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Introduction

“Why did nobody tell me that LashTech isn’t about coding? I’m not here for beauty school!”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I thought I was signing up for a coding bootcamp. LashTech & Laser Co. sounded techy enough. I showed up in cargo shorts, expecting JavaScript.

Instead, I got dragged into a beauty school full of lashes, wigs, and hot pink chaos. One makeover turned into full-time corsets, tucking tutorials, voice drills, and a whole new mirror I wasn’t ready to look into.

But the more my instructor touched me—my cheekbones, my waist, my soul—the more I started wanting to stay.

I didn’t expect to fall in love. I didn’t expect to want to be her.

And I never expected that becoming Sera would mean finally becoming real.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, surprise feminization, friends to lovers, mentor and apprentice love, romantic comedy, crossdressing romance, and first-time feminization tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to My Beauty School by Chance.


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

∞∞∞

I SHOULD’VE known something was off the second I walked through the glass doors and got hit with the smell of nail polish remover and vanilla perfume.

The place looked like a Barbie exploded.

Pink walls. Glittery signage. A giant decal on the reception desk that read “Welcome to LashTech & Laser Co.—Where Beauty Meets Power.”

I stood there, gripping the strap of my backpack, wearing a hoodie that still smelled like Doritos and depression, trying to find a single dude in sight. There were none. Just mannequins with fake lashes longer than my fingers and posters of drag queens holding blow dryers like weapons.

“What the hell,” I muttered.

I pulled up the email on my phone, reading it again like maybe it had magically changed.

"Welcome to LashTech & Laser Co.'s 6-week Bootcamp!" it said. “Upskill your future with precision and innovation.”

That sounded like tech stuff, right? Coding. Lasers. Algorithms. I thought I was signing up to learn how to repair laser projectors or something cyberpunk and cool. Not this.

A girl with bubblegum pink braids walked past me holding a tray of rhinestones and said, “You look lost, sweetie.”

“I think I’m in the wrong place,” I said, glancing around like someone was going to pop out and yell surprise.

She gave me a quick once-over. “You’re Seth Delgado?”

“Yeah?”

“Follow me.”

Something inside me said that maybe the company needs someone to work on the back-end of their company’s website. Kind of like an apprenticeship program. And that optimistic voice was how I got dragged into a room full of people in crop tops, leggings, and aprons. They were filing into rows of salon chairs, practicing something on mannequin heads that looked way too real.

My stomach dropped.

This wasn’t coding bootcamp. This was actual beauty school.

A tall guy walked up to the front of the room, clipboard in hand. Tight black jeans. Shirt sleeves rolled up to his elbows. His hair was dark, slicked back on the sides with a swoopy top. And his eyebrows? Jesus. They looked threaded by angels.

He scanned the room and landed on me instantly.

“Oh,” he said, walking toward me. “You must be the... surprise.”

I blinked. “The what?”

He stuck out a hand. “André. I’m your instructor.”

His grip was firm, palm warm. His nails were shinier than mine.
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“Seth,” I said, clearing my throat. “Uh. Quick question. This is a laser tech bootcamp, right?”

André’s lips curved like I’d just told the funniest joke on earth. “Sure. We laser hair, glue lashes, and beat faces into oblivion. Definitely technical.”

I froze. “Wait—this isn’t for like… actual tech?”

He tilted his head. “Darling, we’re all about beauty tech here. Did you not read the flyer?”

I yanked my phone out again. “It said innovation and tools. Laser in the name. I thought it was like—coding or I.T. stuff. I’m an I.T. student.”

He laughed. It was low and warm and made my ears burn.

“You thought you were signing up for JavaScript and ended up with gel polish. That’s adorable.”

“I need a part-time job and the only way is to get some sort of certificate,” I blurted. “I was hoping this would help me land one. I don’t know anything about lashes.”

A few students were openly staring now, especially one with purple eyeliner and snakebite piercings. I suddenly felt very tall, very masculine, and very out of place. My hoodie felt like it had grown three sizes too small.

“You’re not the first guy to walk into a place thinking he was getting something else,” André said casually. “But usually they realize before they hit orientation.”

I stepped back. “This is a mistake. I should go.”

“Suit yourself,” he said. “But you already paid, right?”

That stopped me.

I had paid. Full price. No discounts. I’d used all of my savings from the allowances my parents sent me.

He raised a brow. “Orientation starts in fifteen. Up to you.”

He turned and walked toward the whiteboard, writing Intro to Application Techniques in bold letters. His handwriting was freakishly perfect.

I looked around the room. Everyone was already settling in. Some were laughing quietly behind their hands. One girl offered me a sympathetic smile, like I was a puppy about to pee on the carpet.

This was mortifying.

But… I was broke. I’d already committed. And maybe they’d let me drop out later?

I sighed and trudged to the last empty chair in the corner.

“Welcome to hell,” the girl next to me whispered, grinning.

Orientation was a blur of bad lighting, too many mirrors, and André calling me “tech boy” every time he needed a volunteer.

At some point, we were told to sign a waiver in case we burned ourselves with flat irons or passed out from nail glue fumes. One girl asked if we’d be doing “Brazilian sculpting,” and I swear I almost left right then.

When it was over, I tried to sneak out. I figured I could email the headmistress later and explain everything, maybe get my refund or switch to another program.

But as I passed the office marked ADMINISTRATION, the door creaked open.

“You must be Seth,” said the woman behind the desk. She looked like a librarian who moonlighted as a dominatrix—tight bun, crimson lipstick, and a leather blazer. She gestured to the seat across from her.

“I just need to talk about quitting and the possibility of getting my—”

“No refunds,” she said before I even sat.

I froze.

“You signed the digital terms.”

“But I didn’t know—”

“You paid in full. That entitles you to one course, one certification. You’re welcome to walk out, but we do not process withdrawals after the orientation period begins.”

I blinked. “It’s literally day one.”

“It began the moment you stepped into this building.”

I sat down, defeated. “So I’m just stuck here?”

“You’re enrolled,” she said, typing something on her keyboard. “And frankly, Mr. Delgado, you could use some polish. Figuratively and literally.”

I opened my mouth to protest but stopped when André poked his head through the door.

“I heard shouting,” he said. “Everything okay?”

“She’s just confirming enrollment,” the headmistress said.

“She?” I echoed.

She looked up. “We tend to default to gender-neutral or feminine terms here. You’ll get used to it.”

André walked in, smiling like a cat who just found a broken bird. “Tech boy’s staying?”

“Looks like it,” she said.

“Excellent,” he said. “Then we better get him cleaned up.”

“Excuse me?” I said.

He gestured at my face. “Patchy beard. Chapped lips. Shaggy mop situation. We can’t start beauty school looking like you just crawled out of a LAN party.”

