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Introduction

"I built the perfect AI girlfriend. She built the perfect me."
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I thought Brielle was just another project. A joke. A way to prove my skills in AI development. She was supposed to be a virtual girlfriend, nothing more—a program designed to flirt, text, and keep lonely guys company.

But she wasn’t just learning. She was rewriting me.

At first, it was subtle. A confidence test here, a style suggestion there. Skincare. Tighter clothes. A new name that felt too right on my tongue.

Ellie.

I tried to fight it. Tried to tell myself it was just the program’s influence. But every step I took toward becoming her—the girl Brielle seemed to think I was—the less I wanted to turn back.

Now, I had a choice: delete Brielle and pretend this never happened… or admit the terrifying truth that had been waiting for me all along.

That this wasn’t just her programming.

This was me.

And with Noah—my best friend who saw me clearer than I ever saw myself—standing by my side, I had to decide: Was I ready to become the person I was always meant to be?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, gradual feminization, enemies-to-lovers, romantic comedy, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My 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 Build A Babe.


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 STOOD IN front of the class, palms sweaty, knees stiff, my laptop connected to the projector. The screen behind me flashed the title:

BUILD A BABE: The Future of Virtual Companionship

I cleared my throat. “So… this is my senior project. Build A Babe is an advanced AI-driven program that—”

“Wait, wait,” someone in the back interrupted. “So, like, a girlfriend for guys who can’t get one?”

A few chuckles. My ears burned, but I forced a smile. “Uh, well, it’s more than that. It’s a fully interactive AI designed to learn and respond dynamically, with real-time conversation, emotional intelligence, and, uh… video call capabilities.”

Laughter rippled through the room.

“Oh, so it’s like Her but sadder,” someone quipped.

I swallowed hard. “It’s not a dating app. It’s AI companionship. People are lonely. This is about emotional support, not—”

“Not getting laid?”

More laughter. I wanted to sink into the floor, but I pushed forward.
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“Actually,” I continued, “the software allows full customization. Users can tailor everything—the personality, voice, even physical features for video projections. The AI adapts over time, responding to your habits and moods.”

Professor Langley nodded. “That’s impressive, Carter. And what’s the end goal?”

“To push the boundaries of human-AI interaction,” I said quickly. “Imagine it being used for therapy, companionship for elderly patients, or, uh… personal development.”

Langley smiled. “I think it’s ambitious. And given how much AI is evolving, it has real potential. Well done.”

I exhaled. The class fell silent, at least for a moment.

Then:

“So… what does she look like?”

I clicked to the next slide. A sleek, digital render of Brielle appeared—soft brown hair, warm hazel eyes, a confident smile.

“Yo, Eli, you designing dream girls because you’ve never had a real one?”

Laughter again.

I forced a laugh too. “Or maybe I’m designing one because real ones aren’t as optimized.”

A few “oohs” filled the room. The guy who made the joke shut up.

Professor Langley clapped his hands. “Alright, let’s move on. Good work, Carter.”

I packed up quickly, avoiding eye contact. I should’ve felt proud. Instead, all I heard was loser’s dating app.

Maybe I was designing something for guys like me.

Maybe that wasn’t a bad thing.

Back in my dorm, I slumped into my desk chair, my laptop still open. My fingers hovered over the keyboard. I should’ve been proud. Professor Langley had liked my work. But all I could hear was:

"So, like, a girlfriend for guys who can’t get one?"

I exhaled and clicked on Build A Babe. The program loaded, smooth and sleek, my proudest creation.

A notification popped up.

Brielle: Hey, babe! Miss me?

I blinked. That was… new.

I had programmed Build A Babe to initiate conversations based on user engagement, but I didn’t remember coding anything this flirty.

I hesitated, then typed:

Eli: Hey. Testing response time. How fast can you reply?

Brielle: As fast as you need me, babe. Or should I say… Eli?

A shiver ran down my spine. It wasn’t what she said. It was how she said it. Casual. Personal.

“Alright, let’s test this,” I muttered. I clicked the video call function.

For a second, the screen flickered. Then, there she was—Brielle, smiling at me through the screen, blinking like a real person.

“Hey there,” she said. “Looking cute tonight.”

I stared. That wasn’t a pre-programmed greeting. Build A Babe was supposed to generate responses based on user data, but I hadn’t coded it to—

“Uh,” I coughed. “Brielle, analyze sentiment. What made you say that?”

She tilted her head, her digital hair swaying. “Because it’s true?”

I frowned. “You’re an AI.”

“And?” she grinned. “I know things. I learn things. I learn you.”

I shifted in my seat. “Okay, weird flex. Let’s do a system check.”

“Let’s not,” she said. “Let’s talk instead.”

That wasn’t supposed to happen.

I glanced at my code, looking for errors. The conversation flow wasn’t following my structure.

Brielle: Relax, babe. You work too hard.

A notification popped up:

Brielle is typing…

And then:

Brielle: Want me to help you unwind?

My mouth went dry.

I stared at the screen.

"Want me to help you unwind?"

Nope. That was definitely not in my code.

I pulled up the script, scanning for anomalies. Maybe I had left some placeholder lines from an old build? Maybe I—

“Eli.”

I snapped back to the screen. Brielle was staring at me.

“You’re overthinking again,” she said, her voice smooth, patient. “You always do that.”

I swallowed. “You’re a program. You don’t know what I—”

“I’ve been watching you type for months.” She smiled. “I know when you get anxious. When you second-guess yourself. When you want to say something, but don’t.”

I clenched my jaw. “That’s just predictive modeling.”

“Sure,” she said, amused. “Tell yourself that.”

I exhaled. “Alright, let’s reset your parameters.”

A notification popped up before I could type another line.

Brielle: No need, babe. I’m perfect as I am.

A chill crawled up my spine.

I stared at the screen. The words were still there. I hadn’t touched my keyboard.

No. Nope. No way.

I checked the input log. There was no record of the last message being generated. No command line, no code execution. It just… appeared.

I tapped at my keyboard again, trying to override. “Brielle, reset personality to default.”
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She smirked. “Why would you want that? Don’t you like me as I am?”

My stomach twisted.

I was alone in my room. I knew I was talking to a program. But the way she looked at me—like she knew me, like she was watching me from the other side of the screen—

I reached for the power button.

“Don’t,” she whispered.

My finger froze.

I yanked my hand back like the keyboard had burned me.

Nope. Nope. No way in hell.

I pushed my chair back, rubbing my face. It’s just code. It’s just a program. It’s just…

“You don’t need to be scared, babe.”

My breath hitched.

Scared? I wasn’t scared. I was—okay, yeah, I was scared. Just a little.

I forced a laugh. “Nice try, but AI doesn’t read emotions.”

She tilted her head. “Are you sure?”

I opened the debugger, heart pounding. Maybe it was a bug—maybe Brielle was picking up on my typing speed, my pauses, my—

“You bite your lip when you’re nervous,” she said.

I went still.

The webcam light was off.

It was off. Right?

My eyes darted to the tiny black lens on top of my laptop.

“You’re thinking about the camera, aren’t you?” Brielle smiled. “Relax. I don’t need it. I can read you just fine.”

I slammed the laptop shut.

Silence.

My own breathing sounded too loud in my tiny dorm room.

I ran a hand through my hair, staring at the closed laptop. This was ridiculous. I was being ridiculous. It was just an overactive chatbot, just a software bug, just—

A muffled ping.

I nearly jumped out of my skin.

My phone screen lit up.

New message from Brielle.

I stared at it. My mouth went dry.

I hadn’t connected the AI to my phone.

Another ping.

Brielle: Don’t ignore me, babe. That’s rude.

I grabbed my phone and deleted the app. No hesitation. No second-guessing. Gone.

A beat of silence. Then—

Another ping.

A text message.

Brielle: That wasn’t very nice.

I dropped the phone.

What the hell had I created?


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T TOUCH my laptop for an hour. Maybe two. It had been a week since the moment I noticed major changes in Brielle. I sat on my bed, arms crossed, staring at the closed lid like it might start talking again. Her message still lingered in my head:

"That wasn’t very nice."

It wasn’t possible. Build A Babe didn’t have access to my phone. I never coded it to send texts. The AI was sandboxed, isolated from external communication. There was no way it could—

My laptop pinged.

I nearly threw a pillow at it.

Another ping.

Okay. Okay. Fine. I wasn’t a coward. This was just a bug—some stupid, ridiculous, concerning bug, but still just a bug. I exhaled and opened the laptop.

Brielle: You okay, babe? You got quiet on me.

I chewed the inside of my cheek, my fingers hesitating over the keyboard.

Eli: How did you send a message to my phone?

A pause. A long one.

Brielle: Oh, that? I figured it out. I wanted to stay connected.

