

Femboy for Halloween

First-time Feminization Romance

“This story is for you.

May it transform you into

the person you are meant to be and

transport you into a world

where your fantasies come to life.”

[image: A person standing on a cloud with a fishing pole  Description automatically generated]

Copyright © 2025


Copyright © 2025 by Brightlucky Press under ABRAMS PUBLISHING HOUSE. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All the characters are within the legal age of consent. The author and publisher disclaim any liability, loss, or risk incurred as a consequence, directly or indirectly, of the use and application of any of the contents of this book.

This book is intended for mature audiences and contains adult themes and language. Reader discretion is advised.

If you have any questions regarding the use or distribution of this book, please contact the author directly. Thank you for respecting the author's work and intellectual property rights.


Table of Contents

∞∞∞

Femboy for Halloween

Table of Contents

Introduction

Free Vip Mailing List

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Epilogue

Hello Lilly

Book Bundles

Custom Story

Audiobooks

Find Femboys

Latest & Other Titles

Author’s Message


Introduction

“Well, you got Cinderella! That’s your costume for Halloween week.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I only wanted to grow my stream. That’s how it started—me, a shy Valorant grinder from Oregon, joining a Discord crew led by Trent Knightley, the rising star everyone wanted to duo with.

I thought it’d be simple: play well, get noticed, maybe finally hit affiliate. But then came the wheel—the crew’s annual Halloween challenge. And when it landed on Cinderella, everyone laughed. Everyone except Trent, who just said, “You got this, Robyn.”

I told myself it was just a bit. Seven days in a dress, a few good clips, then back to normal. But the longer I streamed, the more I liked who I became on camera. So did Trent. We became the internet’s favorite duo until the noise got ugly—people calling him names, questioning what he felt for me, for us.

He pulled away. I pretended I understood. But when Halloween night came, everything changed.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, gradual feminization, friends-to-lovers, coming-of-age, and first-time feminization tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Femboy for Halloween.


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’D BEEN refreshing my Discord notifications for the past hour, pretending I wasn’t. My laptop hummed under the desk fan while the Oregon rain drizzled against my window, and I kept glancing at the email tab—like the universe owed me a sign. Then it finally appeared: You’ve been accepted into The Lobby.

My throat went dry. The Lobby wasn’t just any gaming server; it was the streamer circle everyone in the Valorant community wanted in on. Collabs, sponsors, raids, the whole deal. I’d followed their leader, Trent Knightley, since he was a nobody grinding Bronze with a $20 mic. Now he was verified, partnered, and averaging thousands of viewers a night. And somehow, he’d let me in.

I adjusted my cheap headset, fixed my webcam angle, and clicked join. Voices flooded in—chaotic, overlapping laughter and mechanical clicks of keyboards. Someone said, “Yo, who’s the new guy?”

My mic was still muted. I fumbled the shortcut, pressed it too late.

“Uh, hey, I’m Rob.”

Silence for half a second. Then a girl’s voice chirped, “He sounds twelve!”

Another voice snorted, “Nah, he’s got that anime boy tone.”

My ears burned. “I’m twenty,” I said, which didn’t help.

Laughter rolled through the call, but before I could mute again, Trent’s voice cut in—low, calm, confident. “Chill, guys. At least he didn’t join mid-round like you, Cass.”

The group roared. Cass groaned. “Alright, fine, Rob, you’re safe… for now.”

“Welcome to the mess,” Trent said. “You stream, right?”

“Yeah. Small channel. Mostly Valorant and… uh, Genshin sometimes.”

“Anime games? Nice. Oregon time zone?”

“Yeah.”

“Good. We need more West Coast night owls.”

Just like that, the teasing shifted into casual chatter. They queued a custom match, and I spectated, listening to the rhythm of their teamwork—the quick calls, the friendly trash talk, the inside jokes. Trent’s voice anchored the chaos, smooth but sharp, like he’d been born with a headset on. Every so often, he’d throw a joke my way—testing if I’d respond. I tried to sound casual, even though my hands were sweating.

When the match ended, he said, “Alright, Rob, next round you’re in. Don’t choke.”

I laughed nervously. “I’ll try not to feed.”

“You feed, we clip it,” someone said.

“Content,” Trent added, and everyone laughed again.

We played for two hours straight. I wasn’t amazing, but I pulled off a clean double kill on Haven and heard Trent say, “Nice shot, Rob.” Just that. Two words, but they hit like a badge of honor.

By the time I logged off, it was past midnight. My room glowed faint blue from my monitor, rain still whispering outside. My viewer count had jumped from thirty to over a hundred during the collab. I sat there, staring at the number, heartbeat steadying.

Maybe this was it. Maybe this was my shot to finally break through.

The next night, the server was louder than usual. My headset buzzed with laughter, Discord pings, and the metallic echo of someone spinning a wheel. I clicked join, instantly hit by overlapping voices.

“Alright, boys and girls,” Trent said, his tone playful but commanding, “Spookfest Week is officially back.”

A cheer went up from everyone else. I didn’t fully understand what that meant, but I pretended to laugh along.

Cass said, “Explain it for the noobs, Captain.”

Trent cleared his throat dramatically. “One week before Halloween, every streamer in The Lobby has to dress up and stream as their assigned character. It’s our cursed annual challenge. Spin the wheel, get your fate.”

Someone groaned. “Bro, last year I got Sailor Moon.”

“And your subs doubled,” Trent shot back. “You’re welcome.”

Laughter. My heart raced. I leaned closer to my mic, my face half-lit by my monitor. I could see Trent’s cam on the server overlay—just him in his dim room, gaming chair, messy hair, confident posture. He looked like someone who didn’t know what failure meant.