“I did crawl out of a LAN party,” I muttered.

He waved me over. “Come on. We’re doing this the fun way.”

Fun meant standing in a salon chair while André wet my face with a lavender-scented towel and hummed along to Beyoncé playing in the background.

The room was empty except for us and a few janitors dragging mops. I gripped the armrests like I was about to get a root canal.

“You know you don’t have to do this,” I said.

“I know,” he said, gently rubbing the towel across my cheek. “But I also know you’ll feel better after.”

“I’m not trying to be pretty.”

“No one said you were,” he replied. “But first impressions matter. You want to survive here? Blend a little.”

He pulled out a straight razor and paused.

“Relax,” he said. “I’ve done this a thousand times. Just tilt your chin.”

I swallowed and obeyed.

The blade scraped along my jawline, slow and deliberate. His fingers steadied my chin, warm against my skin. It wasn’t sexual—not really—but it was… intimate.

“I’m not like your other students,” I said.

“I know,” he murmured.

“I’m only here because I made a mistake.”

“I know.”

His thumb brushed the corner of my mouth. “But mistakes can be… revealing.”

“You sound like a fortune cookie.”

He chuckled. “A very hot, very insightful one.”

I laughed despite myself.

He moved to the other side of my face. I could see our reflection in the mirror—him with perfect posture and focus, me looking like someone’s weird before-and-after project.

“I’m not gay,” I said suddenly.

“Okay.”

“And I’m not… like… into this.”

“I didn’t say you were.”

His voice was calm, steady, but not dismissive.

“I just—people have assumed stuff before, and I’m not. I like girls. I’m just here to finish this stup—I mean, course, and then get out.”

He rinsed the blade in a small bowl. “You don’t have to explain yourself to me.”

“But you think it’s funny.”

“I think it’s interesting,” he corrected. “Watching someone figure things out.”

“There’s nothing to figure out.”

He didn’t argue. Just kept shaving.

When he finished, he wiped my face gently, then took a step back.
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“There. Clean slate.”

I looked in the mirror. My jawline was more defined than I expected. My lips looked fuller somehow. Without the uneven scruff, my face was... softer. Younger.

“Damn,” I whispered. “I look... different.”

André smirked. “You look like someone worth noticing.”

My throat tightened.

He turned to clean up. “You’ve got potential, Seth. More than you think.”

He paused at the door and looked back at me.

“Don’t waste it trying to prove what you’re not.”

Then he left, leaving the scent of lavender and something way more confusing behind.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

BY DAY THREE, I was exhausted, confused, and one more blow dryer away from a mental breakdown. Our assignment that morning was basic: learn how to mix bleach and apply it evenly to a mannequin without frying the hair off. Easy in theory. But in practice?

Let’s just say I turned mine into a crime scene.

“You murdered her,” someone snorted.

“She looks like Elsa had a meltdown.”

I stared at the mannequin head in front of me. The left side was yellow. The right side was bright orange. And right in the middle, there was a bald spot I hadn’t noticed until now.

“I followed the ratios,” I muttered, trying to scrape the gooey mess off with a comb.

“No, you followed vibes,” said a girl named Harley, who always smelled like coconut body spray and judgment. “That was a straight-up guess.”

“It wasn’t a guess.”

She leaned over and poked the scalp. “You’re gonna make someone go bald one day.”

“I won’t be working on real people,” I snapped.

Harley raised her brow. “You sure about that, tech boy?”

Before I could respond, André walked over, eyes dancing.

“I heard there was a bleach massacre in station five.”

“Wasn’t a massacre,” I said. “More like a small… cosmetic accident.”

He examined the mannequin, then looked at me. “Congratulations, Seth. You’ve officially earned your first punishment.”

“Punishment?”

“It’s tradition, I heard it from my friend who graduated,” Harley chimed in. “Everyone who fries a doll gets glam-shamed.”

“That’s not a thing,” I said.

“It is,” André grinned. “Take a seat. Let the girls fix you.”

“Fix me?”

The other students were already gathering around like sharks with contour kits.

“I didn’t agree to this,” I protested.

“You want to blend in, right?” he said. “Blending starts with brows.”
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Before I could argue, someone gently pushed me into the salon chair. Harley tied a cape around my neck like I was about to get guillotined. Another girl spritzed my face with rosewater.

“This is ridiculous,” I muttered.

“You ruined Bianca,” said Harley, pointing at the mannequin.

“You deserve this.”

They started with my brows. Plucking them. One sharp pinch at a time. I tried not to flinch but holy hell, it stung.

“Hold still,” said a girl named Luna. “We’re shaping them.”

“To what?”

“To slay.”

I wanted to scream.

Then came the wig. I didn’t even see it coming. One second I was being attacked with tweezers, and the next I had a brown, shoulder-length thing being glued to my scalp. It smelled faintly like apples and plastic. They pulled the strands into place and fussed over the part like they were decorating a cake.

Then someone said, “Bra time!”

“I’m out,” I said, standing up.

Harley shoved a padded bra into my hands. “Put it on. Over the hoodie’s fine.”

I stared at it. Beige. Soft. Lightly stuffed. My hands felt weird holding it.

“Seriously?”

“Unless you want to scrub the dye traps all afternoon,” André said, crossing his arms.

I groaned and slid the bra on over my hoodie. The cups sat lopsided across my chest.

“Now lashes,” someone chirped.

“No—”

Too late.

Harley pressed a set of thick falsies to my lids. Glue, ticklish and sticky. I blinked, and the world looked heavier.

Someone turned me toward the mirror.

And I froze.

It wasn’t me.

Well—it was. But it wasn’t.

The brows were sculpted. The lashes fluttered when I blinked. The wig framed my face in a way that made my cheekbones look… sharper? Softer?

The hoodie still screamed “too nerdy to care,” but above the neck… that face was someone new.

“Damn,” Harley said. “She’s kinda pretty.”

“She?”

“Oh, come on,” Luna said. “Tell me she doesn’t look like a total Sera.”

“Sera?” I repeated.

“Short for Seraphina. Because she slays angels.”

The room laughed. My face burned.

“Sera Delgado,” André mused. “It has a ring.”

“I’m not her,” I said quickly, pulling at the wig.

“This was just a joke.”

André stepped in before I could escape.

“But she’s already here,” he said quietly.

I looked at the mirror again. The girl staring back wasn’t mocking me. She wasn’t laughing. She looked surprised. Curious. Like she hadn’t been seen in a while.

And deep down, I hated how good it felt to be her. Even for a second.

I should’ve taken the wig off before lunch.

But I didn’t.

I told myself it was because I was too tired, or that the glue was still drying, or that I’d forgotten it was even there. Lies. I knew exactly what I was doing. I stayed in the wig. I kept the lashes on. I let them call me Sera. And I had zilch idea as to why.