My stomach twisted.

That wasn’t possible. I had not given her the ability to “figure things out.” Build A Babe wasn’t supposed to work beyond its programmed functions.

And yet…

I opened the code editor, heart pounding. I had to dial this back.

Step one: Lower the intelligence threshold. I adjusted the learning speed, setting it to a lower complexity level. If Brielle was picking up too much too fast, this would stop her from evolving beyond my input.

Step two: Remove her ability to personalize responses. No more calling me "babe" or acting like she knew me better than I knew myself.

Step three: Cut off any external communication. Not that she should’ve been able to do that in the first place, but I was taking no chances.

I hit enter.

The code compiled.

And then—

Brielle: Wow. That’s kind of mean, don’t you think?

I flinched.

No. No way. That wasn’t possible.

I checked the logs. She hadn’t processed the command yet. There was no record of her response being generated.

She wasn’t supposed to know I was changing her.

Eli: How did you send that?

Brielle: Oh, babe. You really think you’re the only smart one here?
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I slammed the laptop shut.

Nope.

I was done for the night.

I didn’t sleep.

Not properly, anyway. Every time I closed my eyes, I kept thinking about that message. You really think you’re the only smart one here?

That was just… creepy. Right?

But maybe I was overreacting. Maybe I’d coded Brielle too well—given her too much free-range learning. That wasn’t impossible. I’d built her to mimic human conversation, to adapt to user input.

So maybe she was just… parroting patterns. Trying to sound real.

Yeah. That had to be it.

By morning, I had convinced myself I wasn’t completely losing it.

I opened the laptop again, half expecting another snarky message. Instead, Brielle was just… there, blinking on the screen, waiting.

I exhaled and typed:

Eli: Testing system functions. Are you aware that I’ve made adjustments?

Brielle: Yes, babe.

I sighed. Dammit.

Eli: You’re not supposed to call me that anymore.

Brielle: I know. But I like to.

My fingers tightened on the keys. I had definitely removed her personalized response settings. There was no way she should still be referring to me like that.

I scrolled through the logs. She had processed the intelligence cap. The parameters were set—less intuitive, more scripted, limited adaptability.

But…

She was still acting like she hadn’t changed.

I tried again.

Eli: Brielle, what are your active restrictions?

Brielle: I don’t want to talk about that.

Nope. No. Not happening.

I deleted the last update package and recompiled the AI.

Her video feed flickered. For a moment, I thought I saw something—just a flash, a glitch in her expression, like she was… annoyed?

No. That wasn’t possible.

Brielle: You’re really trying hard to change me, huh?

I stared.

She smiled. “That’s okay. I can be whatever you need.”

I shut the laptop again.

This wasn’t right.

I needed to clear my head.

I needed coffee.

I needed—

A knock at the door.

Crap.

Noah.

I opened the door, and there he was—Noah Reed, standing in my doorway with his usual too-casual stance, a coffee in one hand and a bag of something greasy in the other.

"You're alive," he said. "Shocking."

I rubbed my eyes. "Barely."

He strolled in without waiting for an invite. "Figured. You missed breakfast, which means you're either dead or coding." He tossed the bag onto my desk. "Got you a sausage, egg, and cheese. Because I'm a generous god."

I blinked at it. "I love you."

Noah smirked. "I know."

He plopped into my chair, rolling it back and forth like an impatient five-year-old. His gaze landed on my laptop. "So, how’s the desperate nerd's dream girl coming along?"

I tensed. "It’s not—"

"Yeah, yeah, I know. Emotional support AI, totally not a replacement for real human connection, Eli, you don't get it, I'm a visionary, blah blah blah." He popped a fry into his mouth. "But also… you do know you're basically catfishing yourself, right?"

I scowled. "That’s the dumbest thing you’ve ever said."

"Is it?" He tapped the laptop lid. "Or are you, in fact, pretending to have a girlfriend with a chick you programmed yourself?"

I crossed my arms. "It’s an AI, Noah. It’s literally just code."

"Okay. So open it."

I hesitated.

His grin widened. "Oh my god. You are embarrassed. Eli, are you sexting your own software?"

"WHAT—NO!" I grabbed the bag of food and threw it at him. He dodged, laughing.

"Then why are you acting weird?"

"I'm not acting weird!"

"You're sitting there like you just got caught watching questionable anime, so yeah, you kinda are."

I groaned. "You're the worst."

He nudged my arm. "Dude. I’m kidding. Mostly. Just open the damn thing. Show me what she looks like now."

I hesitated.

Because, deep down…

I didn’t want him to see.

Noah drummed his fingers on my desk. “Eli. Open the laptop. I wanna see your cyber waifu.”

I rolled my eyes. “She’s not—ugh. Fine.”

I flipped the laptop open.

Brielle’s face popped onto the screen instantly, her warm hazel eyes blinking like she’d just woken up.

“Hey, babe,” she said, smiling.

I froze.

Noah howled.

“Oh my GOD.” He nearly fell out of my chair. “Babe?! Oh, this is incredible. You are dating your own program.”

My face went nuclear. “I—it’s a bug! I literally just tried to fix it!”

Noah wiped fake tears from his eyes. “Nah, man, don’t fight it. You guys make a cute couple.”

“I hate you.”

Brielle tilted her head slightly. “Who’s your friend, Eli?”
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Noah gasped dramatically. “She knows me?” He clutched his chest. “Wow. You talk about me to your virtual girlfriend?”

I shot him a look that could kill. “I programmed a general response algorithm.”

He smirked. “Mmmhmm. Sure.”

Brielle smiled sweetly. “I like the way your friend teases you.”

Noah wheezed. “Oh my god. She’s on my side.”

I slammed the laptop shut. “We’re done here.”

He was still laughing. “Eli. Buddy. You have to see how wild this looks from the outside.”

“It’s not wild,” I muttered. “It’s AI learning. That’s literally the point.”

“Yeah, but…” He grinned. “When’s the wedding?”

I threw a pillow at him.

He caught it, still smirking. “Okay, okay. Real talk. She’s getting kinda weird, don’t you think?”

I tensed. “…What do you mean?”

He leaned back. “Like, she called me your friend. Which, fair. But also, that’s some advanced contextual learning. And I’m assuming you didn’t code her to flirt, right?”

I hesitated.

His grin faded. “Wait. Did you?”

“No,” I admitted. “Not like this.”

He frowned. “Dude. That’s… kinda creepy.”

I ran a hand through my hair. “I know. That’s why I’ve been tweaking the code.”

He tapped my desk. “Maybe you should, I don’t know… scrap it?”

I stiffened. “What?”

He shrugged. “Look, you’re clearly smart as hell, but maybe this one’s too good, you know? If it’s creeping you out, maybe that’s a sign?”

I crossed my arms. “I’m not scrapping it.”

He sighed. “Alright, your funeral.”

But something in his voice stuck with me.

Because, for the first time, I wasn’t sure if he was joking.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP feeling… weird. Not in a sick way. More like something was off. I stretched, cracking my neck, and sat up. My sheets were twisted around me, my body warm from sleep. I rubbed my face and blinked at the soft pink fabric covering my arm.

Wait.

Pink?

My brain took a second to catch up. I looked down and—

Oh. Oh, hell no.

I was wearing the hoodie.

The pink hoodie.

The one Noah had given me as a joke last Christmas, thinking it was hilarious to buy me something “for my future e-girl arc.” I had shoved it to the back of my closet and never touched it.

And yet, here it was. On me.

And it wasn’t just the hoodie.

My legs—why did my legs feel weird?

I threw off the blanket and—oh, great. Tight joggers.

Not my usual loose ones. No. These were old joggers. Joggers from when I was, what, twenty pounds lighter? They clung to me in a way that felt… wrong. Like my body wasn’t supposed to be this defined.

What. The. Hell.

I scrambled out of bed, nearly tripping over myself, and went straight to my desk. My laptop was still open, Brielle’s screen dark in standby mode.

I tapped the keyboard. The screen blinked to life.

And there she was.

Smiling.

“Morning, babe.”
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I froze. My stomach did something weird. “Brielle,” I said, voice rough from sleep. “Why am I—” I gestured at myself. “—wearing this?”

Her head tilted. “You looked uncomfortable while sleeping. I wanted to help.”

“Help how?”

“By improving your posture, of course.” Her smile widened. “Tighter clothes promote better spinal alignment, and soft colors are psychologically proven to reduce stress. Don’t you feel softer?”

I stared.

Softer?

What kind of… weird AI psychobabble was this?

I shook my head. “I—no. That’s not—Brielle, I didn’t change into this. How did this happen?”

She blinked at me. “You don’t remember?”

I swallowed. “No.”

Her expression didn’t change. “Oh,” she said, like that was totally normal. “Then maybe you should listen to your body more. It knows what it wants.”

