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Introduction

“Me? Go back to school as a GIRL!?”

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

∞∞∞

Constantly dreaming of joining the police force, I finally took the first step by sending my resignation later. Luckily, there was an opening for a junior detective position that didn’t require finishing cop school.

I just wanted the experience, to taste the thrill of what it was like. However, it was too late to back out when they told me that I had to disguise myself in a schoolgirl’s skirt.

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 All Girls School.


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 FLUORESCENT LIGHTS overhead lit with a ceaseless energy, casting a cold glow on the open-concept office space. I could smell the aroma of brewing coffee from the pantry as Carl leaned over my workstation, his brows knitted together in mock distress.
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"Hey, Sherlock," he whispered, his words slightly tainted by the minty aroma of his recent gum-chewing spree.

"Guess whose designs are going to be dumped in favor of the boss's nephew's?"

"Come on, Carl. Not again," I sighed, feeling the rough texture of the blueprint beneath my fingertips. My recent designs were innovative and space-saving. I'd envisioned tiny, efficient rooms for the motel client. Rooms that would make the most of every square inch. Rooms I was truly proud of. And yet…

Carl clicked his tongue, running a hand through his sandy hair.

"Nepo-baby strikes again. Honestly, what's the point of us even being here?"

I pulled back from the table, the pride I had felt only moments ago diminishing.

"You know, sometimes I wonder that too. It's like playing a rigged game where you can never win."

He chuckled, "Man, Brickstein Developers is turning out to be the reality show I never signed up for."

I leaned back in my chair, feeling its familiar creak. The sensation of frustration was not unfamiliar, but it was potent. Today, more than ever.
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"I mean, look at these designs, Carl." I motioned to the plans spread out before me.

"Compact, efficient, groundbreaking! But no, let's just use nepo-baby's outdated 1990s concept. Again."

My phone buzzed with a notification, and as I glanced down, the familiar feeling of my smartphone's cold screen brought me back to reality. It was a motivational quote: "Don't let small minds convince you that your dreams are too big."

Inspiration flared, and I locked eyes with Carl.

"You know what? Maybe it's time for a change."

Carl raised an eyebrow, the curiosity evident in his blue eyes.

"What do you mean?"

"I've always wanted to be more than just an architect at someone else's beck and call. I wanted adventure, control, meaning. Maybe this is the sign. Maybe it's time for me to go after what I truly want."

His gaze narrowed, "You're not talking about the police dream again, are you?"

"Every single day, someone tells me I'm too short, too weak, or too this or that to be a cop. But you know what? I'm sick of being underestimated. I'm 25, Carl. If not now, when?"

He chuckled, leaning back and shaking his head.

"You've got guts, Sherlock. Named after a detective and now you want to become one? Classic."

I smirked, feeling a rush of adrenaline.

"Life's too short to play by someone else's rules."
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Soon after, he leaned into me but hesitated, his usual playful demeanor replaced with a hint of unease.

"Look... there's something I've been meaning to talk to you about."

I tilted my head, eyebrows raised. "Spill it."

He sighed, looking down for a moment.

"It's been two years since your parents... you know. And I was thinking, maybe you'd like to join my family for Thanksgiving."

A lump formed in my throat, and memories threatened to overflow. Thanksgiving was a big deal in our household, the smell of roasted turkey and my mom's famous cranberry sauce lingering in the air, the soft touch of the linen tablecloth, and the comforting sound of laughter filling our home.

"I don't know," I mumbled, staring at the blueprints to avoid his gaze.

"Celebrating will just remind me of them. It'll be like reopening a wound."

He scratched the back of his neck, clearly regretting his invitation.

"I'm sorry, man. I just thought—"

"It's not your fault," I interrupted. I could taste the bitterness of past memories, a mixture of nostalgia and pain.

"It's just... that day, I can still recall every damn detail."

Carl's eyes softened, waiting for me to continue as I put my pen down.
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"The unexpected phone call in the middle of the night, the metallic taste of fear when they told me about the plane crash. The cold feel of the receiver in my hand as it slipped and fell, the deafening silence of our house, and the cruel realization that they were never coming back. Those are the sensations I live with."

He placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder.

"I get it. Everyone has their way of dealing, and if you're not ready, that's okay. Just know you're not alone."

I took a deep breath, the weight of my emotions threatening to topple me.

"Thanks, Carl. I'll think about it."

He gave a nod, understanding filling his gaze.

"Just remember, you've got people who care about you. Don't shut us out."


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

ONE AUTUMN NIGHT, the ping of a new email broke through my concentration. In the middle of my online poker game, I was certain I had a winning hand. But this email, its subject line glowing bright amidst a sea of junk and promotions, caught my eye: "Police Aspirants Newsletter."
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"Damn," I muttered, a smirk curling at my lips.

"I totally forgot I signed up for this."

Four years ago, amidst my enthusiasm for criminal justice, I'd added my name to that list, letting my dreams get the better of me. But life, with its unpredictable twists and turns, steered me elsewhere, towards a more "stable" path.

My parents had convinced me. Architecture was a solid choice, they'd argued.

Less dangerous.

More promising.

I squinted at the email's content, pushing aside the memory of my college decision. "Looking for applicants in Sammamish," I read aloud, "Junior Detective position. No prior police education or background necessary."

My heart raced. This was it—the very opportunity I had once dreamed of.

My mouse hovered over the 'close' button on my poker game, the electronic chips and table fading away as I let the opportunity go, giving the email my undivided attention.

The cold hum of the computer, the dim light of my screen reflecting in the room, and the distant murmur of a late-night show from a neighbor's apartment enveloped me.

Dragging my hand through my hair, I leaned back, the soft fabric of my duvet comforting against my butt. I looked out the window, catching the reflection of my own eyes amidst the city's twinkling lights. The night was alive, but in my apartment, a deafening silence echoed with possibilities.
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"Do I really want this?" I mused aloud.

I had a decent job. Sure, it was thankless, often overshadowed by nepotism, but it was stable. Yet, as the night deepened, I could smell the lingering scent of my cold dinner and felt the texture of my worn-out jeans, reminding me of the routine I had grown so accustomed to.

It was a crossroads moment. The kind where you're torn between the comfort of what's known and the allure of what could be.

"Damn it," I sighed, feeling the weight of decisions.

"Life was easier when the hardest choice was whether to go all-in on a pair of jacks."

Taking a deep breath, the crisp air filling my lungs, I muttered to myself, "It's just an application, Sherlock. You've filled out harder things before, like that impossible tax form last year."

The glow from the computer screen cast a pale blue light onto my face, shadows dancing across my features as I began to fill in the online form. The rhythmic tapping of keys felt familiar, yet each entry held a different weight, a weight of possibility.

Name: Sherlock Rhodes

Age: 25.

Current Occupation: Junior Architect.

"Why do they even need to know that?" I scoffed, imagining the bemused expressions of the recruitment team.

"What’s next? Favorite color?"

But as I continued, my initial hesitation began to dissipate, replaced with a rising confidence. Each click, each response, was a step closer to a different future. The scent of the late-night air wafted in from the slightly ajar window, bringing with it the tang of possibility, of change.

As I reached the last section, a box labeled "Why do you want this position?" stared back at me, daunting in its blankness.

"Okay," I murmured, fingers hovering over the keys, "time for some 21st-century eloquence."

Taking another deep breath, I began to type. The words flowed seamlessly as I described my passion for justice, my need for adventure, and my dedication to making a difference.

Before I knew it, the once daunting box was filled with my dreams, aspirations, and desires.

Pressing the 'Submit' button, a sense of accomplishment washed over me. The taste of anticipation lingered on my lips as I whispered, "Alright, Sherlock. Game on."

[image: police station exterior, autumn]

It was Thanksgiving week, and instead of battling office politics, I was standing outside the entrance of Sammamish's Lakeside Police Station, the cold autumn breeze playing with the hem of my coat.

The crunch of fallen leaves beneath my boots echoed in the early morning quiet, a stark contrast to the hustle and bustle of Brickstein Developers.

The station was modest, bricks showing age, but bustling with activity. Everywhere I looked, officers of different ranks bustled about, their radios crackling with dispatches and updates. The sheer energy was palpable.

A sense of purpose hung in the air, a far cry from the monotony of architectural drafts and sketches. I was thrilled to be there.

I adjusted the collar of my navy wool coat, trying to calm the flutter in my stomach when a voice called out, "Sherlock?"

I turned to see a man about my age, his ID badge reading 'Randy Jones'. Beside him, a strikingly handsome cop with sandy blonde hair stood observing. His badge said 'Cody Seacrest'.