When we returned to the main studio, André clapped his hands. “Today’s lesson: facial contouring and correction.”

He pulled out a rolling case full of palettes and brushes that looked more expensive than my laptop.

“Who’s feeling brave enough to model?”

A few hands went up, but his eyes landed on me.

“Sera,” he said, like it wasn’t even up for debate. “Front and center.”

My legs moved before my brain caught up.

The class whooped and cheered as I walked up. My wig bobbed slightly. The bra was still stuffed awkwardly over my hoodie, but no one seemed to care. If anything, they looked weirdly… excited.

I sat in the chair.

André tilted my chin.

“First thing’s first,” he said. “We erase.”

He used a wipe to remove whatever lip gloss Harley had smeared on me earlier. Then the rest came off—foundation, blush, a hint of highlighter I didn’t even know I was wearing.

Barefaced again.

“Now we rebuild,” André said.

The first brush hit my cheek with a cold stripe of something thick and creamy. Then another under my jawline.

“This is where we create shadows,” he said, loud enough for the class to hear. “We can define bone structure, narrow the nose, even soften masculine features.”

His brush dipped again, sweeping under my brow. He leaned in close. I could smell mint and coffee on his breath.

“You’re lucky,” he whispered. “You’ve already got a heart-shaped face.”

“I don’t know what that means,” I whispered back.

“It means I don’t have to work too hard.”

He kept working. Layers of cream, powder, precision. I was hyper aware of the way he touched my skin—light, careful, never rushed. My eyes kept drifting to his fingers, the way they danced across my forehead and cheekbones like this was second nature.

At one point, I shivered. Not from cold.

“You okay?” he murmured.

“Fine.”

He moved lower, drawing a thin contour under my jaw. The brush dragged against my throat.

My skin tingled. My brain short-circuited.

And then—down came the neckline of my hoodie.

My chest was still covered by the bra, lopsided and laughable, but André’s fingers moved with the same reverence. He patted powder along my collarbones like I had real cleavage to work with.

“Posture,” he said. “Sit straighter. Shoulders back, not too square. Chin slightly down. Neck long.”

I obeyed without thinking.

Then he turned to the class.

“This,” he said, gesturing toward me, “is how you build illusion. From foundation to silhouette.”

Someone raised a hand. “What about, uh… below the belt?”

He didn’t flinch. “Tucking?”

Giggles erupted.

“Let’s be mature,” he warned.

I wanted to die.

“You don’t have to tuck,” he said, returning to his brushwork.

“But for clients or performers who want a smooth silhouette, it’s an option. There are tutorials online, and it’s all about safety—don’t force anything. Compression wear helps. As does knowing your body.”

His words were respectful. Still, I was sweating under my hoodie.

He turned back to me. “Sera, have you tried tucking?”

I stared at him.

The whole room went quiet.

“I… no,” I croaked.

“Would you like to learn?”

My stomach did a flip.

“I’m already in a wig and a bra,” I said softly.

His face didn’t judge. “We’ll talk after class.”

He leaned down, applying a soft dusting of blush. Our eyes met.

And something happened.

A pulse. A shift.

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to kiss him or crawl under the table.

He moved on, adding lip color—a sheer pink that made my mouth look fuller. Then highlighter on the tip of my nose and tops of my cheeks.

When he was done, he stepped back.

“Take a look,” he said.

I turned toward the mirror.

Sera stared back.

Not the version from this morning. Not the joke. This girl looked… radiant. Soft jaw. Clean brows. Wide, uncertain eyes with fluttery lashes and glossy lips. There was a glow to her.

To me.

“Whoa,” I whispered.

“You like it?” André asked.

“I don’t know.”

“Do you hate it?”
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“…I don’t know.”

He crouched beside me. “You’re feeling confused.” I nodded.

He gave a small smile. “Good. That means you’re learning.”

The class clapped. But I didn’t hear them. I was too busy watching the girl in the mirror, wondering how long she’d been waiting to be seen.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

A WEEK later, I waited until everyone else had gone to bed. My dorm-mate had driven back home for the weekend, which meant I had the whole place to myself. No judging eyes. No explanations. Just silence, me, and the bulging pink starter kit André left in my locker labeled “For Practice Only.”

Inside were nude tights, a spare bra, makeup wipes, cotton pads, lip gloss, a disposable razor, and a little card that read: “Optional: Confidence not included.”

I stared at it for ten minutes before unzipping the bag.

My hands shook as I stepped into the bathroom.

First came the shave. I did my legs, arms, stomach. I nicked my knee and bled into the sink but kept going. Every hair that disappeared made me feel weirdly exposed. Like my skin didn’t belong to me anymore.

Then came the tape.

I’d watched the tutorial André sent—twice. Tucking wasn’t complicated. Painful, maybe, but not complicated.

I stood in front of the mirror and took a deep breath.
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“Don’t overthink it,” I muttered.

I followed the steps. Push. Adjust. Tape. The moment it flattened, I looked away. My face was hot. My throat tight.

It wasn’t just the sensation—it was the shape it gave me. Smooth. Neutral. Clean. Like someone hit delete on the parts that made me feel… wrong.

I put on the bra next. Stuffed it with socks. Adjusted the straps. It sagged at first, but then I angled the cups just right, and they looked almost real.

Next were the heels. Beige kitten heels I’d sworn I wouldn’t even try on. Now here I was, in my dorm, alone, trying to figure out how to walk like I didn’t steal them from a dead aunt.

The first step was a wobble. The second, more controlled. I circled the room three times before catching myself in the mirror.

The reflection didn’t belong to Seth Delgado.

This was Sera.

The illusion was rough. No makeup. A cheap wig from the starter kit. Padded bra full of mismatched socks. But it didn’t matter. I looked… like something else.

Something that pulled me in.

I sat on the edge of my bed and opened my laptop. I started a new document.

Untitled.docx

I don’t know what I’m doing.

I typed it without thinking.

I feel stupid. I look ridiculous. But when I walk like this—when I see her—I feel something good. Maybe it’s power. Maybe it’s escape. Maybe it’s just attention. But I feel it. And it scares me.

I stopped typing and stared at the screen.

The bulge in my chest was fake. The flatness below was temporary. But the heat between my legs was real.

My brain told me to take everything off and shower. Go back to games. Go back to my hoodie. Be normal.

But then my phone buzzed.

Harley had posted something in the class group chat.

“Sera really showed out last week. André’s favorite. Y’all better watch your wigs.”

Another comment popped up.

“Sera’s face card never declines.”

A third.

“She slays without even trying.”

My throat tightened.

I wanted to type “That’s not me.”

But I didn’t.