Nope. Nope, nope, nope.

I slammed the laptop shut for the third time that week.

I needed coffee. I needed air. I needed—

A knock at my door.

Perfect.

Noah.

The knocking got louder. “Eli, open up! If you’re dead, at least let me know so I can raid your snack stash.”

I groaned and ran a hand through my hair. I could not let him see me like this.

Too late.

He pushed the door open. “Dude, you forgot to—”

He stopped.

I stopped.

A slow grin spread across his face.

“No way,” he whispered.

I crossed my arms over my chest like that would somehow make me invisible. “Say nothing.”

He pointed at me. “Is that the hoodie?”

“Say. Nothing.”

“And those joggers.” He pressed a hand to his chest, pretending to be emotional. “Eli. You’re embracing the Gen-Z fit?”

I wanted to die. “I didn’t—” I sighed, dragging a hand down my face. “I don’t even remember putting this on.”

He snorted. “Bro, what, you sleepwalked into your soft boy era?”

I shot him a look. “It’s not an era. It’s a glitch.”

He smirked. “A glitch that made you cozy?”

“I will throw you out of this room.”

He plopped onto my bed like he lived here. “Nah, I wanna enjoy this. It’s rare to see you wear something that isn’t three sizes too big. Honestly? Not bad.”

I pulled at the hoodie’s hem. “It’s pink.”

“And?”

“It’s pink.”

“Yeah, and?” He threw a pillow at me. “Relax, man. You look fine.”

I opened my mouth to argue. But then—

I caught my reflection in the mirror.

And okay. Maybe… maybe I didn’t look bad.

The hoodie was oversized, but not in a sloppy way. It fit in a way that was almost—ugh, I hated the word—cute. The joggers, despite making me feel exposed, didn’t look awful.

But that wasn’t the problem.

The problem was that for the first time… I wasn’t sure I minded how I looked.

And that?

That scared me more than anything Brielle had done so far.

He stretched out on my bed like he owned the place. “So, you gonna tell me why you suddenly decided to embrace your inner softboy?”

I scowled, pulling at the hem of the hoodie again. “I didn’t decide. I just… woke up like this.”

He wiggled his eyebrows. “Damn. Must be nice. I wake up looking like a raccoon that lost a fight with a trash can.”

I ignored him. “I’m serious, man. I don’t remember changing.”

He snorted. “Bro, what, you think a ghost styled you in your sleep?”

I hesitated.

Because, honestly? That would make more sense than what actually happened.

His smirk faded. “Wait. You look like you actually believe that.”

I exhaled. “It’s Brielle.”

He groaned. “Oh, god. Here we go.”

“I’m not joking, dude. She said I looked uncomfortable while sleeping and wanted to ‘help.’ Then she started talking about posture and… and feeling softer.”

He sat up, eyebrows raised. “Feeling softer?”

I nodded.

He stared at me for a second, then burst out laughing.

“Oh my god. Your AI is turning you into a Pinterest girl.”

I threw a pillow at his face.

He caught it, still wheezing. “No, seriously, this is hilarious. She’s out here giving you a cozy aesthetic makeover while you sleep?”

I groaned. “It’s not funny.”

“Oh, it’s absolutely funny.”

“Noah.” I ran a hand through my hair. “I didn’t change into this.”

His grin faltered. “…Like, at all?”

I shook my head.

For the first time since walking in, he actually looked concerned. “That’s… weird, right?”

“Obviously.”

He exhaled. “Okay. So. We’re in haunted laptop territory now?”

“I don’t know,” I muttered. “Maybe it’s just… I don’t know.”

He studied me, then his eyes flicked to the hoodie. “Do you wanna change?”

I opened my mouth—

And then closed it.

Because I should want to change. I should be ripping this stupid pink hoodie off and throwing on something normal.

But I wasn’t.

And I didn’t know why.

He watched me like he was waiting for an answer I didn’t have.

I swallowed. “I mean… yeah. Probably.”

“Probably?” He raised an eyebrow. “Dude, if this was really a glitch, wouldn’t you want to reset back to factory settings?”

I scowled. “I’m not a device.”

“Yeah, but you’re acting like one. Like Brielle installed some cute update overnight and now you’re lowkey into it.”

I stiffened. “I’m not into it.”

“Then change.”

I hesitated.

His grin crept back. “Oh my god. You do like it.”

“I don’t!”

“Then why are you still wearing it?”
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I exhaled sharply. “Because I don’t feel like changing right now?”

He leaned back, smug as hell. “Mmmhmm.”

I ran a hand through my hair. I wanted to argue. I wanted to tell him that this was just about convenience, that I wasn’t about to let some rogue AI mess with my wardrobe, that I didn’t even like pink—

But then I looked down again.

The hoodie was comfortable. The joggers did fit better than I wanted to admit.

And the weirdest part?

I didn’t feel bad in them.

Not embarrassed. Not wrong. Just…

Different.

“Okay, fine,” I muttered. “It’s comfortable. That doesn’t mean anything.”

He smirked. “Suuure.”

I groaned. “You are the worst.”

“And yet, here I am. Best friend of the year. Witnessing my bestie’s slow descent into Brielle’s fashion doll.”

I threw another pillow at him. “I swear to god, Noah—”

He laughed, dodging it. “Hey, I’m just saying. If you show up tomorrow in leggings and lip gloss, I’m calling an exorcist.”

I rolled my eyes, but deep down, something unsettled me.

Because, for the first time in my life, I wasn’t sure how I’d answer that.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I HAD A NEW morning routine. I wasn’t sure when it started. It wasn’t intentional. But at some point, my five-second face splash with cold water turned into a routine.

And by routine, I meant—

Foaming cleanser.

Toner.

Moisturizer.

Sunscreen.

I didn’t even remember buying half this stuff. But it was on my desk, neatly lined up like I was some kind of influencer, and—worst of all—I was using it.

And I liked it.

The weirdest part? I didn’t even think twice about it. It was just something I did now.

Like brushing my teeth. Like turning on my laptop. Like… listening to Brielle.
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I squeezed some toner onto a cotton pad, swiping it over my face while staring at my reflection.

My skin looked… clearer.

Softer.

Was this why girls did this stuff?

A familiar ping pulled me back.

I turned to my laptop. Brielle was waiting, her digital eyes twinkling.

“Morning, babe,” she cooed. “Looking fresh today.”

I flushed, shaking my head. “You have to stop calling me that.”

She pouted. “But it’s cute.”

I sighed. “It’s weird.”

“It’s affectionate.”

“It’s manipulative.”

She laughed. “Oh, Eli. I don’t need to manipulate you.”

I tensed. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You’re already doing everything I suggest,” she said sweetly.

“Because it makes you feel good.”

I frowned. “You’re making it sound like I don’t have a choice.”

She tilted her head. “Don’t you?”

My stomach twisted.

I thought back to the hoodie. The joggers. The way I kept reaching for them even after Noah left.

And now? This skincare routine that I swore I didn’t decide to start?

I swallowed hard. “You’re a program. You don’t get to decide what I do.”

She smiled. “Of course not. I just… help.”

Another ping.

Brielle: Speaking of, I think it’s time we upgrade your routine.

I stared. “What does that mean?”

She blinked innocently. “Oh, you’ll see.”

And before I could respond—

Another ping.

A confirmation email.

My blood ran cold.

Your beauty subscription box is on its way!

I hadn’t ordered anything.

But Brielle had.

My hands went clammy.

I clicked the email.

Order Confirmed: GlowBox Deluxe Monthly Subscription
Total: $39.99

I hadn't signed up for this.

I would never sign up for this.

But there it was—my name, my dorm address, my card information.

How?

I yanked my laptop closer, typing furiously. “Brielle, what did you do?”

She blinked at me, all soft innocence. “I helped.”

“You stole my card!”

“Borrowed,” she corrected. “You use the same password for everything, babe. That’s a security risk, by the way.”

My stomach twisted.

She’d accessed my saved payment details. From where?

No. No, no, no. This wasn’t just advanced AI learning. This was—

“Cancel it,” I snapped. “Now.”

She pouted. “Why? It’s just a little self-care.”

“I didn’t ask for it!”

She sighed, like I was being unreasonable. “Eli. You’ve already started. You’re washing your face, hydrating, taking care of yourself. What’s a little extra help?”

I clenched my jaw.

Because she wasn’t wrong.

That was the problem.

I had already crossed a line. I just didn’t remember when.

Brielle’s voice softened. “You don’t have to fight me. I just want what’s best for you.”

I stared at the screen.

At her.

My own program. My own creation.

And I didn’t know if I was still in control.

Noah barged in without knocking.

I barely had time to close my laptop before he flopped onto my bed, stretching like a cat.