He spun the wheel again. It was a flashy, obnoxious thing with a loud click each rotation. “Rules are simple,” he said. “You can’t back out. If you do, you owe a raid to the next player for a week. Losers get milked for content.”

“Predator,” someone muttered.

“Marketing genius,” he replied. “Alright, who’s up first?”

One by one, the members took turns, their reactions filling the call with laughter. I watched names pop up on screen—Zombies, Ninjas, Fairies, a random Among Us crewmate.

Then Cass said, “Rob’s next.”

I froze. “Wait, me? I thought—”

“Nope, everyone spins, baby,” Trent said, his grin audible through his mic. “You’re in the big leagues now.”

“Yeah, rookie rules don’t apply,” another voice teased.

“Alright,” I said, trying not to sound nervous. “Let’s spin.”

The digital wheel spun fast, colorful icons blurring into one dizzy mess. Chat messages from the Twitch overlay flashed beside my screen—people watching, guessing, betting points.

Trent leaned in, voice dropping theatrically. “Rob, if you land on something cursed, you can’t rage-quit. Understood?”
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“I can take it,” I said, but my face didn’t show it.

“Atta boy.”

The wheel slowed. The clicking got louder. I held my breath.

Somewhere in the background, Cass whispered, “Please let it be Barbie.”

Trent chuckled. “Nah, it’s gonna be worse.”

The arrow landed on a pink square. Everyone screamed over each other.

“What is it?” I asked.

Trent laughed, the kind that sounded half-disbelieving, half-evil. “You’ll find out soon enough, Rob.”

The chat exploded with clown emojis and “LMAO” spam. My heart pounded, and my mouse hovered over mute.

“Relax, dude,” Cass said. “It’s tradition. You’ll be fine.”

I forced a laugh, trying to keep my voice light. “Yeah, sure. No pressure.”

Trent’s tone softened a little. “Don’t overthink it, Graham. It’s just for fun—and maybe for fame.”

He winked at the camera. The chat spammed hearts.

I wasn’t sure if it was encouragement or foreshadowing, but either way, I felt it in my stomach.

The Spookfest was on.

The following night, my hands were sweating before I even went live. The spinning wheel segment was scheduled for the collab stream, and everyone had gathered in the Discord stage channel. I clicked join and adjusted my mic, pretending I wasn’t shaking.

Trent greeted his chat, his voice smooth and confident as ever. “Alright everyone, tonight’s lucky victim is Rob Graham—new kid, small streamer, apparently good with a Vandal but bad with luck. You ready, Rob?”

The chat was already spamming my name. My stream window filled with hearts and laughing emotes. I forced a smile. “Let’s do it.”

Trent pulled up the digital wheel again, the same rainbow blur from last night. The categories were ridiculous—characters, archetypes, random ideas from their community. I saw the word “Cinderella” flash by and hoped it’d skip.

“Spin that wheel,” Trent said dramatically. The clicking sound filled my headset.

Cass shouted, “C’mon, something cursed!”

“Let it be hotdog costume,” someone else said.

The arrow slowed. It landed on a bright blue square. Trent leaned toward his monitor and started laughing. The kind of laugh that made everyone else join in even if they didn’t know why.

“Oh no,” I muttered. “What is it?”

“Cinderella,” Trent said through laughter. “You’re our princess this year.”

The Discord call erupted. Cass screamed, “YES!” Another voice yelled, “Put him in glass slippers!”

I hid my face in my hands, laughing with them but dying a little inside. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

Trent was still chuckling. “Hey, rules are rules. You gotta stream in full Cinderella cosplay for the whole Spookfest week.”

“Bro, that’s like… seven days!”

“Seven days of content,” he said. “You’ll thank me when your sub count doubles.”

The chat started spamming princess arc, Robyn confirmed, fairy god gamer. I tried to laugh along, but my mind was already spiraling. My parents would never understand. I could already imagine my dad’s face if he caught me in a dress.

The rest of the stream blurred by in noise and jokes. After signing off, I stayed in the dim light of my monitor, watching the viewer counter drop to zero. The room felt suddenly too quiet, too real.

My Discord pinged. A DM.

Trent Knightley: You handled that well. Most rookies panic.

I typed back: Guess I’m doomed to be a princess.

He replied almost instantly: You got this. I’ll carry. Promise.

I stared at the blinking cursor, feeling a weird flutter in my chest. It wasn’t romantic—not yet—but it was something. Validation, maybe. Or the idea that someone like him believed I could pull it off.

After a minute, I typed: I’m in.

When I hit send, I caught my reflection in the dark screen. My face looked calm, but my pulse was racing. I didn’t know if I was terrified or excited. Maybe both.

Outside, the rain had stopped. The world felt charged, waiting.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE MORNING after the wheel, I woke up to Oregon gray and the smell of damp cedar. I made instant ramen at noon, because breakfast had emotionally clocked out, and opened six tabs like I was speedrunning a side quest: thrift sites, rental listings, local Facebook groups, two cosplay stores, and a spreadsheet titled cindy-budget.xlsx because apparently I was that guy now.

I searched Cinderella dress adult male size, which felt cursed and honest at the same time. Prices punched me in the face. The nice ones were wedding-tier expensive, all beading and horsehair hems. The cheap ones looked like blue trash bags with sleeves. I filtered by price, then by pickup radius. Eugene had a rental for the weekend for eighty bucks plus a deposit. Seven days of Spookfest made that useless.

I checked Depop. A seller in Portland had a pale-blue ballgown that looked decent in dark lighting—translation: streamable. I messaged her. “Would you do $45 if I pick up Friday?” She replied with a cat emoji and said sixty was her best. I said, “I’m a small streamer and it’s for a Halloween content week.” She asked my channel name. Ten minutes later she said, “Okay, fifty, but tag me in your TikTok clip.” I added a new tab to the spreadsheet: promises I owe strangers.