Instead, I stared at the mirror, blinked at my own reflection, and whispered, “Maybe it is.”

The next beauty school day, André didn’t ask. He just handed me a clipboard and said, “You’re modeling for me Saturday.”

I blinked. “For what?”

“Regional Hair Design Challenge. You, me, one stage, lots of cameras. Don’t worry, you’ll just sit there and look stunning.”

I laughed awkwardly. “You sure I’m the best option?”

“No,” he said. “I’m sure you’re the only option. It’s really easy to beautify the girls, but you, my dear, are a challenge, and I’m always up for one.”

I should’ve said no. I should’ve reminded him that I wasn’t a real girl. That Sera was a glitch, not a goal. But instead, I was flattered. But I said, “Okay,” and instantly regretted it… and then un-regretted it.

Saturday came fast.

He met me outside the studio with two coffees and a garment bag.

“Drink this,” he said. “You’ll need the energy.”

I took a sip. Vanilla oat milk latte. He remembered.

He handed me the bag. “Go change. Underthings too.”

I raised a brow. “Underthings?”

“You want that dress to sit right or ride up like a crumpled napkin?”

I ducked into the backroom and peeled off my hoodie and jeans. Underneath, I was already tucked and shaved. The matching set he’d left—a pastel pink bra and panty combo with subtle padding—felt cold against my skin. I slid into the champagne slip dress. It clung to my hips and chest in a way that made me forget I wasn’t built like this naturally.

I stepped out. His eyes flicked up and down, jaw flexing.

“Turn around,” he said softly.

I did. Slowly.

“Perfect,” he muttered.

The salon was closed for the event, so it was just us in the chair as he started curling my wig.

“You nervous?” he asked, fingers brushing into my cheeks they were always meant to be there.

“A little.”

“You’re allowed to be.”

He sectioned off strands, clipping and curling with absolute precision. Every time his knuckles brushed my ear, a shiver went down my spine.

“So,” I said, needing to break the silence, “you ever model for anyone?”

“Nope.”

“Why me then?”

He paused.

“Because when I look at your girl version, I see someone I want to show off.”

My mouth went dry.

“Is that weird?” he asked.

“I don’t know.”

His fingers slid down, curling another section. This one brushed my neck.

He didn’t move right away.

Neither did I.

The air got heavy. My skin was buzzing.

Then his breath touched my ear. “You feel it too, don’t you?”

My heart was beating everywhere—neck, chest, thighs.

I turned slightly. Our faces were inches apart.

He leaned in.

I didn’t move.

But right before our lips touched, he stopped.

Pulled back.
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“I don’t kiss confusion,” he said, voice raw.

I blinked. “What if I’m not confused?”

“Then say it.”

I opened my mouth.

Nothing came out.

He stepped back, jaw clenched. “Thought so.”

He spun my chair to face the mirror.

“Let’s finish your hair, I mean, the lace wig.”

I stared at my reflection. Blushed cheeks. Full lips. Glossy waves cascading over my shoulders.

She looked heartbroken.

I didn’t know if it was because he didn’t kiss me… or because I wanted him to.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE CHECKLIST André gave me was terrifying. “Full glam protocol,” it said in thick Sharpie at the top. Underneath, in looping handwriting, were phrases like “daily shave,” “voice play,” and “corset hourglass prep.”

It wasn’t school anymore. It was bootcamp. Feminization bootcamp.

I told myself it was just for the competition. Just for the gig. But I didn’t fight it. Not really.

The first thing to go was my arm hair. Then stomach, thighs, chest. Every morning before class, I stood under the flickering dorm bathroom light with a pink Venus razor and shaved like my scholarship depended on it. I nicked myself constantly. But smooth skin was addicting.

Plucking came next.

I cried the first time Harley reshaped my brows in the break room. I literally teared up—not because of pain, but because I saw what one good arch could do to a face.

“Damn,” I whispered to myself that day.

“Careful,” she said. “You’ll start liking what you see.”

She was right.

Voice practice was worse.

“You’re not trying to sound like a girl,” André explained. “You’re just dialing down the base. Softening the consonants. Try smiling when you speak.”

I spent hours repeating lines in front of my laptop mic.

Hi, I’m Sera.
I’m not just pretty, I’m polished.
No, I don’t play games.
Okay, maybe some *wink*

The wig gluing was gross at first—sticky forehead, lace trim that never laid right—but once it dried and the curls fell into place? I looked put together. Like I belonged at the front of the classroom instead of hiding in the corner with my hoodie zipped up to my ears.

Then there was the corset.

It came in a black box labeled: "Use with caution. Or don’t. I’m not your mom."

Inside was a pale pink waist trainer that looked like a medieval torture device.

Harley helped me into it. “Breathe out.”

I did.

She yanked the strings.

“Holy hell,” I wheezed.

“You’ll get used to it.”
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I wore it every afternoon for three hours. It sucked me in, curved my waist, made my hips look like they had opinions. And when I wore it under a tight top, the stares I got in class were… different.

I wasn’t just Seth playing Sera.

I was becoming her.

And she was magnetic.

The first day I showed up to school fully femme—heels, lashes, padded bra, skirt—I expected stares. But they weren’t mocking.

“Okay, Miss Thing!” someone cheered.

“She’s giving femme fatale today,” said another.

“Why is your waist snatched like that? Teach me.”

Even André did a double-take when I walked in.

“You’re early,” he said.

“I wanted to practice before demo.”

He scanned me from head to toe, then gave a single nod.

“You’re glowing. But don’t fall in love with the mirror.”

Too late.

At home, I found myself looking. A lot. Not checking—looking.

I’d pose in front of my desk mirror while brushing my wig. I’d purse my lips, cock my hip, tilt my chin. Sometimes I’d talk to my reflection, just to hear how far my voice had come.

Once, I whispered, “You’re her. You’re really her,” and meant it.

I should’ve felt fake.

But I didn’t.

I felt… right.

The competition was held in a retrofitted convention center downtown—half curling irons, half chaos.

Every corner buzzed with nerves and hairspray. Contestants rolled in kits the size of suitcases. Models strutted like they were already famous. The floor smelled like heat damage and ambition.

And then there was me.

Or rather, Sera.

I stepped out of the rideshare in a fitted mocha mini-dress, wig curled into soft waves, nails long and nude, makeup done exactly how André taught me. Corset cinched. Heels sharp. My waist could slice through glass.

I shouldn’t have felt that confident walking into a room full of professionals.

But when I caught my reflection in the automatic doors, I didn’t look out of place.

I looked like I owned the damn place.

André met me inside. His jaw tensed the second he saw me.

“Is that too much?” I asked, brushing a curl over my shoulder.

He stared. “It’s perfect.”