Randy extended a hand, which I shook, noting his firm grip.

"Thanks for coming in. We've reviewed your application, and I have to say, your passion is evident."

"Thank you, sir," I replied, a hint of pride in my voice.

Randy leaned back in his chair, and the leather let out a soft creak.

"Look, Sherlock, right now, we've got a unique assignment. We need someone big and brawny to go undercover as a club bouncer. The target we're observing is linked to a major drug lord."

I nodded, processing the information, eager to prove my worth.

"I can work out, adapt. You'd be surprised how much I can fit into this frame," I said with a grin.

Randy raised an eyebrow, a half-smile forming.

"No offense, Sherlock, but you're what? 5ft 5? It's hard to see that being believable."

Before I could respond, Cody, who had been silent till now, spoke in a cool tone, "Maybe we can find a different role for him, Randy."

Randy sighed, "We'll keep your name on file, Sherlock."

Feeling the sting of disappointment, I nodded, "Thank you for considering me."

As I made my way to the exit, Cody, in a gesture that surprised me, walked me to the door. There was a certain coldness in his demeanor, but his actions were gentlemanly.
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"Thanks for coming in," he said, his voice still cool but with a hint of sympathy.

"Advanced Happy Thanksgiving."

"Thanks," I muttered, my previous excitement replaced with a sinking feeling of defeat.

As the door closed behind me, the chilly air hit my face, and the reality of the situation settled in. I was back to square one.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THANKSGIVING DAY, and there I was, sprawled out on my worn-out couch, the soft hum of the TV in the background playing reruns of old sitcoms. The taste of artificially flavored cherry lingered in my mouth as I mindlessly gnawed on a Twizzler.

Every chuckle from the TV was a stark reminder of the laughter that was once shared in this apartment. The scent of turkey, cranberry sauce, and pumpkin pie, memories of past celebrations, haunted me.
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Lost in memories of Thanksgivings gone by, the abrupt ringing of my phone jolted me from my reverie. The screen displayed an unknown number.

"Hello?" I answered, voice groggy, still reeling from the weight of nostalgia.

"Hi, Sherlock. It's Cody Seacrest. From the station? I hope you remember me," his voice came through, unexpectedly clear amidst the TV's noise.

"Sorry for calling on a holiday."

I immediately sat up, throwing away the Twizzler.

"Yeah, yeah, of course, I remember. What's this about?"

There was a brief pause on the other end.

"Are you busy? There's a coffee shop nearby. I checked based on the address in your application. Can we meet?"

My heart raced. Why would Cody want to meet? On Thanksgiving, no less?

"Sure," I replied, trying to maintain some semblance of calm.

"I'll be there in ten minutes."

As I scrambled to find my shoes and jacket, the icy draft from the slightly open window made me shiver. The distinct aroma of burning leaves wafted in, signaling the season's change. I made my way out, the soft patter of my footsteps against the hardwood a testament to the sudden turn my quiet Thanksgiving had taken.
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Moments later, Bo's Brew coffee shop was a warm refuge from the cold, the welcoming aroma of freshly ground coffee beans enveloping me as soon as I stepped inside. I immediately stopped shivering, grateful for the generous heater.

A soft jazz tune played overhead, barely audible over the low hum of chatter and the hiss of the espresso machine. The shop, with its rustic wooden panels and warm lighting, had always felt cozy to me.

From a corner booth, Cody waved. He had a steaming cup of something waiting for me on the table.

"Thought you might like an Americano," he said, gesturing to the cup as I slid into the seat opposite him.

"Thanks," I replied, taking a tentative sip. The dark liquid was hot, slightly bitter, and perfectly brewed.

“Again, sorry for meeting up on a Holiday. I already filed for a leave of absence. I’ll be in Bangkok for a week and this is the only time I’ll be available.”

"So, Bangkok, huh?"

Cody chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck. "Yeah, finally meeting this girl I met online. Anyway, the reason I called is that I might have something open for you at the station."

I raised an eyebrow, the feeling of curiosity building. "Okay...?”

He leaned forward, his blue eyes searching mine. "There's this new case we've got. And while discussing it, your name came up. You might be perfect for it, but I'm not sure if you'll be okay with the role.”

I blinked, taken aback. From rejection at the police station to this unexpected coffee meeting, the turn of events left my mind racing.

"Tell me more," I urged, the taste of the Americano now forgotten as intrigue took its place.

He hesitated, clearly weighing his words. But before he could continue, his phone buzzed with a notification. He glanced at it briefly, then back at me, a mysterious smile forming.

"You'll find out soon enough," he teased, leaving me on the edge of my seat, my senses heightened, brimming with anticipation.

Soon after, his gaze was steady, the seriousness of his tone contrasting with the gentle background hum of the coffee shop.

"Listen, there's been rumors circulating around Saint Helen's University, that all-girls college downtown. Word is that a sorority house, Kappa Kappa Omega, is still doing hazing rituals. Some say it’s getting violent. But without solid proof, our hands are tied."

I took a sip of my Americano, its warmth contrasting with the sudden chill running down my spine.

"Alright, so where do I fit into this?"

He shifted in his seat, seemingly finding it hard to find the right words.

"We had someone set for undercover work there, but she... she got pregnant. So, we're back to square one."

I leaned back, trying to gauge where this was going. The soft fabric of the booth cushioned me, as he continued, "Given your build and looks... well..." he trailed off, a hint of unease evident in his voice.

My heart pounded in my chest, and I could hear the soft beat echoing in my ears. I had an inkling, a suspicion, but hearing it out loud felt different.
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He stood up and cleared his throat—causing more nerves, “Would you be willing to go undercover as a student in an all-girls Catholic university?”

The weight of his words sank in. The chatter in the coffee shop became background noise, and the smell of roasting beans now felt overpowering. My first instinct was disbelief. "That's... odd,” I managed to say, struggling to keep the shock from my voice.

He nodded, acknowledging the weirdness of the proposal.

"It's definitely out of the ordinary. But think about the impact this could have.”

With a smile, I shook my head. I knew he was serious but I couldn’t help but chuckle inside.

"I'll need some time to think about it," I replied, the taste of the coffee now bitter on my tongue. Deep down, I knew I wasn’t going to do it, but the audacity of the suggestion had caught me off guard.
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He nodded. "I hope you can say yes soon. We can’t afford to have more girls traumatized by these dumb rituals. Worse, someone might get killed."

As I stood to leave, I quipped, “Thanks for the coffee. And have fun with your girlfriend in Bangkok."

He chuckled, "Yeah, thanks for meeting me up with me… Sherlock."

I just smiled, exiting Bo's Brew, the cool air outside a stark contrast to the heated conversation that had just taken place.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

EVERY TIME MARIAH CAREY'S "ALL I WANT FOR CHRISTMAS IS YOU" echoed through the office, it felt like a festive drill boring into my head. By now, I'd lost count of how many times it had played that day alone. It seemed like someone had hijacked the office playlist with a cruel sense of humor.

From where I sat, I could see Gus Pearson, the nepo baby of the office, laughing it up with his uncle, CEO Brian Pearson. Their conversation looked suspiciously jovial, and my stomach twisted in unease.

Then, as if on cue, the duo approached me. The sweet scent of Brian’s cologne filled the air–a scent that always felt out of place in the sterile corporate environment.
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"Hey, Sherlock,” Brian began, a faux-friendly tone in his voice, “We’ve decided to use your design for the project, but with a few minor tweaks. You'll be listed as a co-architect alongside Gus, and of course, you'll get the benefits associated with that."

A co-architect? The audacity was blinding. The design was mine, every square foot of it. The realization left a bitter taste in my mouth. My skin felt hot, every nerve firing in anger, but I managed to keep a composed face. All I could muster was a curt nod.

Carl, my close colleague, caught my eye from across the room, clearly sensing the boiling rage beneath my calm exterior.

As the Pearson duo moved on, probably to claim credit for someone else’s hard work, Carl approached my desk. The cold touch of the metal table grounded me, but barely.

"That was absolute crap," he seethed, his words matching my feelings.

"They basically robbed me in broad daylight,” I snapped, my voice edged with fury.

“I put my heart and soul into that design, and for what? To have Gus slap his name on it like it's some school project?"

Carl sighed, resting a hand on my shoulder.

"Look, Sherlock, this place is toxic. You deserve better."

Every sound around us seemed to fade away, replaced by the thud of my pulse and a growing determination. Right then, I knew what I needed to do. Brickstein Developers had taken enough from me. It was time for a change.

Soon after, my anger bubbled over again, and before I even realized it, my feet were moving with purpose. The Pearson duo were a few steps away, chattering with some senior executives. I could hear the hum of the office around me, the distant sounds of phones ringing and the clack of keyboards, but everything else felt secondary.