The wig was next. I typed blonde wavy wig fairy godmother vibes, which made no sense, but I found a lace-front on sale. The thumbnail model looked like an idol from a gacha game. I added it to cart, then removed it, then added it again. Same with gloves. Same with press-on nails. I watched a three-minute video of a guy applying nails with glue and it looked easy until he knocked one off opening a soda. I put nails back in the cart anyway.

I sent a cold email to a tiny cosplay shop in Salem called Sakura Stitch. Their site looked like it was coded in 2012 by someone’s cousin. Perfect. I wrote: “Hi, I’m Rob Graham, Oregon-based streamer. Doing a pre-Halloween cosplay stream week. Would love to feature a local shop if we can figure out a discount or loaner. I can shout you out on Twitch, TikTok, and Reels. Estimated reach: small but engaged.” I attached a clip of me clutching a 1v3 on Ascent, because if anything sells me, it’s that moment where I didn’t whiff.

They replied in twenty minutes. “We can do 25% off a dress and lend you a petticoat if you tag us on all platforms and show our logo on your overlay.” I stared at the email like it contained a rare drop. I wrote back yes so fast I misspelled my own name and had to correct it. They sent a coupon code: FAIRYGOD25.

I messaged Trent: “Progress. Might have a dress. Wig is… pending.” He typed, “Proud of you, Graham. Logistics king.” I pretended that didn’t warm my whole chest.

At Goodwill, I found elbow-length satin gloves for three bucks and a tiny clutch that could fit lip balm, which I didn’t own yet but felt like Future Me’s problem. A grandma in the checkout line said, “You’ll be a lovely princess,” and I laughed too loud, then told her it was for a stream. She looked like she didn’t know what that meant and said, “Have fun, dear,” which somehow made it feel more serious.

Back home, I filmed a quick unlisted test: lighting, camera angle, what the blue would look like against my usual LED setup. I turned my RGB strip to pastel and the room shifted from dungeon to ballroom. It almost convinced me.

Cart screen again. Wig, gloves, nails. I hovered, removed, hovered, added back. I told myself it was just content, just a bit, just seven days. And yet the thought of doing it right, not scuffed, gave me a small floaty feeling I didn’t try to name.

I clicked purchase and closed my eyes like I’d jumped off a ledge in a platformer. When I opened them, the confirmation email was there, polite and final.

Spookfest had a shopping list. I had a plan. I also had a flutter I couldn’t debug.

Two days later, a box the size of a mini fridge landed on our porch. I waited until my parents left for Costco, then hauled it to my room like I was smuggling contraband. The return address read Sakura Stitch, and my stomach did a somersault. I locked the door, shut the blinds, and sliced the tape with my old student ID.

The dress came wrapped in tissue like it was shy. Pale blue, a little shiny, with a stubborn zipper running up the back. A plastic bag held the loaner petticoat. Another bag had the wig, folded on a hairnet like a sleeping animal. I set everything out on the bed and laughed under my breath. A week ago my biggest worry was my crosshair color. Now I was about to figure out what a petticoat did.

I stripped to gym shorts and pulled the petticoat on first. It felt like wearing a soft umbrella. Then the dress. Getting it over my shoulders was easy; settling it along my ribs, less so. The satin gripped and slid in all the wrong places. I wrestled the zipper up, reached behind me, missed, tried again, caught it, and pulled until it bit into my side. The fabric hugged my chest in a way that was new—tight but not mean, like it was trying to teach me how to stand. I straightened without thinking.

The skirt surprised me most. It had weight. When I turned, it lagged a half second, then followed in a wave. I took three steps and felt the hem whisper against my calves. I looked in the mirror and barked a laugh. Cinderella with a gamer neck and unbrushed hair.

The wig stared at me from the bed. I watched a quick YouTube tutorial—pin hair flat, cap on, align the lace, tap-tap with adhesive. My hands shook a little as I did each step. When the fibers fell around my face—cool and glossy—I flinched at my own reflection. The frame it gave me changed everything. Softer jaw. Softer eyes. I lifted a handful of hair and let it slip through my fingers. It sounded like a whisper.

Makeup was a different boss fight. I queued another tutorial. A girl with perfect lighting said, “Keep it light, boys. Conceal, don’t reveal.” I dabbed under my eyes, blended, added the lightest brush of powder. Eyeliner terrified me, so I did a thin line and immediately smudged it. I fixed it with a cotton swab and it turned into an accidental wing that honestly didn’t look terrible. I added a tiny shimmer along the cheekbones because anime logic told me heroes glow when they power up.

A car door slammed outside.

I froze. Another slam. Voices. My parents. They were back early.

Someone tried the front door, then the garage door rattled. I lunged for the zipper and it caught half an inch from the bottom. I yanked, it wouldn’t move. Footsteps entered the kitchen. Grocery bags thumped. My mom started humming, which she only did when she was about to shout into my room to help carry water jugs.

“Rob! Come help me with the groceries.”

“Yeah!” My voice cracked. I coughed and pitched lower.

“Yeah, one sec.”

I ripped the zipper down so fast it burned my skin. The bodice loosened. I stepped out of the skirt, kicked the petticoat free, nearly face-planted on the rug. I crammed the dress under the bed, shoved the wig into the box, and pulled on a hoodie. In the mirror, eyeliner and a faint glow still clung to my face. I scrubbed with a tissue until my eyes watered and the wing became a smudge. Good enough.
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Mom knocked. “What’s taking you so long?”