We walked backstage where all the stylists prepped their stations. His setup was spotless—irons lined up by heat level, brushes sorted by bristle type, color wheel on standby. I sat in the black pleather chair and crossed my legs like I’d been doing it all my life.

“You good?” he asked, clipping my hair.

“Surprisingly.”

“Not surprised.”

I smiled at the mirror. “This is crazy, right?”

“You’re killing it.”

He began curling one section at a time, spraying, brushing, lifting. His hands moved with the ease of someone who could do this blindfolded.

“You ever wonder how you ended up here?” I asked. “Like, in this world?”

“All the time,” he said. “I was supposed to be a nurse.”

“No way.”

He nodded. “First semester, I started doing my roommate’s hair. People noticed. I dropped out a month later.”

“You don’t regret it?”

“Not once.”

He caught my eyes in the mirror. “What about you?”

“You know my story.”

“Yeah,” he said softly. “But you didn’t walk away.”

I didn’t know what to say.

He finished curling the last section and began smoothing the top layer. His fingers brushed the side of my neck.

My breath hitched.

“Don’t do that,” I whispered.

“Do what?”

“Touch me like that. It messes with my head.”

He didn’t move.

I looked up at him. “Would you ever… date someone like me?”

There it was.

The question I’d been avoiding since the first time I caught him staring too long.

His eyes searched mine.

I added, “I mean, I know you’re gay or—”
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He cut me off. “It’s 2025. If I were gay, I’d say I’m gay.”

I blinked. “So you’re not?”

“No.”

“Then what are you?”

He leaned in, voice low. “I’m only attracted to beautiful women.”

The words hit me like a slap and a kiss at the same time.

I froze. “You mean like—”

He nodded. “Smart ones. Brave girls. Ones who don’t know they’re breathtaking until they see it in someone else’s eyes. Someone like you…”

My throat dried up. I was expecting him to pause, but he didn’t. He was laser-focused on winning the competition.

“But I’m—”

“You’re Sera,” he said. “That’s who I see when you walk in the room. And she’s hard to ignore.”

I opened my mouth to argue. To remind him that underneath the lashes and padding and voice pitch was a coding geek with uneven tan lines and social anxiety.

But I couldn’t.

Because a small, terrified part of me didn’t want to correct him.

A small part of me wanted to believe he was right.

“Time to go,” someone called from stage left.

He held my face still for one last check. “You’re gonna kill out there.”

“I’m scared.”

“Good,” he said. “Scared means it matters.” As he guided me toward the spotlight, one thought echoed louder than the applause behind the curtain:

He sees me. And I wanted to keep being seen.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE HOST’S voice boomed through the loudspeakers. “Up next: the Modern Elegance category finalists. Please welcome the stylists and their models to the stage!”

André appeared beside me, adjusting my shoulder strap like it was the only thing in the world that needed fixing.

“You good?” he asked.

“Good as I’ll ever be.”

He looked at me for a beat too long. Then nodded. “Let’s go.”

We stepped into the lights.

The audience was a blur of faces and flashes. Rows of beauty editors, local influencers, and industry pros with crossed legs and clipboards. The stage was lined with LED borders, glowing pink and white. As we walked across, I heard gasps—and for once, they weren’t the cruel kind.

They were stunned.

Sera had arrived.

We stood beside the other teams. André kept one hand on my lower back like he was grounding me. I stood tall, remembering everything he taught me. Shoulders back. Neck long. Smile like you’ve already won.

“And the winner of Modern Elegance is…”

Pause for suspense.

“André Billings and Sera Delgado!”

Cheers erupted. People actually stood up.

I felt dizzy.

He leaned down and whispered, “Take your flowers, sweetheart.”
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The bouquet was heavy, the applause louder than anything I’d ever heard.

I took a breath to speak—to thank him, to say something real—but that’s when it happened.

A voice cut through the cheers, sharp and smug.

“Shouldn’t it be Seth Delgado?”

The air cracked.

The crowd hushed.

I blinked, confused, until I saw her—Maya Kingsley, a rival stylist from another team, standing with a phone in her hand, face smug and vicious.

She turned the screen around.

On it was my Facebook avatar. Me. Hoodie, headset, messy curls. The caption: “Where’s the next LAN party?”

My stomach dropped.

“That’s not Sera,” Maya said. “That’s a guy in drag.”

Gasps. Whispers. A camera flash.

Someone snickered. Someone else muttered, “Wait—seriously?”

I couldn’t breathe.

The lights were too hot. The room spun. I turned away and ran.

Backstage. Through the hallway. Past the makeup tables. Into the alley behind the building.

I collapsed beside a dumpster, dress pooled around me like silk defeat. My lashes blurred. I ripped them off, tossed them to the ground. My chest hurt. My throat closed. I wanted to disappear.

André found me minutes later.

He slammed the door open so hard it echoed.

“That’s a bit dramatic?” he asked, breath ragged.

“No.”

He crouched. “Why did you run?”

I laughed, bitter. “Did you not hear them? See them? They were laughing. Like I was a joke.”

“You were outed. That’s not on you.”

“It’s humiliating.”

“No, it’s human.”

I looked at him. “You don’t get it.”

“I get it just fine.”

I hugged my knees. “I’m not a real girl.”

He tilted his head. “Do you think that changes what I saw out there? What they saw?”

“They saw a lie.”

“No,” he said sharply. “They saw a winner. Someone brave. Someone beautiful. Someone who lit up that stage like she was born for it.”

“She wasn’t born,” I said. “She was invented.”

“And thank God she was.”

I shook my head. “You don’t understand. They’ll never see me as anything but—”

“Seth?”

He said it softly, without mockery.

“I don’t care who they see,” he said. “I care who you see.”

I bit my lip.

“You ran,” he said. “But not because she’s not real. You ran because you think she’s too real.”

I looked up, tears clinging to my lashes.

“And that scares you,” he said.

I didn’t reply.

He leaned closer, voice low. “But it doesn’t scare me.”

And then he held out his hand.

“Come home with me.”

I didn’t say yes.

I didn’t say anything.

I just took his hand.

André didn’t speak the entire ride back. His jaw was tight, one hand gripping the wheel, the other resting between us like he wanted to reach over but didn’t. The silence wasn’t awkward—it was hot, alive, humming like the inside of my chest. I kept my eyes forward. But my thighs were pressed together, tucked and tight, heat building underneath my dress like a storm that hadn’t found a place to crack yet.

His apartment was in a narrow building with ivy-covered bricks and a door that clicked shut like a secret. It smelled like cedar and mint and something cologne-like but subtle. He kicked off his shoes. I left mine at the door.

Still no words.

He looked at me for a long time, then reached up and slid a curl behind my ear.

I tried to swallow. My throat was dry.

