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Introduction

“I only wanted one selfie. I didn’t mean to break his iPad—or agree to pretend to be a girl online just to pay him back.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was Luke Campbell. Nineteen. Invisible. A freshman with two brothers in college and a jock bully for a roommate. Then I shattered Dylan Myer’s brand-new iPad, and everything changed.

To pay him back, I became LuluStar22 on Cyber Darling—flirty, girly, and completely fake. At least, I thought it was fake.

But every bralette, every swipe of gloss, every time I said “hi boys,”… something shifted. Especially when Dylan started looking at me differently. Softer. Protective. Like maybe he wasn’t seeing Luke at all anymore.

I never meant to keep dressing up after the stream ended. I never meant to feel more me as Lulu than I ever did as Luke. And I definitely never meant to fall for the guy who blackmailed me.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, gradual feminization, enemies to lovers, bully love, 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 Digital Doll.


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 NEVER ASKED for a roommate. Especially not him. Dylan Myer—varsity jacket, protein shakes, chest like a vending machine. The kind of guy who walks around shirtless just to watch himself in the mirror. Meanwhile, I was... Luke Campbell. Nineteen. Accounting student. Introvert. Virgin. Still owned a Digivice somewhere in my sock drawer.

Our dorm room was small. Two beds, one closet, one unspoken rule: don’t touch each other’s stuff. He didn’t have to say it—I just knew. His side smelled like sweat and cologne. Mine smelled like instant noodles and regret.

We barely spoke. Which I preferred. Most days, he came back from practice, flopped onto his bed, and blasted rap music while FaceTiming girls with usernames like brittbabyyy.

I tried not to listen.

College was supposed to be different. A fresh start. But nothing about my life felt fresh, or started. The only thing I liked was our shared Wi-Fi and the view from our window—ninth floor, clean blue sky, perfect lighting. I’d sit on my bed some afternoons, just staring at the way the light hit the edge of Dylan’s desk.

And today? Today, I noticed something else.
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His iPad Pro. Charging. Unattended.

My phone’s camera was crap. Like grainy, ghost-face, 2012 YouTube vlog crap. But that iPad? Cinematic. I’d seen the specs. Portrait mode sharp enough to slice.

He wasn’t in the room. Probably at the gym or bullying some poor guy in the quad.

I looked at the iPad.

Then at the door.

Then back.

“I’ll be fast,” I whispered to no one.

I padded over and picked it up, heart already pounding like I was stealing the Declaration of Independence. Of course, it was locked. But Dylan was the kind of guy who used his birthday for everything. I’d seen his gym pass once—0710.

I tried it.

Unlocked.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, a little too loud.

The camera app opened in one swipe. I could already see the difference. My reflection wasn’t just me—it was high-definition me. Every eyelash. Every pore. Every awkward, wide-eyed part of me.

I stood in front of the window and tapped record.

“Alright, Luke,” I muttered. “Let’s try to not look like someone who failed P.E.”

I straightened up. Tried a smile. No. Too teethy.

I narrowed my eyes. No. I looked constipated.

I tried flexing my arms. Tried a fake laugh. Tilted my head. Changed angles. The light from the window wrapped around me like I was in a music video. I didn’t look like a loser. I looked like a normal guy.

I looked like someone who could get a date.

Someone Celia might have kept.

“Digimon’s just more mature than Pokémon,” I said out loud, still salty over what she said before dumping me sophomore year.

I kept snapping. This one, arms crossed. That one, chin down. And one more—where I sort of smirked.

I was actually having fun.

But the sound of glass shattering sliced through my chest like ice.

It came from below. Not the hallway.

The ground.

And it was followed by one very familiar voice yelling, “WHAT THE F—”

My blood turned to soup.

I ran to the window.

Nine floors down, Dylan stood on the concrete. His gym bag was open, his earbuds yanked out, and the iPad—his iPad—was face-down on the sidewalk, cracked like a spiderweb.

His eyes looked up.

Right at me.

I stepped back.

No. I stumbled.

My back hit the desk. My hand gripped the corner of the bed.

His door key was already in the lock.

I was dead. I was absolutely dead.

And somehow, I deserved it.

I stood frozen, like my legs forgot they were attached to me. Dylan’s footsteps pounded up the stairwell like gunshots. My brain screamed to hide, run, disappear—anything—but all I could do was stare at the window, at the space where the iPad used to be.

“Oh my god. Oh my god,” I whispered, pacing in a two-foot circle like that would undo gravity or reverse time.

Why didn’t I just sit on my bed and watch YouTube like normal? Why did I even need new pictures? I didn’t even have followers. Or a face that belonged on a feed. Just a ghost in college hoodies.

Still pacing, I grabbed the edge of my desk, then quickly sat down, trying to act casual, like, yeah, nothing weird here, definitely didn’t toss your thousand-dollar device out a ninth-floor window.

The door slammed open so hard it rattled the ceiling tiles.

“Luke.”

His voice was low. Sharp. My stomach dropped into my socks.

I turned slowly, like in horror movies when the girl knows the killer’s behind her but turns anyway.

Dylan stood in the doorway, chest heaving, jaw tight, one hand still gripping the knob like it was keeping him from punching a hole in the wall. His hair was windblown, and the way his shoulders filled the doorframe made me feel like a mouse in front of a lion.

“I—I can explain.”

He walked in.

“You broke my iPad.” His voice didn’t rise. That was worse.

“I didn’t mean to—”

He stopped just inches from me. I flinched.

“Didn’t mean to?” His brow twitched. “So what? It slipped?”

“I was just… borrowing it. The camera’s really good, and I thought—I just needed a few pictures.”

“Pictures.” His eyes narrowed. “Of what? My bank info?”

“No!” I stood up, which was stupid. He was still towering over me like I was nothing but a sneeze in his way. “Just pictures. Of me.”

He blinked. “You broke my iPad taking selfies?”

I swallowed hard. “...Yes.”

His nostrils flared. He ran a hand through his hair like he was physically restraining himself. “That thing cost me over a grand.”

“I know. I’ll pay for it.”

“How?” His voice finally rose. “You work at the dining hall three hours a week and live off Cup Noodles.”

I didn’t respond.

“Exactly,” he snapped.

Silence stretched between us. The only sound was the distant bass of some dorm party two floors down.
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I stepped back, bumping into my desk. “Please, Dylan. Don’t beat me up.”

He blinked again. “What?”

“I mean—if you want, I’ll do anything. Seriously. Just please don’t hurt me.”

I thought maybe begging would cool him down. But it did something else.

His mouth twisted into a grin.

“Anything?”

That word hung in the air like perfume. Sweet and dangerous.

I nodded, chest tight. “Yeah. Anything.”

He tilted his head, considering. Then he walked slowly to his side of the room and grabbed a chair, turned it backward, and sat.

“You owe me $1,100, Luke,” he said. “One month. Thirty days.”

“I—I don’t have—”

“But you will.”

After about ten minutes of contemplation AKA him, staring at me and me, looking away, he pulled out his phone, tapped something, and showed me the screen.

I leaned forward.

