






I  was born and raised in Fort Lauderdale, 
Florida — sheltered, bookish, and 
without the language to describe what I 

felt inside. As a kid, I always played the “dad” 
when my sister and I played house. I didn’t 
know why — I just knew bows and dresses 
weren’t for me. I wanted cornrows, Jordans, 
and basketball shorts. Eventually, people 
called me a tomboy. Still, I didn’t yet know 
what LGBTQ meant.

By high school, I understood I liked girls, 
and I was terrified. A freshman, barely 75 
pounds, just learning what “gay” was — and 
realizing I was one of them. I kept to myself. 
When college didn’t feel right, I moved to 
Atlanta at 18, searching for community. 
Atlanta was a revelation: my first drag queen, 
my first trans friends. It’s where I met Buddy, 
who said, “I’m FTM, and I think you are too.” I 
started binding. I already looked like a teenage 
boy. For the first time, I felt seen.

After returning to Florida, I joined the Army, 
served in Germany, and traveled Europe freely 
as my authentic self. My identity was never 
an issue among fellow soldiers. But after 
sustaining a severe shoulder injury saving 
another soldier, I was medically discharged 
in 2014.
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FROM TOMBOY TO TRUE SELF
A DECADE INTO MY TRANSITION

Through the VA, I learned I could medically 
transition. I started testosterone in 2015 and 
told my mom — who remembered Buddy 
from years earlier. At first shocked, she 
asked for information. My sister accepted me 
easily. My dad was the hardest to tell — but 
his response stunned me. After reading my 
letter, he texted: “I’m updating my will. What’s 
your full name now?” He took it better than 
anyone.

I always looked up to my dad and granddad 
— their suits, manners, presence. I wanted to 
be like them. Now, 10 years into my transition, 
I’m a barber who loves suits, ties, and driving 
my wife everywhere. I became the man they 
could be proud of. My family didn’t lose a 
daughter — they watched me become who I 
always was. As my niece once said: “You were 
just a caterpillar becoming a boy butterfly.”  
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Zahne Williams is a transgender community case worker 
at The Pride Center at Equality Park and Mr. Trans 
Extravaganza title holder through The McKenzie Project 
Inc. pageant. Born and raised in Ft. Lauderdale, Florida he 
has been working in advocacy and community for almost 
five years helping those who may need housing, name/

gender marker changes, or job placement. 
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Irecently found myself traveling alone 
to speak at a conference and looking 
for a friendly breakfast table. Spotting 

a group of “queer-looking” folks, I asked to 
join them. Shortly after I sat down, someone 
passing by said, “Misty, I loved your workshop 
on resilience last year! Are you speaking 
again this year?” I smiled and replied that I 
was leading two sessions: one on allyship, 
and another titled “Understanding Your 
Trans Clients and Coworkers: The Who, 
What, Where, When, Why, and the Science 
of Trans.”

When the passerby left, one of the men 
at the table said bluntly, “I don’t believe in 
pronouns.” I paused, debating whether to 
point out that “I” itself is a pronoun. His 
colleague chimed in with: “What I don’t 
understand is why some clients come in as 
‘he’ one day and ‘she’ another. I don’t care 
which you are, just pick one.”

I then asked if they’d ever been close to 
someone LGBTQ, sharing that I claimed to 
be “bisexual” for four years, because it felt 
safer than saying “gay.” I then explained that 
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BREAKING THE BINARY, 
BUILDING THE FUTURE

many trans clients show up in “boy mode” 
for safety, especially when using public 
transportation. Like a turtle hiding in its 
shell, they need protection until it’s safe to 
emerge. Should we shame them for that? Or 
should we, with compassion, create spaces 
where they feel safe enough to try new 
pronouns and identities?