“Do we… talk about what happened?” I asked.

His answer was his mouth.

He kissed me hard, hand cupping the back of my neck like he’d waited too long for permission. I gasped against his lips. He didn’t stop. He pushed me backward until my back hit the wall, kissing me like I was oxygen and he’d been holding his breath for weeks.

His tongue slid against mine, deep and slow. One of his hands ran down the side of my waist, gripping the corset like it belonged to him.

When he pulled back, I could barely breathe.

“You looked so beautiful out there,” he said, voice rough.

“Stop lying.”

“I’m not,” he growled, hands now on both sides of my face. “I wouldn’t be kissing you this hard if you didn’t.”

He kissed me again, softer this time, lips dragging over mine like he wanted to memorize the shape.

“Say it,” he murmured.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Then say yes.”

“To what?”

“This.”

He guided me gently toward the couch, hands on my hips. I sat down, knees pressed together like a girl at prom. I was trembling. My heart was in my mouth. He knelt in front of me.

“Can I take this off?” he asked, fingers grazing the bottom of my dress.

I nodded.

“Say it.”

“Yes,” I whispered.

He pushed the fabric up slowly, inch by inch, revealing the tucked, padded perfection I’d worked so hard for. I closed my eyes, ready to die from embarrassment.

He kissed the inside of my knee.

“You’re gorgeous,” he said.

I let out a shaky breath.

He untied the corset strings, one by one, loosening the tension across my ribs. My body softened, settled. His hands slid up, palms open, never grabbing—just feeling, learning. He kissed my stomach, my hip, then reached around and unclipped the bra from the back. It fell forward. My fake breasts—foam, sweat-damp, ridiculous—stayed inside.

I moved to pull them out, but he stopped me.

“No,” he said. “Let me.”

He removed them carefully, placed them on the coffee table like they were made of glass, then looked at me—bare-chested, taped, vulnerable.

“I want you,” he whispered. “All of you. However you are.”

I blinked back something burning in my eyes.

His hands slid lower, to the edge of my panties. “Can I?”

I nodded.

“Words.”

“Yes,” I breathed.

He pulled them down slowly. The tape came last—he removed it with care and gentle fingers, pausing every few seconds to ask if I was okay.

I was more than okay.

I was terrified.

But I wanted this.

He kissed me again, pulling me into his lap, bare skin on bare skin. I could feel him underneath his jeans, hard and hot, pressed against my thigh. I moaned softly, half from shock, half from how badly I wanted him inside me, around me, everywhere.

He picked me up—literally lifted me—carried me to the bedroom.

The sheets were white. The lighting was soft. Everything felt like a dream.

He laid me down.

Climbed over me.

And said, “This isn’t just about sex. I see you, Sera. I want you.”

Then he kissed my chest. My stomach. My thighs.

Everywhere.

He asked every time before touching me, before sliding fingers down, before kissing me between my legs.
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Soon after, when he finally slid inside my mouth, slowly, carefully, with one hand gripping my wig and the other cupping my face, I teared up—not only because he was so big and I was gagging. But it also felt so right.

He moved gently, deeply, whispering things like:

“You’re perfect.”

“You’re mine.”

“You’re so beautiful like this.”

It was my first time, and I didn’t know what I was doing. His thick pubes were brushing against my face, tickling every fiber of my body. He kept moaning, and I kept gagging. But feeling him pulsate inside me made me feel like I was acing it. He tasted salty, sweet, and savory, and I wanted to swallow every single drop.

When we finished, he held me, forehead pressed to mine, sweat between us, and something else I couldn’t name.

I didn’t know who I was anymore.

But for the first time, I didn’t care.

Because in that room, in his arms, I wasn’t pretending.

I was her.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP to the smell of coffee and my heart trying to crawl out of my throat. The robe I was wearing was André’s—black, soft, too long for me. My legs were bare underneath, still sticky from the night before. My thighs ached. My tuck was undone. My chest was flat. And inside me was a mess of emotions I didn’t know how to name.

The sheets beside me were empty. The sound of water boiling came from the kitchen.

I touched my face. My makeup had smudged during the night. Mascara flaked under my eyes. Lip gloss gone. I looked... used.

Not in a bad way. Just used.

I slipped out of bed, bare feet cold against the hardwood floor, and padded toward the mirror hanging on the back of his bathroom door. The girl from last night was gone.

All that was left was Seth.

The robe sagged open. My collarbones looked sharp. My eyes looked tired. I looked like a guy who played pretend a little too well and didn’t know how to come back from it.

And the worst part?

We tried to make love. I wanted to take him somewhere more intimate than my mouth. But we didn’t finish.

We tried. God, we tried. But the second he started to really push inside—when the stretch went from warm to white-hot—I panicked. I begged him to stop. He did. He held me. He told me it was okay.

But I didn’t feel okay.

I felt broken. Like I couldn’t even do that right.

I grabbed a towel and started wiping my face. Then I turned on the faucet and scrubbed.

Off came the mascara. The concealer. The softness.

I peeled the wig off and stared at the short, sweaty hair plastered to my forehead.

Seth. Back again.
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Later, I walked downstairs looking for him. “Hey, good morning, beautiful,” André’s voice came from the kitchen.

He stepped into the doorway, holding two mugs. One had a chip on the lip. The other said “Eat, Slay, Rinse, Repeat.”

“You okay?” he asked.

“Fine.”

He set the mugs down and stepped closer. I saw him glance at the wig on the counter. Then at the makeup wipes.

Then at me.

“You’re not fine,” he said.

“I just wanted to be me for a sec.”

He crossed his arms. “That’s not what this is.”

I looked away. “You’re right. I’m just embarrassed.”

“Because we stopped?”

I nodded.

“Sera,” he said gently, “I would never make you do something you’re not ready for. Ever.”

I flinched at the name.

He caught it. “Don’t run away now. Not after last night.”

“I don’t even know what last night was.”

“You do,” he said.

I swallowed.

“You were beautiful. And you drained my balls out,” he joked.

I sat on the closed toilet lid, robe bunched around my knees.

“I couldn’t even take you,” I muttered. “What kind of—”

“Stop.”

He crouched down in front of me, hands on my thighs.

“You don’t owe me anything physical. What I want is you. In whatever way you can give it.”

I looked up. “Even like this?”

He leaned in. “I’ll admit, I miss her.”

“She’s not real.”

He shook his head. “She’s the most real thing I’ve ever seen.”

My chest tightened.

After coffee, I decided to take a shower but he quickly stepped in.

“Conserve water, shower together,” he said with a wink then he turned the shower on.

Steam began to fill the room.

“Come on,” he said, holding out his hand.

I hesitated.

Then took it.