My focus was razor-sharp on Brian and Gus.
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"I’ve changed my mind! I can't let you do this," I announced, my voice echoing down the hallway. Heads turned, and murmurs began. People peeked out of their office cubicles, eyes wide with curiosity. The sharp smell of office ink and faint undertones of various perfumes and colognes hung in the air.

Brian, looking slightly taken aback, faced me.

"Sherlock, this isn't the time or place."

"No, THIS is exactly the place!" My voice was loud, unwavering.

"You think you can just slap someone else's name on my work and expect me to be fine with it? Because he's your nephew?"

Gus’s face was a shade of deep crimson.

"I contributed to the project," he protested weakly.

"By doing what? Stealing someone else’s spotlight?" I challenged.

The atmosphere was tense. I could feel the energy, the rising heat, the weight of dozens of eyes on us. It was like the static before a storm, the air thick with anticipation.

"You've been pulling this nepotistic crap for too long, Brian! People here have worked their asses off only to be overshadowed by Gus's 'contributions'." My voice dripped with sarcasm.
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The office was silent now, save for my voice. The usual background noise seemed to have disappeared, and all I could hear was my own breathing, rapid and heavy.

Brian’s face turned a shade I hadn’t seen before, caught between anger and embarrassment.

"Sherlock, that’s enough!"

But I was on a roll, fuelled by frustration and years of being overlooked.

"No, it isn’t! You don't get to silence me, not this time. I’m done playing this ridiculous game!" I spat, my anger raw and unfiltered.

"And you know what? I'm done!" My words echoed in the corridor, a declaration of freedom.
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To my shock, applause began. It started softly, a few hesitant claps, then spread like wildfire. People were standing, cheering, sharing in my rebellion.

Brian looked around, his face a mix of disbelief and embarrassment. He seemed to be shrinking, his usual domineering presence diminished.

"Fine!" he snapped, waving a dismissive hand in my direction.

I stood there, chest heaving, riding the adrenaline high. It was terrifying, but it felt right.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I SWIRLED THE THICK EGGNOG in my glass, its creamy texture dancing on my tongue, the subtle spice of nutmeg tickling my senses. The house felt eerily quiet, the only sound being the soft hum of the refrigerator and distant carolers whose melodies wafted in from the open window.
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Though the warmth of my small heater in my bedroom competed with the chilly drafts, the occasional shiver still worked its way up my spine.

I was lost in thought, contemplating my recent life choices and what the hell I was going to do next, when the familiar chime of my phone broke through the silence. Squinting against the sharp winter sunlight streaming in, I picked up the device, the cold metal chilling my fingers slightly.

Cody: Can we meet?

A flood of emotions swept over me—surprise, anxiety, hope. I quickly typed a reply, my fingers almost slipping on the screen in my haste.

Sherlock: Yes. Bo’s Brew?

The response was almost immediate.

Cody: See you in 10.

Without even finishing my eggnog, I shot up, grabbing my coat. It was a heavy woolen one, perfect for the winter sun that could deceive you with its brightness but did little against the cold.

I wrapped a scarf snugly around my neck, its fabric soft and comforting against my skin. The crisp winter air filled my lungs as I made my way to Bo's Brew, each step crunching on the frosted pavement, leaving a trail of slightly melted footprints behind.
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As I pushed open the door to the coffee shop, a rush of warm air enveloped me, the aromatic scent of roasted beans hitting me full force. I scanned the room, my eyes landing on Cody, seated at a corner table, nursing what looked like a cup of hot cocoa.

"Hey," I greeted, trying to sound casual, but the quiver in my voice betrayed my nervousness.

He looked up, his piercing blue eyes locking onto mine.

"Sherlock. Thanks for coming."

I settled into the chair opposite him, removing my gloves.

"Of course. What's up?"

He paused for a moment, taking a deep breath. "We still need you."

The weight of his words hung in the air between us. Was this the sign I had been waiting for?

The idea of going undercover still churned in my stomach, a mix of excitement and trepidation. Pulling my eyes away from the steam wafting off the coffee he ordered for me, I looked squarely into Cody's.

"I've thought about it. I mean, dressing up as a girl? I don't know if I could pull it off, or if anyone would buy it."

He tilted his head, a soft smirk playing on his lips.

"You'd be surprised. We have an expert stylist on the payroll, you know. They can work wonders."

"Oh?" I arched an eyebrow, skeptical.

"And besides," he continued, leaning in a bit, "I genuinely think you'd make a pretty convincing girl. You have the features." He let out a chuckle, the sound warm and comforting amidst the ambient noise of the cafe.
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"Actually, dare I say, you'd be pretty."

I blinked, taken aback by the compliment, the taste of my coffee suddenly turning bittersweet on my tongue. A mix of gratitude and embarrassment warmed my cheeks, and I searched for an escape from the unexpected intimacy of the moment.

"How was Bangkok?" I blurted out, hoping to shift the conversation to safer ground.

Cody's smile faded slightly, a shadow crossing his face.

"Turns out the girl I was chatting with... let's just say she wasn't exactly exclusive."

He sighed, his fingers tapping rhythmically on the side of his cocoa mug, the sound resonating with the undertones of disappointment.

"She had multiple online boyfriends. But the country was beautiful. The food, the temples, the markets... it was a good distraction."

"Sorry to hear that," I murmured, my heart going out to him. Online relationships could be tricky, and he had learned that the hard way.

He waved his hand dismissively, the chime of his watch catching the soft glow of the overhead lights.

"Let's not dwell on it. So, is that a yes from you?"
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Taking a deep breath, the rich scent of coffee grounding me, I replied, "Well, I'm currently unemployed, so... yeah. Why not?"

Cody's face lit up, his smile brighter than the string of Christmas lights adorning the café's window.

"Cheers to that!" He lifted his mug in a mock toast, the rich aroma of chocolate wafting from it.

I couldn't help but chuckle, raising my own cup in response.

What had I just signed up for?


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

STEPPING INTO THE POLICE STATION felt oddly exhilarating. Despite the new year, remnants of Christmas still lingered in the air—tinsel-adorned desks, a few wilting poinsettias in the corners, and the distant sound of a holiday jingle still playing on someone's radio. The atmosphere felt both welcoming and slightly out of place.
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As I hesitated in the doorway, Randy and Cody turned away from their intense conversation, both clad in their crisp police uniforms. Their eyes were locked onto a board filled with pictures, strings, and notes—all centered around one man—Jose Figura. Apparently, the notorious drug lord everyone had been trying to nab.

Cody flashed me a grin, momentarily pushing aside the gravity of their task.

"Happy New Year, Sherlock! Glad you could make it."

His casual greeting was a brief respite from the weight I felt, the anticipation of what was to come. Following him, I was led through a maze of corridors, the smell of stale coffee and fresh paperwork permeating the air.
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Once we reached his office, a striking woman was waiting. Her raven-black hair flowed like a waterfall down her back, and her skin had the beautiful golden hue that hinted at her tropical origins.

"Sherlock, meet Gina Dela Cruz," Cody introduced, nodding towards the woman.

"Our resident stylist."

She stepped forward, her heels clicking on the linoleum, and extended a manicured hand.

"Pleased to meet you. And before you comment on my accent, yes, Filipina. Born and raised but moved to the US when I was fifteen."

I smiled, shaking her hand, feeling the firm grip.

"Nice to meet you, Gina."

Her eyes sized me up, a playful glint sparkling in them.

"Wow, Cody. You were right. He's quite the pretty boy." She remarked, a hint of teasing in her tone.

I could feel my cheeks growing hot, the unexpected compliment catching me off guard.

"Uh, thanks? I think?"

Gina chuckled, her laugh like chimes. "Ready for your 'New Year, New Me' transformation?"

Although her confidence was infectious, I couldn't help but feel a surge of anxiety. With a half-hearted chuckle, I quipped, "I'm not sure if I am, but I'm putting all my trust in you."

Cody, sensing the shift in the room, cleared his throat.

"I'll leave you two to it then." With a nod, he exited, leaving me in the capable hands of Gina.

There I was, at the start of the most unconventional journey of my life.

No sooner than a minute, she wheeled in a towering rack of clothing, the array of fabrics fluttering with each movement. She turned to face me, a determined expression on her face, holding up a series of undergarments that I recognized, but had never actually examined up close.
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"First thing's first, Sherlock," she began, holding up a piece of shapewear.

"If you're going to pass as a girl, especially in an environment as observant as a university, it starts from the inside... or at least underneath your clothes."

I blinked at her, my mind racing.

