, tentative. “I’m not here to take you back to anything,” he said. “I just wanted to see if you were okay. I never stopped thinking about you.”

The words hit harder than I wanted them to. I pulled my hand away and hit his chest—once, twice, not hard, just enough to let the ache breathe. “You hurt me,” I said. “You don’t fix that with gifts.”

“I know.”

“You changed me without asking.”

“I know that too.”

“Then why come back?”

He swallowed, voice low. “Because despite everything, you became someone incredible. And I wanted to see her with my own eyes.”

I stared at him through tears. “You already did. You just didn’t know who she was.”

He stood slowly, brushing off his knees, and for a moment we were just two people in a drugstore holding the past between us.

“You look happy,” he said quietly.

“I am,” I said. “You don’t get credit for that.”

He smiled, tired but genuine. “I’m not asking for any.”

I should’ve walked away, but I didn’t. I stepped closer and pressed my palm flat against his chest, feeling his heartbeat—steady, familiar. “You’re still impossible,” I whispered.

He looked down at me. “So are you.”

The space between us folded. I rose onto my toes and kissed him—soft, real, nothing cinematic. Just warmth and closure and a tremor that felt like forgiveness finally finding its shape.

When we pulled apart, I was laughing through tears. “You really shouldn’t have knelt,” I said.

“Worth it,” he murmured. “Every second.”

I picked up the box of brushes, held it to my chest, and smiled through the blur. “Fine. I’ll take it.”

“Good,” he said. “I owe you a hundred more.”

“Start with one,” I said.

And when he reached for my hand this time, I didn’t stop him.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

TWO YEARS later, the smell of fake blood still made me smile. Some things don’t leave you, no matter how new your life becomes.

We were on week three of production for The Whispers from Room 2034, the first feature under Eros Studio’s new banner. It was a horror film with too many mirrors, too much fog, and exactly the kind of subtle terror I loved crafting. Derek said I was born for this, and maybe he was right.

I was officially the Head of Art and Effects Design, which sounded fancier than it felt. Mostly, I spent long nights mixing silicone, testing prosthetics, and teaching younger artists how to make veins look real under stage lights. Every piece of skin, every drop of paint, was my love language now.

When I walked across set, the crew always looked up, smiling. The new assistant called me Miss Willow, which still sent a small flutter through my chest. I’d earned that name twice—once through pain, then through choice.

I caught my reflection in a prop mirror between takes. My hair was longer now, a soft caramel brown with faint waves. The neckline of my black V-neck tee sat differently than it used to; the implants I’d gotten two months ago had healed beautifully, still tender but already part of me. I wore light denim and a silver necklace Derek had given me last Christmas, engraved with create without fear.

“Ma’am, Derek’s looking for you,” one of the production runners called.

“He’s always looking for me,” I said, laughing.

I found him by the monitor, sleeves rolled, headset crooked on his neck. He was more at ease now—no longer the man clawing at redemption but one who’d found it and decided to stay. His dark hair had grown out, a hint of gray at the temples that made him look like every classic director I used to admire.

He turned when I came up beside him. “You fixed the arm wound effect?”

“Better than fixed,” I said. “It weeps on cue now.”

He grinned. “You’re terrifying, you know that?”

“Occupational hazard.”

He slipped an arm around my waist, low and easy. “You’re glowing again.”

“It’s the stage light,” I said, but I leaned into him anyway.

The crew adjusted the camera; someone called for quiet on set. Derek lowered his voice. “You realize this is our first movie, right? Our movie.”

I nodded, looking at the monitor where the actress stood trembling under blue light. “And it’s good,” I said. “We’re good.”

He kissed the side of my head, soft enough not to smear my makeup. “You still pinch me sometimes,” he said. “Just to check that this is real.”

“I stopped doing that last month.”

“Why?”

“Because I’d rather not wake up if it isn’t.”

He chuckled, brushing his thumb against the engagement ring on my finger—a simple gold band, thin and warm. We hadn’t set a date yet. We were too busy building something worth sharing first.

“After this project,” he said, “we’ll take a break. Maybe Italy. Or nowhere. Just us.”

“Just us sounds good.”

[image: A person holding a makeup brush  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

The clapperboard snapped, the director of photography shouted “Action,” and the room filled with whispers from hidden speakers. I watched the actress walk into the haunted room I’d built from plywood and dreams.

“Wait, you need a retouch,” I interrupted—holding a powder brush towards her.

In that moment, surrounded by fake ghosts and real light, I knew I had everything I’d ever wanted—the art, the calm, and the man who finally learned how to love without control.

I wasn’t the muse anymore. I was the maker.

And this time, no one was writing my story but me.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

We have over 30,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

You don’t even need to upgrade to VIP to enjoy most of it.

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“It had sugar, spice, and something else… Something that turned me from a regular guy to Barbie!”

I used to think I had life figured out—work hard, play golf, climb the corporate ladder, retire rich, die single. That was the plan. No distractions, no romance, just me and my bank account.

Then one blistering New Jersey afternoon, I stopped at a strange little café called Pink Moon Cafe. They were out of every drink except something called The Barbie Blend. I ordered it as a joke.

It wasn’t funny after that.

The taste was sweet and addictive, and with every sip, my world started to change—literally. My face softened, my voice lightened, and I grew curves that were almost too dangerous, even for myself. My reflection blurred into someone I almost recognized. I didn’t know if I was losing my mind or finding it.

Read The Barbie Blend

Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.
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Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.
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Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Day I Became a Woman.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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