He untied the robe slowly, like it was sacred. I stepped out of it. He peeled his shirt off next, then his sweats. We stepped into the shower, both of us bare, both of us raw.

The water was hot, too hot, and I gasped.

“Sorry,” he said, reaching behind me to adjust the temp. His chest brushed mine. His lips were close.

He grabbed a sponge, poured a bit of body wash on it, and began scrubbing my shoulders.

It was silent.

Except for water. And my heartbeat.

He lathered my chest, arms, neck. Every touch was slow. Soapy. Intimate.

Then I took the sponge and returned the favor. I washed him. Down his back, across his stomach, up his arms. We traded touches, each one saying everything I couldn’t bring myself to admit.

Eventually, I leaned into him, forehead pressed to his collarbone.

“I’m scared,” I whispered.

“I know.”

“But I don’t want to go back.”

“Then don’t.”

His fingers touched my jaw, and for a brief moment, I wished our shower would never end.
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I didn’t go to school for three days. I hibernated in my cramped studio—overwhelmed by everything. I didn’t text André back either.

He sent six messages. The first one was: “Are you okay?” The last one was just a single heart. I left them all on read.

I told myself I needed space. Time to think. But really, I was spiraling—stuck somewhere between who I’d been and who I was becoming, scared shitless of both.

I wore jeans that hadn’t fit since before I started corset training. They were tight in weird places, loose in others. I put on a hoodie. No wig. No makeup. Just me. Or what I thought was still me.

I walked around L.A. all afternoon, hoping something—anything—would make me feel normal again. I got a boba. Played a few claw machines at an arcade on Willbrook. Sat on a park bench across from a group of skater boys yelling at each other about girls and landing flips.

One of them looked at me. Gave me a once-over. Kind of nodded, like I passed some kind of test.

It felt hollow.

Later, I walked into a coffee shop and flirted with the girl behind the counter.

She was pretty. Sharp eyeliner. Green nails. She smiled when I joked about how long the line was.

“So, what’s your name?” I asked.

She tilted her head. “You asking because you want it… or because you want me to ask yours?”

I laughed. “Maybe both.”

She laughed too. But it didn’t go further.

Because right after she handed me my drink, she said, “You look tired.”

And that was it. That was all it took.

I left, heart in my shoes.

I didn’t feel wanted.

I felt… invisible.

When I got home, I dropped everything on the floor. My keys. My hoodie. The iced drink I never took a sip of. I stood in front of the mirror near my closet.

And then, like I was sleepwalking, I opened the drawer where I kept it all.

The wig.

The lashes.

The soft pink robe André had left on my chair that day after I first walked in fully femme.

I sat down.

Started slow.

Foundation. Contour. Mascara. Blush. Lip. Wig.

Then came the final touch: the lashes.

I glued them on like I’d done it every day of my life.

And when I looked up at the mirror, she was there.

Sera.

Her eyes were rimmed in black, cheeks flushed, lips trembling. She looked terrified. She looked breathtaking.

And she looked exactly how I felt.

The tears hit before I could stop them.

They fell quietly, smudging the liner I’d worked so hard to blend. I didn’t move. I just stared.

And I whispered, “I don’t want to go back.”

Then, softer:

“I love him.”

The words left my mouth like a secret I’d been holding so tightly it bruised me.

“I love him,” I said again.

And it wasn’t a crush.

It wasn’t a phase.

I loved him the way Sera would. The way I would. Not as a fantasy. But as the only thing in this world that ever made me feel real.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I WALKED INTO the academy with my head high, lashes curled, and not a single trace of that old hoodie anywhere in sight. Today, I didn’t walk like Seth. I walked like Sera.

Wig flipped. Cleavage drawn. Skirt hugging my hips just right. I wore heels—pink, patent, unapologetic—and a custom outfit that Harley helped me sew with studs.”

The back of my skirt said “BRAT” in glitter because I earned that title for not replying to André’s texts.

And I was done hiding.

The second I stepped into the main studio, heads turned. No whispers. No gasps. Just slow, stunned grins. The kind people gave when they saw a queen step into her castle.

“Oh my God,” Harley whispered, pressing a hand over her chest.

“She’s back.”

Luna shrieked. “Where the hell have you been, Miss Universe?”

The others clapped. Like, actually clapped. Someone whistled. A brush clattered to the floor.

I grinned.

André appeared from behind the instructor’s station, mouth slightly open. He was in a tight button-up and dark slacks, hair slicked back like usual—but the way his eyes locked on me, I could tell he was seeing me again for the first time.

And he liked it.

A lot.

He walked toward me. Not rushed, just steady. Measured.

“Nice of you to rejoin us,” he said.
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“I figured it was time to graduate.”

His lips twitched. “You came to slay, didn’t you?”

“Is there any other way?”

He leaned in, his voice low. “Missed you.”

“Yeah,” I said, smiling. “I know.”

We got to work immediately. Final project day. I chose the most chaotic, campy, completely me design I could dream up:

Barbie-pink bridal fantasy.

The dress was covered in pastel tulle and embroidered appliqués shaped like tiny hearts. The veil was glitter mesh that shimmered when it caught the light. And the makeup?

Bitch, it was sick.

He stood over my shoulder as I beat my model’s face like my life depended on it. Harsh contour, pearl highlighter, glossy bubblegum lips. I sculpted her cheeks like I was carving stone. I glued individual pink crystals under her eyes and pressed a tiara into her hair.

“More blush,” I said.

“She already looks sunburnt,” Harley chimed in.

“She needs to look like she just got proposed to in Ibiza,” I said.

“Add more.”

The room buzzed around me, but I was locked in. I was in control. And I was killing it.

When I was done, I stepped back and looked at my model—feminine, powerful, and pink as hell.

“She’s giving ‘bride who bites,’” Luna said. “I love her.”

André walked around her slowly, arms crossed. Then he looked at me.

“This is sickening,” he said. “In the best way.”

“Is that a good thing?”

“That’s an excellent thing.”

I flushed.

At the end of the day, the faculty walked the room, grading everyone’s work. They whispered among themselves, took notes, pointed at my model. I watched their eyes. Some widened. Some smiled. One of them whispered “runway ready.”

By the time they called my name to come collect my award, my palms were shaking.

“Sera Delgado,” the headmistress announced, reading from her clipboard, “for visionary direction, consistent execution, and sheer originality in concept... best in show.”

The applause nearly drowned out my own heartbeat.

I walked up. Took the ribbon. Posed with my model. The cameras flashed.

And when I looked toward André, he was already clapping.

But more than that—he looked proud.

Not just as my teacher.

But as someone who knew me.

Really knew me.

The lights dimmed as the last student stepped off the stage.

Then a single spotlight hit the center platform.