“Cyber Darling?” I read aloud.

“Men pay real cash to talk to girls online. Flirt, message, video chat. Some of them don’t even care if the girls are real.”

He smirked, eyes locked on mine.

“You’re going to be one of those girls.”

That night, I didn’t even remember walking out of the dorm. I just blinked and there I was, outside in the dark, pacing near the spot where Dylan’s iPad had shattered. The pieces were gone now—probably scooped up by a janitor with no idea that some idiot’s life had just imploded on that exact patch of concrete.

“Cyber Darling,” I muttered to myself.

It sounded fake. Like one of those scam apps that try to sell you foot pics or cursed crystals. But Dylan had been serious. Dead serious.

“You’re going to be one of those girls.”

His words echoed so loud in my head I thought people could hear them through my face.

I rubbed my temples and kept walking in circles like that would help my brain make sense of anything. It didn’t.

There had to be another way to make money. Something normal. Something that didn’t involve pretending to be a girl online and flirting with strangers who said stuff like “hey bby wyd rn.”

I could pick up shifts in the dining hall. But I was already working Mondays and Wednesdays, and they barely had enough hours to go around.

Tutoring? Maybe. I was okay with numbers. But even that would take weeks. I needed money now. I couldn’t just go to my parents either.

They already had enough on their plate—two other kids in college, one part-time job between them, and a tiny house in Idaho with a roof that needed fixing last time I visited.

I could already hear my mom on the phone. “Oh, Luke honey, we’d love to help but we just sent your brother money for books, and you know your dad’s hours got cut again.”

I couldn’t guilt them. I wouldn’t.

I kept walking past the bike racks, past the science building, down the path near the old art block. The quad was quiet now, just scattered laughter from a dorm party in the distance and the hum of campus lights.

I sat on a bench and stared at my hands. All because of the stupid notion that better quality pictures on Instagram would help me hook up with girls around the campus, I thought.

I had never done anything remotely close to what Dylan was asking. I didn’t even know how to flirt properly as a guy, let alone fake it as a girl.

And my voice? I sounded like a stressed-out mathlete with allergies. Not exactly seductive.

How was I supposed to pull this off?

My chest tightened. I could feel it—the stress creeping in like a fever. I hadn’t even created the account yet and I already felt gross. Exposed. Like someone had seen straight through me.

Cyber Darling.

What did that even mean?

And why did it terrify me?

Maybe because part of me knew Dylan wasn’t bluffing. If I failed—if I didn’t get him the money—he would make my life hell. Publicly. Physically. Socially. I’d be the freak who broke his stuff and tried to weasel out of it.

I buried my face in my hands.

Maybe I should just do it. Just fake it. Create a hot profile with stolen pics. Use a fake name. Block my location. No one would know.

But then what? I’d still have to talk to people. On camera. With a girly voice. In makeup? Was that even expected?

My heart started racing again.

I wasn’t some confident drama major. I wasn’t hot. I was the guy who got dumped at fourteen because he liked Digimon more than Pokémon. Celia’s exact words were “you’re too weird, Luke.” That stuck.

I didn’t even know what kind of girl I’d pretend to be.

I stood up and ran my fingers through my hair.

“Okay,” I whispered, voice shaking. “You said anything. So now you have to deal with it.”

Still, it didn’t feel real. Not yet.

But the app was already on my phone. Dylan made sure of that.

Thirty days.

One thousand, one hundred dollars.

And now?

Now I had to become… someone else.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS later, I was staring at the blinking cursor on a sign-up form like it was asking me to surrender my soul. “Pick a name already,” Dylan said from his bed, tapping through his phone like this was just any other Wednesday. “You’re wasting daylight.”

I didn’t respond. My fingers hovered over the keyboard. My heart was in my throat.

The site’s pink and white layout looked innocent enough. Like some teen blogging site from 2009. But the way Dylan had described it—this wasn’t about cute stickers or friendship quotes. This was flirting for cash. And I was the bait.

“Ugh, fine,” I muttered, typing fast before I could overthink it.

Username: LuluStar22

It sounded dumb. Girly. Not me. But maybe that was the point.

I skipped the profile pic for now, even though Dylan rolled his eyes so hard I could practically hear them.
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“I told you, they won’t tip without a face.”

“I’ll add one later,” I said. “I just… need to figure it out.”

“You better figure it out fast,” he muttered. “Clock’s ticking, Cinderella.”

I clicked through the rest of the setup. Age: 19. Location: Private. Interests: Chatting, games, compliments. I made it vague enough to dodge creeps but juicy enough to draw them in. Or at least that was the goal.

Then came the bio section. I chewed the inside of my cheek.

Hi, I’m Lulu! Just a sweet, shy girl who loves to chat and maybe… a little more ;)

I wanted to throw my laptop into a fire.

But I hit “Save.”

My profile was live.

“You look like you’re about to barf,” Dylan said.

“Thanks.”

He tossed a small box onto my bed. “Try not to screw this up.”

Inside was a cheap Bluetooth mic. The kind used by streamers. “Voice changer app,” he added. “Unless you want to sound like a middle school math tutor.”

I plugged it in with shaky fingers. The app was already downloaded. Dylan had thought of everything.

I opened the chat dashboard. A bunch of usernames popped up:

LonelyGuyXX, BigD444, RealDaddyJoe.

Gross.

I clicked on the least horrifying one—TylerTalks.

The message popped up fast.

TylerTalks: hey gorgeous, what’s ur name?

I froze.

Then typed,
LuluStar22: hiiii it’s lulu :)

Another ping.
TylerTalks: u sound cute af, wanna talk?

I clicked the voice chat button. My real voice came out first—cringey, too deep, way too real. I fumbled and tapped the filter option. Suddenly my voice was higher, softer, cartoonish.

“Um, hey,” I said into the mic.

The app played it back in real-time.

Not awful.

Terrifying, but not awful.

I glanced at Dylan.

He nodded, just once.

I kept going.

“Thanks for messaging me. You seem… really sweet.”

It was like wearing a mask. Every word felt fake. My palms were sweaty. My back hurt from the way I was sitting, and I couldn’t stop bouncing my knee.

Still, the message came through:

TylerTalks: ur voice is hot af babe. u single?

I closed the laptop.

Dylan didn’t even flinch.

“Congrats, Lulu,” he said with a smirk. “You’re officially on the clock.”

By the time my last class ended, my brain was oatmeal.

I walked back to the dorm in a daze, clutching my laptop like it weighed ten pounds more. My econ professor had called on me twice and both times I’d barely croaked out answers. My head was somewhere else—still stuck on TylerTalks and the awful, plastic version of my voice that somehow earned a “hot af.”

Back in the room, I opened the laptop again, hand trembling like I was defusing a bomb. The Cyber Darling dashboard flickered on, ready and waiting.

I clicked into chat again.

BeMySugar69: “hey cutie ;)”

I stared at it. I had no idea what to say. My fingers hovered over the keys. Was I supposed to flirt back? Ask about his day? Tell him he seemed strong and mysterious?

“Say something, Lulu,” I mumbled.

