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Introduction

"Not because you paid my debt off means I’ll be your maid. In case you hadn’t noticed, I’m a guy."
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was broke. A failing poet. One wrong move away from getting my teeth knocked in by debt collectors. So when Reginald Sterling III, a cold, insufferable aristocrat, saved me from my fate, I thought he was offering a way out.

Instead, he gave me a maid’s uniform.

At first, it was just a job. Just a way to survive. But the longer I lived under Sterling Manor’s glittering chandeliers, the more the disguise stopped feeling like a disguise.

Now, I’m gone. A new life, a new name, someone who’s unsure what to do.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, gradual feminization, alpha billionaire, romantic comedy, crossdressing 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 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 Boy Becomes Maid.


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 RAIN had started an hour ago, and the streets smelled like damp stone and old piss. I kept my head down as I walked through the narrow alleys, hands stuffed deep into my coat pockets, praying I could make it home without any trouble.

That was stupid of me.

A sharp whistle cut through the air. I didn’t stop walking, but my gut tightened. I knew that sound. I’d been dodging it for weeks.

“Oi, Masters!” A thick, gravelly voice echoed off the brick walls. “You thought we forgot about you?”

I made the mistake of glancing back.
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Three men. Low-level collectors. The kind who broke noses instead of kneecaps—at first. They were bundled in coats, but I knew under them were cheap suits, and in their pockets, there’d be brass knuckles. One of them, a thick-set man with a scar cutting through his eyebrow, cracked his fingers like he was preparing for a night of fun.

I turned on my heel and bolted.

A stupid move. I had nowhere to go.

My boots splashed through filthy puddles as I sprinted down the alley, but I barely made it a few feet before someone grabbed my collar and yanked me back. I hit the wall hard, my head snapping to the side from the impact. My vision blurred for a second.

“Where’s the money, poet?” The guy with the scar sneered, pressing a forearm against my throat.

“I—” My voice caught. “I just need more time.”

“Yeah?” He pulled back slightly, then slammed his fist into my stomach.

I folded in on myself, gasping, but before I could fall, another set of hands yanked me up by my collar. I barely had time to brace before another punch cracked against my ribs.

“Boss was real patient with you,” one of them said, shoving me against the wall. “Kept sayin’ you’d pay up soon. That you were ‘good for it.’” His fingers dug into my collar. “But see, Masters, I think you’re full of—”

“Enough.”

The voice cut through the night like a blade.

It was smooth. Low. The kind of voice that made you sit up straight.

The men turned their heads at the same time I did.

A man stood at the mouth of the alley, leaning against the hood of a sleek black car. Even from where I was, I could tell his suit cost more than everything I’d ever owned combined. His hair was dark and perfectly styled, his gloved hands tucked casually into his pockets.

He looked… amused.

“Who the hell are you?” Scar-face grunted.

The man tilted his head slightly, as if considering whether he wanted to answer. Then he stepped forward, the heels of his shoes clicking softly against the wet stone.

The collectors stiffened.

I might’ve been an idiot, but I wasn’t blind. I knew power when I saw it.

“I’d suggest you take your hands off him,” the man said.

The collector hesitated.

“You’ve got no business here, mate,” another one piped up.

The man’s lips twitched. Not a smile. A flicker of something colder. “That’s where you’re wrong.” He reached into his coat and pulled out a money clip. A very thick one. “You said he owes, yes?” He flipped through a few bills, like he was flicking through an old book. “How much?”

Scar-face’s brow twitched. “Fifteen hundred.”

A chuckle. “That’s all?”

The man peeled off a few crisp notes and handed them over like it was pocket change. My stomach twisted.

“This clears his debt,” the man said. “Now run along.”

The collectors exchanged glances. I could practically hear their thoughts. They’d planned on roughing me up no matter what. Getting their money was just a bonus.

But whoever this man was, he didn’t look like someone you could cross and walk away from.

Scar-face gritted his teeth, snatched the bills, and jerked his chin at the others. “Let’s go.”

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. My ribs ached. My pride even more. I knew what this looked like.

The moment the collectors disappeared around the corner, I straightened and turned toward the man.

“Listen,” I started. “I don’t know who you are, but—”

“I do.”

I blinked.

He took a step closer. He smelled like something expensive. His gaze swept over me, slow and clinical, like he was inspecting a purchase.

“Luke Masters. Orphaned at fourteen. Failed poet. Indebted to the wrong men.” His head tilted slightly. “You should be more careful.”

I clenched my fists. “I didn’t ask for your help.”

“No.” He slipped his hands back into his coat pockets. “But I gave it anyway.”

My jaw tensed. “I’ll pay you back.”

His mouth curved. “I know.”

The way he said it made my stomach drop. I took a small step back.

“What do you want?” My voice was quieter than before.

His gaze flicked over me again, slow and assessing, before he finally spoke.

“I own you now.”

The words sent a sharp chill through my spine. I clenched my fists, ready to argue, but the man turned on his heel and walked toward his car, stopping at the open door.

“Get in,” he said.

I didn’t move. “What?”

His eyes met mine again, cool and unreadable. “Do you want to test how patient I am?”

The door stayed open.

Rain dripped from my hair. My ribs ached. I glanced back at the alley where the collectors had gone. I could still feel their fists on me, the bruises forming beneath my shirt.

I was out of options.

My feet moved before my pride could stop them. I climbed into the car, and the door shut behind me.

The inside of the car was too nice.
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I’d been in fancy cars before—well, once. A girl I knew from university had a rich boyfriend who picked her up in a Rolls Royce, and I’d sat in the backseat exactly one time before being kicked out. But this? This was something else. The seats were soft leather, the kind that molded against your back like it was custom-made. It smelled like wealth in here, like fresh-cut wood, expensive cologne, and something faintly metallic, like old money.

The man beside me didn’t say anything for a while. He just sat there, legs crossed, gloved hands resting on his knee, like we were two businessmen waiting for a flight instead of a debt-ridden poet and his mysterious “savior.”

I licked my lips. “So… where are we going?”

He didn’t even look at me. “Sterling Manor.”

My stomach did something weird. “Wait—hold on. You’re—”

“Reginald Sterling III,” he said smoothly, like he’d been waiting for me to catch up.

I stared at him.

That Reginald Sterling III?

I wasn’t an idiot. Everyone in London knew the name. The Sterlings were old money—aristocrats who owned half the city and had their hands in everything from real estate to luxury fashion. Reginald was the youngest and most ruthless of them. I’d never seen his face before, but I’d heard the stories. He was the kind of man who never forgave a debt.

My fingers curled around my damp coat. “Listen. I appreciate what you did back there, but if you think I’m going to be some kind of—of slave, you’re wrong.”