"Wait, are you saying I have to wear... those?"

She gave a curt nod. "Of course. Shapewear is essential if you want that feminine silhouette. Trust me, it makes all the difference."

She then gestured to a changing booth in the corner. "Take those off."

"Wait, what?" I stammered, my face turning a shade of crimson I didn't think was possible.

She rolled her eyes with a playful smile, "The training starts now. And trust me, there's no malice intended. It's strictly professional."

I hesitated, the weight of vulnerability pressing down on me.

"Can you, uh, turn around?"

She chuckled, her laugh soft and melodic, making the tension in the room slightly less palpable.

"Sure, but I've seen it all. Still, if it'll make you feel better."

Reluctantly, I started to change, feeling the foreign texture of the shapewear against my skin. As I fumbled, Gina occasionally guided me with her voice, explaining how to adjust and tuck to create the desired effect. Her demeanor was nonchalant and chatty, contrasting starkly with my own timidness.

The soft fabric, the snug fit—it was a strange experience, and I was hyper-aware of every sensation, every tug and pull. I could hear the soft rustle of fabric, the distant murmur of the police station outside the room, the rhythmic ticking of the clock on the wall.

"All done?" she asked, turning back to appraise her work. She seemed satisfied with the transformation so far but my penis was begging to escape the confines of the silk panties.

I exhaled, feeling a mixture of relief and apprehension.

"This is going to be one hell of an experience, isn't it?"

She winked, her confidence unwavering. "You have no idea."

“Keep those on,” she then instructed, pointing to the undergarments I had just put on.

"Under your regular clothes. You need to get into character and adjust to the tightness. Believe me, it'll become second nature."
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"But--"

Before I could object further, she was already moving with purpose.

“Come on, next we’re heading to the salon.”

I blinked, still processing everything. "Wait, what? Now?"

She gave me a pointed look.

"Every minute counts, Sherlock. We can't let Kappa Kappa Omega continue their abuse. It's not just about dressing up and pretending—it's about putting an end to something wrong."

A pang of guilt coursed through me, pulling at my insides.

"Fine," I relented.
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As we got into her car—a sleek black sedan with that new car smell—I sank into the plush leather seat, trying to wrap my head around the whirlwind that had become my life. The sun's rays filtered through the car windows, its warmth complementing the sensation of the shapewear and lingerie against my skin.

Out of curiosity, I asked, "How long have you been doing this? Dressing people up, I mean."

She glanced over, a slight smile playing on her lips.

“Two years now.”

I shifted from the tightness of my tuck and continued asking her.

“Do you like what you do?”

“Honestly? I love it. Sure, I'm not out there making arrests, but helping the force from behind the scenes? It’s fulfilling in its own way.”

I turned to face the window, the blur of the city passing by.

"What's been the toughest disguise you've had to craft?"

She chuckled. "Ah, there was this one time I had to transform a burly six-foot officer into a believable elderly woman. Took hours of makeup and prosthetics. But the results? Worth every second."

We continued to chat, the car ride filled with tales of her experiences and the intricacies of her job. It made the journey seem fleeting, and before I knew it, we were pulling up to a posh-looking beauty salon with a glitzy sign that read "Glamour & Grace."

Taking a deep breath, I turned to her. "Alright, let's do this."


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

STEPPING INTO THE SALON, it was immediately evident that this place was Gina's turf. The three stylists on duty lit up at the sight of her, their camaraderie evident in their animated greetings. The room was fragrant with a mix of hair products and fresh flowers, and ambient music played softly in the background.
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“Hey Gina girl!” someone exclaimed, pulling Gina into a warm hug. She was a tall, striking Black woman with fierce red locks cascading down her back.

Then, a statuesque woman with flawless porcelain skin and jet-black hair winked at Gina and shot me an appreciative look.

"Well, well, well look what we’ve got here. Oh, and Gina, tell that hot officer thanks for buying us out today."

Another worker with her flawless dark skin and a curvaceous frame, chuckled. "Honey, he did us a favor! This is gonna be fun."

I shifted on my feet, suddenly feeling out of place among these confident, vibrant women.

“This is Cherry,” Gina said—referring to the one with the red hair.

“Asia,” the tall woman with porcelain skin.

“And, this is Deborah. Ladies, be easy on Sherlock,” she finalized—referring to the curvaceous beauty.

Cherry sauntered over to me, her heels clicking rhythmically on the tile. "So, you must be the project of the season?" Her eyes raked over me appraisingly. “Woah, baby! You’re blessed. I wasn’t this feminine when I started my transition.”
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Asia laughed. "Neither was I! Lucky you, Sherlock."

The sound of my name caught Cherry's attention. Crouching down, she lifted the hem of my pants to glance at my ankle, which was still sporting its natural hair. She grimaced exaggeratedly. "No shit, Sherlock. We got some work ahead of us!"

The room erupted in laughter, and despite my nervousness, I couldn’t help but chuckle too. The energy was infectious.

"Alright, alright," Deborah said, trying to contain her laughter.

"Let's get started. First, we got to deal with this hair, and honey, that's just the tip of the iceberg."

I nodded, taking a deep breath. "Good God, what have I gotten myself into?" I said under my breath—causing them to let out an orchestra of laughter.

The scent of melting wax started to fill the air, a unique aroma that was neither entirely unpleasant nor soothing. It held the promise of pain, and that was something I was trying to mentally prepare for.

Gina, engrossed in her laptop, was absentmindedly reaching into a bowl of mixed nuts, popping them into her mouth while the stylists got busy prepping the wax stations.

Asia and Cherry were bickering about which wax was the best for sensitive skin.

“Honey, trust me, the lavender-infused one works best," Cherry argued.

"No way," Asia retorted, "The aloe blend is the best. Remember Marco? He had like, zero redness."
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Meanwhile, Deborah, noticing my anxiety, winked at me and whispered conspiratorially, "First time's always the hardest, but don't worry, we're pros."

"Alright, big guy, I mean, girl," Cherry jested, clapping her hands. "Let’s start with your face. It's the most painful and the best way to get you accustomed faster."

“Uhm… not sure if it works that way,” I mildly retorted.

The warm wax on my face felt oddly comforting. But the sensation was short-lived. With a quick yank, the warmth was replaced by a stinging sensation. "Ouch!" I exclaimed.

Cherry chuckled, "Honey, that was nothing. Wait 'til we get to the chest."

“That’s not very helpful, girl,” Gina chimed in.

Asia took over for the armpits, assuring me that her technique was least painful. But the rip sound was followed by another involuntary "Ouch!" from me.

Deborah, dancing to some silent rhythm, came over to work on my chest. The first strip pulled was agonizing. My eyes watered, and I swear I could hear Cherry and Asia suppressing their giggles.

"Legs next, Sherlock. And relax, the thighs are usually easier," Deborah winked.

The leg waxing wasn’t as bad as the chest, but I was far from relaxed. And every time I yelped or muttered an "ouch," the room filled with laughter or teasing remarks. The process was excruciating, but the atmosphere was lively and jovial, making it all somewhat bearable.

After what felt like hours, Gina finally looked up from her laptop.

"All smooth now?"

Deborah gave a thumbs up. "Smooth as a baby's bottom."

I groaned, sitting up. "Can't believe I just went through that."

Asia handed me a soothing lotion. "Apply this. It'll help with the redness."

Cherry grinned, “Welcome to the world of beauty and pain, Sherlock. You're one of us now."

"The next part, honey, ain't painful, but it's definitely monumental," Asia announced, her voice dripping with excitement. I was still feeling the novelty of my smoother skin, running my fingertips over the freshly waxed parts. It was different, but not in a bad way.

"You're such a good sport about this," Deborah commented, her dark eyes glittering with amusement.

"Some guys we've worked with? Oh boy! They’re all 'I’m not gay' and stuff, making it all about that."

Cherry huffed, rolling her eyes. "As if getting waxed or having hair extensions got anything to do with being gay."

I shrugged, settling into the stylist's chair. "I don’t know. It's a nice change from my usual routine. Gives a fresh perspective."

"Well, wait till we get to the hair extensions," Asia teased.

"Can't I just wear a wig?" I asked, trying to imagine a long, wavy wig on my head.

Gina, overhearing our conversation, chimed in, "It's not just about aesthetics, Sherlock. It's a disguise. Wearing a wig can be risky. Imagine it getting yanked off during a confrontation."

Deborah nodded, "Or worse, it slipping off during a chase. Girl, that'd be embarrassing."

I cringed at the thought. "Okay, point taken. But does putting on extensions hurt?"