Then typed:

LuluStar22: “heyy u seem fun <3”

I wanted to melt into my chair.

I did this three more times with different guys, copying phrases I’d seen in rom-coms and TikToks. Stuff like “I bet you get that a lot” and “stoppp, you’re making me blush lol.” All fake. All stiff. I sounded like a chatbot from 2005.

Then the door burst open.

“Yo,” Dylan barked, kicking his sneakers off. “How’s my investment doing?”

I slammed the laptop shut.

He tossed a crumpled plastic bag at me. I barely caught it.

“What is this?”

He flopped onto his bed. “A wig. They tip more if you show your face. Dumbass.”

I blinked. “I’m not doing video.”

“You are if you want to make real money.”

He sat up now, stretching his arms. “Do you think guys are gonna drop hundreds just to read your awkward texts? You gotta sell the fantasy.”

“I’m not a girl, Dylan.”

He snorted. “No shit. But they don’t know that.”

I opened the bag. A cheap synthetic wig spilled out. Shiny. Tangled. Like a rejected Halloween prop.

“You expect me to wear this?”

“I expect you to earn.” He leaned back, hands behind his head. “And by the way, you might wanna shave that sad excuse for a beard. No one’s tipping a stubbly princess.”

My face burned.

“I don’t have a razor.”

“Then get one.”

His voice had that tone again. The one that said this wasn’t a suggestion.

I stared at the wig in my lap.

Something inside me twisted. Not because I was being forced. But because… part of me wasn’t resisting as much as I should.

Dylan grabbed a makeup pouch from his drawer and tossed it to me next. I caught that too.

“What is this now?”

“My ex left it. Use YouTube. Figure it out.”

I sat there in silence, holding the mess in my lap—a wig, a pouch of makeup, and a warning.

“Don’t embarrass yourself,” he added, already turning over to nap. “And get good lighting. You’ve got a round face.”

That night, I locked the door. Not because Dylan asked me to—he was already snoring, one arm thrown over his face like a jocky statue—but because I needed privacy. Real privacy. The kind where you stare at yourself too long and don’t want anyone asking why.

I sat at the desk with the bag of makeup in front of me like it was a chemistry set. Lipstick, a cracked blush palette, two eyeliners, some sponges. None of it made sense. It might as well have been alien tech.

So I opened YouTube.

“How to look like a girl—beginner makeup tutorial,” I whispered as I typed.

The first girl on the screen was chipper, blonde, flawless. “Hi babes! Today I’m showing you how to go from sadboy to baddie!” she chirped, already dabbing foundation across her cheeks.

I didn’t have foundation.

I didn’t even have proper lighting.

I turned on my desk lamp and angled it toward my face. Then I grabbed the concealer stick, prayed to whatever gods watched over confused freshmen, and copied her movements.

First the undereye.

Then the cheekbones.

Then the nose bridge.

I looked like I was finger-painting.

Next, she did something called contour. That word had always scared me. It sounded like something you did in war. But she made it look easy—dab here, blend there, suddenly your face looked sharper, prettier.

I followed. Dab. Blend. Dab. Blend.

I leaned toward the mirror and squinted.

I didn’t look like a girl. I looked like a theater kid in a school play. But my cheekbones did look kind of… pointier?

Still, I wasn’t even halfway through.

Next up: eyeliner.

It was supposed to “open up the eyes.” Instead, I stabbed myself twice and blinked like a malfunctioning robot.

“Okay, so eyeliner might be... optional,” I muttered.

Lipstick. Easy enough. A quick swipe of red and—

Oh.

That was… something.
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I stared at my reflection. I looked ridiculous. But not totally. The wig helped a little—messy as it was. I adjusted it, pulling it down over my ears. I tucked my real hair in as best I could.

Back to YouTube.

Now came the voice.

“Step one,” the video host said, “raise your pitch slightly.”

I cleared my throat and mimicked her.

“Hi… I’m Lulu.” Too deep.

“Hi, I’m Lulu.” Too robotic.

I tried again, letting my voice lift naturally.

“Hi,” I whispered. “I’m… Lulu.”

It wasn’t perfect.

But it wasn’t me, either.

I stared into the mirror.

For the first time in my life, I didn’t see Luke.

I saw someone else.

Someone with big, careful eyes. Glossy lips. A soft edge to the jawline.

Lulu.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE FLUORESCENT lights in the department store buzzed like they were judging me. I stood between two dusty clearance racks, holding a purple hoodie in one hand and a pair of skinny jeans in the other. Everything smelled like cheap perfume and old hangers. My heart was pounding like I’d stolen something, but I hadn’t even picked a size yet.

A week had passed since the iPad Incident. My “trial” on Cyber Darling was in full swing, and Dylan was keeping score like a debt collector. He gave me a notebook with the words PAY ME scribbled across the front and the amount: $1,100. Deadline: 30 days. Fun.

Today, I’d scraped together forty bucks from my part-time job and birthday cash my grandma mailed six months ago. It wasn’t much, but it was enough for some basics—something girly enough to pass in front of the webcam, but not flashy enough to draw too much attention at checkout.

I found a pale pink sweater, a bralette on clearance that said “Cutie” across the chest, and a denim skirt that looked short but not illegal. Then came makeup. Foundation sticks in weird shades. Mascara. Lip gloss that looked like melted candy.

I stood in front of the mirror in the fitting area, my arms full.

“You look like a clown.”

I jumped. Dylan’s voice behind me was sharp, but quieter than usual. I turned around. He was standing there, arms crossed, eyeing the skirt like it had personally offended him.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, cheeks burning.

“Needed shampoo.” He held up a bottle like proof, then frowned at the items in my hands. “Seriously, is this what you’re buying?”

I scowled. “Yeah. What, it’s not hot enough for my precious followers?”

He rolled his eyes. “It just looks like you’re trying too hard.”

I snapped. “Then help me.”

He blinked.

“Yeah, Dylan,” I continued, “if you’re going to be my—what? Manager? Pimp? Cyber-coach? Then at least give me some damn input.”

For once, he didn’t have a comeback. He looked at the bralette again, then the lip gloss, then back at me.

“I don’t know what to tell you,” he muttered. “It’s not like I shop for girls.”

I sighed. “Then leave me alone.”
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He hesitated, then walked off without another word.

I stood there, glaring at my reflection. The pink sweater looked silly, the skirt didn’t fit quite right, and the lip gloss in my hand felt like a dare. I didn’t belong in this aisle, didn’t belong in these clothes—but I needed them.

Because no one was going to pay LuluStar22 if she looked like Luke Campbell in drag.

I picked the best-fitting items, paid with shaking hands, and left the store as fast as I could.

Outside, the air felt cooler. But inside? I was sweating. Not from the weather.

From whatever I’d just done.

Later that day, I waited until Dylan left for the gym before setting up. The webcam on my borrowed laptop was garbage, so I propped up my phone, which to be fair, had a better camera albeit it was still shit, on a stack of accounting textbooks and angled the desk lamp to hit my face just right. My little department store haul was spread out across my bed like a ritual. Gloss. Wig. Lashes. That “Cutie” bralette I’d bought even though the tag made me cringe.