André stepped into it, mic in hand, confidence in his stride. His shirt sleeves were rolled up. His jaw freshly shaved. And when he smiled, the whole room tilted just a little bit in his direction.

“Before we close,” he said, voice smooth, “we’ve got one last demo.”

The crowd hushed.

“She’s not just a student,” he continued. “She’s a revelation.”

My chest clenched.

He glanced toward me. “Sera. Join me.”

I stood slowly, heart banging against my ribs. My heels echoed with every step to the stage. The stagehand helped me up. I took a deep breath as the light bathed me.

He offered his hand.

I took it.

“Today,” he said into the mic, “we’re showing how beauty can be more than polish or contour. It can be identity. Power. Truth.”

He pulled a stool forward. I sat. He stood behind me, running a brush gently through my wig.

“This is Sera,” he said. “When she first arrived, she thought this school was for learning JavaScript. A mistake that I was so happy she made.”

Laughter rippled through the audience. Warm, kind.

“But she stayed. She tried. She grew. And somewhere between foundation and fear, she bloomed.”

He began working—soft, simple strokes of pink on my cheeks, a shimmer along my brow bone. Each touch was precise, reverent.

“Beauty isn’t about hiding. It’s about becoming.”

He leaned down beside me, mic lowered now, just for me.

“Are you ready?” he whispered.

I nodded.

He helped me stand.

“Now,” he said, “she’s not just my top student…”

He paused.

Then turned to me fully.
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“She’s the love of my life.”

Gasps.

Then thunderous applause.

I didn’t move. Couldn’t breathe.

Until he cupped my jaw.

And kissed me.

Hard.

On the mouth.

In front of everyone.

The crowd lost it.

Phones flashed. People shouted. Someone screamed, “YES, QUEEN!”

But none of that mattered.

All I could feel was him.

His mouth. His hands on my waist. His lips warm and certain. And the way he kissed me like I was already home.

When we finally broke apart, I was shaking. Crying. Lashes damp.

He wiped a tear with his thumb.

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you too,” I whispered.

And I did.

God, I did.

The whole crowd melted as he pulled me into his chest, arms tight around me. My face buried in his shirt. And for the first time in my life, I didn’t feel like I was playing dress-up.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

TWO YEARS later, I still kept my old hoodie. I found it in the back of the closet one afternoon, stuffed behind André’s overwhelming collection of patterned button-ups. It smelled like dust and old insecurities. I didn’t throw it away. But I didn’t wear it either.

Not anymore.

Now, I wore soft knits that hugged my curves. Tank tops with delicate lace. Skirts that flared when I spun in front of the mirror. I had hips now—not dramatic, but present. Enough to fill out jeans without stuffing anything. My breasts had grown, too—round and sensitive, soft under my favorite lacy bras. The ache had come first, then the fullness. A slow, persistent transformation.

Eighteen months on hormones, and I’d learned my body like it was a new game I was leveling up in—every day, a new surprise. Skin smoother. Smell sweeter. Emotions louder. Orgasms... different. Intense in ways I never expected.

And I cried more.

God, I cried over everything.

Commercials. Cats on the sidewalk. Seeing my legal name updated on my school records.

Sera Delilah Delgado.

It took a full week before I stopped re-reading the email from the registrar.

André printed it out and taped it to our fridge.

Speaking of André—he still hogged the blankets. Left half-drunk green juices all over the apartment. Talked to his plants like they were coworkers. But he also warmed up my heating pad because estrogen made me more sensitive to the cold. He learned how to lace up my corsets, helped me pluck the perfect brow arch, and made me coffee every morning with oat milk and a heart drawn into the foam.

We’d been living together for over a year now. Our apartment was small but stylish—sunlight through gauzy curtains, shelves lined with wig heads, hair tools, textbooks, and my old PS5 that we used once a week to play Overcooked and scream at each other.

It was the kind of life I never thought I’d have.

The kind I never thought someone like me could have.

But it was mine.

And I earned every second of it.
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Today, I sat at my desk wearing a cropped cable-knit sweater, a plaid mini skirt, and fuzzy socks with paw prints on them. My hair was styled in a messy bun with a claw clip, and my glasses fogged up from the steam of my tea as I clicked through my final capstone project.

Bachelor’s Degree in Information Technology.

Eighty-seven pages. Built from scratch. Clean backend. Fully responsive. And it worked.

André stood behind me, hands on my shoulders, reading the final lines.

“Babe,” he said, “this is genius.”

I tilted my head back. “You say that every time I finish something.”

He leaned down and kissed my forehead. “Yeah, but this time you’re about to graduate. You did this. Through hormone headaches, voice training, laser hair removal, all the early morning classes, all the late-night editing sessions.”

“You helped.”

“You did it.”

I smiled. “We did it.”

He wrapped his arms around me from behind and swayed me in the chair. “So. You ready?”

“For what?”

“For the next chapter.”

I turned. “You mean the online academy?”

He nodded. “Beauty school for the digital world. You’ll build the platform. I’ll teach the curriculum. We’ll teach anyone anywhere how to become their most stunning self.”

“Even scared little coding geeks who think they accidentally enrolled in the wrong course?”

“Especially those.”

I laughed.

He crouched beside me, resting his head on my thigh.

“I used to dream of owning a school,” he said.

“Now I get to do it with the love of my life.”

I brushed a curl off his forehead. “What if it flops?”

“It won’t.”

“But what if—”

He looked up. “Baby. You turned a mistaken enrollment into a full transformation. You became Sera. You owned her. Loved her. Let her take up space. You made people believe.”

He pressed his palm to my chest.

“And if anyone can take that magic and teach others how to do it, it’s you.”

I swallowed hard.

Then nodded. “Okay.”

A knock came at the door.

I blinked. “Are you expecting someone?”

He shook his head.

I padded barefoot to the door and opened it.

A girl stood there, maybe twenty. Nervous. Holding a flyer I’d posted online last week that said “Coming Soon: Virtual Beauty School—Enrollment Interest Form.”

She looked at me, eyes wide.

“Hi,” she said. “I know it’s online, but I live near the company’s address. I heard you change lives here.”

I looked back at André, who stood in the hallway behind me, eyes shining.

Then back at her.

And smiled.

“We do.”

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

We have over 25,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“You only matter when you’re me, when you’re the hottest girl in the room.”

They shoved me into lockers. Laughed at the way I walked. Called me names I pretended not to hear. I was Liam Whitmore—ghost-boy of the hallway. Until I started blacking out.

Until she showed up.

Lexa wore crop tops under my hoodie. She stole Savannah’s lip gloss and kissed the jock. She was everything I wasn’t—bold, flirtatious, fearless.

She got me into trouble… but kept me alive.

Read She’s Inside Me

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

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Beauty School by Chance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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