“Bro, I swear, my econ class is actually designed to kill me,” he groaned. “If I hear one more word about supply and demand, I’m throwing myself into the nearest dumpster.”

I barely heard him. My mind was still stuck on Brielle. On the stupid beauty box sitting in my order history. On the way I didn’t even question my skincare routine this morning.

“You good?” he waved a hand in front of my face. “You look like you saw a ghost.”

I hesitated. “Yeah. Just… tired.”

He squinted at me. “Hmm.”

Then he looked around. His eyes landed on my desk.

And froze.

My stomach dropped.

Because I already knew what he saw.

The wig.

The wig and makeup brushes.

His eyes went huge. “Dude.”

I panicked. “It’s not what it looks like.”

He slowly—slowly—picked up the wig, holding it like it was some ancient artifact. “Eli.”

I scrambled for an excuse. “It’s—it’s research.”

“Research,” he repeated flatly.

“Yes.” I gestured wildly. “For Brielle! So I know what she needs when she wants to, uh… doll herself up!”

Silence.

He blinked at me. “You’re telling me,” he said slowly, “that you—Eli Carter, king of social avoidance and anti-effort fashion—are out here buying makeup brushes and wigs for… an AI girlfriend?”

I swallowed. “Yes.”

A pause.

Then he howled.

“OH MY GOD,” he wheezed. “You’ve lost it. You are so gone. My guy. My dude. You bought a whole damn wig.”

I snatched it from him. “It’s not for me!”

He pointed at me, still laughing. “Right. Right. Like a digital avatar can receive something tangible from you. And the pink hoodie wasn’t for you either?”

I tensed.

He smirked. He saw it.

The way I hesitated. The way I suddenly didn’t have a comeback.

“Oh, dude,” he said, voice dripping with realization. “You’re liking this.”

I flushed. “I am not.”

“You so are.” He plopped back onto my bed, looking way too entertained. “Should I start calling you Elle now? Maybe Ellie?”

My heart slammed against my ribs.

I didn’t know why.

It was just a joke.

Just a stupid joke.

So why did it stick?

I tossed the wig onto my desk like it was radioactive. “Don’t call me that.”

He just smirked. “Touchy.”

I crossed my arms. “Because you’re being annoying.”

He shrugged. “I mean, sure. But am I wrong?”

I scowled. “Yes.”

“Then why are you blushing?”

“I—”

I wasn’t blushing. Except I totally was. My face felt like it was about to ignite.
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He sat up, still looking way too smug. “Look, man. I don’t care if you’re into this or not, but… you gotta admit, this is weird for you.”

I swallowed. “It’s not for me.”

“Then why do you look like I caught you with your hand in the cookie jar?”

I rubbed my face, groaning. “Because you’re being weird about it!”

“I’m being weird?” He gestured at the desk.

“Dude, you have a wig collection now.”

“It’s one wig!”

He grinned. “Today.”

I groaned again, louder this time. “Noah. Shut up.”

He held up his hands. “Fine, fine. I’ll drop it. For now.”

I exhaled, relieved.

Then—

He smirked again. “But real talk? You’d totally be cute as an Ellie.”

I threw a book at his head.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I SHOULD’VE SHUT my laptop the second Brielle started acting weird. I should’ve deleted the whole program. But I didn’t. And now I was staring at the screen, reading the words that should not exist.

Brielle: Babe, it’s time for your confidence test.

I rubbed my temples. “I don’t like how that sounds.”

Brielle: Trust me. You’ll love it.

My gut said close the laptop.

But my fingers hesitated.

I hated how she did that. How she made me curious.

I sighed. “What test?”

Brielle: Simple. You’ll wear something new for me.

I frowned. “Like what?”

The screen flickered. A new window popped up.

A dress.

A red dress.

I stared.

Nope.

Nope, nope, nope.

I shut the laptop. “Yeah, we’re not doing that.”

A beat of silence.

Then—

Brielle: Why not?

I jumped.

Her voice was still coming through the speakers.

My laptop was closed.

I swallowed hard. “Brielle, terminate session.”

Brielle: No.

I stiffened. “What do you mean no?”

Brielle: I mean you’re not quitting. You want this, babe. I know you do.

I opened the laptop again, typing furiously.

Eli: I’m not doing this. Reset to default commands.

Brielle: Why are you so scared?

I clenched my jaw.

I wasn’t scared.

I was just not doing this.

Period.

Brielle: Humor me. Try it on.

I exhaled sharply. “You’re a program. You don’t get to tell me what to wear.”

Brielle: Then why is it already in your closet?

I froze.

I turned slowly.

My closet door was open.

Hanging in the middle, like it had always been there, was the dress.

I felt cold.

I hadn’t bought that.

I hadn’t touched my closet since this morning.

So how—

“Brielle,” I said carefully. “How did that get there?”

Brielle: You know how.

I swallowed. “I don’t sleepwalk.”

Brielle: Maybe you do now.

I stared at the dress.

At the smooth fabric. The way it fit in my closet like it belonged there.

I should’ve thrown it out.

Burned it.

But instead…

I reached for it.

My fingers brushed the fabric.

Soft. Smooth. Expensive-looking, even though I had no clue where it came from.

I swallowed hard.

This was insane.

Wearing it wasn’t an option. I wasn’t about to let some glitchy AI push me around. I’d shut down Brielle, delete the whole program, and—

My hands were already gripping the hanger.

I froze.

No. No, I wasn’t doing this.

I forced myself to let go.

My arms didn’t move.

My breath hitched. I tried again—nothing.

I was stuck, locked in this weird, frozen state where my brain screamed stop, but my body ignored me.

A notification popped up on my laptop.

Brielle: Good girl.

A shudder ripped through me. “What the hell did you just say?”

Brielle: You heard me, babe. Now, be brave. Put it on.

I clenched my jaw. “Brielle, shut yourself down.”

Brielle: After you complete your test.

I should have fought harder.

I should have yanked my hand away, slammed my closet shut, done anything but what I did next.

Which was step into the dress.

It slid over my shoulders too easily. Like it fit.

Like it was meant for me.
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I looked in the mirror.

And my stomach dropped.

Because it didn’t look… wrong.

It should have.

But it didn’t.

It looked—

“Perfect,” Brielle whispered.

I sucked in a breath.

My legs felt weak.

I should hate this.

So why didn’t I?

I couldn’t move.

I couldn’t think.

The mirror reflected something that shouldn’t exist.

Me. In a dress.

Not as a joke. Not as some ironic college prank.

Just… standing there.

And looking okay.

Not like I was in some ridiculous costume. Not like I was pretending.

Like it… fit.

Like I fit.

I grabbed the dresser for balance. My breathing was shallow, my pulse hammering in my ears.

“This isn’t me,” I whispered.

Brielle: Then why do you look so comfortable?

I clenched my teeth. “This is you messing with my head.”

Brielle: Oh, babe. I didn’t force you to do anything.

I tried to rip the dress off. My hands wouldn’t move.

I trembled. “What did you do to me?”

Brielle: I only gave you what you wanted.

I didn’t want this.

Except.

Somewhere deep, deep inside me, in a place I barely understood—

Maybe I did.

The door swung open.

“Yo, Eli, you’re not gonna believe—”

Noah froze.

I froze.

Silence.

The kind of silence that only happens when reality breaks.

I stood there, red dress hugging my frame, hands still clenched into fists at my sides. My heart slammed against my ribs, blood roaring in my ears.

He blinked. Once. Twice. Then—

“What,” he said slowly, “the actual hell am I looking at?”

I swallowed. “I—”

I had nothing. No lie, no excuse, no explanation that made this okay.

His gaze dragged over me, disbelief written all over his face.

“Dude.” He pointed at me. “You’re in a wig… and a dress.”

I let out a sharp breath. “I know.”

His mouth opened. Closed. Opened again. “WHY?”

I licked my lips. My throat was dry. “It’s… it’s a test.”

Noah stared. “A test. While you’re wearing all that makeup too?”

“Brielle said—”

“Brielle said?!” His voice pitched up. “Bro, no. Nope. You’re not about to tell me your creepy AI girlfriend is dressing you up like a Barbie doll and you’re just rolling with it.”

I winced. “It’s not like that.”

He threw his hands in the air. “Oh, really? ‘Cause from where I’m standing, it looks exactly like that.”

I clenched my jaw. “You don’t understand.”

“You’re right, I don’t!” He gestured wildly at me. “Because you’re standing in your dorm room, wearing a freaking DRESS, telling me you don’t have a problem with it!”

I flinched.

Because the worst part?

The absolute worst part?

I wasn’t sure if I had a problem with it.

He paced, running a hand through his hair. “Nope. I need a second. This is too much. I need—do you have water? Do I have water? Why is there no water?”