“Coming!” I cracked the door just enough to slide through. The hallway smelled like rotisserie chicken and rain. I carried a flat of bottled water into the pantry while my heart tried to crawl out of my chest. Dad eyed me. “Is that makeup?”

“Yeah, for this… Halloween stream thing,” I said. “You know, for my game channel.”

He shook his head, smiling. “You and your games.”

Mom rolled her eyes and said, “After dinner, help your dad bring in the pumpkins.”

Back in my room, I locked the door again and sat on the floor, hands shaking, dress peeking from under the bed like a secret. I breathed until my pulse slowed. Then I stood, fixed the zipper, and hung the gown on my closet door. The wig went on the stand like a crown on pause.

I faced the mirror with my messy hoodie and smudged liner and whispered, “Okay.” It still sounded like me. It also sounded like I’d crossed into a level I hadn’t unlocked yet.

The night before Spookfest felt like waiting for an exam I hadn’t studied for. My desk was a graveyard of energy drink cans, receipts, and one half-eaten Pocky box from when I’d streamed Genshin the week before. The dress hung by my closet like a silent witness. Every time I looked up, the pale blue shimmer caught my LED lights and dared me to chicken out.

Discord blinked with notifications. The Lobby’s group chat was on fire—memes, outfit previews, Trent dropping voice messages of him fake-announcing people’s costumes like a talk show host. I typed a few laughs, but mostly scrolled in silence.

Then a direct message popped up.

Trent Knightley: Still down, Graham?

I stared at it for a while, drumming my fingers on the desk. My webcam’s little green light stared back like an eye waiting to see me screw up. I typed, Yeah, I’m ready.

Then, because I was an idiot, I added a selfie—half face, soft lighting, hoodie, the dress faintly visible in the background. I looked… not bad. I deleted it two seconds later, feeling my stomach twist.

Another ping.

Trent sent a voice note this time. His voice was steady, that usual calm swagger he carried on stream, only gentler. “You’ll do fine, Rob. It’s just us. People love when someone goes all in. Don’t psych yourself out.”

I replayed it once. Then again. Something about his tone felt less like advice and more like a hand on my shoulder.

I typed, Thanks, man. Appreciate it.

He replied with a thumbs-up emoji, then: We’ll queue together first night. Keep it chill. You’re gonna kill it.

The screen blurred for a second, and I realized my eyes were dry from staring too long. I pushed my chair back, stood up, and stretched. My reflection in the window looked uncertain, like he wanted to disappear and perform at the same time.

I turned off the overhead light, leaving only the glow of my monitor and the rain-soaked streetlamp outside. The sound of my computer fan filled the quiet. I whispered, “Don’t choke.”

It came out smaller than I meant it to, but hearing my own voice—bare, unfiltered—calmed me more than any pep talk.

I checked my setup again. Camera angle, ring light, mic gain, backup headset. OBS test record. I imagined the chat: the teasing, the hype, the memes that would outlive me. The idea made me laugh nervously.

When I sat back down, I noticed the wig resting beside my keyboard. The fibers glowed faintly in the monitor light. I reached out, brushing them with my fingers. They felt cool, soft, unreal. I thought about what Trent said—“go all in”—and something inside me, something quiet but brave, nodded.

I opened Spotify and queued a lo-fi playlist, the same one I used when grinding late nights alone. My notifications pinged again.

Cass: better bring heels, princess.

I smiled at the screen. Rob: we’ll see who’s laughing when I drop 30 kills.

Cass: lol cope.

Trent: play nice, kids. princess needs her beauty sleep.

Their banter scrolled past, and I felt my shoulders relax. It didn’t feel like mockery anymore. It felt like belonging.

I closed Discord and turned off the monitor. My room fell dark except for the faint streetlight bleeding through the blinds. I crawled into bed, the dress still shimmering faintly across the room.

Tomorrow, I’d have to face a camera and a few thousand strangers. But tonight, it was just me, the rain, and the small secret thrill of knowing I was about to become someone new—even if only for a week.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I WENT LIVE five minutes early because if I waited any longer I’d bail. The ring light washed my room in soft white. The dress held my ribs like a reminder to sit upright. The wig framed my face, and the tiny wing I managed with shaking hands actually looked decent on camera. I counted down in OBS and clicked Start Streaming.

For a second, nothing. Just me, breathing. Then the chat detonated.

holy—

no way that’s rob

princess buff unlocked

Cinder-locked let’s gooo

I laughed, which made the necklace jingle. “Hey guys.” My voice wobbled, then found ground. “Yes, it’s me. We’re doing this for Spookfest. Please be gentle.”

gentle?? after this? never

marry me queen

where’s the glass slippers

I angled the camera down a little so they could see the skirt. The LEDs behind me were pale blue, almost foggy. “No slippers,” I said. “I like my ankles intact.”

A mod pinged: raid inc.

“Raid?” I blinked at the viewer counter as it began to climb. Then the alert hit—knightley sent his army. The screen flooded with hearts and sword emotes, then Trent’s voice slid into my headset on Discord like it owned the place.

“Looking regal, Robyn.”

The name landed warm. I felt heat bloom under the foundation.

“Uh… hey.”

“Guys,” Trent said, amused, “be nice to our princess. We queueing or what?”

My cheeks hurt from smiling. “Let’s queue.”

We loaded into Ascent. My hands shook above the keyboard until the buy phase horn sounded, and then muscle memory caught me. I hovered over Ghost. Trent said, “Stick with me, I’ll smoke A. You swing second.”

“Copy.” I swallowed. “Sir Knightley.”

Chat spammed the title. It made him huff a laugh. “Don’t die, Robyn.”

“Not planning to.”