It was time for LuluStar22 to officially debut.

I took a deep breath, popped open the gloss, and applied a shiny coat to my lips. It smelled like strawberry candy and stuck to everything. I slipped the wig on, adjusting it until the fringe sat just above my brows. My own hair, flattened under a wig cap, itched like crazy.

Then came the lashes.

Glue got on my fingers. One lash stuck to my eyebrow, the other fell into the sink. It took three YouTube tutorials and fifteen minutes of internal screaming to get them on.

When I finally sat in front of the camera, my stomach was doing flips.

I clicked “Go Live.”

At first, nothing.

Then, one viewer.

Then two. Then six.

HorndogForU23: “damn bby u cute”
MochaDaddy88: “hey there princess ;)”
LonelyDerek: “new here? ur voice is so soft omg”

I had used the filter again—set just high enough to give my voice a soft edge without making me sound like a helium balloon. It still felt fake, but it didn’t sound like me, which was the point.

I forced a smile and typed:

LuluStar22: “hi boys 💕 just feeling pretty tonight ;)”

The messages came faster. Compliments. Questions. Emoji floods.

“Thanks,” I whispered aloud, letting the voice filter do its work.

“Where you from, baby?”

“Show us ur outfit?”

“Can u blow a kiss?”

I leaned forward, pouted a little, and did a tiny wave. Then I blew a kiss, eyes locked on the phone like it was a real person.

I felt ridiculous.

But also…

Kind of powerful?

My chest tightened, but not from panic this time. From the realization that they didn’t know I was pretending. And maybe—I wasn’t pretending as much as I thought.

Tips started rolling in. $2. $5. One guy sent $20 just for saying his name with a smile.

I kept going. For an hour. Flirting. Playing dumb. Twirling my hair. Acting like someone I’d never been, but somehow… didn’t hate being.

When I finally ended the stream, my fingers were numb.

I checked my balance.

$117.

My jaw dropped. I sat back, wig slightly crooked, lashes a mess, gloss fading, and just… stared at the number. I had made more in one night pretending to be a girl than I made in a month being myself.

I lay back on the bed, arms outstretched, still in that silly bralette, and stared at the ceiling.

I wasn’t sure if I should feel proud or ashamed.

But the one thing I did feel?

I felt like I didn’t want to stop.

Soon after, the door creaked open just as I was wiping the gloss off my lips with a tissue.

I froze.

Dylan stepped in, gym bag slung over one shoulder, tank top damp with sweat. His eyes locked on me instantly—sitting on the edge of the bed in my wig, the lashes still hanging on for dear life, makeup half-smudged, the “Cutie” bralette peeking out beneath my hoodie zipper.

He didn’t speak for a few seconds.

Then: “Holy crap.”

I grabbed the tissue and turned away, heart racing. “Don’t look.”

“Kind of late for that.”

“I was just… practicing.”

He tossed his gym bag onto his chair and kicked the door shut behind him. “So this is what you do when I’m gone, huh?”

I clenched the tissue tighter. “I made over a hundred bucks tonight.”

That stopped him.

“Wait, what?”

I turned back around, meeting his eyes. “A hundred and seventeen, to be exact. In one hour.”

He whistled low. “Damn. That’s more than I expected.”

“Yeah, well.” I pulled the wig off and set it on my desk. My hair underneath was flat and itchy. “I guess your little scam is working.”

“It’s not a scam,” he said, walking over. “It’s a hustle.”

“Whatever.”

Dylan crossed his arms and looked at my setup. “Lighting’s off. You’re sitting too low. Move the lamp higher so it bounces, not blasts. Your face looked kinda washed out.”

I blinked. “How do you even know that?”

He shrugged. “I watch Twitch. Lighting’s everything.”

He adjusted the desk lamp, tilted my phone slightly, and then nodded. “Better.”

Then, softer: “You actually looked... kinda convincing.”

My stomach flipped.
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I laughed awkwardly. “Because of the filter, right?”

“No, I mean—yeah, that too—but... not just that.” He sat on the edge of his bed. “You were doing the thing. The voice. The look. The smile. It worked.”

I didn’t know what to say.

No sarcasm. No teasing. Just that quiet admission.

“I felt weird the whole time,” I said. “But then I saw the tips coming in. The messages. It’s like... they really believed it.”

“Of course they did.” He looked at me for a beat. “You made them believe it.”

I dropped my gaze to the carpet. “I don’t even know who I’m supposed to be right now.”

Dylan leaned back. “Someone who owes me nine hundred eighty-three more dollars.”

I looked up, ready to glare. But he smiled.

It wasn’t smug or cruel. Just... amused.

“Relax,” he said. “I’m not gonna rough you up.”

“Could’ve fooled me the other day.”

He chuckled. “Yeah, well. You did break my iPad.”

I rolled my eyes and leaned back on my elbows. “This is the dumbest timeline.” “Maybe,” he said. “But hey, you’re good at being Lulu.”

He grabbed a towel and slung it over his shoulder as he stood.

“Keep it up, Luke—or Lulu, whatever—just fix the damn lighting.”

And then he left for the showers. I stared after him, stunned. It was the first time he didn’t insult me. And the first time I didn’t want to delete everything.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I THOUGHT I had it under control three days later. I was streaming again, wearing the pale pink hoodie and the softer lashes this time. Lip gloss shimmered under my ring light, and I’d used one of those subtle filters that smoothed my skin without turning me into a cartoon. The chat was alive, tipping well. Someone even said I looked like a girl from a K-pop band.

I smiled, touching the edge of the wig. I’d trimmed it just a little. Enough to show some forehead. Enough to feel like… me?

And then it happened.

ChocoChipLarry: “lol is this luke from acc 101???”

I froze. My fingers stopped moving. My smile cracked.

The stream kept going.

HotDad69: “Luke, you mean she’s a guy? lol”
BigDMan444: “bby u ok?”
ChocoChipLarry: “no fr tho. this her. i swear. same dorm poster, his roommate is my buddy”

My eyes flicked behind me.

The poster. The stupid accounting flowchart pinned above my desk. I forgot it was in frame.

I ended the stream.

Clicked. Closed. Gone.

Silence.

My chest felt tight, like I’d been caught doing something illegal. Like someone had pulled open the curtains and seen everything.

I ripped off the headset and stood up, pacing. No one from class had ever spoken to me. I sat in the back. Took notes. Never raised my hand. So why the hell did he notice?

And why did it bother me this much?

It wasn’t just fear. It was something else. Like… shame? But shame of what?

Of being seen as Lulu?

Of being exposed?

I looked at the mirror across the room.

Glossy lips. Soft cheeks. My eyes weren’t just mine—they were hers now.

Lulu’s.

And suddenly I was whispering to myself, the words tumbling out without thinking.

“But why was I so bothered?”

My throat tightened.

“Is it so bad to be Lulu?”

The silence answered for me.