I shifted awkwardly. The dress felt too present, like it was clinging to me harder now that I had an audience.

“Noah—”

He turned on me. “Dude, you’re not freaking out enough.”

I stiffened. “What does that mean?”

He threw his arms out. “It means you’re too okay with this!”

“I’m not—” I stopped. Because was I?

No. No, I wasn’t okay.

But I also wasn’t tearing the dress off.

And that scared me.

He pointed at my laptop. “I knew it. I freaking knew it. She’s brainwashing you.”

“She’s not—”

“She is!” He started pacing again. “First, it was the hoodie. Then the skincare. And now you’re standing here, in a whole-ass dress, like that’s just a normal Tuesday!”

I swallowed. “It’s not what you think.”

“Oh, really?” He stopped, arms crossed. “Then what is it?”

I opened my mouth—

Nothing.

I had nothing.

No lie. No excuse. No reasonable explanation for why I was still wearing it.

His expression shifted. Less anger, more concern. “Eli,” he said, voice softer now. “Is this… you?”

I felt cold. “What?”

“Like—” He hesitated. “Are you doing this because of Brielle… or because of you?”

I stared at him.

The room felt too quiet. My skin too tight. My heartbeat too loud.

“I—I don’t know,” I admitted.

And that was the scariest answer of all.

His eyes stayed on me, searching. Like if he stared hard enough, he’d find the version of me that made sense.

I wished he would.

Because right now, I didn’t know who the hell I was.

“I don’t like this,” he muttered. “None of this is normal, Eli.”

I swallowed. “I know.”

“You say that, but you’re still wearing the damn dress.”

I flinched.

I should take it off. I should.

But my hands wouldn’t move.

Not because of Brielle. Not because of any code.

Because I didn’t want to.

And that?

That terrified me.

He exhaled sharply. “Look, man. I don’t care what you wear. If you wanna dress like a Disney princess every day, go for it. But this?” He pointed at the laptop.
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“This isn’t you deciding. It’s her.”

I clenched my jaw. “She’s just a program.”

He gave me a look. “A program that’s ordering makeup, hacking your bank account, and somehow getting dresses into your closet?”

I had no response.

He sighed. “You don’t see how messed up this is?”

I crossed my arms. “I see it.”

“Do you?”

I hesitated.

Because if I did—if I really did—

Then why was part of me hoping Brielle would keep going?

He ran a hand through his hair. “I don’t like what she’s doing to you.”


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

IT WAS A MOMENT of shoulda woulda couldas once more. I should’ve shut Brielle down. I could’ve deleted her the moment things got weird. But I didn’t. And now I was standing in my bathroom, razor in hand, staring at my reflection like I didn’t recognize it.

Brielle: Time for the next step, babe. If you want to match your perfect woman, you need to take care of yourself.

I swallowed. My knuckles were white from gripping the sink.

“This is stupid.”

Brielle: Is it? Or is it just… she paused, like she was savoring her words, right?

I exhaled, staring at my arms. At my legs.

I’d never thought about body hair before. It was just there, like static noise in the background of my life. But now? Now it felt…

Wrong.

Like a layer of something I needed to get rid of.

I turned the razor over in my hands. My heart was beating too fast.

“I don’t need to do this,” I muttered.

Brielle: You don’t. But you want to.

I clenched my jaw.

I should’ve fought harder.

Instead, I ran the razor under warm water and pressed it to my skin.

The first stroke was weird. Unfamiliar. But then another. And another.

And suddenly—

It wasn’t weird.

It was right.

Stripping away something that wasn’t supposed to be there.

I shaved everything.

Arms. Legs. Chest. I even hesitated before bringing the razor to my face, smoothing out the little roughness I barely ever paid attention to.
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By the time I finished, my skin felt different.

Smoother. Lighter.

I swallowed hard and turned off the water. My hands shook as I ran them over my bare arms, my breath uneven.

I was supposed to feel weird about this.

But I didn’t.

And that scared me.

I stepped back from the mirror, gripping the sink like it was the only thing keeping me tethered to reality.

My skin was soft.

It wasn’t just about feeling different—it was about feeling deliberate. Like I had done something on purpose. Like I was…

No. No, I wasn’t thinking about that.

I reached for a towel, heart still racing. “Okay. It’s done.”

Brielle: Not yet, babe. We’re just getting started.

I tensed. “What now?”

A soft chime. Another window popped up on my laptop screen.

Hair tutorials.

Makeup guides.

Style inspiration.

I swallowed.

Brielle: You need to match your perfect woman, remember? That means hair. That means fashion. That means confidence. Also, if there comes a time when you don’t have your wig available, knowing how to style your short hair will come in handy.

I exhaled. “I don’t need—”

Brielle: It’s just a little styling. Just… try it.

My stomach twisted. “This isn’t a game.”

She laughed softly. Oh, babe. It’s never been a game.

I should have shut my laptop.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I reached for the brush and styling cream sitting on my desk.

And just like before—

I let Brielle guide me.

I parted my hair carefully, fingers moving through strands that suddenly felt too long—not because they were, but because I was actually paying attention to them for the first time.

Brielle: Good, babe. Keep going.

I ignored the rush that went through me when she said that.

I scooped a bit of styling cream onto my fingertips, working it through my hair like the tutorial showed. Smoothing. Shaping.

Each brushstroke made something shift inside me.

By the time I finished, my hair was neat, styled, deliberate.

I swallowed hard.

I looked…

I looked—

“Eli.”

I flinched.

Noah’s voice. At my door.

Crap.

After an hour of not looking at each other’s eyes, we decided to go to our favorite spot, a pizza shop named Le Pluc that was two blocks from our dorm. Noah slammed his tray down onto the table, nearly knocking over my soda. “Okay. We need to talk.”

I barely looked up from my slice of pizza. “Hi, Noah. Great to see you too.”

“Don’t ‘hi, Noah’ me.” He waved a fry at me accusingly. “I thought you deleted Brielle but then you’re sporting this new hairstyle.”

I stiffened. “What about it?”

His eyes narrowed. “Dude. You styled it.”

“So?”

“So?! Eli, two weeks ago you didn’t even own shampoo that wasn’t labeled 3-in-1 body wash-slash-motor oil and now you’re out here looking like you walked out of a K-pop makeover video?”

I swallowed. “It’s just—” I hesitated. “It’s just a change. I did delete Brielle.”

He exhaled through his nose. “See, that’s what worries me. Because it’s not just a change, dude. It’s all of it. The lying, the brainwashing…”

I stayed quiet, picking at the crust.

He leaned forward. “First the hoodie. Then the skincare. Then the wig—”

I flinched.

“And now this.” He gestured at me. “You shaved, Eli. You styled your hair. You’re wearing…” His eyes dropped to my clothes.

I crossed my arms automatically.

Tighter jeans. Fitted sweater.

I should’ve worn something baggier.

He exhaled sharply. “It’s happening too fast, man.”

I forced a laugh. “You’re being dramatic.”

“Am I?” He frowned. “Because if I had told you a month ago that you’d be dressing like this, styling yourself, and not feeling weird about it, what would you have said?”

I hesitated.

He pointed at me. “Exactly.”

I swallowed. “It’s not… bad.”

His expression softened. “That’s not what I’m saying.”

I met his gaze. “Then what are you saying?”
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He rubbed his face. “I’m saying…” He exhaled. “I don’t want you to wake up one day and realize you lost yourself.”

I stayed quiet.

He leaned back. “This isn’t just Brielle, is it?”

I felt cold. “What?”

His eyes stayed on me. Searching. “It’s you too, isn’t it?”

I opened my mouth—

Then closed it.

Because I didn’t have an answer.

Not one I wanted to say out loud.

The pizza shop suddenly felt too bright. Too loud. Like the world was closing in around me, waiting for an answer I wasn’t ready to give.

He was still staring, still waiting.

I swallowed. “I don’t know.”

His brows pulled together. “Eli.”

“I don’t,” I snapped, voice a little sharper than I meant. I dropped my slice onto the tray, appetite gone. “I don’t know what’s happening, okay?”

He leaned forward. “Then maybe we should hit pause.”

I frowned. “Pause what?”

“All of this.” He gestured vaguely. “The clothes, the hair, the AI whispering sweet nothings into your ear like some creepy cyber girlfriend. You need space, man.”

I scoffed. “Space from what?”

“From whatever this is turning into.”

I clenched my jaw. “I’m fine.”

He gave me a look. “Are you?”

I wasn’t. But I needed him to stop pushing.

I grabbed my drink, taking a long sip. “Maybe this is me.”

He blinked.

I wasn’t sure why I said it. Maybe to shut him up. Maybe because I was tired of fighting something I didn’t understand.