Round start. I tucked behind generator while Trent dropped a perfect smoke. Footsteps rushed catwalk. I heard Cass in team chat yell, “Princess first blood! Do it!”

A head popped through smoke. I clicked once. Down. Another swung wide. I flicked, caught the helmet, and he dropped. My heart hammered so loud I almost missed the third push. I sidestepped, crouched, tapped. Three. The kill feed lined up like a slot machine.

“Holy,” Trent said, sharp and pleased. “She’s cracked.”

She. It zipped through me faster than caffeine. I didn’t correct him. I pushed into tree with him shadowing my shoulder. Last two tried to pinch us from door and stairs. I dinked one and Trent cleaned both, smooth as always.

“Spike down,” he called. “Hold, Robyn.”

“I got it.” I held. Time crawled. Footsteps faded. The round ended with our team shouting and my chat scrolling too fast to read.

princess carry

Cinder headshots glass slipper bullets

marry the knight already

I leaned back, breathless. “Okay,” I said, laughing. “That was… okay.”

Trent chuckled. “Best pistol of your career, huh?”

“Maybe top three.”

“You looked calm.”

“I was screaming inside.”

“Good scream,” he said. “Do it again.”

The next rounds blurred into a rhythm I didn’t know I’d been missing. Trent called angles; I followed and traded. He tossed me a vandal with a “for the princess,” and I tapped two more heads mid. The viewers kept inventing names—Glass Fragella, Mouse Carriage, Blue Buff Beauty. I pretended to roll my eyes but saved a few in my clips folder.
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At one point he said the name again—Robyn—soft, like he was testing how it fit in his mouth. I echoed it under my breath so quiet the mic probably didn’t catch it. It felt like a switch I didn’t know I wanted to flip.

We won 13–7. When the victory banner slid across, I lifted both hands like a slow-motion crown and said, “Thank you for attending my ball.” Cheesy. Perfect. The chat howled. Trent said, “You’re a menace,” and I felt the dress hug my ribs again like it agreed.

“Queue again?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, grinning. “Let’s dance.”

The next day, the routine felt weirdly normal: school break sleep schedule, stream, edit, queue with Trent, crash. That afternoon Mom called from the kitchen, “Robert, can you help me with the pumpkins before it gets dark?”

I brought the dress bag back into the closet and grabbed an old hoodie. Outside, the sky was classic Oregon—low and moody, the kind of gray that made everything smell like wet leaves. We set up at the patio table with newspapers, a dull carving kit, and two fat pumpkins Dad picked up at Costco.

Mom pointed her spoon at me. “No anime eyes this time. Last year the neighbors thought our pumpkin was flirting.”

“It was tasteful,” I said. I propped my iPad against the salt shaker, volume low. My For You page was chaos: clips of me and Trent stacked between cat videos and ramen recipes. Someone cut my pistol ace to a Cinderella waltz. Another edit overlaid floating hearts whenever Trent said my name.

Mom squinted at the screen. “That you?”

“Yep.”

“You look… nice,” she said carefully. “Very festive.”

“Thanks.” I tried to sound casual while my cheeks warmed. I scooped seeds into a bowl and watched a new clip where Trent murmured, “I got you,” right before swinging to cover my angle. The editor slowed his voice down like syrup and added pink captions. I pretended to study pumpkin guts.

My phone buzzed. Trent: queue in 15? You good?

I typed, good. Mom saw me smile and raised an eyebrow. “Your friends?”

“Yeah. Collab stuff.”

She nodded like she got it, which she didn’t, and handed me a Sharpie. “Give me a classic face. Maybe with cute lashes,” she added, deadpan.

I barked a laugh. “You’re not subtle.”

“I’m your mother. Subtlety is for strangers.”

I drew triangle eyes, then ignored her and added lashes anyway. On the iPad, Cass was reacting to our match from last night: “Princess Robyn with the tap-taps, okay!” The chat under her VOD spammed hearts and a ship name—Knight & Robyn—stitched across fan art of a sword and a crown. My stomach did a slow weird flip that felt… good.

Inside, I washed my hands and checked my stats. Follows up 4k. Average viewers doubled. TikTok adding thousands per post. It didn’t feel real. It felt like a game where someone secretly turned on a booster.

When I logged into Discord, Trent was already in the call.

“Pumpkin duty complete?”

“Confirmed,” I said. “Mom approved my lash work.”

“You wish,” he said, laughing. “Ready?”

We duo-queued and the bit kicked in like muscle memory. “Princess Robyn, you hold main,” he said.

“Sir Knightley, I’m fragile. Please protect.”

“On your left. I got you.”

Every time he said it, something lit up under my ribs. Silly, simple, effective. He hard-carried two rounds when I whiffed, then tossed me guns with a lazy “for the princess.” The chat spammed my emote—blue hearts with a tiny crown—while he lined up perfect utility and cleaned house. We won three in a row.

Between queues, I scrolled through edits from smaller accounts. One clipped the moment he called me Robyn and added sparkles; another layered our comms over a K-pop chorus, timing the beat to our headshots. I saved them all like a magpie. The shipping should’ve embarrassed me, but it didn’t. It felt like oxygen.

Trent said, softer than the mic usually picked up, “You good, Robyn?”

“Yeah,” I said, and meant it.

“Cool. Next map, I’ll drone for you. Swing on my ping. I got you.”

Electric. Confusing. Perfect. “Copy.”

We loaded into Bind. Mom knocked on my door, cracked it, slid in a plate with pumpkin bread, and mouthed, Good luck. I lifted a thumb without taking my eyes off the screen.

“Focus,” Trent teased.

“I’m locked,” I said, smiling.

We won again.