I didn’t even hear Dylan come in when another rush of tears was about to fall. I was sitting in front of the mirror, still in the hoodie and wig, eyes swollen and raw from crying. My makeup had smudged into a weird watercolor mess, half-mascara, half-tears. I looked like a sad clown someone forgot to invite to the party.

“Dude,” Dylan said quietly behind me. “You okay?”

I didn’t turn. I couldn’t. I just sniffled and kept dabbing at my eyes with a tissue that had already given up.

He stepped closer.

“I’m fine,” I said.

“No, you’re not.”

I stared at my reflection. “It’s stupid.”

He moved beside me and dropped something on the desk. A fresh pack of makeup wipes. Still sealed.

“I figured you’d need these more than I do.”

I looked at them. Then at him. His expression wasn’t mocking. No grin. No smirk.

Just... there.

He pulled the chair next to mine and sat. The room was quiet except for the hum of the fridge.

“Tell me what’s really going on,” he said.

I opened my mouth. Closed it. Then, slowly, I let the truth out.

“One of our schoolmates recognized me during the stream… but, I’m not concerned about that. I’m pretty much invisible anyway. I… I…”

“What?!”

“I’ve been dressing up even when I’m not streaming.”

He didn’t react.

“I don’t know why,” I continued. “Sometimes I just want to feel… soft. Like my body finally matches how I move, or how I sit. And it’s not even about the tips anymore.”

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees.

“I was looking at new wigs earlier. Not pink, not blonde. Something... brown. Softer. It’s closer to my real hair, and... I think Lulu would wear it. I think I would wear it.”

He let out a breath. Not heavy. Not loud.

“I don’t know what that makes me,” I whispered. “But it doesn’t feel fake. Not when I’m her.”

Silence stretched between us. I wiped my cheek again and tossed the tissue in the bin.

Then something unexpected happened.

Dylan reached out and pulled me into a hug.

It wasn’t rough or playful. It was warm. Protective. His chin touched the top of my wig. His arms wrapped around me like he was guarding something breakable.

I didn’t know what to do with my hands.

So I just held on.

“I’m sorry,” he murmured.

I didn’t answer.

The hug lingered. Too long for something casual. Not long enough for something real.

I pulled back slightly, just enough to see his face.

Our eyes met.

The air changed.

My heart slammed in my chest.

And for one strange, suspended second—I thought he was going to kiss me.

His face inched closer.

But then he blinked, cleared his throat, and pulled away completely.

“Anyway,” he said, suddenly standing. “Let me know if you need better lighting for that new wig or whatever.”

He grabbed his phone and walked toward the door, scratching the back of his neck. And just like that, the moment was gone. But my heart?

Still racing.
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I left the dorm room still in the hoodie and skirt, wig perfectly straight, lip gloss reapplied even though I had no one to impress. The hallway was quiet, but my footsteps felt loud. Too loud.

I could’ve changed. I could’ve wiped it all off and gone back to being invisible Luke, the guy who once got dumped for liking Digimon more than Pokémon.

But I didn’t want to.

I couldn’t.

I pushed through the lobby doors and stepped into the cool evening air. My legs were bare, and every breeze made my skin tingle. My heart was beating so fast I felt like I might pass out—but I kept walking.

I wasn’t going anywhere special. I just needed to move. To feel the sidewalk under shoes that weren’t mine. To feel the soft tug of the wig as it moved with me.

I ended up at a little ice cream shop two blocks off campus.

The bell above the door jingled as I walked in.

A group of girls looked up from their table. One of them smiled at me.

The guy behind the counter—maybe a year older than me, wearing a blue apron and an earring—grinned like I’d made his night.

“Hey there,” he said. “What can I get you?”

I hesitated.

“I, um... I’ll have the strawberry swirl. In a cup.”

“Got it. You’ve got great taste, by the way.”

He winked.

I wanted to crawl into the floor.

I shuffled to the side while he scooped. Two college girls giggled nearby. I felt their eyes, but not like knives—more like curiosity.

One of them stepped closer. “Your makeup is on point!”

I blinked. “Oh. Thanks.”

“Lips from that new store on 7th? The texture looks super natural.”

I had no idea. “Um… yeah. Kinda.”

She nodded. “Have you tried hot pink? I feel like it would look really good on you.”

I didn’t even have time to answer before the ice cream guy handed me my cup with an extra napkin and a grin.

“Here you go, Miss?” he said.

My breath hitched. “Lulu, my name is Lulu.”

He just smiled. And something about it felt right.

I took a spoonful of strawberry swirl, still warm from the tension, and sat by the window.

No one was staring.

No one laughed.

And for the first time that day, I stopped feeling scared.

Not because I looked perfect. Not because I passed.

But because I wasn’t hiding.

I was just… me.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

“I THINK you should stop,” Dylan said. I turned from my laptop. “What?” He stood by the dresser, arms crossed like he was holding himself back from throwing something. “Cyber Darling. The whole thing. Just stop.”

I blinked. “You’re joking, right?”

He didn’t flinch.

“You gave me thirty days,” I reminded him. “We’re almost halfway. What, I’m just supposed to pull cash out of nowhere now?”

He shrugged. “Figure it out.”

“Figure it out?” I laughed once, sharp. “You mean get a new job? Sell my textbooks? Maybe start robbing people in the quad?”

He didn’t answer.

“You’re the one who forced me into this.”

“Yeah, and maybe it’s gone too far.”

“Too far?” I stood. “You were fine with it when I was making nothing. Now that I’m actually doing it well—now it’s too far?”

His jaw tightened.

“Oh my god,” I said. “You’re jealous.”

“What?”

“You’re jealous that I’m making it work. That guys like me. That I’m actually… good at this.”

He took one step forward. “You’re not good at anything. You’re just pretending.”

“So are you!”

“Don’t flip this on me,” he snapped. “You’re just a faker, Luke. A guy in lipstick playing dress-up.”

I felt it before I even knew I was going to say it.

“Maybe I’m not.”

The words cracked out of me like lightning.

He stared at me. I stared back.

Neither of us moved.

“I didn’t mean—” he started, but it was too late.

I grabbed my keys and walked out. The door slammed so hard the walls shook.

I skipped class that afternoon. Didn’t even pretend to walk toward the lecture hall. I just turned left instead of right, headphones in, head down, like maybe if I walked fast enough, my thoughts wouldn’t catch up to me.

The LGBTQ center on campus sat in a small building near the rec field. I’d passed it a hundred times but never stepped inside. The rainbow flag in the window always made my heart speed up a little. Like it was a club I didn’t belong to but kept glancing at from the hallway.
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When I pushed the door open, a blast of air-conditioning hit me. A girl with blue hair smiled from behind the desk. “Hi there! You looking for resources or someone to talk to?”

I hesitated. “Someone to talk to.”

She nodded. “Have a seat. I’ll get someone.”

Ten minutes later, I was sitting on a couch across from a counselor named Alex. They wore a cozy cardigan and had kind eyes. The room smelled like vanilla and whiteboard markers.

“Tell me what brought you here,” Alex said, folding their hands.

I swallowed. “It’s kind of a mess.”

“I love messes,” they said gently.