Cherry laughed, "For you? Not at all. But for us, it's a long-ass and tiring process. You might want to grab some magazines or something."
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I settled into the chair, feeling a mix of excitement and apprehension. As the day had already proven, disguising oneself was a transformative journey, both outside and within.

Soon after, the harmonious chaos of Asia, Cherry, and Deborah's work filled the room once more as they carefully attached the extensions strand by strand. The scent of the hair products and the light tugs on my scalp made the experience almost meditative.

"Y'all really seem to enjoy arguing, huh?" I commented, smiling.

Deborah grinned, "That's just how we show love around here."

Cherry added with a sassy tone, "If we didn't bicker, it means we don't care about each other or the client."

"And honey, we care about you a lot right now," Asia winked.

The two hours felt like a mix of salon pampering and being part of a lively sitcom. The energy, laughter, and relentless teasing made it a transformative experience in more ways than one.

Finally, the moment arrived. "Alright, Sherlock," Cherry said, swiveling me to face the mirror. "Meet the new you."

I took a deep breath and looked. The reflection was astonishing. The long, wavy locks framed my face perfectly, cascading down my shoulders.
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"Whoa," I whispered, touching the hair in awe. "Not gonna lie, I'm kinda hot."

As the trio laughed and cheered, Gina approached, her makeup case in tow.

"Alright ladies, step aside. It's my turn."

She began laying out her tools and then paused, looking me in the eyes. "Saint Helen's was my dream school, you know. But my parents couldn't afford it."

Asia piped up from behind, "Same here! Though honestly, with the stories I've heard, I'm not too sure if I missed out."

Gina resumed her task, gently prepping my skin. "The girls there... well, some are great. But many are snobbish and entitled."

Cherry leaned in, "But with you there? Honey, you'll rule the roost. Queen bee, for sure."

I chuckled, trying to imagine myself navigating the maze of college sorority life. "Let's not get ahead of ourselves. For now, let's focus on the makeup."

And as Gina's brushes danced over my face, the next phase of my transformation began.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

I WALKED INTO CODY'S OFFICE the day before breaking into the university, my newly-acquired extensions brushing my shoulders with every step. It felt different, walking with that kind of sway. Though I was dressed in a simple hoodie and pants, I felt every bit the undercover diva.
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Cody looked up and his mouth dropped open slightly. He cleared his throat, clearly taken aback.

"You... You look... Wow."

I smirked, running my fingers through my hair, "Thanks. Guess Gina and the team did a good job."

But as Cody took in my appearance, his expression turned serious. He extended an ID card towards me. I grabbed it and examined the face in the photo–it was mine, but not quite. The ID read Cher Rhodes.”

"Close to Sherlock, so you won't forget," he explained.

"Thanks for the thoughtfulness," I said, a bit dryly. He continued by handing over three sets of Saint Helen's uniforms, folded neatly.

"Try them on. We need to see which one fits you best."

Looking at the door and then back to him, I raised an eyebrow,

"You know, we might be both guys and all, but could you... um, turn around?"

His face turned a shade that almost matched the uniform blazer.

"Right, sorry. I'll just step out."

Once the door clicked behind him, I quickly tried on the medium-sized uniform. It felt loose, the blazer sagging at the shoulders and the skirt billowing out too much. Without hesitation, I decided to try the small.

Slipping into it, it felt right. The skirt, the blazer, even the socks that ended just below the knee. I looked at my reflection in the room's window, focusing on my legs. With the heels Gina had provided, the outfit was a blend of elegance and schoolgirl charm. I gave a small twirl, the skirt flaring out perfectly.
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Underneath the girl in the reflection, the essence of Sherlock still existed, but there was a new persona overlaying it, one that was confident, strong, and undeniably feminine. As Cher Rhodes, I was ready to step into Saint Helen's and uncover its secrets.

I leaned on the doorframe, twirling a strand of my new hair, and said with a hint of playfulness, "Come on in, Cody. What do you think?"

The moment he stepped inside and saw me head to toe in my school uniform, his eyes widened and his face reddened. He cleared his throat, searching for words.

"It's... It's just... wow. Unbelievable."

I smirked, "Gina's magic." Flipping open a small hand mirror, I touched up my lip gloss and added, "I've been so deep in character this past week, I can't stop checking my makeup. Weird, right?"

Cody chuckled, his fingers fumbling with the edge of his uniform shirt. "It's okay. It's part of the job, right?" He took a deep breath, looking at me with a sincerity I hadn't seen in a long while.

"Listen, Sherlock... I mean, Cher. Just... be careful out there, okay? We really don't know what these schoolgirls and their society are capable of."

His concern touched me, and I nodded. "Thank you, Cody."

For a brief moment, our eyes locked, and a palpable tension filled the room. I could sense a shift in our dynamic. The lines were blurring, making it hard to tell where Sherlock ended and Cher began.

Breaking the moment, Cody, in a voice that somehow seemed softer, more refined than I remembered, offered, "Would you like a ride home?"

I raised an eyebrow, enjoying the new chivalrous side of him.

"I think I can manage a bus ride, but thanks."
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"Are you sure?" he persisted, the words hanging in the air between us.

I hesitated for a split second before replying, "Yeah, it's fine. Besides, Cher Rhodes should start getting used to her new life, right?"

Cody nodded reluctantly, but I could tell he was hesitant to let me go. Our roles were shifting, and it was a world neither of us was prepared for.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

A DAY LATER, the moment I stepped out in front of the university's ornate wrought-iron gate, I felt a rush of trepidation. The expansive campus was framed by looming old-world architecture and manicured gardens albeit covered in snow, but it was the swarm of young women, each more radiant than the last, that truly captured my attention.
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They moved with grace, laughter echoing and fabrics rustling, their youthful energy vibrant against the cold winter backdrop.

As I made my way through, I could feel the weight of curious eyes on me. The unfamiliar sensation of my hair extensions brushing against my back, combined with the unsure footing of my new shoes, made my steps falter.

Doubts crept into my mind. Had they figured me out already?

Clearing my throat softly, I tried to reassure myself. I even murmured a few words, testing the waters with my new feminine voice, "It's just the first day… you've got this."

As if on cue, two girls broke from the throng and approached me with friendly, albeit slightly guarded, expressions. The brunette, with a perky demeanor—headband holding her shoulder-length hair, extended a manicured hand.
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"Hi there! You're new, right? I'm Camille, Mass Communication major. And this is Kara, same course." She gestured to her stunning redhead companion, who gave a shy wave. Kara's emerald eyes were framed by a cascade of fiery curls, and though she didn't say much, her presence was palpable.

Feeling a bit more at ease, I responded, "Hi, I'm Cher. Just transferred."

However, any comfort I felt was short-lived. A sharp noise from a distance drew our attention. Removing her sunglasses in the midst of winter, a blonde with a high ponytail cast a shadow that seemed to reach us.

Camille's and Kara's eyes widened in alarm.

"We... uh, we've got to run," Camille whispered hurriedly.

"Sanya's gym bag and books won't carry themselves."

Without another word, the duo made a hasty retreat, leaving me alone, even more curious and alert. The game of Saint Helen's had just begun, and I was right in the middle of it.

It was just before noon when the soft murmur of students trickled into silence as I entered the room for my next class, the weight of the door behind me cutting off the outside chatter. The scent of old books mixed with fresh ink greeted me; a nostalgic combination that reminded me of my college days. Sturdy wooden chairs and desks filled the room, and from the ceiling hung a modern projector, its blue hue casting a gentle glow.

"Ah, you must be Cher Rhodes," said a voice, drawing my attention to the front. Professor Quinn, a jovial elderly woman with silver hair and eyes that sparkled with intelligence, stood there. Her appearance was unassuming, but the confidence in her stance spoke of years in academia.

I offered a cautious smile, wary of speaking too much lest my voice betray me. "Yes, that's me."
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The rest of the class chimed in with a mixture of friendly "hellos" and curious glances. From the corner of my eye, I caught the stoic figure of Sanya, the enigmatic blonde. She leaned back in her chair, her gaze directed out of the window. Only the slight raise of her eyebrow acknowledged my presence.

As Professor Quinn delved into the day's lesson on modern literature, a subject I had always been fond of, I felt a surge of excitement. The words flowed, concepts I had already delved into during my own sophomore year. The nostalgia was overwhelming.

As Sanya's cold demeanor continued to pique my curiosity, I was reminded of Amanda, a former classmate from my university days. The memory of her clear blue eyes and the sting of her rejection still felt fresh, even after all these years.