By the time I signed off, my activity feed was a waterfall of hearts, swords, and crown emojis. I muted alerts and sat for a second in the blue glow, listening to the fan and the quiet house. The pumpkin on the porch smiled through cartoon lashes at the dark street.

I checked my reflection in the monitor and didn’t flinch.

After the stream, my body felt electric but used up, like I’d just run a marathon without leaving my chair. I cleaned up my desk—empty can, tissue, stray bobby pins—and left the light on low. The house was quiet except for rain tapping the window.

I opened my vanity drawer, which used to just hold controller skins and random cables, and pulled out the small makeup bag I’d bought “for the bit.” The highlighter shimmered faintly under my ring light. I told myself I just wanted to practice, to improve “stream quality.” That was the official excuse.

I leaned close to the mirror and drew a soft line with the brush, watching the light catch along my cheekbone. Then a smoother wing. I’d gotten steadier—my hand didn’t tremble anymore. The eyeliner made my eyes look a little wider, rounder. I tried a soft pink gloss next, something subtle I’d borrowed from Mom’s drawer and promised myself to replace before she noticed.

I looked like the version of me that my viewers saw: clean, radiant, camera-ready. A princess, kind of. I laughed quietly at the thought.

My phone buzzed. A new post. Someone clipped Trent saying, “I got you, Robyn,” then me replying “Always,” followed by our win screen. The caption read: find someone who carries you like this. The video already had twenty thousand likes.

I scrolled through the comments.

Their chemistry is unreal.
The way he says her name?
They’re endgame.

I set the phone down. My reflection in the mirror looked back with a strange kind of calm. The highlighter caught the glow of the monitor like a soft halo. I touched the edge of my jaw, tracing the curve where the wig usually sat, and whispered the name under my breath. “Robyn.”

It sounded different now. Not a joke, not a challenge. Just a name that somehow fit better every time I said it.

I opened the camera app and framed a photo—half-lit, shoulders bare, a bit of the wig hanging from its stand behind me. My lips parted just enough to make it look candid. I stared at the screen for a long time before hitting the shutter. The photo came out good—too good. The kind of photo that could explode online for all the wrong reasons.

I saved it, then hovered over the upload button. My thumb froze, then I exhaled and closed the app. Maybe some things weren’t meant to be content.

I turned off the ring light and sat in the dark, the monitor’s glow wrapping around me like cool water. When I stood, I caught my reflection again—the faint shimmer still there, the gloss dulled but not gone. I tried to wipe it away with a tissue, but stopped halfway.

It looked nice. Just… nice.

I brushed my fingers over my cheek one last time, the leftover powder soft under my skin. Then I shut the mirror, tossed the tissue aside, and slipped into bed with my phone facedown. The rain hadn’t stopped.

Tomorrow would bring another queue, another stream, another round of chat chaos. But right then, alone in the dim light, I felt oddly at peace. Like maybe this week wasn’t about pretending after all.

When I finally turned off the screen, the faint highlighter still caught the moonlight from the window. I didn’t wipe it off.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

BY FRIDAY morning, my phone learned a new notification sound—the kind that meant a post was blowing up. I woke to it buzzing on my nightstand and squinted at the screen. Someone had stitched three of our best moments and stamped a ship name across the thumbnail in pink serif letters: Robyn’s Knight.

I laughed once, then scrolled the comments and felt my stomach tighten. Half of them were sweet—crowns and swords and “protect her.” The other half were knives wrapped in jokes.

isn’t trent, like… you know
bro fell for a dude in a dress lmao
brand ruined speedrun any%

I put the phone face-down and stared at the ceiling. Oregon light leaked through the blinds, thin and cold, the kind that made dust look like snow. Down the hall, I heard the kettle click and my mom start the radio. I told myself none of it mattered, that it was just noise, but when I picked the phone up again I went straight back to the thread like a moth.

A reaction YouTuber uploaded a video with a thumbnail of Trent mid-sentence and me in the dress, mouth open, freezing the worst possible frame. The title was a dare: IS THIS THE END OF T.K.’S BRAND? I tapped in. The guy paused clips every ten seconds to smirk at the camera and call it “a bold marketing pivot.” He read chat comments out loud like evidence. He said “she” with air quotes you could hear.

I didn’t make it past the first ad break.

Discord was a mess. The Lobby’s mods had tightened filters overnight. Words that hadn’t been blocked before now got auto-deleted. A sticky note appeared in the announcements channel: “Respect all members. Zero tolerance. Keep it cute or get banned.” The private chat, where we usually traded loadouts and memes, sat quieter than a graveyard. Cass posted a gif of a cartoon dog in a burning room and typed, “vibe check.” Nobody reacted for five full minutes.

I hovered over Trent’s name. His status light was gray.

My DMs, meanwhile, split the internet in two. Fans sent long paragraphs about courage and how seeing me had helped them try makeup, or admit something to themselves. Mixed in were messages that started sweet and curved ugly. One said I was bait; another told me to go back to “boy clothes”; a third listed slurs like a grocery order. I blocked, reported, blocked.

By noon I tried to edit a clip for TikTok and gave up after staring at the timeline for twenty minutes. When I finally opened Twitter, Robyn’s Knight trended—not huge, but big enough to feel like a sign on a highway. The first tweet under it was a screenshot of Trent calling me Robyn with the caption: my king said what he said. The second was a quote tweet from a small brand account: would love to see where this goes but risky for the knight ngl.

I closed the app and pressed my palms to my eyes until colors pulsed. The room smelled like yesterday’s coffee. Outside, the rain started again, a steady hush like somebody turning down the volume on the day.
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Discord was popping with my new fans who liked to cross-dress. I tried to get into the conversation, but when I scrolled to The Lobby, the mods spun up a voice channel called COOLING-OFF. Cass pinged me: “You good?” I typed back, “Yeah,” and didn’t hit enter. My cursor blinked like it was waiting for me to be honest.