Unfortunately, transitioning isn’t done 
overnight, instead it’s a lengthy, difficult, 
and expensive journey.   However, when 
society embraces gender diversity, it benefits 
ALL humans. For decades, rigid expectations 

told men they couldn’t cry and women they 
couldn’t lead. Trans and nonbinary people 
challenge those roles every day simply 
by existing.  By stepping outside of these 
outdated scripts, we’re proving that gender is 
not destiny, it’s expression.  Trans liberation 
isn’t just for trans people it is a blueprint 
for human freedom.  Every time we resist 
conformity and live authentically, we create 
space for others to do the same, including 
little boys who secretly want to play with 
dolls, and little girls who really want to play 
football.  
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LIKE A TURTLE 
HIDING IN 
ITS SHELL, 
THEY NEED 

PROTECTION 
UNTIL IT’S SAFE 

TO EMERGE.

sunserve.orgMisty Eyez is a dynamic keynote speaker, educator, and fierce 
advocate for LGBTQ+ inclusion, known for blending wisdom 
with wit to transform hearts and minds through authenticity, 
humor, and unapologetic truth. She currently serves as 
the Director of three life-changing programs at SunServe, 

supporting and empowering marginalized communities. 

sunserve.org



I’m a Black, queer, Latino trans man living 
in Florida, where the political climate 
feels like it’s always set to hostile. Every 

headline reminds me that people like me 
aren’t just debated — we’re targeted. Still, 
my life is full. I’ve got love. I’ve got support. 
I’ve built a community that holds me up. 
That’s not because I’m trans — but often, in 
spite of it.

Resilience holds it all together. Not 
the hashtag version. The kind built from 
showing up daily — for myself, my body, my 
business — when the world gives me every 
reason not to.

I started my own business to cut through 
corporate red tape. It’s not just work — it’s 
purpose. I bring my lived experience into the 
S.T.R.O.N.G. Men trauma-informed fitness 
class, into Transcendence, a group I facilitate, 
and to every session with my fitness clients. I 
create space for people to be their full selves 
— even those who don’t look like me, live 
like me, or vote like me. Because resilience 
isn’t just surviving — it’s helping others heal, 
too.

I don’t advertise my identity through my 
brand. It keeps most hate away — but not 
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WHAT RESILIENCE 
LOOKS LIKE FOR ME

all. It still stings when people you thought 
were kind show you they’re not. And even 
as a naturalized citizen, I live with the reality 
that ICE makes mistakes. Being queer and 
trans only increases the risks. My safety, like 
so many others’, is never guaranteed.

That’s why bodybuilding became part of 
my safety plan. The gym gave me space to 
breathe and reclaim a body the world keeps 

trying to politicize. Lifting grounded me. 
Gave me power. Helped me carry myself 
with clarity and confidence — on the street, 
in rooms, in life.

Some days the weight feels like too much 
— literally and emotionally — but I lift it 
anyway.

That’s what resilience looks like to me. 
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Tommy J. Murrell is the founder of 3TFitness Lifestyle, where 
he provides trauma-informed fitness coaching and community 
support. He facilitates the S.T.R.O.N.G. Men program and 
Transcendence, creating spaces where people can show up fully 
as themselves. His passion for resilience, healing, and equity 

guides his work with clients and community.



I grew up across Miami, Boston, and 
Forest, Mississippi. My classmates in 
Mississippi hurled spitballs at me and 

called me “the nigger’s child.” But my father, 
who described himself as un negro japonés 
Cuban—a Black, Japanese-eyed Cuban—
never understood that my lighter skin or his 
heritage did not shield me from prejudice.

Our neighbor, Mrs. Love, told me the hard 
truth: mixed children like me aren’t hated 
for our beauty; we’re ridiculed because we 
embody what society fought so hard to keep 
apart. 

But beyond the racial struggles, there 
was the visceral knowledge that I was in the 
wrong body.

My godmother, who raised me, couldn’t 
wrap her mind around what was happening 
inside me and what I was doing to live my 
truth. So she kicked me out—and never let 
me forget that I was what she had “thrown 
in the trash.” 

There I was, just 13 years old, struggling at 
the intersection of race, gender dysphoria, 
and abandonment.

It wasn’t until I attended José De Diego 
Middle School and Booker T. Washington 
High that I found some stability. By then, I 
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FROM STRUGGLE TO ADVOCACY

had been on puberty blockers and had begun 
hormone replacement therapy.