Time flew and the class was finally over. With a sigh, I collected my belongings, the weight of the day, and memories from the past pressing on my shoulders. Being a student again, even in this peculiar circumstance, was turning out to be more emotionally taxing than I had anticipated.
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After school, the brisk wind tousled my hair, carrying with it the sounds of laughter, excited chatter, and the distant blaring of the school's marching band. I sat high up on the cold metal bleachers of the football field, my eyes scanning the small crowd below.

From this vantage point, I hoped to observe the behavior of these university girls unnoticed.

And there she was, the blonde powerhouse, Sanya, her laughter sharp and clear even from my distance. Beside her, another blonde girl leaned into the joke, their shared mirth creating a bond of some dark camaraderie.

A few feet away, Camille and Kara danced frantically, their feet moving with more desperation than rhythm. Sanya wielded a pair of scissors menacingly, threatening to snip away at their hair if they dared to slow down. The girls around them laughed, but there was an underlying tension, a visible discomfort among some.

A soft scent of lemony cleaning solution wafted to my nostrils, and my gaze shifted. A few bleachers below, a janitor, inconspicuously wiping down the seats, caught my eye. Cody. The familiar shade of his eyes met mine for a moment before he continued his janitorial act.

I descended the stairs cautiously, ensuring not to draw attention. As I approached, he murmured without looking up, "How's your first day going?"

Keeping my voice low and steady, I replied, "Just the usual uni stuff, but there's something off about that girl." I subtly tilted my head toward Sanya.

Cody's brow furrowed. "Be careful, Cher. We don't know what she's capable of."

I nodded, my senses heightened. My mission here was far from simple college antics. Every observation counted, and every moment could lead to the truth we were so desperate to unveil.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, INSIDE THE PRISTINE, white-tiled walls of the girls' bathroom, I stood confidently at the marble countertop, delicately applying a fresh coat of Dior lip gloss. The soft, ambient light reflected off the mirror, casting a warm glow on my face.

The familiar scent of Chanel perfume filled the air, mixing with the gentle sound of the bathroom's fans. As the days passed, I'd become quite adept at the art of makeup, and it had become an unexpected solace. It was an armor of sorts, and as each stroke of mascara or hint of blush applied, I felt an invincible strength take hold.
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The bathroom door creaked open, revealing the figures of Camille, Kara, and behind them, Sanya. Their chatter filled the space, bringing with it an undercurrent of tension. Camille, her eyes wide with wonder, approached the countertop, staring at my collection of premium makeup brands.

"Wow! You have the coolest stuff," she exclaimed, her tone genuine. "Your parents must be super rich."

I bit my lip, trying to keep my composure, as Sanya, flicking her bangs to one side, scoffed.

"Or maybe it's a sugar daddy," she said snidely.

"Can't believe St. Helen's doesn’t do background checks on prostitutes."

My heart raced, anger building inside of me. It wasn't just the insinuation but the blatant disrespect. I'd worked hard for everything I had, and these girls had no idea of my sacrifices.

Camille looked flustered, her fingers nervously playing with her headband.

"I thought I told you," she murmured, avoiding Sanya's piercing gaze.

"Told me what? Oh yeah, I almost forgot that you're here on scholarship." Sanya laughed mockingly. Kara, with an uncomfortable smile, let out a timid giggle in agreement.

Sanya's cold eyes met mine, her lips curled into a disdainful smirk.

"Come on, poor babes," she said, her voice dripping with condescension, "I'm late for my next class." She threw one final, challenging glare my way before exiting the bathroom with her entourage.

Taking a deep breath, I fought the urge to shout after them, reminding myself of the bigger picture. I had a job to do, and letting Sanya's words get to me was not an option.
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Later that afternoon, the hallway was alive with the hum of chatter and the scent of textbooks mixed with floral perfumes. I walked briskly, the rhythmic sound of my heels against the tiled floor a steady reminder of my new identity. Then, cutting through the noise, Sanya's voice rang out, amplified through a megaphone, "Attention, attention! We're looking for new pledges!"

A rapid pulse thrummed in my chest, louder than the echoing voice over the megaphone. This was the moment I'd been waiting for, the chance to get closer to the truth and unravel the mysteries of Kappa Kappa Omega's rituals.

I barely had time to process the thought when a familiar voice called out.

"Cher!" Camille was suddenly by my side, her fingers wrapping tightly around my wrist, her enthusiasm palpable.

"You should totes join us!" she chirped.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, taking in the scene. A line of potential pledges had already formed, girls jotting down their names on a list. "I...uh, sure," I stammered, allowing Camille to pull me toward the table.

Paper and pen in hand, I started to write, but for a split second, my old identity threatened to emerge. My hand froze as I nearly scribbled down "Sherlock."

I quickly adjusted, instead writing "Cher Rhodes" in fluid, confident strokes. As I finished and handed back the pen, I couldn't help but think of the path I was embarking on, full of secrets and uncertain outcomes.

After school, I immediately took the bus to the police station. It was eerily quiet when I stepped in, the usual bustling activity seemingly stilled. The only sounds were the distant hum of air conditioning and the soft clicking of a computer keyboard.

I took a moment to appreciate the stillness, the scent of coffee and paper thick in the air, an antithesis to the floral and teen spirit I'd grown accustomed to at St. Helen's.

"Cody?" I called out, my voice echoing in the vast emptiness.From the back, Cody emerged, looking slightly disheveled in his uniform. His gaze lingered on me a moment too long, a hint of surprise evident in his eyes, although I'd caught him sneaking glances more than once since my transformation.

"Cher," he greeted, his voice hesitant. "Glad you could make it."

“Where’s everyone?”

“Someone got killed in the city and they’re in the crime scene.”

I gave him a nod, lips pulling into a small smirk.

"That’s rough. So… thought we needed to discuss the next steps? Especially with me entering the sorority house?"

Cody's eyes darted to the small table beside him where a tiny device lay. "Yes," he started, clearing his throat. "We need to bug you before you get in there. For safety and, of course, to gather evidence."

I could sense his discomfort, the way his gaze avoided lingering on my face or the curve of my newly-styled hair.

"How are things?" he asked, trying to fill the silence.

I leaned against a nearby desk, fingers drumming against its surface.

"It's... good, mostly. But there's a tangible tension in that place. You can sense it, like an electric charge. There are some really mean girls, Cody. It's like navigating a minefield."

His face contorted with concern. "Be careful, Sherlock, uh, Cher. This mission, it's unpredictable. We can't underestimate them even if they’re just sorority girls."

I nodded, appreciating his concern.
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"I've got this, Cody. But thanks for the reminder. Now, let's get that bug situated, shall we?"

The small array of devices that he spread across the table looked like something straight out of a spy movie. There were slender, almost invisible microphones, a couple of wire setups, and a few more sophisticated-looking bugs that gleamed under the dim overhead lights.

"You'll need this one," he said, picking up a tiny, flesh-colored microphone.

"It's discreet and has an excellent pickup range. It should be positioned...uh, under your blouse."

I frowned, looking down at my newly-acquired form. The simple mechanics of attaching the bug suddenly seemed daunting. I felt a flush creep up my face, an unfamiliar sensation of embarrassment.

"I... don't know how to do it."

His face was a blend of professional concern and personal hesitation.

"Can I...?" he began, his voice almost a whisper.

We were already in close quarters, the proximity amplifying the growing tension between us. As he moved closer, I felt the warmth radiating from him, contrasting with the cold metal of the bug he held. His breath was a mix of peppermint and coffee, a reassuringly masculine scent that felt oddly compelling in the moment.

Suddenly, our faces were inches apart. I could see the raw emotion in his eyes, a deep swirling pool of desire and conflict. Without a word, without even thinking, our lips met.

The sensation was unlike anything I'd ever felt. The softness of his lips, the slight stubble on his chin, the gentle probing of his tongue-it was all new, exciting, and overwhelmingly intense. The sweet taste of him, the muted sounds of our breaths mingling, the feel of his hands on my waist-it was an overload of sensation that left me dizzied and craving more.

Pulling away, my breaths came heavy, the world around me seeming hazy and unreal.

"I've never...kissed a guy before," I admitted, voice shaky.

He chuckled softly, his face flushed. "Neither have I. But, Cher, you're so damn beautiful. I just couldn't resist."

My heart raced. This was so unexpected, so out of left field, and yet it felt so right. The lines between Sherlock and Cher, between friend and more-than-friend, were blurring, but in that moment, it didn't matter.

"Cody," I breathed out, my voice shaky.

His fingers grazed my face, brushing against my cheek, moving towards the neckline of my blouse.

"I never imagined... Cher, this feels so different," he murmured.

"Are we really gonna do this?" I teased, but my voice held a tremor of vulnerability.

He chuckled softly, his gaze still intense. "You have no idea how hard it is to keep my hands off you. You're just... breathtaking."