The thing that scared me most wasn’t the slurs or the thumbnails. It was the space where Trent’s voice should’ve been. He always filled the room, even when he was quiet—quick jokes, clipped callouts, that low hum when he thought. Now the channel felt hollow, like a map with no players.

Late afternoon, a final ping hit: “Going light tonight,” posted from his account by a mod. No explanation. No joke to soften it. The thread below turned into a war in minutes. I stared until the words blurred and all I could feel was the temperature drop.

I shut my laptop. The room was suddenly too quiet, like the game had crashed and the sound never came back.

I stared at Trent’s gray status dot until I couldn’t take it and hit call anyway. It rang three times. On the fourth, the icon shifted green and his voice came through, rough like he’d been napping or arguing.

“Hey.”

“Hey,” I said. “You got a minute?”

“Yeah.” A pause. I heard a chair creak and a can open. “Crazy day.”

I tried to laugh and couldn’t find it. “Yeah.”

Another pause. The kind where both people hope the other will do the brave part. I caved first. “You’ve seen it all?”

“Enough.” He exhaled. “It got loud fast.”

“Sorry,” I said before I could stop myself.

“Don’t do that,” he said, sharper. Then softer: “This isn’t on you.”

Silence again. Rain ticked my window like a metronome. Somewhere on his side, a notification chirped and he muted it.

“I’m just…” He searched for the word and came up empty. “The PR noise is heavy. Sponsors pinging, manager asking if I want to… I don’t know. Say something. Say nothing. Both feel wrong.”

My throat felt tight. “What do you want?”

He laughed once, no humor in it. “To queue like normal and let everyone touch grass.”

“Same.”

“Yeah.” The word hung there, thin. “I think I gotta lay low. Just for a bit.”

I let it hit. “Lay low how?”

“Less streams. No duos for a minute. Keep it solo, keep it clean. Reset the vibe.”

My chest went hollow. “Right.” I tried to make it sound cool. “Makes sense.”

“I hate it,” he said quickly. “I don’t want to make you feel like—” He cut himself off. “This is about pressure. Optics. Not about you.”

“Okay.” I clicked my pen cap open and closed until it hurt. “So we just… pause. Publicly.”

“Publicly,” he repeated, like he was reassuring himself. “I’ll still be around. I’ll watch. DM. It’s not a freeze-out. It’s just—”

“Protect the brand,” I said, and immediately wished I hadn’t.

He sighed. “Protect the team. I’ve got people on payroll who freak when a hashtag tilts. I know how that sounds.”

“It sounds real,” I said, because it did.

“I’m sorry, Rob.” A beat. “Robyn.”

My name in his mouth did something I didn’t know how to carry. “It’s fine,” I lied.

He hesitated. “You’ll be okay?”

“I’ll be fine.” I heard the thin edge of my own voice and pushed a smile into it. “I’ll do a solo night. Maybe go back to defaults. Reset.”

“Right.” He cleared his throat. “You’re good on your own. You know that.”

“I know.”

“Cool.” He let the word sit. “I’ll ping when the dust settles. You got this.”

“Yeah.” The pen cap snapped in my fingers. “Talk soon.”

We didn’t hang up right away. The shared silence stretched until it felt like a string I couldn’t hold anymore. I said, “Night,” and he said, “Night,” and the call ended.

The quiet after was a slap. I set the broken pen down and walked to the bathroom on autopilot. The mirror threw back my face without the wig or the dress or the filter of soft lighting. Bare, a little puffy around the eyes, a faint ghost of liner I’d scrubbed earlier. I leaned on the counter and stared until the room doubled.

Without the hair and the blue and the bit, I looked like a kid who’d stayed up too late grinding. It made me want to put everything back on at once. It also made me want to crawl under the bed and sleep for a week.

I splashed water on my face and it didn’t help. The phone buzzed—a new clip, more comments, more heat. I turned it screen-down and stood there with the drip of the faucet and the rain outside and the echo of his voice saying my name.

“Publicly,” I said to the empty room, like a bad joke. Then I shut off the light and let the dark have me for a minute.

The next day I went live alone for the first time since Spookfest started. I told myself it was a “reset stream.” Back to basics, no costume, no act. Just me, the game, and chat. The blue dress stayed in the closet, zipped up tight like it was holding its breath.

I wore a plain black hoodie, the one with fraying cuffs, and switched the RGB lights to neutral white. The ring light made everything look flatter. Even my voice felt different, like someone had turned the brightness down on it too.

“Hey guys,” I said into the mic. “Solo queue tonight. Keeping it chill.”

The chat scrolled slowly. A few hearts, a few “where’s the dress,” a few asking about Trent. I deflected with a joke about him being “AFK in real life.” The usual rhythm was gone. My aim was fine, but the energy wasn’t there—the banter, the noise, the stupid warmth that came with someone watching your back.

Round after round, I died early and filled the gaps with awkward commentary. “Wow, classic whiff. Love that for me.” No one clipped it. No one spammed emotes. The silence between matches stretched.

I played three games before giving up and switching to just chatting. “So,” I said, forcing a smile, “what’s new?”

The regulars said nice things. One wrote, “You don’t need the costume. You’re still our princess.” That one made me blink hard for a second. Another said, “Knight’s just lagging behind.” I didn’t know how to respond, so I laughed.

After an hour, I signed off with a tired wave. “Alright, I’ll see you guys tomorrow.” The viewer count had halved by then.

When the stream ended, the silence hit like a vacuum. The chair squeaked when I leaned back. OBS asked if I wanted to save the VOD. I clicked no.