High school was where I visibly 
blossomed, though I still hid in plain sight to 
protect myself. At that time, representation 
of girls like me was reduced to caricatures 
on sensationalized talk shows. I refused to 
accept that narrative.

I was 17 when my father died, and it fell on 
me to care for my younger brother. I worked 
as an exotic dancer to cover our rent and 
my tuition at Miami Dade College. It was 
challenging, but I did not break—I broke 
through. 

Today, I’m an advocate—certified event 

interventionalist, certified recovery peer 
specialist, paralegal, and aspiring attorney. 

I do this work for my community. For 
my Black and Brown sisters, who have 
been systemically oppressed, routinely 
persecuted, and ridiculed for not conforming 
to Eurocentric beauty standards. For the 
young trans women blossoming right 
now, who cannot yet see their own beauty, 
as I once could not see mine. To break 
generalizations and curses placed on our 
community. To change lives.

My testimony is not one of defeat, but 
precedent. Proof that survival, faith, and 
advocacy can rewrite the record.  
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Angel Perez Duran is a paralegal, Certified Recovery Peer 
Specialist, and entrepreneur with 17 years of experience. Angel 
is dedicated to bridging legal support, wellness, and community 
advocacy. She is passionate about fostering healing and 

empowerment in the lives of others.

A TRANS WOMAN’S JOURNEY



My name is Speyder Webb, though 
most people who know me call me 
“Spidey.” I identify as a gay trans 

man when I’m educating and engaging in 
community events; otherwise, I am simply 
a man. As a community advocate, I care 
deeply about the health and well-being of 
the TLGBQ+ community and our allies.

To answer the question, “What is it like to 
be a trans man?” — it isn’t easy, especially 
when you’re not fully seen as a man.

Growing up without the internet made 
it diffi  cult to fi nd others like me or even 
language to describe how I felt. I only knew 
that I was uncomfortable in my female body, 
rejecting it like a square peg forced into a 
round hole. Even aft er multiple surgeries, 
I still experience dysphoria. Surgery can 
change your body, but it doesn’t silence the 
internal voice when you hear yourself speak 
or look in the mirror.

What makes it harder is living in a 
community where others have watched your 
transition yet still don’t treat you as an equal. 
Gay men, for example, sometimes fail to see 
me as a man, even though I have the same 
body parts. That’s one reason I left  Wilton 
Manors for Miami.

At the same time, I’ve found joy in 
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THE FREEDOM OF BEING SEEN
RECOGNITION, RESPECT, AND SELF-LOVE HAVE TAUGHT ME THAT I AM ENOUGH—JUST AS I AM

moments of true recognition. Whether 
traveling, speaking at events, or even relaxing 
at Haulover Beach, it feels affi  rming when 
strangers call me “Sir” or “Papi,” treating 
me like any other gay man or hairy bear. 
I want to be approached as a man, not as a 
fetish. Sometimes I need to leave my local 
community to experience that acceptance.

The hardest part of being a gay trans man 
is oft en accepting myself. Even now, I fi ght 

the inner voice that whispers, “You’re not a 
man because you were born female.” But I 
remind myself that acceptance is something 
even cis men struggle with.

My fi nal words are these: be true to 
yourself. Treat your body as a temple, 
inside and out. Use self-affi  rmations. And 
remember, anyone who doesn’t respect 
you doesn’t deserve your breath or your 
presence. 
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SURGERY CAN 
CHANGE YOUR 
BODY, BUT IT 

DOESN’T SILENCE 
THE INTERNAL VOICE 

WHEN YOU HEAR 
YOURSELF SPEAK OR 
LOOK IN THE MIRROR.

Speyder Webb is a Community Leader in the 
TLGBQ+ community. He is an artist, writer, educator, 
empathic energy witch and an avid networker who 
believes in the power of connecting with individuals 

inside and outside his immediate circle.
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As a 58-year-old transgender woman 
of color, I feel incredibly fortunate 
to have reached this age. I’ve faced 

immense injustices, including employment 
and housing discrimination, and medical 
disparities that led to dangerous black-
market injections. I’ve survived three violent 
physical att acks.