So I told them.

About Dylan. The broken iPad. The blackmail.

About Cyber Darling.

About Lulu.

About the first stream. The first tip. The first compliment that didn’t feel like a joke.

I told them about the moment I looked in the mirror and didn’t see Luke. I told them about the wig. The makeup. The brown one I almost bought.

And I told them about the fight.

About Dylan yelling. About me yelling back. About what I said.

“Maybe I’m not.”

Alex nodded slowly. “That’s a powerful thing to say.”

I stared at my hands. “It felt… true. And scary.”

“Both can be real at the same time.”

I looked up.

Alex leaned forward. “Do you think you might be transgender?”

The question hit like a soft wind. Not sharp. Not sudden.

Just… real.

“I don’t know,” I said quietly. “I think I might. But I’m scared to know what that means.”

Alex nodded again. “It’s okay not to know. You’re allowed to figure it out at your own pace.”

I blinked hard.

They smiled. “You don’t have to have all the answers. Just enough courage to keep asking the questions.”

When I got back to the dorm, the lights were off, but the glow from the TV lit up the walls in flashes of orange and blue. I thought Dylan was asleep until I saw him sitting cross-legged on his bed, two slices of pizza on a paper plate beside him and a small bouquet of roses in a Gatorade bottle on my desk.

I stopped in the doorway. “What’s this?”

He didn’t look at me right away. “Apology carbs. And, uh... flowers. I know it’s weird, I’ve never really... bought roses before.”

I stepped in slowly, closed the door behind me. “You didn’t buy them, you stole them from the student center.”

He smirked. “Yeah. I panicked.”

I stared at the red petals, tight and fresh. “They’re nice.”

We both stood there like we’d never shared the same room before.

He patted the spot on his bed. “Come sit. I got pepperoni. You still like that, right?”
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I nodded and sat beside him. He handed me a paper plate. The crust was warm and a little greasy.

“I was a jerk,” he said.

“Yeah,” I said, chewing.

He chuckled. “Fair.”

Silence stretched for a second.

“I was scared,” he admitted. “I didn’t know what I was feeling, and I took it out on you.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that, so I just nodded.

We ate quietly. On the screen, some cheesy movie was playing. I think it was a rom-com. A girl running in the rain, mascara dripping, dramatic soundtrack swelling.

“You love this stuff,” Dylan said.

“I do,” I whispered.

He nudged me with his elbow. “Even the dumb ones.”

“They’re all dumb. That’s why they’re perfect.”

A small laugh passed between us.

Then his hand shifted. Pinky brushing mine.

I froze.

So did he.

Neither of us pulled away for a second.

Then I did.

But not because I hated it.

Because I liked it too much.

I cleared my throat. “You should go back to acting weird. You were easier to deal with when you were a jerk.”

He smiled down at his pizza. “Yeah, well. Maybe I liked you better when you were just my weird roommate.”

I didn’t say anything.

Because maybe we were both lying.

And maybe neither of us wanted to stop.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

“I’M DELETING the account.” Dylan looked up from his phone. “Wait—what?” I stood by the desk, laptop open, cursor hovering over the red “Deactivate Profile” button on Cyber Darling. My heart was thumping, but my fingers didn’t shake this time.

“You heard me.”

He blinked, then slowly set his phone down. “You're serious?”

“I’m not a fantasy anymore,” I said. “I’m real. And I need to figure out who I actually am, without filters, without strangers calling me ‘babe’ for five bucks a minute.”

He stared at me, unreadable.

“I’m not doing this because you want me to,” I added. “Or because I’m scared. I’m doing this because... I want to stop pretending for people who don’t know me.”

I clicked the button.

The screen flickered, then logged me out.

Gone.

Dylan leaned back in his chair. “Well... I’m glad.”

I frowned. “Glad?”

He shrugged. “I mean, it’s not like I wanted you doing that forever.”

“You were the one who made me do it.”

“I know.”

I folded my arms. “And now that I quit, what—you're proud of me?”

“No,” he said. “I'm relieved. Because maybe now you can focus on yourself. Not guys in chatrooms. Not fake names or acting sweet for tips. Just… you.”

I sat on the edge of my bed. “What if I don’t know who that is yet?”

“You’ll figure it out,” he said quietly. “And I’m not rushing you for the money. Take your time. It’s not about that anymore.”

I looked at him. Really looked.

And for once, he didn’t look like a bully.

He looked like someone who didn’t want to lose me.

I nodded, swallowing hard. “Thanks.”

He gave a small smile. “You’re welcome, Lulu.”

And the way he said it made something flutter in my chest.
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That night, after Dylan fell asleep, I sat in front of the mirror with the laptop closed beside me. The ring light was off. The lashes were tucked away. My lips were bare.

No makeup.

No camera.

Just me.

Luke.

I tried saying it again.

“Luke.”

It came out flat. Not ugly—just wrong. Like trying on a sweater that used to fit but now itched in all the wrong places. I stared at my face, wondering if I was seeing someone else, or maybe finally seeing myself.

I brushed the wig hair back from my forehead. Not the black one anymore. This one was brown, soft, warm against my skin. It matched the shade I used to tell barbers when they asked what color my hair was—“dark brown, not quite black.”

It looked… nice.

I reached for my student ID on the desk. Luke Campbell. White background. Neutral expression. I remembered how nervous I was the day it was taken, like somehow the camera would reveal everything I was hiding. Back then I didn’t know I was hiding at all.

Now I did.

I touched the corner of the photo with my thumb and whispered:

“Lulu.”

The sound was soft, almost timid.

“Lulu,” I said again.

My eyes watered.

I smiled and felt a tear slip down my cheek.

“I think I’m Lulu,” I whispered.

The mirror didn’t argue.

It just stared back with the same soft eyes I had always ignored. The same lips that looked prettier with gloss. The same skin I used to wish was different, and now—now I just wanted to protect it.

I wiped my cheeks, but the tears kept coming. Not sad. Not happy.

Just real.

The next morning, Dylan didn’t say anything when I stepped out of the bathroom in a cropped sweatshirt and leggings. No wig today. Just my real hair, brushed and clipped back. Light gloss on my lips. A tiny silver stud in my ear I’d had pierced years ago but never wore until now.

I expected a look. A joke. A smirk.

But all I got was, “You want the last Pop-Tart?”

I blinked. “What?”

He held out the silver wrapper. “Strawberry. Still warm.”

I took it. “Thanks.”

He sat on his bed, elbows on his knees. “Can we talk?”

My chest tightened. “About what?”

He looked nervous. Not cocky. Not teasing.

“Last night,” he said. “When you said Lulu.”

I nodded slowly.

“I want to tell you the truth,” he went on. “Why I got weird. Why I wanted you to stop streaming. It wasn’t because I thought it was wrong, or because of the money.”

“Then why?”

He looked right at me. “Because I was falling for Lulu. And I want her to myself.”

The Pop-Tart wrapper crinkled in my hand.

“But I didn’t want to admit it,” he said, voice lower now. “Because if I did, that meant you weren’t just pretending. That you weren’t Luke pretending to be a girl. That maybe you were just... you. And I didn’t know how to deal with that.”