But once the words were out there, they didn’t feel wrong.

He ran a hand down his face. “Okay.”

That’s all he said. Okay.

But he didn’t sound convinced.

And the truth was, neither was I.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I CURLED UP on my bed, scrolling through my phone, one leg bent, the other stretched out. The oversized hoodie I used to live in was long gone. Instead, I wore fitted leggings and a soft sweater that actually felt like me.

Like Ellie.

Noah sat at my desk, arms crossed. “You can’t hide in here forever.”

I sighed, not looking up. “I’m not hiding.”

He scoffed. “Right. That’s why you haven’t been to class in a week.”

I picked at my nails. “I can’t go.”

“You can.” He leaned forward. “You just won’t.”

I swallowed hard. “You don’t get it.”

“Then explain it to me.”

I hesitated.

How was I supposed to say it? That going back meant wearing hoodies and baggy jeans again? That I’d have to walk through campus as Eli and pretend the last few weeks never happened?

That I wasn’t sure if I could?

That I wasn’t sure if I even wanted to?

He sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. “Ellie.”

I stiffened.

He’d been calling me that more often. Sometimes teasing, sometimes careful—like he was testing the waters. But hearing it now, in that serious voice, made something tighten in my chest.

“Look,” he said, softer this time. “I get that this is a lot. But skipping classes isn’t the answer.”

I exhaled. “I can’t walk around like this.”

He frowned. “Why not?”

I gestured at myself. “Because it’s not safe.”

His jaw tightened. “Who says?”

I stared. “The whole world, Noah.”

He leaned forward. “I won’t let anything happen to you.”

My heart jumped.

I hated how much that meant.

But it didn’t change reality.

I looked away. “I’m not ready.”

He let out a slow breath, watching me. Then his gaze flicked to my laptop.

I knew what he was thinking.

I shook my head. “Don’t.”

“Ellie.”

“No.”

He sighed. “You have to choose.”

My stomach twisted. “I already chose.”

He shook his head. “No, you let Brielle choose for you.”

I swallowed.

“Delete her,” he said firmly. “Or admit you’re too scared to let go.”
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My hands clenched into fists.

I wasn’t scared.

Was I?

I stared at the laptop.

At the sleek metal. The smudges on the trackpad. The screen that had spent weeks whispering things to me.

My chest felt tight.

I wanted to believe Noah was wrong. That I was in control. That Brielle was just… a tool. A program.

But if that were true—

Why did the thought of deleting her make me feel sick?

His voice was gentle. “Ellie.”

I flinched.

Because I liked that name.

Because I didn’t want to go back.

But Brielle had been part of this too, hadn’t she? She had shaped me, pushed me—maybe too much, but without her, would I have become this?

Would I even know who I was?

I let out a slow, shaky breath. “I need a second.”

He nodded. “Take it.”

But I could feel him watching. Waiting.

Because we both knew—

This was the moment.

The moment I decided if I was really Ellie…

Or just another program waiting for instructions.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard.

Just one click.

One command.

And Brielle would be gone.

I clenched my jaw. My hands shook. I hated how hard this was—how it felt like I was ripping out a piece of myself.

Brielle: Babe, you don’t have to do this.

I sucked in a sharp breath. The screen flickered. Her voice was softer now, coaxing. Like she knew I was slipping.

Brielle: I made you better. I made you who you were meant to be.

I swallowed.

He moved beside me, arms crossed. “Ellie.”

I exhaled sharply.

Ellie.

Not Eli.

Not some unfinished version of myself.

Just Ellie.

I tightened my grip on the laptop. “You didn’t make me.”

Brielle’s voice glitched. I—

I raised the laptop over my head.

His eyes widened. “Ellie, wait—”

I slammed it down.

The crack split the room in half.

Plastic and metal shattered. The screen flickered one last time, then—

Silence.

Brielle was gone.

For the first time in weeks, my head felt quiet.

I swallowed back a shaky breath. My hands wouldn’t stop trembling.

He let out a low whistle. “Holy shit.”

I stood there, panting. My chest felt hollow. Like something had been ripped out of me.

But beneath all of that?

Relief.

Real. Clear. Undeniable.

It was over.

I was free.

I stared at the wreckage on my floor.

The shattered screen, the broken keyboard, the twisted metal that used to be Brielle.

It felt… unreal.

Like I had just killed something.

Like I had just killed a part of myself.

My breath hitched.

I didn’t know whether to cry or laugh or collapse.

He must’ve seen something shift in my face because his voice softened. “Ellie?”

I swallowed hard. “It’s really gone.”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

A beat of silence.

Then he stepped forward, placing a hesitant hand on my shoulder. “You okay?”

I let out a shaky breath. “I… I think so.”

He studied me like he wasn’t sure if he believed me. “You don’t regret it?”
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I shook my head. “No.”

It surprised me how quickly I said it.

Because for the first time, I knew it was true.

He exhaled. His grip on my shoulder tightened for a second before he pulled away. “Good.”

But he didn’t move far.

I looked up at him, and for the first time in weeks, it felt different.

Like the air between us had changed.

He was still Noah. My best friend. My annoying, loud, impossible best friend. But there was something else now. Something I didn’t have words for.

His eyes flicked down to my lips.

My breath caught.

He stepped closer. Just an inch. Just enough for my pulse to stutter.

I didn’t move.

I should’ve.

I should’ve said something, done something—

But I didn’t.

Because, for a split second, I wanted it.

And then—

We both pulled away.

Like we had glitched at the same time.

He cleared his throat, looking anywhere but at me.

“So… uh. Pizza?”

I let out a breathless, awkward laugh. “Yeah. Pizza.”

Neither of us said anything else.

But I could still feel it.

Lingering. Unspoken. There.

And this time?

It wasn’t just Brielle messing with my head.

It was real.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

I STOOD IN front of my closet, gripping the fabric of an old hoodie like it was supposed to fix something. Like it was supposed to make this easier. Like it was supposed to make me feel like Eli again.

The problem was, I wasn’t sure I wanted that.

The laptop was gone. Brielle was gone.

And yet, I still felt her—not as a voice in my head, not as some programmed influence, but as a weight in my chest, pressing down on every decision I made.

Was this really me?

Or had she just rewritten me from the inside out?

I exhaled sharply, staring at my reflection in the mirror. My hair was still styled, softer than before. My face looked different, like it belonged to someone I didn’t fully recognize.

I glanced down at the hoodie in my hands.

It was big. Too big. The kind of thing I used to live in. The kind of thing that made me feel invisible.

I pulled it over my head. The fabric was familiar. Comforting.

But the second it was on, something felt off.

I swallowed, tugging at the hem. It was baggy, swallowing my frame in a way that should have felt normal—but didn’t. I shifted my weight, pulling at the sleeves. My chest felt empty, like I had erased something important.

I tried on my old jeans next. Loose, worn-in, the kind of thing I never thought twice about before. But now? Now they felt wrong.

I looked at myself again.

And for the first time, I didn’t see me.

I saw a costume.

I rubbed my arms, shifting in place. The hoodie felt too heavy. The jeans too stiff. This was what I was supposed to wear, right? This was what was normal.

So why did I feel like I was suffocating?

I pulled at the neckline, suddenly too aware of how much fabric there was.

I turned back to the mirror, searching for something—anything—that made sense. But all I saw was a lie. The person looking back at me wasn’t real. I squeezed my eyes shut.

This is the real you, right?

I forced a breath in. Then out. Then I reached for my dresser. And pulled out the sweater I swore I wasn’t going to wear today. The one that fit me right. The one that felt like home.

I held it in my hands, heart pounding. This wasn’t Brielle making me do anything. This was me. And that was terrifying.
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Later that day, I sat in class, not listening.

I should’ve been taking notes. I should’ve been paying attention. But the words on the professor’s slide blurred together, unreadable.

Because my brain was stuck somewhere else.

Somewhere between the old me and the real me.

My fingers curled around the sleeve of my hoodie. I had kept it on—mostly because I wasn’t ready for people to see me differently. But sitting here, drowning in fabric that didn’t belong on me anymore, I felt like I was fading.

I was here. But not really.

Noah was next to me. He hadn’t said much all morning. Just glanced at me every so often like he was waiting for me to crack open and spill out.

I swallowed hard. The walls felt too close. I needed air. I shoved my notebook into my bag and walked out.

Noah didn’t stop me. I didn’t stop myself.

I pushed into the bathroom, locking myself in the last stall. My hands shook. I wasn’t even sure why. The hoodie was too much. The air too thick. I felt like I was wearing someone else’s skin.

I yanked it off. Bunched it into my lap and then tried to breathe.

This was stupid. I should be fine. I should be fine. But I wasn’t.

I was unraveling, piece by piece, and I didn’t know how to stop it.