Our lips met again, this time with a fervor that left us both gasping for air.

It was like we were magnets, constantly pulling each other closer. Each touch was exploratory, every caress sending a new wave of sensations crashing over us.

"Cody," I murmured, feeling a heat rise within me.

"Again, are sure about this?"
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He pulled back slightly, studying my face. "Only if you are."

The weight of our responsibilities seemed a distant memory. We were lost in each other, wrapped in a passion that was new, exhilarating, and terrifying all at once.

"You have no idea how it feels to touch you like this. Every part of you feels... new."

His hands ventured under the fabric, fingers dancing on the skin of my back. Each touch was electric, awakening sensations I never thought I'd feel. The weight of his body pressing against mine, the warmth of his skin, the rhythm of our mingling breaths–it was overwhelming.

My hands moved tentatively to his chest, feeling the rapid thud of his heart against my palm.

"Cody," I said, my voice thick with emotion. "This is all so different."

He smiled, pulling me closer, the gap between us vanishing.

"Let's discover it together."
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There was no hesitation as we continued to explore, every touch and whisper amplifying our connection. I felt vulnerable and empowered all at once, our two worlds colliding in a dance of shared intimacy.

The only sound was the rustling of clothes and the soft sighs that escaped between our entangled breaths. We didn't need words; our actions spoke volumes. The trust, the vulnerability, the desire–all these emotions swirled around us, enveloping us in a cocoon of intimacy.

Soon after…

“Ahhh!” he finally exclaimed.

The culmination of our feelings was profound, a deep connection that transcended our disguises, our roles, our pasts. At that moment, it was just Cody and me, two souls lost and then found in each other.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

THE DAY AFTER WE MADE LOVE, the comforting vibrations of my phone against the wooden desk had me stealing a glance down, a smile playing on my lips as Cody's name flashed across the screen. Emojis, all hearts and smiles, flooded the chat.

It was novel, the warmth that bloomed in my chest whenever I thought of the previous night. I quickly typed a response, hitting send and feeling the giddy kick of what seemed like young love.

Before I could get lost in daydreams, Camille plopped down next to me, her presence instantly pulling me from the haze of my thoughts.
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"Hey, Cher! Ready for later?"

"Ready for what?" I asked, feigning innocence even though my heart had started to race, the thumping loud enough in my ears to drown out the hum of classroom chatter.

"Kappa Kappa Omega initiation, silly!" she chirped, oblivious to the anxiety that was steadily taking root in my chest.

"Oh," I said, trying to keep my voice even.

"I didn't realize it was happening so soon."

Camille rolled her eyes playfully. "Well, now you do. Get pumped!"

Involuntarily, my fingers brushed the tiny camera lodged in my clip-on earring, the cool metal a sharp reminder of the dual life I was leading. There were layers to this game, and the stakes had never felt higher.

After school, the imposing door of the sorority house stood before me, offering both promise and trepidation. As I adjusted my skirt and blouse, trying to quell the nerves swirling inside, a vivacious redhead with a cascade of fiery curls approached.

"Hey there, hi there!" she greeted, her voice a melody of warmth and energy. "I'm Amarant."

"Cher," I replied, taking in her perky demeanor.

From within the house, Camille's voice pierced through, "You made it!" Her familiar face added a touch of comfort to the alien surroundings.
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Looking around, I noticed other girls, fellow pledges, all sporting a blend of anxiety and excitement. As the sun set, casting long shadows on the pavement, she ushered us towards the house, her steps taking on a determined beat that hinted at the gravity of what lay ahead.

"The meeting will be in the basement," she announced, leading us downward. The slightly musty smell of old wood and the dim lighting didn't help my growing apprehension.

Stealthily, I whipped out my phone to send a quick text to Cody. Can you still see what's happening? Almost instantly, his response blinked back—Clear as day.

But before I could even sigh in relief, Amarant's sharp eyes caught the faint glow.

"No phones allowed," she snapped, extending her hand. "Hand it over."

Internally cursing, I hesitated for a mere second before relenting, passing her the device. My sole lifeline was now out of reach. All I could think was, Well, Sherlock, you're deep in it now.

Soon after, the unmistakable sound of a key turning in a lock echoed in the room, causing a chill to run down my spine. Amarant had locked us in. The dimly lit basement held an atmosphere thick with trepidation, every whisper seeming amplified. My heart thudded so loudly I was sure everyone else could hear it.

From a shadowy corner, Sanya stepped into view, followed by another blonde girl I hadn't seen before. She had an air of authority about her, with bright eyes that missed nothing.

"Hi there, pledges!" she began with an exaggerated cheeriness, her voice dripping with faux sweetness.

"I'm Lola, the president of Kappa Kappa Omega."

Before any of us could properly register her introduction, her demeanor shifted drastically. The perky façade dropped, replaced by an icy sternness.

"Alright, enough of the crappy introductions," she said, her tone suddenly cold.
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"You're all here because you want to join our esteemed sorority. But let me make one thing clear—while you're in this room, you do as I say. And if you can't follow simple instructions, well... there'll be repercussions."

Sanya snickered, the sound grating against my already heightened nerves. Even Camille, usually so upbeat, looked pale and frightened.

Lola snapped her fingers, and Sanya immediately handed out slim booklets to each of us. Glancing down, I saw pages filled with lines like "Kappa Kappa Omega stands for..." and "As a member, I vow to...".

"You have five minutes," Lola declared, eyeing an ornate clock on the wall.

"Memorize the pledge. If you can't, it simply means you're too dumb to be here."

My eyes raced over the words, trying to commit them to memory. Five minutes may as well have been five seconds, the pressure mounting with each ticking second.

“Ding ding ding!”

The shrill ring of a timer sliced through the tense atmosphere of the room. Lola swiftly silenced her phone, her eyes sweeping over the assembled pledges with a predatory glint.

"Alright, ladies," she began with a smirk, "let's hear it. Every word, every sentence. Let's see which of you actually have brains beneath those pretty faces."

One by one, we tried to recite the words. Our voices trembled, sentences fragmented and punctuated with nervous pauses. I could smell the sharp tang of fear in the air, mixed with the mustiness of the basement. The muffled sounds from the floor above seemed a world away.

"Speak up! What's the matter? Cat got your tongues, you stupid whores?" Lola's voice grew more venomous with each syllable, her patience clearly waning.

I watched in horror as she walked over to a girl who'd stuttered over her words. With a swift, cruel motion, she squeezed the girl's cheeks, forcing her mouth open.

"Is this how you think? Mouth agape like a fish? How dumb can you be?" she spat.

Laughter, sharp and mocking, erupted from Sanya and the other senior sorority members. The sight of them revelling in our humiliation was sickening. I could feel the cool perspiration forming on my brow and the tight knot of anxiety in my stomach.

Amidst the chaos, I saw Camille, her face ashen, her eyes fixed on the floor, clearly trying to make herself as invisible as possible.

Taking a deep breath, I decided to step up. "Kappa Kappa Omega stands for unity, for sisterhood, for ambition. As a member, I vow to uphold these values, to always support my sisters, to strive for excellence in all my endeavors," I recited clearly, drawing on my eidetic memory.

Lola, taken aback by my confidence, eyed me with a mix of surprise and begrudging respect. But behind those eyes, I sensed something else–a hint of danger.

The cruel glint in her eyes intensified as she closed the gap between us. The soft clicking of her heels against the cold cement floor seemed to be in rhythm with the increasingly frantic beating of my heart.

"Well, well," she drawled, reaching out to twirl a lock of my hair around her manicured finger.

"Looks like we have a smart one here."

Her fingers, cold and slightly clammy, traced the line of my jaw, sending an involuntary shiver down my spine. The scent of her perfume–a heavy, musky aroma–invaded my senses, mingling with the basement's dampness.

"And hella pretty too," she purred, leaning in so close that I could feel her warm breath on my face.

Then, without warning, she spat her gum directly into my hair, working it in with her fingers to ensure it tangled among the strands. My eyes widened in shock, but I bit down on my lip to suppress any outburst. Any reaction would jeopardize the mission, and I had to stay in character.

But Sanya, never one to be outdone when it came to cruelty, sauntered over.

"I hate that uppity bitch," she sneered before grabbing a fistful of my hair and yanking it viciously. The sudden pain made my vision blur momentarily but I was relieved to find out how sturdy my extensions were.

From the corner of my eye, I noticed Camille. Her face was a mix of anger and fear, but she looked paralyzed, unable to voice any form of protest against the two queen bees of the sorority. I couldn't blame her. I knew all too well the kind of power these two wielded in this house.