That made him smile. Barely.

“That’s an interesting choice of words,” he said. “I prefer ‘employee.’”

I narrowed my eyes. “What kind of ‘employee’?”

Finally, he turned his head, taking me in fully. My wet hair was plastered to my forehead, my coat was worn at the seams, and I probably looked like a drowned rat. His gaze flicked to my hands, the ink stains on my fingers.

“I require a personal housekeeper.”

I blinked. “A… what?”

“A housekeeper,” he repeated. “Someone to tend to my home. Properly.”

I let out a sharp laugh. “You bought me off the streets to clean your house?”

He exhaled, like he was already exhausted by my stupidity. “Not just anyone can be in my presence for long. My employees must be—” he gave me one of those looks, sweeping over me like I was utterly unpresentable “—aesthetically pleasing.”

I stiffened. “What the hell does that mean?”

Reginald looked back out the window. “It means you’re lucky I see potential.”

I felt my face heat up, but not in a good way. The implication was clear. As I was now, I wasn’t even worth looking at.

I bit the inside of my cheek, swallowing the lump in my throat. I had pride—I did—but I also had common sense. I knew how the world worked. Men like him didn’t do anything for free.

“I don’t get it,” I said. “You have money. You could hire anyone. Why me?”

The car slowed as we neared a massive wrought-iron gate, its gold accents glinting under the streetlights. Beyond it, I could see Sterling Manor, a stunning estate that looked like something out of a film.

Reginald didn’t answer my question.

Instead, as the gates swung open, he said, “You’ll have quarters in the east wing. Training begins in the morning.”

I clenched my fists. “I haven’t agreed to anything.”

He turned to me, and for the first time since we met, I felt something… dangerous in his gaze.

“You have nowhere else to go.”

That shut me up.

Because he was right.

The car pulled up to the grand entrance, and a valet immediately opened the door for him. He stepped out first, not even looking back to check if I followed.

For a second, I considered running.

But where? Back to my tiny rented room where collectors could kick my door in at any second? Onto the streets, where I’d be scraping by for my next meal?

No.

I exhaled sharply and got out of the car.

The second I stepped inside the manor, I knew I’d made a mistake.

Everything was pristine. Marble floors stretched out beneath a crystal chandelier, the ceilings were impossibly high, and the furniture looked like it belonged in a museum.

A woman stood by the staircase, hands clasped in front of her, dressed in a sharp black dress and heels. She was older, maybe in her fifties, with silver hair pulled into a severe bun. She took one glance at me and her lips thinned.

“This is it?”

Reginald removed his gloves, handing them to a passing staff member. “This is him.”

The woman’s gaze flicked to my soaked clothes, my messy hair, the slight tremor in my hands. Judgment radiated off her.

I lifted my chin, refusing to squirm.

“Luke Masters,” Reginald said, “meet Lady Winthrop. She will oversee your refinement.”

My stomach dropped. “My… what?”

Lady Winthrop looked even less impressed than before. “He’s not even fit to serve tea,” she muttered.

Reginald smirked. “Then it’s good we have work to do.”

I took a step back. “Hold on.”

Reginald finally looked at me again.

“You made a deal, Masters. You work for me now.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but a cold fear wrapped around my chest. This wasn’t just about cleaning a house. Whatever he had planned for me, I wasn’t ready.

But I’d agreed to it.

And Sterling men never let go of what they own.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE ROOM was too white. Too polished. Too… expensive. I stood in the center, dripping onto the pristine tile floors, while Lady Winthrop assessed me with the same enthusiasm one might have for a rotting vegetable.

"This won’t do," she said finally, pinching the bridge of her nose like I was already giving her a headache. "Not at all."

"Glad we agree," I muttered.

She barely spared me a glance before striding toward an enormous wardrobe, pulling it open with a click. My stomach dropped. Inside, neatly pressed uniforms hung in a row—soft silks, crisp lace, delicate bows.

"Pick one," she said.

I took a step back. "Pick one for what?"

She turned, holding up a frilly black and white maid’s uniform. The corset alone looked like it could snap me in half.

"You’re joking."

She raised an eyebrow. "Do I look like someone who jokes?"

I opened my mouth—then closed it. No. She didn’t.

My hands curled at my sides. "No way."

"You’re a housekeeper now," she said, walking toward me. "And housekeepers have standards. You will wear the uniform."

"I’ll wear a uniform," I said. "But not that."

Lady Winthrop’s eyes narrowed. "This is standard attire."

"For who? Women from a Victorian novel?"

Before she could respond, the door opened.

I didn’t have to look to know who it was.
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"Is there a problem?" Reginald’s voice was smooth, effortless. Like he already knew the answer.

Lady Winthrop gestured toward me. "He’s refusing to dress appropriately."

Reginald turned to me, as if waiting for an explanation. I crossed my arms.

He sighed. "Masters, do I have to explain everything to you?"

I gritted my teeth. "I agreed to work. I didn’t agree to—" I waved a hand at the uniform, my ears burning. "Whatever this is."

Reginald studied me for a second. Then, with the slow deliberateness of someone who always got their way, he reached into the wardrobe, took out a uniform, and held it up.

"Put it on."

I stared at him. "No."

He tilted his head slightly, as if considering something. "Is that a refusal?"

"Obviously."

Reginald stepped closer, voice quiet. "You agreed to work here. That means doing things my way."

"You didn’t say I’d have to wear a corset."

"You didn’t ask."

I clenched my jaw. He had an answer for everything.

Lady Winthrop set the uniform onto a chair with a little too much force. "You have ten minutes," she said, clearly done with my attitude.

I looked between them. "What happens if I don’t?"

Reginald gave me a slow, infuriating smile. "Try and find out."

The silence stretched. I wasn’t winning this.

I snatched the uniform off the chair, muttering every curse I knew under my breath as I stormed into the bathroom.

The mirror was too big. I stood there, staring at myself in the glass, and for the first time, I couldn’t pretend I was still in control.

The uniform fit too well. The corset cinched my waist tight, and the skirt flared out slightly at the hips, accentuating everything I never wanted to be noticed. The silk stockings clung to my legs like they belonged there. Even my collarbones looked sharper, more delicate somehow.

It wasn’t that I looked like a woman.

It was that I looked right. And that scared me.

I shook my head. This was a trick. An illusion created by good tailoring and cruel rich men who wanted to humiliate me.

I grabbed my old clothes and shoved them into my arms.

They can dress me up all they want. I told myself. But I’m still me.

Right?

I swallowed the unease in my throat and stepped back into the room. Reginald was sitting in one of the armchairs, a cup of tea in hand, as if this were all perfectly normal. He barely reacted when he saw me, but I caught the slight flicker of something in his expression.