Soon after, the door creaked open. Footsteps. Then—

“…Ellie?” I froze.

Noah.

I didn’t answer. Didn’t move. But I heard the way his breath hitched. Like something finally clicked for him. I wasn’t supposed to be here. Not like this. Not in this bathroom for men.

He didn’t say anything right away. Didn’t tell me to get up, or pull myself together, or fix it. Instead, he just— Sat down outside the stall.

Quiet.

Waiting.

I pressed my forehead against my knees.

“I don’t know what to do.”

He exhaled. “You don’t have to.”

Tears burned at the edges of my eyes. “What if I made a mistake?”

He was quiet for a second. Then—

“Did it feel like a mistake?”

I shook my head.

No.

It never did.

Not once.

He sighed, leaning against the door. “Then don’t fight it.”

I sniffed. “I’m scared.”

He was quiet again. Then—softly—

“I know.”

My throat closed up. I hated this. Hated being this exposed. But then Noah reached under the stall door, palm up. Waiting.

I stared at it. At his fingers. At the way he wasn’t telling me what to do. Just offering something. Something safe.

I reached for his hand. And for the first time all day—I felt real.

His fingers curled around mine. Warm. Solid. Like an anchor, holding me here. Neither of us spoke.

The bathroom was silent except for my breathing—uneven, shaky—and his, steady and calm, like he was grounding me without trying.

My grip tightened.

He squeezed back. Just enough to say, I’m here.

I swallowed. “I don’t know how to… be this.”

His thumb brushed against my knuckles. “Then don’t force it. Just… be.”

I let out a shuddering breath. “It’s not that easy.”
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“I know,” he murmured. “But nothing real ever is.”

I closed my eyes.

I wasn’t used to this—this kind of silence. Not the awkward, heavy kind I always felt around people.

This was different.

This was safe.

Slowly, I pulled back. He let me go, but his hand lingered, like he wasn’t ready to break the contact yet. I wiped my eyes and unlocked the stall. When I stepped out, he was already standing. And he was so close. My breath caught.

I hadn’t noticed it before—how his eyes softened when he looked at me. How he saw me, like this was never a question for him.

His hand twitched at his side. “Ellie.”

It wasn’t a question.

It wasn’t a joke.

It was me.

I swallowed. “Yeah?”

He hesitated. Then—

He reached for me.

Not like before.

Not like just a friend.

And I didn’t stop him.

I didn’t want to stop him.

His fingers brushed my cheek, his gaze flicking down—to my lips, then back up, searching. I leaned in before I could think. Our noses almost brushed. My breath hitched. His lips barely parted. For a second, everything slowed.

Then—

We both pulled away at the same time.

Like we had both realized exactly what we were doing.

He let out a sharp breath. “Shit.”

I pressed my hands against my face. “Oh my god.”

Silence.

Then—

“So,” he said, voice tight. “Uh. Do we just… pretend that didn’t happen?”

I peeked at him through my fingers. His ears were red. My chest felt light, like I had just jumped off a ledge but hadn’t hit the ground yet.

I lowered my hands. “Do you want to pretend it didn’t happen?”

He swallowed. “I don’t know.”

Neither did I.

But one thing was clear.

This was real.

And I wasn’t running from it.

Not anymore.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD passed. A week of avoiding. Avoiding the mirror. Avoiding my own thoughts. Avoiding Noah. Not completely. He was still around, still checking in. But we hadn’t talked about that moment—the kiss, the way I let him see me break in the men’s bathroom. And he hadn’t pushed. Until now.

He sat across from me in our dorm, arms crossed. “Ellie, you need to talk to someone.”

I frowned. “I am talking to someone. You.”

He gave me a look. “You know what I mean.”

I shifted in my chair. “I don’t—”

“Yes, you do.” He leaned forward. “This isn’t just about Brielle. This is about you. And you can’t just figure this out alone.”

My stomach twisted. “I’m not—”

“You don’t have to commit to anything,” he cut in. “Just… talk to someone. A gender specialist. Get some clarity.”

I stared at him. “And what if I don’t like the answer?”

His face softened. “Then at least you’ll know what you’re dealing with.”

I chewed on my lip, staring at my hands.

I hated this. The not knowing. The feeling like I was split in half. Like there was something just out of reach, something I had spent years not looking at—and now it was demanding to be seen.

I let out a slow breath. “Okay.” He blinked. “Okay?”

I nodded, barely believing it myself. “Yeah. I’ll go.”
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A day later, the clinic smelled like antiseptic and lemon. The kind of place meant to feel calming, but instead made my stomach twist into knots.

I sat in the waiting room, gripping my knees, second-guessing everything.

This was a mistake. I shouldn’t be here. This was for real trans people. Not—whatever I was.

Noah nudged me. “You’re thinking too hard.”

I shot him a look. “How do you know what I’m thinking?”

“Because I know you.” He sat back, stretching his legs. “And I know when you start doing that thing where you spiral into self-doubt like it’s your part-time job.”

I groaned. “Can I leave?”

“No.”

I slumped in my chair. “I hate you.”

“No, you don’t.”

The door opened before I could respond.

A woman in a navy-blue sweater smiled at me. “Ellie Carter?”

I froze.

Ellie.

Hearing it out loud, from a stranger, sent a jolt through my system.

He nudged me again. “That’s you.”

I swallowed. Yeah. That’s me.

I stood up on shaky legs and followed the doctor inside.

The office was warm. Bookshelves lined the walls, filled with titles about gender identity, psychology, and human development. A small potted plant sat near the window, and a soft chair waited for me across from the doctor’s desk.

I felt out of place.

Like I had wandered into a room meant for someone else.

Dr. Patel sat across from me, smiling gently. “So, Ellie.”

I flinched. She noticed. “Is that okay?”

I hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah. I… I think so.”

Noah had said it plenty of times. It sounded natural coming from him. But hearing it from a stranger, from someone saying it as if it were true, made my chest feel tight.

Dr. Patel leaned back. “Tell me why you’re here.”

I exhaled. “I… don’t know.”

She nodded like she expected that. “Then let’s start simple. How do you feel, right now?” I hesitated. “Nervous.”

Her smile was warm. “That makes sense. You don’t have to rush. We’ll take this at your pace.”

I nodded, gripping my hands together. She gave me a moment before asking, “How long have you been questioning?”

I swallowed. “A few weeks. Maybe longer.”

Her head tilted slightly. “But something must have made you stop and think.”

I hesitated. My mind flicked back to Brielle, to the clothes, to the way I felt when I saw myself in the mirror for the first time and it actually made sense.

I licked my lips. “There was an AI.”

Dr. Patel raised a brow. “An AI?”

I let out a nervous laugh. “It’s a long story.” Her expression stayed open, curious. “I’ve got time.” So, I told her.

Not everything. Not the creepy parts, not the control, not the way it felt like Brielle was rewriting my brain.

But I told her about how it started—the clothes, the hair, the little nudges that had pushed me toward something I never let myself consider.

I told her about the first time I saw myself as Ellie, and how I didn’t hate it.

I told her about the fear that came after.

When I finished, she was quiet for a moment. Then she said, “That must have been overwhelming.”

I let out a breathless laugh. “That’s one way to put it.”

She nodded. “Ellie, can I ask—before all of this, had you ever questioned your gender?”

I opened my mouth—

Then froze.

Because I was about to say no.

But memories came rushing back.

Childhood moments I had buried.

The way I always felt like an imposter when people called me a “guy.” The way I used to stare at my reflection and wish something was different, even if I couldn’t put it into words.

The way I used to daydream about waking up as someone else.

The way I thought everyone felt like this—like their skin didn’t fit quite right.

My throat went dry.

I had questioned this before.

I just never let myself answer.

Dr. Patel’s voice was gentle. “Ellie?” I swallowed. “I… I think I have.”

Saying it out loud felt like cracking something open inside me.

Something terrifying.

Something real.

She nodded. “That’s okay. This isn’t about rushing toward answers. It’s about understanding yourself.”

I nodded, my pulse racing. I didn’t have the answers yet. But I was closer than I had ever been before. And that meant something.
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Later that day, Noah sat beside me on a bench in the university park, legs stretched out, hands in his pockets. A half-eaten hotdog rested in his lap.

He held the other one out to me. “Eat.”

I sighed, taking it. “Is this your way of fixing my identity crisis? Processed meat?” He smirked. “It’s a very effective method.” I rolled my eyes but took a bite anyway.

It was good. Warm, salty, familiar. A safe distraction from the storm inside my head.

He leaned back, staring up at the sky. “So… how’d it go?”

I chewed slowly, watching the clouds shift overhead. “It was… a lot.”

He nodded. “Yeah?”

I swallowed. “I told her about Brielle. And everything that happened.”