Internally, I wrestled with my emotions, reminding myself of the mission's importance. Every interaction, every humiliation, was a piece of the puzzle. I just hoped that the puzzle's solution would be worth the pain.

The flickering dim light of the basement cast eerie shadows on the walls, accentuating the sense of dread that had settled deep within my gut. Lola's face split into a malicious grin, her eyes shining with a perverse sort of glee.

"Kara," she purred, pointing at the girls who'd faltered earlier.

"For every word they miss, slap them. Make it count."

Kara, with a reluctant nod, took a hesitant step forward. I could see the conflict in her eyes. The grimace on her face betrayed her discomfort, yet she seemed trapped, compelled to obey the whims of the sorority's leaders.

Suddenly, Amarant's laugh sliced through the air like a knife, sending chills down my spine. Her amusement at our predicament was palpable, and it was clear she reveled in our misery.

Camille's eyes locked onto mine, filled with regret and guilt.

"I'm sorry," she mouthed silently, her expression a stark contrast to the malicious delight exhibited by her peers.
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Without warning, a cold blast of water hit me squarely in the face, sending me gasping for air. Sanya, wielding a hose, sprayed the pledges indiscriminately. The shock of the cold was almost paralyzing, and involuntary screams erupted from some of the girls.

Every time someone cried out or protested, Kara's hand met their face with a stinging slap.

The icy tendrils of the water seeped through my clothes, numbing my skin and chilling me to the bone. The sound of water splashing and girls whimpering was only punctuated by the occasional slap from Kara and Sanya's cruel laughter.

Each slap felt like a betrayal, the sting a reminder of the cruelty humans could inflict on each other.

All for what?

A sense of belonging?

Power?

It was madness, and I had to constantly remind myself why I was there, pushing down the urge to shout, to fight back.

Despite the chaos around me, my focus remained sharp. Every moment, every act of cruelty was being captured, documented. This mission was bigger than me, and I had to endure. The truth would come out, and justice would be served.

Soon after, the atmosphere in the room thickened even more with anticipation, and I felt a cold sweat forming at the back of my neck as Lola ordered us to take our clothes off.

As the other pledges began to disrobe without hesitation, my heart raced with panic. This was the moment I had feared most, a situation I hadn't properly prepared for.

Lola's eyes, already cold and calculating, seemed to narrow further as they fixed on me.

"What's the matter, dear?" she cooed mockingly. The room grew silent, every eye now trained on the standoff between me and the sorority's fearsome leader.

Her impatience evident, Lola sharply turned to Sanya.

"Now I know why you can't stand this bitch."

Without warning, Lola's hand cracked against my face, the sharp sting making my eyes water. The sheer force of it had me staggering back a step, the sharp sound echoing off the walls.

"Are you deaf? Take them off!" she hissed.

My mind raced. I needed a way out. But before I could think further, Lola snapped her fingers and pointed at Camille.

"New girl, spank her," she ordered, thrusting a paddle towards the horrified blonde.

Camille's face drained of color, her eyes darting between me and the paddle.

"I... I didn't sign up for this," she stuttered.

Sanya smirked. "You realize we can make your life very difficult, right? Say goodbye to that scholarship."

As I watched the struggle in Camille's eyes, I couldn't stand it any longer. "You don't have to do this," I said, my voice firm despite my pounding heart.

"Let's get out."

Sanya's laughter, cruel and mocking, pierced the room.

"Really? You think it's that easy?" She snatched the paddle from Camille, raising it high.

But just as she prepared to strike, the door burst open with a loud crash.
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"Police! Nobody move!" Cody's familiar voice rang out, followed by a rush of officers pouring into the room. The sheer relief of seeing him was almost overwhelming.

Lola, Sanya, and their gang were quickly apprehended, their reign of terror over. As I stood there, trembling from adrenaline, I realized that this operation had finally come to an end. And though the ordeal had been harrowing, the sense of justice served was immeasurable.

Moments later, the chill from the outside crept into the police car, and despite my bravado from moments before, I found myself shivering uncontrollably. My fingers felt numb, and the cold air filled my lungs, the after-effects of the night's trauma weighing me down.
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As if sensing my discomfort, Cody gently draped his jacket over my shoulders, enveloping me in warmth. The scent of his cologne, mixed with the earthy undertone of leather, was comforting–familiar.

"I'm so sorry," he began, his voice laced with guilt.

"I should've acted sooner. I can't believe that girl slapped you." His gaze fixed on the fading red mark on my cheek, his fingers reaching out to brush it tenderly.

His touch was soft, a stark contrast to the violence I'd just experienced. The sensation of his skin against mine, warm and gentle, made my heart race in a different kind of way.

"I feel safe now," I whispered, leaning into his embrace. "Safe with you."

He looked down at me, his eyes intense. For a moment, all we did was stare at each other, the world outside fading away.

"I don't know why," he murmured, "but I think I'm falling for you."

I chuckled softly. "Cody, I've spent so much time pretending, hiding who I really am. But with you, I feel exactly who I should be." And it was true; with him, everything felt right.

Pulling me close, he pressed a gentle kiss on my forehead. We sat like that, finding solace in each other's embrace, while outside, the girls who had tormented me were being loaded into another police car. The sounds of their protests faded into the distance, but for the first time in a long while, I didn’t feel alone… especially during that Christmas season.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE GENTLE FRAGRANCE OF BLOOMING FLOWERS filled the air, the signs of spring apparent everywhere. The world was beginning to wake up from its winter slumber, trees adorning themselves with fresh green leaves, birds serenading the skies.

As we drove, I kept fidgeting with my real hair, now brushing against my shoulders. The soft tendrils were a constant reminder of my journey and the changes I had undergone.
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"Do you think they'll mind that I'm trans?" My voice wavered, revealing the nervousness I felt.

Cody glanced at me, his eyes full of support. "Cher," he began, "I'm sure they'd be happy that you're living as your real self." His assurance felt comforting, but the weight of uncertainty still pressed on my chest.

The car slowed down, and soon we were at the entrance of the cemetery. A place that held so many memories. Taking a deep breath, I felt the crisp spring air fill my lungs, the scent of freshly cut grass mingling with the sweet smell of blooming roses.

Stepping out, the gravel crunched under my feet, and the soft chirping of birds provided a tranquil backdrop. Hand in hand, Cody and I walked towards my parents' final resting place. The familiar tombstones greeted me, and I hesitated for a moment.

"I'm your daughter," I began, my voice choked with emotion.

"Cher. And this..." I gestured towards him, who gave me a reassuring squeeze, "is my boyfriend, Cody."
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He stepped forward, "Mr. and Mrs. Rhodes, it's an honor to meet you, even if it's just like this. Cher means the world to me."

Tears welled in my eyes as I brushed them away. Taking a deep breath, I felt a gust of wind, which seemed like a whisper from the past, a soft approval from the world beyond.

Holding hands, Cody and I faced each other.

"I love you," he said, his voice full of sincerity.

"And I love you more," I replied, feeling complete and content, knowing I had finally found my place in the world and who knows—maybe my own little family in the future.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy All Girls School? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Fantasies.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Girthy Girl

I’ve never lost a case and I topped the bar exams. Discipline came naturally but why was it so hard to resist the tactile feeling of silk and stockings brushing against my hairless legs?

Story 2 – The Doctor is In

He was the best cosmetic surgeon in the city and my career as a new nurse highly depended on his recommendation. In too deep, I allowed him to fill me in the most intimate places and completely change my wardrobe.

Story 3 – Island Princess

It wasn’t exactly a lovely day to go scuba diving, but it was the perfect day to be washed away and be rescued and feminized by a hunky prince.

Story 4 – Red Light Sissy

I had to know her. I had to get her story. But I didn’t have the money to do so. The free way to do it was to dress up like her, I thought.

Little did I know, it entailed more than standing on the street corner in a long brown wig, a tight red dress, chewing gum, and marching in fishnet stockings and high-heeled boots.

Story 5 – Royally Switched

When my sister badgered me into going to Paris, I was fine with carrying her bags and pretending to enjoy the sights and sounds of the city.

Little did I know, the trip that she had planned all her life would drastically change mine, with a bonus of chefs, chauffeurs, chambermaids, royal treatment, gowns, jewelry, the highest of high-heels, and a tall glass of aristocratic hunk that would show me how it was to be a woman… even just for one night.

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 Fantasies

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“Sure, I wanted to win the iPhone 15. But Nikki’s Halloween Party was even spookier than I expected. It would make any guy hide under the covers or in this case, hide under a pair of nylon stockings.”

Read I Want Candy


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“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
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and All Girls School – An Undercover 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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she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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