In the 1990s, aft er one att ack left  me with 
two black eyes, a split lip, and bleeding, I 
lay in bed weeping, questioning why I was 
transgender, almost blaming myself for the 
violence. By the grace of God, I escaped. That 
night, I could have easily died. It was then 
I resolved to dedicate myself to activism, 
to improve conditions for the transgender 
community.

When I saw momentum building for trans 
civil rights, a profound sense of relief washed 
over me. It felt as though our collective 
blood, sweat, and tears had not been in vain. 
For a time, I felt relatively safe venturing out 
in public.

However, the current backlash my 
community is experiencing has brought back 
a deep sense of fear. I now feel like a target 
when I go out. I’m terrifi ed of how much 

Rajee Narinesingh

A SURVIVOR’S FEAR IN 
TROUBLED TIMES

worse this could become, and I question: Do 
enough people care?

Since childhood, I’ve always approached 
the world with a smile, driven by a desire to 
positively impact others. I’ve been blessed 

with a light that, despite my obstacles, has 
allowed me to connect with so many in 
loving and uplift ing ways. But now, I wonder 
if my light is bright enough to pierce these 
incredibly dark times. 
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Known for her television appearances on shows like Dr. Phil, Botched, 
and Trisha Goddard, Rajee has used her personal story with black-
market injections to educate and save lives worldwide. Her activism 
extends to fi lm roles, musical singles like “Stumble,” and a memoir 
titled Beyond Face Value, all of which showcase her unique mission 

to spread love and positively impact the world.



As a Black transgender woman 
from Miami, my life is a testimony 
of survival, resilience, and 

transformation. From childhood, I carried 
trauma I never asked for, molestation, 
rejection from family, and verbal abuse that 
no child should endure. As I grew older, 
violence became familiar: I faced guns, 
robberies, betrayal from loved ones, and 
abandonment by people I once trusted. 
Survival was instinct. With no safety net, I 
turned to sex work, hustling, and whatever 
means kept me alive. 

In 2010, the ballroom scene introduced 
me to the community, but it also exposed 
me to harsh realities. Drugs circulated freely, 
and I hustled, selling weed and coke, not out 
of glamour but necessity. Through betrayals 
and broken trust, I learned to build a chosen 
family and lean on those who stood by me. 
Fierce and unapologetic, I fought for myself 
and my community, carrying both scars and 
strength. 

My HIV diagnosis was another turning 
point. For five years, I sank in denial, 
burdened by stigma, pain, and ignorance. 
Healing came only after I embraced care, 
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BREATHING WHILE BLACK & TRANS 

giving me not only survival but purpose. 
This shift led me to rediscover myself as 
more than a hustler, I was a creator. 

Hair became my craft and my calling. 
Learning from icons like China the Hair 
Designer, Paulette and Felicia Green, and 
ultimately Debbie Scissorhands, I discovered 
the transformative power of beauty. Debbie, 
especially, taught me how styling could 
restore dignity for people with alopecia and 
beyond. From her, I absorbed the lesson 
that creating beauty could also be an act of 
survival and healing. 

My story is filled with racism, homophobia, 
transphobia, homelessness, and violence, 
yet it is also rooted in resilience, chosen 
family, and growth. I did not let my hardships 
define my ending. Instead, I planted seeds in 
the cracks I was forced into, and those seeds 
have grown into a garden, both literal and 
symbolic. 

This is what resilience looks like. This 
is the truth of a Black trans woman who 
refused to be erased, who transformed pain 
into power, and who chose to keep thriving 
against all odds. 
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I DISCOVERED THE 
TRANSFORMATIVE 

POWER OF BEAUTY. 
DEBBIE, ESPECIALLY, 
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RESTORE DIGNITY 
FOR PEOPLE WITH 

ALOPECIA AND 
BEYOND.

Born in Liberty City, Miami, Jasmine McKenzie is a 
Black trans woman, HIV survivor, and founder of The 
McKenzie Project, leading transformative housing, 
advocacy, and healing initiatives that empower Black 

TGNCNB+ people to thrive with joy and dignity.

themckenzieproject.org