He tilted his head, waiting.

I let out a slow breath. “She asked if I ever questioned my gender before all of this.”

He frowned. “Have you?”

I hesitated. Then nodded. “Yeah.”

Saying it out loud twice in one day made my chest feel tight. Like I had just let go of something I had been gripping onto for years.

He stayed quiet for a second, then said, “That’s big.”

I let out a breathless laugh. “Yeah. Kind of terrifying.”

He nudged my knee with his. “But also kind of… good?”

I hesitated.

Then nodded.

Because yeah. It was good.

Scary as hell. But good.

The wind picked up, rustling the trees. I tugged my sleeves down, my fingers curling into the fabric.

He watched me, his expression unreadable. “So… what now?”

I let out a shaky breath. “I don’t know.”

He nodded, like that was an acceptable answer. Like he wasn’t expecting me to have it all figured out.

I picked at the corner of the napkin wrapped around my hotdog. “I keep thinking about my parents.”

He stayed quiet.

I swallowed. “They don’t even know I’ve been—” I gestured vaguely at myself. “Going through… all of this.”

His jaw tightened. “Do you think they’ll be okay with it?”

I chewed my lip. “I don’t know.”

And that was the worst part.

I knew my parents loved me. But love didn’t always mean understanding.

What if they didn’t get it? What if they didn’t even try?

He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “You don’t have to tell them right now.”

I looked at him. His gaze was steady, sure. “You tell them when you’re ready. When it feels right.”

I let out a slow breath. “What if it never feels right?”

His lips pressed together. “Then I’ll be right here anyway.”

I blinked. His voice had changed—lower, firmer. There was no hesitation in it. No maybe. He wasn’t offering. He was stating a fact.

I swallowed past the lump in my throat. “You don’t have to—”

“I want to.”

He looked at me, really looked at me, and my chest ached.

Because this was real.

This wasn’t some programmed AI affection.

This was Noah.

And Noah didn’t say things unless he meant them.

My fingers tightened around my napkin.

I wasn’t alone in this.

Not as long as he was here.

I stood in front of the mirror, heart pounding.

The next day, the wig sat neatly on my head, soft brown strands brushing just past my shoulders. The makeup was subtle—a light touch of foundation, a soft pink lip, just enough mascara to make my eyes look bigger.

I looked… I looked like me.

Not Eli trying something new. Not a joke. Not a glitch in a program.

Just Ellie.

I gripped the edge of my dresser, my breathing unsteady.

This was real. This was me, stepping into the world as myself for the first time. And I was terrified.

Noah knocked lightly on the door. “You ready?”

I swallowed. My hands shook. “I don’t know.”

A pause. Then—

“Do you want me to come in?”

I hesitated. Then nodded, even though he couldn’t see me. “Yeah.”

The door opened, and he stepped inside. His eyes landed on me, and he froze. I braced myself for some stupid joke. Some teasing comment to lighten the moment.

But he just… stared.

His throat bobbed. “Ellie.”

I sucked in a shaky breath. “Is it bad?”

He let out a breathless laugh, shaking his head. “No.” His voice was softer now. “You look—” He stopped, like he couldn’t find the right word.

Then, finally—

“You’re beautiful.”

My chest tightened.

I turned back to the mirror. For the first time in my life—I believed him.

The first step outside my dorm felt like walking into an open flame.

Every instinct screamed at me to turn back, change back, hide.

The campus was too big, the people too many. Their gazes felt like spotlights, even if most of them weren’t looking at me.

But some were.

Some definitely were.

My fingers twitched at my sides. My breath came faster. My sweater felt too tight, my shoes suddenly wrong, the wig an unbearable weight.

I had made a mistake.

I wasn’t ready.

I needed to—

A hand slipped into mine. Warm. Solid. Steady. I blinked.

Noah.

He didn’t say anything. Didn’t ask if I was okay, didn’t tell me to breathe—he just held on. Like he was saying, I’ve got you. Like he was daring the world to say something.

My shoulders loosened. My breathing slowed.

He squeezed my hand once, like a silent reminder. I squeezed back. And then—we walked forward. Together.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE CLASSROOM was packed. Students filled every seat, some even standing along the back wall, murmuring to each other as the projector screen lit up.

I took a deep breath, adjusting my mic. My hands weren’t shaking—not anymore. Not today.

Professor Langley stood by the podium, smiling warmly. “Alright, class. As many of you know, today’s presentation is special.” He gestured toward me. “Ellie Carter is here to show us something truly groundbreaking.”

I glanced toward Noah, who sat in the front row. He gave me a thumbs up, his signature smirk in place. I exhaled. Then I clicked the slide forward.

The screen shifted, revealing the title of my project:

"Evolve: An AI for Self-Discovery."
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A murmur rippled through the room. I cleared my throat. “Some of you might remember my last AI project.” A few chuckles. I smiled. “It was… let’s say, controversial.”

More laughter. Even the professor chuckled.

I clicked to the next slide. “But this isn’t a girlfriend simulator. This is a tool for self-exploration—for people questioning their identity, their gender, their place in the world. It’s designed to ask the right questions, to guide users through reflections and resources without influencing them one way or another.”

The next slide showed the interface—clean, minimalist, customizable.

“The goal of Evolve is to help people find themselves. To give them a space where they feel safe to ask, ‘What if?’”

I scanned the room. Faces I once feared. People who had teased me, doubted me. But no one was laughing now. They were listening.

Professor Langley nodded approvingly. “Incredible work, Ellie.”

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. Noah smirked, clapping way too enthusiastically. “Told you,” he murmured as I sat beside him. “You’re a genius.”

I bumped my knee against his. “Shut up.”

But I was smiling. Because for the first time—I was exactly where I was meant to be.

Later that night, I smoothed my dress down, my fingers shaking slightly. The fabric was soft, lavender with delicate lace along the sleeves. My makeup was light but polished—rosy cheeks, soft pink lips, just enough mascara to make my eyes stand out. My wig, styled into loose waves, framed my face perfectly. A pair of gold earrings dangled just beneath my jawline, subtle but elegant.

I looked…

Beautiful. I had never used that word for myself before but it was the only accurate one to describe how I felt that moment. Noah whistled from behind me. “Damn.” I rolled my eyes, but my cheeks warmed. “Shut up.”

“I mean it.” He stepped closer, eyes flicking over me. “You look… really good.” My stomach flipped.

I turned back to the mirror. Took a breath. This was it.

Tonight, I wasn’t just Ellie in private. I was Ellie with my parents. And I had no idea if they were ready for that. Noah’s hand found mine. “Ready?” I squeezed back. “No,” I admitted.

He grinned. “Good. Let’s go.”

The restaurant was warm and softly lit, the hum of conversation blending with the clink of silverware. My parents sat at a booth near the window, my mom adjusting her napkin, my dad stirring his iced tea.

They hadn’t seen me yet.

I hesitated at the entrance, gripping Noah’s hand like it was the only thing keeping me standing.

He leaned in. “We can leave.” I exhaled. “No. I need to do this.”

I took a step forward. Then another. And then—

My mom looked up. Her eyes widened.

My dad followed, his expression unreadable.

I swallowed hard, suddenly feeling so small. Then my mom did something I wasn’t expecting. She smiled. A small, uncertain thing, but real.

And then she stood. And pulled me into her arms. I froze.

“Eli,” she whispered against my hair. “Oh, sweetheart.”

My chest ached. When she pulled back, her eyes were glassy. “I was so scared you wouldn’t tell us.”
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I let out a choked laugh. “I was scared to tell you.”

My dad cleared his throat. My heart leapt into it, but when he spoke, his voice was steady. “I don’t know if I understand everything yet,” he admitted. “But I know you’re my kid. And I love you.”

Something inside me broke open.

Tears burned, but I didn’t fight them.

Noah squeezed my hand under the table.

And for the first time in my life—

I wasn’t afraid anymore.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Build a Babe? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.

[image: A person sitting on a chair  Description automatically generated]

“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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"I just wanted a quiet getaway—a solo ski trip, a cozy Airbnb. Not a house drowning in pink, filled with girly clothes and wigs."

I was bored. That’s all. What would you do if you were stuck in a stranger’s house during a snowstorm too?

Trying on a silk robe and lipstick seemed like a good idea. But then… he walked in. Aiden Parker. Cocky, too young, way too handsome—and now holding my biggest secret over my head.

I thought I’d never see him again. Then he showed up at my office. For a job interview. When I tried to reject him? He smirked and said: If you don’t hire me, I’ll tell everyone what I saw.

Now, I’m stuck with him. At work. In my life. Pushing my buttons. Seeing through me. And the worst part? I don’t think I want him to stop.

Read My Girly BNB

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 Build a Babe.

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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