Lady Winthrop, however, looked satisfied.

"Better," she said. Then, without warning, she reached up and undid my ponytail.
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My hair spilled over my shoulders, damp and messy. I stiffened.

"There," she said. "Much more presentable."

I clenched my fists. "I hope you both choke."

Reginald chuckled. "Now, now. We just made you look proper. No need to start sounding improper."

I wanted to throw something at him.

Lady Winthrop clapped her hands once. "Lessons begin at seven sharp. Do not be late."

Then she turned and left.

Reginald stood, brushing invisible dust from his sleeve. He paused at the door.

"See you in the morning, Masters."

I glared daggers into his back. This isn’t over, I thought. If he wanted to make my life miserable, I’d return the favor.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE LIBRARY at Sterling Manor was the size of my entire flat back in East London. Maybe bigger. The first time I saw it, I just stood there, dumbstruck, taking in the rows and rows of books that stretched up to the ceiling, the rich scent of old paper and polished wood thick in the air. I’d never seen so many books in one place. Not even at the university library, back when I still had dreams of finishing school.

Now, more than a week into my indentured servitude, I crept inside at midnight, hoping for some quiet.

The silence was perfect. A single oil lamp flickered at the far end of the room, barely lighting the space, but I didn’t need much. I found the poetry section immediately. My fingers brushed against the worn spines of the classics—Keats, Shelley, Wilde. I pulled out a collection of sonnets and sank into one of the velvet armchairs, my uniform skirts pooling around me.

I cracked the book open, letting the words settle into my bones. Poetry was the only thing that ever made sense to me. Everything else in life—money, status, love—was just noise. But poetry? It was proof that someone, somewhere, once felt as much as I did.

I flipped the page. Then another.

Then a voice shattered the quiet.

"You have truly tragic taste."

My entire body tensed. I looked up.

Reginald leaned lazily against the doorway, hands tucked into the pockets of his silk robe, watching me like I was the most amusing thing he’d ever seen. His hair was slightly tousled, like he’d just woken up, but his posture was as effortlessly arrogant as ever.
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I shut the book. "Do you sneak up on all your employees or just the ones you force into skirts?"

His mouth twitched. "It’s not sneaking if you’re the one sneaking."

"I wasn’t sneaking."

He pushed off the doorway, walking toward me with the slow, deliberate steps of someone who owned everything he set his sights on. Including, unfortunately, me.

"You’re reading poetry at midnight. Alone. That’s either pathetic or tragic. I haven’t decided yet."

I clutched the book tighter. "Maybe some of us actually enjoy art."

He stopped in front of me. "And you actually think you’ll be published one day?"

The words hit harder than I wanted them to. My jaw tightened. "Why not?"

Reginald hummed like he was actually considering it. "Because poets starve, Masters. And you don’t look like you can afford to skip a meal."

I glared. "You wouldn’t understand passion if it hit you in the face."

His lips quirked. "Passion is a luxury for the rich. The rest of us survive." His gaze flickered down to the book in my hands. "I assume you’re surviving off dreams?"

I stood, letting the book fall to the chair. "I’d rather dream than rot in a life with no purpose."

He tilted his head slightly. "And yet here you are, playing housemaid in my home."

My hands curled into fists. I wanted to tell him he was wrong, that I still had purpose. That I was still me underneath all this lace and etiquette training. But was I?

I didn’t know anymore.

He watched me struggle for words, then let out a soft, amused breath. "I’ll make you a deal."

I stiffened. "I don’t want your deals."

"You’ll want this one." He took another step, closing the space between us. He smelled like clean linen and something faintly spicy, like cloves and power. I hated that I noticed.

"If you truly believe in your talent," he said, "you should prove it."

I frowned. "How?"

His gaze flickered downward again, toward my uniform, the neat bow at my collar, the silk stockings stretched over my legs.

"Fully commit to your role."

I froze. "Excuse me?"

"Immerse yourself in refinement. Elegance. Poise." He gestured vaguely at me. "A true artist should understand all aspects of life—including beauty."

I felt my pulse in my throat. "You just want to humiliate me."

His expression didn’t change, but I caught the faint flicker of something behind his eyes. "I don’t waste time on things that don’t amuse me."

My stomach twisted, but I forced myself to scoff. "Right. And what do I get in return?"

"If you manage to convince me that you can truly belong in high society, I’ll—" he exhaled, almost like he was bored of me already "—fund the publication of your first poetry collection."

I stared at him. A trap. It had to be a trap. I wanted to say no. To refuse out of spite. But then I thought about the ink stains on my fingers, the notebooks filled with unfinished lines, the desperate hunger to be more than just Luke Masters, broke housekeeper, poet-in-theory.

Reginald studied my silence like he already knew the answer.

"Unless, of course," he said smoothly, "you don’t think you can do it."

My pride flared. I squared my shoulders. "Fine. You have a deal."

His eyes gleamed. "Good."

I didn’t know why, but the air in the room felt different. Charged. I suddenly regretted everything.

He turned to leave, but paused at the door. "Oh. And Masters?"

I forced my voice to stay steady. "What?"

"Try not to embarrass yourself tomorrow."

Then he was gone.

And I was left wondering what the hell I just agreed to.

The next morning, I woke up dreading everything. It wasn’t like my past week at Sterling Manor had been easy. Every day was a battle with Lady Winthrop’s relentless etiquette drills and Reginald’s smug looks whenever I tripped over my own feet. But this was different.

Today, I had to play the part.

I sat at my vanity—yes, I had a vanity now, and yes, I wanted to throw it out the window—staring at my reflection. My hair was always a mess, too thick and unruly, but today, I did something I never had before.

I flat-ironed it.

It took forever, but when I was done, I almost didn’t recognize myself. My hair fell sleek and smooth over my shoulders, framing my face in a way that made my features look… softer. More delicate.

I swallowed. It’s just for today.

I stood and straightened my uniform, smoothing out the fabric like I actually cared about wrinkles. My corset was laced tighter than usual, my posture drilled into something almost regal. I felt like a walking contradiction.

A poet in a maid’s uniform. A dreamer trapped in a world of glass and chandeliers.

I stepped out into the hallway, back straight, shoulders poised. Lady Winthrop was the first to notice. She eyed me as I passed, not saying anything, but the slight lift of her eyebrow told me she approved.

Then came the real test. The mid-morning brunch. Sterling Manor was a revolving door of socialites and business partners, and today was no different. A group of noblemen had arrived, all dressed in pristine suits, laughing over glasses of champagne while the staff attended to them.

And Reginald?

He was lounging in his usual armchair, one leg crossed over the other, watching everything unfold like it was a play put on for his amusement.