I sat down slowly on the edge of my bed.

He rubbed his hands together. “But then I saw your face last night. When you said her name. And I’ve never seen you look that sure of anything.”

My throat tightened. “So… what are you saying?”

He crossed the room and knelt in front of me.

“I’m saying... if Lulu is who you are, then that’s who I’m falling for.”

I felt something snap inside me—not like a break, but like a release.

“To be honest, I’m more me when I’m her,” I said quietly. “I don’t feel like I’m acting. I don’t feel scared.”

He reached for my hand. “Then don’t stop. Even if it’s just in here. Just for now.”

His fingers brushed mine. I didn’t pull away.

I looked at him, and all the fear and questions and messy thoughts just... paused.

He leaned in.

This time, I didn’t freeze.

Our lips met—slow at first, then deeper, hungrier. My heart raced as his hands cupped my cheeks and I melted into the kiss like I’d waited for it without even knowing.

When we pulled apart, I could barely breathe.
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He rested his forehead against mine. “I swear I’ll protect you,” he whispered. “If anyone gives you shit on campus… they’ll have to go through me.”

I let out a shaky breath.

“You mean that?”

“I do.”

He kissed my forehead and held me close.

And for the first time in my life, I believed him.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

IT STARTED with a name. Not a screen name. Not a fantasy. Not something I made up on the fly because it sounded cute or catchy. Just… my name.

Lulu.

I wrote it in the top corner of my notebook. Small. In cursive. I dotted the "u" with a heart before quickly scribbling over it. Still, I smiled.

It had been a week since I deleted my Cyber Darling account. Seven days of walking through campus with a little more color on my lips, a little less fear in my spine. I hadn’t made any major announcements, no big posts or confessions—just small changes. A soft voice here. A tighter-fitting tee there. A new way of sitting, or walking, or crossing my arms that felt more natural every time I did it.

But that morning, something shifted.

I stood in front of my open closet and stared at my usual jeans and hoodie combo, then looked down at the outfit I’d picked out the night before: a pleated skirt, white with thin blue stripes, and a cropped cardigan in lavender. Underneath, I had on a lilac bralette. My new go-to.

My hands trembled as I dressed.

I tried not to think about who might laugh. Or stare. Or whisper.

I focused on the way the skirt made me feel—soft, light, like I was no longer dragging around a costume. I curled the ends of my hair, fixed the clip above my ear, then added a touch of blush and my favorite pink lip gloss. A tiny silver pendant around my neck gave the final touch.

When I looked in the mirror, Lulu was staring back.

I stepped into my sneakers—white, with a lavender swoosh I picked out last week with Dylan—and slung my backpack over my shoulder.

“You look damn hot,” Dylan had said that morning before leaving early for gym.
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Now, it was just me. Facing the hallway. The quad. The campus.

I walked slow at first, head down.

But the more I walked, the less I wanted to hide.

By the time I crossed the quad, I was standing straight. Chin lifted.

And that’s when I saw it—a booth, tucked under a rainbow banner. Two people behind it, one of them waving at me like they knew me.

“Hey,” she said, smiling. “You’re Lulu, right?”

My heart thudded.

“Uh… yeah.”

“I’m Gina. I run the LGBTQ+ peer center. I’ve heard so many things from Alex about you.”

“I was shaking,” I admitted.

She laughed. “Still. It was inspiring.”

She handed me a flyer. “We’re running a program right now. Gender-affirming care consults. We’ve got a partnership with a local clinic. If you’re thinking about it… you don’t have to do it alone.”

I took the paper, holding it like it might vanish.

There were words like hormone therapy, name changes, voice training—stuff I’d secretly Googled but never imagined someone would just hand to me on campus.

My throat felt tight.

“Thanks,” I said.

“No pressure,” she added, gently. “Just know you have support. Real support.”

I walked away with the flyer crumpling in my grip.

And suddenly, it didn’t feel like a costume anymore.

It felt like the start of something true.

I tucked the flyer into my notebook, but my fingers kept brushing against it like I needed to make sure it hadn’t vanished. The print was still warm from the sun. Part of me wanted to sprint back to the booth and sign up on the spot. The other part—Luke’s part—told me to slow down and to inform my parents first.

I didn’t listen.

Later that day, during a free period, I returned to the center and filled out a form. The volunteer on duty walked me through it with patience. She didn’t act like it was weird or complicated. She didn’t ask me to prove anything. Just helped.

The clinic offered consultations twice a week, fully sponsored. All I had to do was show up. It felt surreal.

I signed my name.

Not Luke Campbell.

Not a made-up username.

Lulu Campbell.

There was no red squiggle under it. No alarm blaring. No one laughing.

It just looked… right.

That night, I told Dylan. He was sitting on the floor, back against his bed, scrolling on his phone. I curled up on my side, hugging a pillow.

“So… I signed up for a gender consult,” I said.

He looked up. “Yeah?”

I nodded, chewing my lip. “You okay with that?”

He scoffed, like I’d just asked if he was okay with me breathing.

“Of course I’m okay with that,” he said. “Lulu, I’m proud of you.”

He said it so easily, like he’d been calling me that for years.

And every time he did, it sounded less like a nickname and more like home.

The next morning, I walked across campus in a soft yellow sweater tucked into high-waisted jeans, flats that didn’t blister, and a crossbody bag I’d borrowed from a new friend in the LGBTQ+ club. My schedule was the same. My classes were the same.

But everything felt different.

I walked past the student lounge.

Past the library.

Past the vending machines where I used to hide behind a soda just so Dylan’s friends wouldn’t look at me.

Now?

People looked.

Some glanced and moved on. A few smiled.

A girl with a septum ring complimented my shoes. A guy near the music hall held the door open and called me “miss.”

No one said Luke.

No one flinched.

And even though my heart was pounding and my palms were sweaty, I felt… good.

Scared.

But proud.

It was between classes when I saw him again.

I had just stepped out of Macroeconomics and was sitting alone on a bench in the sunlit corridor of the Business Hall. I’d finished retouching my lip gloss, holding up a tiny mirror I kept in my bag, when Dylan’s reflection appeared behind me.

“You don’t owe me money anymore.”

I turned, startled. He was holding his backpack strap with one hand, his jaw tense like he’d rehearsed the line twenty times.

“I mean it,” he added.

He sat down beside me, not too close, but not far either.

He smiled a little. “You look good.”

“I’m wearing drugstore gloss and borrowed jeans.”

“I didn’t say you looked expensive. I said you looked good.”

I rolled my eyes, but my cheeks were hot.

He reached into his backpack, unzipped the front pocket, and pulled something out—wrapped in a soft cloth. He opened it carefully, revealing a wig. Not the old one. This one was a warm, soft brown, with layers that shimmered under the light.

“I saw it online two days ago,” he said. “Thought it might suit you more than that mop you’ve been using.”

My heart did a full somersault.

He handed it to me like it was made of glass.

I held it carefully, breath caught in my throat. “You bought this?”