I hated how effortlessly elegant he looked.

I kept my head high and glided across the floor, ignoring the eyes that followed me. The same noblemen who hadn’t given me a second glance before were now subtly studying me.

One of them, a blond man with an expensive watch and a smile too charming for his own good, gave me a slow, appreciative once-over.

"Well, well," he mused, swirling his drink. "You’re new."
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I forced a polite smile, the way Lady Winthrop had taught me. "I’ve been here for a week, sir."

"Then I must be blind to have missed you." His gaze lingered a little too long. "What’s your name?"

I opened my mouth—to lie, maybe, to shut this conversation down before it could start—but I never got the chance.

Because before I could answer, a hand wrapped around my wrist.

Firm. Warm. Possessive.

"You’re still mine," a voice murmured behind me. "Don’t forget that."

Reginald. My breath caught. He was close—too close. His fingers curled around my wrist just enough to send a shiver up my spine. I tried pulling away, but he didn’t let me.

The nobleman chuckled, unfazed. "Oh? Is she off-limits, Sterling?"

Reginald’s grip tightened. "Something like that."

I turned my head slightly, just enough to glare at him. "Let go."

He did. But slowly. Like he was making a point. Heat burned under my skin. I didn’t know if it was anger or something else, but I couldn’t let him think he’d rattled me.

I turned back to the nobleman and, with a perfectly poised smile, said, "If you’ll excuse me, sir, I have duties to attend to."

Then I walked away, pretending my heart wasn’t racing.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

JANUARY 24TH. I never expected anything from my birthday. When my parents died from a plane crash, I’d pretend it was just another day, because pretending was easier than feeling disappointed. No presents, no cake, no one remembering. And when I got older, it became a tradition—waking up, acknowledging the date in my head, then moving on like it didn’t matter.

So I didn’t expect today to be any different.

The morning passed like usual—endless tasks, endless rules, endless ways I was apparently still a disaster in high society. I spent hours folding linen with perfect edges, carrying silver trays without dropping them, and responding to guests with the right amount of charm.

And then, out of nowhere, Reginald called me into his office.

I hesitated at the door. I’d been in here once before—on my first night at Sterling Manor, when I still thought I had a choice in all this. The memory sat uneasily in my chest, but I ignored it and stepped inside.

He sat behind his ridiculously large desk, leaning back in his chair, sleeves pushed up just enough to be annoyingly insufferable. He held a small velvet box in his hand.

I eyed it. Then him. “Are you proposing?”

His mouth twitched. “Hardly.” He slid the box across the desk.

I didn’t move. “What is this?”

“A gift.”

I stared at him. “For what?”

“For you, obviously.”

I hesitated, then slowly picked up the box and flipped it open.

A pen.

But not just any pen.
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The body was deep blue with gold accents, the kind of craftsmanship that screamed obscene wealth. I lifted it carefully, feeling the weight of it in my palm. This wasn’t some cheap novelty pen from a shop—this was something important. Something that meant something.

I swallowed, unsure why my chest felt tight.

He watched me for a beat, then smirked. “Don’t get your hopes up, Masters.”

I looked up. “What?”

He gestured lazily toward the pen. “That won’t make your poetry any better.”

The warmth I’d been feeling snapped.

I shut the box with a sharp click. “Wow. You really know how to ruin a moment.”

He leaned back, completely unbothered. “It’s a gift, not a miracle worker. Your brain is made of mac and cheese—I doubt a pen can fix that.”

I clenched my jaw. “Then why give it to me?”

His gaze flickered over my face, unreadable for a second. Then he shrugged. “I suppose I was feeling generous.”

That made me pause.

Because for all his mockery, all his smug insults, there was something else in his tone. Something unspoken.

And suddenly, I felt special.

I hated it.

I shouldn’t have cared. It was just a pen. Just a rich man humoring his pet project. But deep down—where I refused to admit things to myself—I knew the truth.

No one had ever given me a birthday present before.

I swallowed past the lump in my throat. “Well… thanks. I guess.”

His lips twitched again, but before he could say something insufferable, I spun on my heel and walked out, clutching the box a little too tightly.

I wasn’t planning on thanking him. Not at first. I spent the next hour convincing myself the gift meant nothing. That Reginald was just toying with me, throwing me a bone to keep me entertained. But the longer I held the velvet box, the harder it was to ignore the truth.

It was the first birthday present I’d ever gotten.

And it wasn’t just a thoughtless trinket. He gave me a pen. Something for my writing. Something that said, I see you. I hated that my chest felt warm over it.

So, like an idiot, I decided to return the favor.

I wasn’t much of a cook, but I knew how to bake a half-decent cupcake from my days working at a café. I managed to sneak into the kitchen, dodging Lady Winthrop’s sharp eyes, and got to work. It wasn’t anything fancy—just a simple vanilla cupcake, warm and soft, with buttercream frosting.

Maybe he’d hate it. Maybe he’d make fun of me. But I wanted to try.

I was about to bring it to his office when I heard voices from the parlor.

“…There’s no reason to delay.”

I stopped in my tracks. Reginald’s voice. But it wasn’t his usual bored drawl. It was… firm. Business-like.

“Her father has already agreed to the arrangement,” another voice said, older and crisp with authority. “She is a respectable choice. This will elevate the Sterling name.”

My stomach dropped.

I moved closer, just enough to see past the open doorway.

Reginald stood near the fireplace, arms crossed, his expression unreadable. Across from him was an older gentleman in an immaculate suit—one of his business partners, I assumed.

The conversation felt too heavy.

I clutched the plate in my hands, throat tight.

“Marriage is an obligation, Reginald,” the man continued. “You must uphold your status.”

He exhaled slowly, rubbing his temple. “I’m aware.”

“You’re twenty-nine. It’s time you stopped playing games.”

My grip tightened on the plate.

This wasn’t… it couldn’t be what I thought it was.

Could it?

“Lady Eleanor is suitable,” the man pressed. “Well-bred. Wealthy. You would be wise to finalize the arrangement before the season is over.”

My stomach twisted. An arranged marriage. I shouldn’t have cared. Again… I shouldn’t have cared. I turned away before I could hear more. My hands felt numb. The cupcake wobbled on the plate, the frosting smudging.

I needed air.

I moved fast, my steps silent against the floor.

I didn’t know where I was going. All I knew was that I had to leave.

I reached the back door, my fingers trembling as I yanked it open—

A firm hand grabbed my wrist.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

Reginald.

I froze, my breath catching in my throat.

He was right behind me, his grip firm but not painful, his body close enough that I could feel his warmth.

“Let me go,” I muttered.

He didn’t. Instead, he turned me around, his sharp gaze locking onto mine.