He shrugged. “Technically it was on sale. But yeah.”

“You didn’t have to.”

“I wanted to.”

I stared at it for a second. Then, slowly, I slipped off the clip from my hair and pulled the wig on. Adjusted it. Fixed the part. It fit perfectly. Like it had been waiting for me.

Dylan reached out gently, smoothing the front strands near my temple.

“You’re going to kill me,” he said quietly, “but I think I like this one even more.”

I swallowed. “Me too.”

A few students walked past. A couple girls looked over, then whispered. One of them grinned, cheeks blushing as she nudged her friend.

“Is that Dylan Myer?” the other girl whispered a little too loudly.

He turned to me and said, “Let them look.”

The next day, the cafeteria was buzzing—booths packed, trays clattering, guys yelling across tables about intramurals and who’d forgotten to submit their group project. I’d usually sit alone or with a few kids from my econ class who mostly talked spreadsheets and skipped eye contact.

But not today.

Today, I walked in with my new wig on, lip gloss freshly applied, my lavender cardigan paired with a pleated skirt that swayed when I moved. Heads turned, sure—but not with malice. Curiosity. Surprise, maybe. But not hate.

I spotted Dylan near the back, sitting with his usual crew. Jocks. Tall. Loud. All of them halfway through pizza slices and soda cans. One of them saw me first. He nudged Dylan.

Dylan turned.

Then stood.

His tray clattered as he stepped away from the table, walking toward me like the room wasn’t watching him take every step.

“Hey,” he said, standing in front of me. His voice was low, but not nervous. He reached for my hand. “You got a minute?”

My stomach flipped. “Y-Yeah?”

“I’ve been thinking,” he said, “and... I don’t want to be your roommate anymore.”

I blinked. “What?”

“I mean—” He grinned. “I want to be your boyfriend.”

A soda can dropped somewhere behind us.

The room quieted, just enough to make the world feel tight.

He looked around, then looked back at me. “So. Would you like to go on a real date with me, Lulu Campbell?”

I could hear my heart in my ears.
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“Yes,” I said. “I would.”

Someone gasped.

Then someone else clapped.

And then the buzz of the cafeteria picked back up, like the moment had passed—but for us, it hadn’t.

He leaned in. “You have no idea how long I’ve been wanting to do this.”

I smiled. “You mean since you bullied me into being your fake camgirl?”

He winced. “Please don’t phrase it like that.”

We both laughed.

Then, in front of everyone, he said it.

“I love you.”

And I said it back.

Not because he told me to do so, but because I meant it.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

“HI LOVES,” I said into the ring light, “today I’m showing you my five-minute class-to-cute look. Because yes, even if you’re running late to a nine a.m. and your mascara wand is possessed, you still deserve to feel pretty.”

The chat on TikTok Live exploded.

omg your skin is glowinggg
that hoodie is giving Ariana Grande and i love it
queen of eyeliner hacks

I adjusted the phone a little and leaned closer to the camera, brushing my bangs aside. My brows were filled, my lips tinted with just a dab of gloss, and I had Dylan’s hoodie wrapped around me like it was part of my brand.

Because it kind of was.

I was in my second year now. Still majoring in accounting, but now I was double-minoring in digital marketing and gender studies, which I joked was the gayest combo on campus. Except I wasn’t joking. I loved it.

My wardrobe had changed. My voice had changed. My body was changing too—HRT wasn’t magic, but it was honest. Some days I looked at myself and still saw the old Luke in pieces. But most days, I saw me. Lulu. Whole, real, loved.

Especially loved.

Dylan padded into the frame, barefoot, hair a mess, still smelling like his shampoo and sleep. He bent down and kissed my cheek without a word.

The chat exploded again.

WAIT IS THAT YOUR BF
THE DYLAN???
HOT JOCK DETECTED

He glanced at the phone and smirked. “Say hi to your followers, babe.”

I rolled my eyes, grinning. “They’re going to ask you to start your own skincare line again.”

“I mean, it is my moisturizer you’re stealing.”

“Borrowing.”

“Stealing.”

He walked off, tossing me a protein bar on his way to the mini-fridge. I caught it one-handed like a champ and held it up to the camera. “This is what fuels the glam.”

“Lies,” Dylan called from behind the fridge door. “It’s 80% spite and 20% anxiety.”

He wasn’t wrong.

I turned back to the stream. “Anyway, this look is simple—just tinted moisturizer, a dab of concealer, brown liner only on the outer third, and a swipe of gloss. Oh, and confidence. Because that’s the only product no one can sell you.”

The viewers spammed hearts.

I ended the live fifteen minutes later and set my phone down.

“God, I love doing that,” I said, leaning back in my chair.

Dylan walked over and wrapped his arms around my shoulders from behind. “You love being the center of attention.”
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I tilted my head back so he could kiss me again. “I love being seen. Besides, I feel like I’m helping a lot of girls by sharing my transition journey.”

He kissed my forehead. “Good girl.”

It hadn’t always been this easy. There were rough days, tears, even some idiots in class who liked to snicker from the back row. But I had Dylan. I had my community. I had me.

And I had my parents.

They’d visited by surprise during spring break when I told them about my HRT plans. My mom had brought a photo album from when I was little. In one picture, I’d been four years old, wearing my cousin’s princess costume and spinning around the living room with a paper crown on my head.

“I always knew,” she said, crying a little. “I just didn’t know how to ask.”

Dad had been quieter. But when we sat down on the porch and I said, “I hope I didn’t disappoint you,” he shook his head and smiled the softest I’d ever seen him.

“We always thought our last would be a girl,” he said. “We just didn’t expect her to take the scenic route.”

That was the moment I stopped waiting for permission.

Dylan pulled me to my feet and spun me around. “Wanna go out tonight? I’m thinking ice cream and then staring at you like a creep from across a tiny table.”

“You’re terrible.”

“Terribly in love.”

I snorted and poked his chest. “I’m stealing another one of your hoodies.”

He kissed me again.

“Take them all, Lulu. But for heaven’s sake, don’t take my new iPad!”

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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

	[image: A person in a blue dress  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a white dress  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person in glasses and a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a black garment and earrings sitting in a green chair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a pink corset lying on a bed  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person with purple hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in lingerie posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person with flowers in her hair  Description automatically generated]
				


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.

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“I wasn’t even supposed to wear the dress. I was just delivering it. Then my boss zipped me in—and called me Delilah.”

It was supposed to be a favor. A last-minute replacement for a bridal campaign shoot in Tuscany. I was Drew—an unpaid script assistant with shaky hands and zero modeling experience. But the gown fit.

The wig worked. And the billionaire groom they asked to pose beside me?

Yeah. He looked at me like I was real. Luca Feretti didn’t know I was lying. Not when he held my hand for the camera. Not when he kissed me under fairy lights. And definitely not when he told the world I was his girlfriend to help sell his family’s wedding estate.

I never meant to fall for him. I never meant for my secret to go viral. Now everyone knows. The photos, the press, the kiss—it was all supposed to be pretend.

Read Insta Bride

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 Digital Doll.

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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