I kept my expression blank, masking the mess inside me. He glanced at the plate in my hand, his brows knitting slightly.

Then his eyes met mine again. “Why do you look like that?”

Like what? Like I’d made a stupid mistake? Like I’d let myself believe in something ridiculous?

I yanked my wrist free. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

His expression didn’t change. “Tell you what?”

I let out a hollow laugh. “Don’t play dumb. Your engagement.”

Something flickered in his gaze. “You were eavesdropping.”

“That’s what you’re focusing on?”
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He exhaled through his nose, tilting his head slightly, assessing me. “I fail to see why it concerns you.”

I hated how much that hurt.

I held up the plate between us—the stupid, ruined cupcake that suddenly felt humiliating. His eyes flickered down to it. Then back to me.

And I saw it. The realization. The understanding of what I’d been about to do. I let out a breathy laugh, shaking my head. “Forget it.” Then I shoved the plate into his hands and turned to leave.

But he caught my wrist again.

This time, he didn’t let go.

His grip was firmer. Warmer. His fingers pressing into my skin like he couldn’t let me slip away. My chest felt too tight. I swallowed, refusing to meet his gaze. “Don’t,” I whispered.

His breath was warm against my temple. “Look at me.”

I shook my head.

“Luke.”

I finally looked up. His expression was different. The usual arrogance was gone. The amusement. The cold calculation.

What was left was something I didn’t know how to read. Something that made my throat close up.

His grip tightened.

I held my breath.

For a second, I thought he might—

Then, just as fast, he let go.

The air between us crashed back down, heavy and stifling.

“Take the day off, it’s your birthday,” he murmured.

I didn’t hesitate. I turned on my heel and walked away, gripping my arms, feeling stupid.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

TWO DAYS later, I found myself in a nightmare wrapped in silk. “This is ridiculous,” I muttered as Lady Winthrop cinched my waist into oblivion.

“Hush,” she said, not slowing down. “You need to look presentable.”

Presentable? I wasn’t sure that was the word.

The gown was extravagant. Layers of deep blue satin cascaded down to the floor, swirling around me like something out of a fairy tale. The bodice was structured, laced so tight that my posture snapped into perfection. Delicate embroidery shimmered across the fabric in gold thread, catching the candlelight.

The worst part?

It fit me perfectly.

My stomach twisted. I wasn’t sure why that unsettled me.

I stared at myself in the massive vanity mirror, hands gripping the skirt like I was holding onto something real. The person looking back at me wasn’t Luke Masters.

But I wasn’t sure who they were, either.

She stood behind me, adjusting the tiny gold mask that would cover the upper half of my face. “Hold still.”

I barely heard her.

My fingers curled slightly over the satin. It felt good. Too good.

I wasn’t supposed to feel like this.

I swallowed. “I can’t go.”

She sighed. “You can and you will.”

I shook my head. “I’ll make a fool of myself.”

She fixed one last piece of my hair, pulling it into soft waves over my shoulders. Then, finally, she met my gaze in the mirror.

“You are more capable than you think, child,” she said. “Try not to look so afraid of it.”

I stiffened. “I’m not afraid.”

But even I didn’t believe it.

A knock echoed from the door.

“Enter,” Lady Winthrop called.

The door swung open, and I wished it hadn’t. Reginald stepped inside. His eyes landed on me. And stayed there.

The air in the room shifted. I knew how to read people. I knew how to read him. And for the first time since I met Reginald Sterling III, I saw something flicker behind his usual cool expression.

Something dangerous.

My throat went dry.

Then, just as quickly, his face smoothed into that infuriating neutrality. “You’re late.”

I forced my shoulders back. “You didn’t say I’d be wearing a dress.”

He looked me up and down, the corner of his mouth curving slightly. “Would you have come if I had?”

“No.”

His lips twitched. “Then I stand by my decision.”

I clenched my teeth. “I hate you.”

“Good,” he murmured. “Then you’ll hate this even more.”

He held out his arm. I stared at it. Then at him. “What?”

“You’re my date for the evening.”

I barked out a laugh. “Excuse me?”

He didn’t react. “The people attending tonight’s ball are some of the most powerful in the country. They will assume you are someone important.” He glanced at me again, voice dropping just slightly. “For once, I won’t correct them.”

Something hot curled in my stomach, and I hated it.

“Why?” I whispered.

His jaw flexed slightly. “Because I want them to look at you.”

My breath caught. His eyes darkened, like he knew what he was doing to me. I didn’t want this. I didn’t want this. Then why was I reaching out?

My fingers hesitated before looping around his arm.

Reginald smiled. Like he’d won.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

Heat shot through me so fast I wanted to run. Instead, I let him lead me out.
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That night, the ballroom was too much. Gold chandeliers dripped from the ceiling, casting an inviting glow over polished marble floors. Gilded mirrors lined the walls, reflecting the swirl of silk and jewels as London’s elite danced, laughed, and whispered behind their masks.

I felt suffocated.

Every glance felt like a spotlight. Every passing gaze lingered too long. And yet—I didn’t want to leave.

Reginald kept me close as we moved through the crowd, his hand firm on my back, his touch searing through layers of fabric. People whispered, curious. They didn’t know who I was.

But tonight, I wasn’t Luke Masters, the broke poet.

I was someone worth looking at.

A nobleman stepped into our path, a sharp grin curving under his mask. His gaze flicked down my body, appreciative. “Sterling,” he drawled. “You’ve been keeping secrets.”

Reginald’s fingers flexed against my spine. “Some things are better kept private.”

The nobleman laughed softly, tilting his head. “And yet, you bring her here.” His eyes settled on me again. “Will you introduce me, or shall I guess?”

Reginald didn’t answer. But I did. I smiled, a slow, practiced thing, and let my voice drop into something smooth and foreign. “Guess.”

The nobleman looked delighted. Reginald looked furious. I didn’t have time to enjoy it before the orchestra shifted into a waltz.

Reginald turned to me, his voice low. “Dance with me.”

I blinked. “What?”

His hand caught mine before I could refuse.

He led me to the floor, pulling me against him, one hand pressing against my waist, the other trapping my fingers in his grasp.

I swallowed hard. “I don’t—”

“You do,” he murmured.

Then he moved. I had no choice but to follow. The world blurred as he guided me across the ballroom, his grip unchallenged, confident, demanding. He danced like he did everything else—in complete control.

I hated him.

I hated how effortless he compelled me.

I hated that, for once, I enjoyed dancing.

“You’re shaking,” he said softly.

“I hate you,” I whispered back.

His lips curved. “Liar.”

Heat flushed up my neck. I wanted to argue. But then— He leaned in, breath warm against my ear.

“No one else is allowed to have you.”

I stiffened. The world tilted for a second, the music distant, hollow. I hated that my pulse fluttered.

“You don’t own me,” I murmured.

He pulled back just enough to look at me. His fingers tightened slightly on my waist, his gaze burning through his mask.

“I don’t?”

Something flickered between us. Something I wasn’t ready for.

I broke eye contact. “The song’s over.”

His grip didn’t loosen. The music had stopped, but we hadn’t.

The ballroom melted away. There was only him. Me. The space between us, taut as a pulled thread.

I forced myself to move. “Let go.”

He hesitated. Then he dropped his hands, stepping back.

“Meet me in my office,” he said.

I turned to leave, but his voice stopped me.

“I mean it, Luke.”

Something in his tone sent shivers down my spine.

I didn’t answer.

But I went.

His office was dimly lit when I entered, the only light coming from the fireplace. Reginald was already inside, pouring himself a drink.

I crossed my arms. “Say what you want to say so I can leave.”

He didn’t respond immediately. Instead, he turned, glass in hand, and leaned against the desk.

Then, too casually, he said, “You liked it.”

I stared at him. “What?”

“The attention. The way they looked at you.” He sipped his drink, gaze assessing. “You liked it.”

My fingers twitched. “You’re drunk.”

He smiled slightly. “Not yet.”

I exhaled sharply. “This is pointless.” I turned to leave.

His voice stopped me.

“Tell me you don’t want me.”

I froze.

The air cracked open.

Slowly, I turned back. “What?”

He stepped forward, gaze burning. “Tell me you don’t want me.”

I tried to laugh, but it came out wrong. “You’re delusional.”

He reached me in two steps. Then—his fingers caught my chin, tilting my face up. The breath rushed from my lungs. He was too close. His grip was too firm. His gaze too sharp.

I was going to fall.

My throat felt tight. “Let go.”

“Say it,” he murmured.

I opened my mouth.

No words came out.

His fingers tightened slightly.

Then—he kissed me.

I froze.

Heat rushed through me like wildfire, curling at the base of my spine. His lips were soft, warm, devastating. His scent—cologne and something dark, something I wanted to drown in—filled my lungs.

For a second, just a second, I didn’t pull away.

Then I did.

Hard.

The sharp slap echoed through the office.

Reginald didn’t flinch.

I stepped back, chest heaving, my palm stinging.
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“Don’t do that again,” I whispered.

His expression didn’t change. But his fingers brushed his jaw, almost curious.

“You’re blushing,” he said quietly.

I turned and ran.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I KNEW something was wrong the second I walked into the parlor. The staff had been acting weird all morning—whispering, sneaking glances at me, some even smiling like they knew something I didn’t. I’d ignored it at first, too drained to care. After the ball, I’d locked myself in my room, trying to push everything out of my head—Reginald, the dance, the kiss, the way I’d felt things I wasn’t ready to feel.

But then I stepped into the room and saw the newspaper on the table. My chest tightened. The headline stretched across the front page in bold, gleaming letters.

THE POETRY OF LADY LILLIAN—A NEW MYSTERY TALENT TAKES HIGH SOCIETY BY STORM.

I froze.

No.

I snatched the paper, my hands trembling as I read the article. Words blurred together, my vision tunneling. But I understood enough.

My poetry—mine—had been published.

Under the name Lady Lillian.

I felt sick.

I heard the door open behind me, but I didn’t turn.

Reginald’s voice was casual, like this wasn’t the worst betrayal of my life. “You’re welcome.”

I whirled around.

"You did this?" My voice came out hoarse, like something sharp had lodged itself in my throat.

He barely glanced up from the drink he was pouring. “You weren’t going to do it yourself.”

I stared at him. "You had no right."

He sighed, setting the glass down with a soft clink. “Luke. It’s brilliant. You should be thanking me.”

Thanking him.

I let out a breathy laugh, sharp and bitter. "You think I wanted this?"

His brows furrowed, like I was the one being unreasonable. “You wanted to be published.”

"Not like this!" My voice rose, but I couldn’t stop it. "You don’t get it, do you? This wasn’t just poetry. It was—it was mine. It was private."

His expression didn’t change. “You’re being dramatic.”

My breath hitched.

“Dramatic?” I whispered. “You took something from me.”

His jaw tensed slightly, but his voice remained unshaken. “I gave you everything you wanted.”

I let out a hollow laugh. "Popularity. Wealth. That’s all that matters to you, right?" My nails dug into my palms. "Why don’t you go ahead and marry Lady Eleanor, then? That’ll make you even richer."

The silence that followed was thick.

His face darkened. “That’s not the same thing.”

I shook my head, chest aching. “No. It’s exactly the same thing.”
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His eyes flashed. “You think I did this for money?”

"I think you did it because you don’t understand what it means to want something for yourself." My throat tightened. "You just take and take and take, because the world has never told you no."

His fingers curled into fists.

I could see it—the tension in his shoulders, the way his breath came in measured exhales, like he was holding something back.

“Leave,” he said finally. His voice was quiet. Dangerous.

I exhaled sharply. “Don’t worry.”

Then I dropped the newspaper onto the table and walked out.

Later that night, I packed in silence. I wasn’t sure how long I stood in my room, mechanically folding my clothes, shoving things into my worn-out satchel. I told myself I wasn’t upset. That this was always going to happen.

I should have left a long time ago.

I glanced at the pen sitting on my nightstand, the expensive one Reginald had given me. I reached for it, turning it over between my fingers.

Then I grabbed the velvet box, placed it inside, and shut it. By the time I stepped into the hallway, Lady Winthrop was waiting. She took one look at my bag and her expression tightened. “Don’t be foolish.”

I adjusted the strap over my shoulder. “I’ve made up my mind.”

“You always were impulsive,” she muttered, arms crossed. “Do you think he’ll let you walk away so easily? Did you know that when he saw you being chased by loan sharks, he asked his men to watch over you up until that night that they were about to attack you, he couldn’t stay hidden in the shadows anymore and risked his life to protect you?”

I forced a smile. “I don’t care.” But really, I did. However, I was still hurt and it wasn’t an excuse to make me forget how he exposed me to the world without my consent.

She exhaled sharply, looking at me like I was a child making a mistake. But I was done being told what to do.

I stepped past her, heading toward the study. Reginald was alone, seated in his leather chair, a glass of whiskey in his hand. The fireplace flickered behind him, casting long shadows across the walls.

He didn’t look at me when I entered.

“I wanted to say thank you,” I said quietly.

His fingers tensed slightly around the glass, but his voice was emotionless. “For what?”

“For that night, for saving me, for paying off my debt.”

I stepped forward and placed the velvet box on his desk.

He finally looked up. His gaze flickered to the pen, then back to me. He didn’t touch it.

“I won’t need it anymore,” I said.

A long silence stretched between us.

He swirled the whiskey in his glass, watching the liquid move, his expression unreadable.

[image: Mage media]

“Are you done?” he asked.

My chest felt tight.

“Yes.”

He nodded, slow and controlled. “Then leave.”

I turned before I could hesitate, walking toward the door.

I didn’t look back.

I didn’t dare.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

MONTHS PASSED. The first few weeks after leaving Sterling Manor were the hardest. At first, I thought I would feel free. No more suffocating luxury, no more debt, no more Reginald. But freedom wasn’t a grand, cinematic moment—it was quiet. And lonely.

I took a job at a small bar, renting a tiny apartment above it. It was nothing compared to Sterling Manor—creaky floors, drafty windows, a bed that slumped in the middle. But it was mine.

And for the first time, I had space to think.

I spent nights rereading my poetry, my old journals, tracing back years of words I’d written under Lady Lillian. The name had started as a disguise, a way to write love poetry from a woman’s voice without thinking too much about why it felt so natural.

But the more I read, the more I realized it wasn’t just a pseudonym.

It was me.

I didn’t know when the realization fully settled. Maybe it was the moment I finally looked in the mirror and didn’t see Luke anymore. Maybe it was the day I sat across from the gender therapist, saying the words out loud for the first time.
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“I think I’m trans.”

It sounded like a confession.

But the therapist had just smiled gently. “Then let’s talk about what that means for you.”

The sessions helped. For the first time, I wasn’t afraid to question myself. And then, one afternoon, I walked past a small boutique and saw a dress in the window.

Soft blue. Modest but elegant. Something a woman would wear for herself.

I hesitated at the door, my fingers trembling slightly.

Then I walked inside.

The saleswoman greeted me kindly, not judging or hesitating when I asked if I could try it on. She led me to a changing room, pulling the curtain closed behind her.

I stood there, staring at the dress on the hanger. Then I took a deep breath and put it on. The fabric settled against my skin, light and effortless. I turned to the mirror, heart hammering.

I had worn gowns before—but always as a performance, a joke, a forced circumstance.

This was different.

This was me choosing it.

A lump formed in my throat.

For the first time, I felt whole.

Later that night, the bar was nothing like Sterling Manor. It was small, loud, and smelled like beer and cheap perfume. The floors were sticky, the tables wobbled, and the lighting was dim enough that most people barely looked at who was serving them.

Which was exactly why I chose it.

I’d been working here for a month now—long enough that I knew the regulars, the slow nights, the way the neon sign outside flickered on and off like it was deciding whether to give up.

But tonight was different.

Because tonight, I wore the dress.

It wasn’t anything fancy, just soft blue fabric that fit in all the right places. I’d kept my makeup light, just enough to bring out my features, and my hair fell naturally over my shoulders, framing my face in a way that made me feel real.

I wasn’t hiding anymore.

I took a breath and stepped behind the bar. My boss, Henry, barely glanced up from where he was wiping down a pint glass.

“New look?” he asked.

I nodded. My hands felt clammy against the counter. “I… wanted to talk to you.”

He arched a brow but kept polishing. “About?”

I exhaled. “I’m trans.”

He didn’t react immediately. Just kept cleaning, his brows furrowing slightly like he was thinking it over. Then he set the glass down, leaned against the counter, and said, “Okay.”

I blinked. “Okay?”

He shrugged. “You work hard. You don’t steal. Customers like you.” He grabbed another glass. “You want me to start calling you something different?”

A small knot in my chest loosened.

“…Lillian,” I said softly. “I’d like to be called Lillian.”

Henry nodded. “Alright, Lillian.” He glanced at my dress again. “You need an apron?”

I let out a breathy laugh, unexpected and real.

“Yeah,” I murmured. “I think I do.”

For the rest of the night, I worked as Lillian. I took orders, wiped down tables, carried trays with perfect posture. Customers called me miss, darling, love.

It should have been terrifying.

But it wasn’t.

It was right.

Still, between pouring drinks and clearing plates, my mind drifted.

To him.

To Reginald.
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I hated that I still thought about him. That he was right all along. That his voice still lingered in my head, low and smooth and infuriating. That I still remembered the way his hand had felt on my back when we danced.

But that was a different life.

A fairytale that had never belonged to me.

I had a new life now.

A life I had chosen.

And I wasn’t looking back.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

PARIS was beautiful. It was the kind of city that made you feel like you belonged to something bigger, like even the wind carried secrets in the way it slipped through the streets. It smelled like fresh bread and old books and warm rain, and sometimes, when I walked along the Seine at night, I almost believed I was happy.

Almost.

The hormones had changed me in ways I hadn’t expected. My skin was softer now, smoother under the glow of dim café lights. My hair was longer, healthier, cascading in soft waves over my shoulders. My features had softened, my curves had filled in just enough that the silk blouse I wore tonight hugged me in a way that felt right.

And yet, some nights, I still felt like a stranger in my own skin.

I adjusted the sleeves of my dress, exhaling slowly as I waited backstage. The small Parisian bookstore was packed, the air thick with the scent of fresh coffee and old paper. The event had been sold out for weeks—Lady Lillian’s first official reading.

Lady Lillian.

I had spent so long running from the name. Now, it was my own.

I should have felt whole. A woman with her own career, her own success, standing in a city she once only dreamed of visiting. But as the host introduced me and I stepped onto the small stage, the applause washing over me, I felt nothing at all.

I smiled, though. I had gotten good at that.

The French interpreter, a young woman with bright eyes, stood beside me as I took my seat. She gave me a small nod, encouraging. I returned it, opening my book to the first poem.
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I started reading.

The words felt strange in my mouth, too delicate, too heavy. My French was passable, but some phrases twisted in ways I couldn’t quite untangle, my accent betraying me.

The crowd chuckled lightly when I stumbled over a line. I flushed, smiling to cover it up.

The interpreter smoothly picked up where I faltered, translating my words into something more elegant, more whole.

I should have been grateful. Instead, I just felt tired. Because no matter how much I tried to make this life feel complete, something was still missing.

I shook the thought away and kept reading.

I turned the page, forcing myself to focus. The words blurred slightly, the soft glow of the overhead lights making the ink look almost silver.

I took a breath and kept reading.

The interpreter beside me repeated the words in French, her voice smooth and confident. But halfway through the stanza, something shifted.

The voice changed. It was subtle at first. A slight dip in tone, a shift in cadence. Then it was unmistakable.

Low. Deep. Familiar.

My breath hitched. I froze. I knew that voice. I knew it better than I wanted to.

The audience stirred, some glancing between us, confused by the change. My fingers tightened around the book.

The interpreter—the one who was no longer my interpreter—stepped closer. Microphone in hand, Reginald Sterling III stood before me.

He looked the same, and yet not the same at all. His hair was slightly tousled, his usually perfect suit was undone at the collar, and his expression—God, his expression—was something I had never seen on him before.

Uncertain. Vulnerable.

I felt lightheaded. The room didn’t exist anymore.

Just him. Just me.

Reginald’s voice was steady, but I could see the way he swallowed, the way his fingers tensed slightly around the mic.

“Your words brought me here,” he said, in English this time. “Every single one of them.”

I didn’t move. I couldn’t.

“I thought I was doing the right thing,” he continued, “by giving you what you always wanted. But I didn’t listen, did I?” He let out a quiet breath. “I never listened, not really.”

The crowd was completely silent. Reginald’s gaze didn’t waver.

“But I’m listening now,” he said softly. “And I need you to know—I was wrong.”

My chest felt too tight. He took a small step closer.

“I was wrong about everything. About your poetry, about rushing you, about everything.” He hesitated, his jaw clenching for half a second, like this was hard for him to say.

Then, carefully, he said, “Lillian.”

My stomach dropped.

He had never called me that before.

Not once.

“I don’t care about anything else,” he continued, voice steady. “Not the books, not the stupid engagement, not the reputation.”

His hand curled slightly at his side.

“I just care about you.”

I swallowed hard.

He let out a breath, something almost shaky. Then, with quiet certainty, he said…
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“I love you.”

The room spun. For a second, I thought I was imagining it.

Reginald Sterling, the man who had given me everything, the man who had pushed and pulled until I didn’t know who I was anymore—

Loved me.

My fingers trembled around the book in my lap. My voice felt lodged in my throat. His gaze searched mine. And for once, he wasn’t asking for control. He wasn’t trying to win.

He was just waiting.

Waiting for me to say something.

Waiting for me to want him back.

I didn’t realize I was crying until I felt the first tear slip down my cheek. My lips parted, my body frozen, my heart hammering so loudly I thought he could hear it.

But I knew the answer.

I had always known the answer.

So I did the only thing that made sense.

I stood.

And I kissed him.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR later, I found myself exactly where I never thought I’d be again. The grand library of Sterling Manor. Only this time, I wasn’t standing in here out of obligation. I wasn’t an employee. I wasn’t someone who had to be here.

I had chosen this.

But that didn’t mean I wasn’t seconds away from strangling Reginald for asking me to get bigger breast implants.

"I said three hundred, not six hundred," I huffed, crossing my arms.

Reginald, seated in his favorite chair, tilted his head in that infuriating way of his. "That’s not enough."

I glared at him. "Enough for who?"

"For me," he said smoothly.

I threw a book at him. He caught it effortlessly, flipping it over in his hands. "Shakespeare? How dramatic of you."

I was going to lose it. "Reginald, I swear to God—"

"You have the perfect frame for six hundred," he continued like I hadn’t just threatened his life. "Why not go all in?"
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"Because I’m not planning to make an OnlyFanz account," I snapped. "I get to decide what’s best for me, not you."

Lady Winthrop sat across from us, her hands folded over her lap, clearly amused by our argument. "You two are impossible," she muttered, though there was a rare giggle behind her words.

Reginald leaned back, completely unbothered. "I’m just saying, if we’re spending the money, why settle for less? I’m a rich man, I’m used to opulence, come on, darling, make me happy."

I gasped. "Oh, we’re spending the money?"

"Yes."

I gestured wildly. "I have my own money now!"

"Yes, but I have more." I almost lunged at him.

He smirked. "And as the man of the house, it’s my duty to ensure—" I held up a finger. "You don’t get to pull that card with me. I’m just boarding here. I can leave whenever I want."

His smirk vanished.

I smiled sweetly. "I could pack my bags tonight, actually."

"No, you couldn’t."

"I absolutely could."

He stood suddenly, crossing the room in slow, steady steps.

I didn’t move. He reached me, gaze sharp, unreadable.

"Say it," he murmured.

My heart kicked. "Say what?"

"You’re not leaving."

I lifted my chin. "I could."

"But you won’t."

I opened my mouth—to argue, to make some dramatic declaration—but then he was lowering himself onto one knee.

I stopped breathing.

Lady Winthrop gasped softly behind us.

He pulled something from his pocket, his expression for once, not cocky. Just… certain.

"Lillian," he said, voice quieter now. "You’ve always been impossible."

I swallowed, my throat tight.

"And you’ve always made my life harder," he continued, flicking open the small velvet box. At that very moment, I was sure it wasn’t another pen. Inside, nestled in silk, was the most breathtaking ring I had ever seen.

A deep sapphire, surrounded by diamonds, glinting in the dim library light.

I sucked in a sharp breath. His jaw flexed slightly, like he was holding something back. "I love you. And I want you to stay—not because you have nowhere else to go, but because you don’t want to leave."

I blinked quickly, trying not to cry. He tilted his head slightly. "Marry me, and I’ll never tell you what to do again."

I snorted through my tears. "That’s a lie."

His lips twitched. "Marry me anyway."
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I stared at him, this man who had once made my life unbearable, who had challenged me, broken me, and somehow, in the process, put me back together.

And I realized something.

I didn’t want to leave. I never had. I exhaled softly, then extended my hand. He slipped the ring onto my finger, and when he stood to kiss me, I knew—

I was finally home.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Boy Becomes Maid? 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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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

But will she still be willing to marry me once she sees my feminine alter ego?

Story 2 – Sissies And The City
I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.
But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

"What am I to him?"

Story 3 – All Made Up
Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.
Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.

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 Sweet Femboys


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 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


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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"Be a woman for a year to inherit a fortune? Are you sure you’re an attorney?"

I thought I’d get a call about some distant uncle’s inheritance, take the check, and get on with my life. Instead, I got an ultimatum—either spend a year as Brent Nordstrom’s heiress or lose a hundred-million-dollar empire to the state. And Sebastian Quinn, my uncle’s dangerously handsome lawyer, is making sure I don’t screw it up.

At first, it was just makeup, corsets, and high heels. Just another mask to wear. But the longer I lived as Kylie, the more the disguise felt real—and the more Sebastian watched me with something I didn’t understand.

I never meant to fall for him.

And I sure as hell never meant for Chicago’s elite to turn against me. But when the world called me a fraud, when my own identity was put on trial, I had to make a choice.

Fight for the fortune.

Fight for the man I love.

Or finally fight for myself.

Read The Heiress is a Boy

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 Boy Becomes Maid.

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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