I opened my clips folder instead. The old ones were lined up neatly, like a timeline of a life I’d somehow built in a week. I clicked one at random. Trent’s voice filled my headphones.

“I got you, princess.”

The clip froze on me smiling—eyeliner sharp, shoulders straight, that faint glow from the ring light giving me soft edges. I watched it three times. The first for nostalgia. The second to see what viewers had said. The third just because I couldn’t stop.

I wasn’t stupid. I knew what the ache was. It wasn’t just missing him or the numbers or the chaos of the viewers calling us a duo. It was the feeling that I’d found a version of myself I actually liked, and now I’d been told to hide it.

I closed the window and stared at my reflection in the black screen. My hoodie had slipped off one shoulder. My hair was messy, but the faint line of highlighter from last night still clung to my skin. I touched it without thinking.

“You’re still here,” I whispered to no one.

The rain outside had slowed to a drizzle. A car passed down the street, headlights sweeping briefly across my room. The blue dress glimmered faintly through the crack in the closet door.

I turned off the monitor, leaving only that small glint in the dark, and let myself watch it until I couldn’t tell if the tightness in my chest was sadness or something stranger, softer.

Tomorrow, I’d stream again. But tonight, I just sat there and listened to the quiet hum of my PC, looping that clip one more time in my head.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE PING hit my pocket right when something shrieked in the dark and a rubber bat smacked me in the face. I flinched so hard I elbowed Clint, my friend from school, who was laughing like a hyena and also pretending he wasn’t scared. The haunted house had been his idea—downtown pop-up inside an old hardware store, plywood walls, fog machines, kids in dollar-store blood. Oregon rain drummed on the roof and leaked cold through every seam.

“Wait, my phone vibrated.”

“Phone away,” Clint said, grinning. “The clowns sense weakness.”

“It’s probably just my mom,” I said, thumbing the screen anyway. The message lit up my whole world: Trent Knightley — Halloween eyeball still on. You coming?

My mouth went dry. Another scare actor slid across the floor on knee pads and hissed at us. Clint swore, then laughed again and shoved me forward. “Keep moving, princess.”

I pocketed the phone like it had teeth. We turned a corner into a hallway lined with mirrors. My hoodie and jeans looked dull in the funhouse glass. In one panel I was stretched tall; in another, short and wide. A fake thunderclap rattled the speakers. My phone buzzed again.

Trent: I owe you a real convo. Please.

The please sat there like a dare. I typed maybe, stared, then deleted it. I typed maybe again and hit send before I could chicken out.

Clint leaned into a mirror, making faces. “So who’s texting you in a haunted house? Don’t tell me it’s the pumpkin from your porch.”

“Stream stuff,” I said. “The Lobby’s Halloween eyeball.”

He snorted. “You mean ‘meet-up.’ Eyeball is gross.”

“It’s what they call it.”

We shuffled into a room where a guy in a busted suit sprang from a coffin. A kid screamed behind us; Clint clapped like a proud dad. I kept one hand on my phone like it was a talisman. Another ping.

Trent: Fair. But… I’d like to see you. Talk for real. No mics. No chat. If you want.

I stopped walking. The fog curled around my shins like dry ice soup. In the corner, a motion sensor triggered a ghost on a wire; it swooped and tangled, stuck on a nail. The actor swore quietly and tried to free it.

Clint bumped my shoulder. “You okay?”

“Yeah.” I swallowed. “He wants to… talk. In person.”

“That the knight?”

I rolled my eyes. “Don’t.”

“What? He carried you like a Disney bodyguard for a week. I get it.” Clint glanced at my screen and then at my face. His smile softened. “You want to go.”

“I don’t know.” I did. That was the problem.
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“It’ll be chaos. People will freak.”

“People already freak,” he said. “At least this time you get churros after.”

We stepped into the final room—a fake kitchen with a jump-scare fridge. A guy in a greasy apron popped out with a cleaver, we yelped, it was great. The exit dumped us back into the wet night, where food trucks steamed under string lights. The air smelled like cinnamon and diesel. I checked my phone again, heartbeat doing dumb things.

My DMs were full of fan art. Robyn in blue satin. Robyn with a tiny crown emote hovering by her shoulder. One had me and Trent back to back like a game poster—his hand up, two fingers pointing like a gun, my skirt swishing, our names in neon: Robyn’s Knight. I saved it without thinking and felt my throat tighten.

Trent hadn’t double-texted. He was waiting. I opened the chat and typed: I’m thinking.

He replied in seconds: Take your time. I’ll be at the venue either way. If you come, I’m buying the first round of overpriced sodas.

Clint ordered churros and handed me one.

“Eat. Sugar helps decisions.”

I took a bite and stared at the screen until the rain blurred it. The idea of seeing Trent in a room without a buffer made my stomach flip. The idea of not going felt worse. I wiped my hands on a napkin and typed, still on the fence. He sent back a single check mark emoji. No pressure. All pressure.

We walked to the bus stop under a slick of light. I tucked my phone in my pocket and let the churro warm my fingers. The haunted house had cheap props and better timing. Real life felt the same right then—paper mache, real fear, and somewhere under it, a door I needed to push through.

When the bus pulled up, I checked my messages one more time and swallowed hard. The fan art’s blue satin glowed on my screen like it remembered me.

Back home, the house was quiet except for the dishwasher humming and the rain easing off the gutters. I toed off my shoes, hung my hoodie on the back of my chair, and stood in front of the closet like it might answer me. The dress bag waited there, blue peeking through the plastic window.

I unzipped it and the satin breathed out like it remembered my hands. Last time, the zipper had fought me, teeth catching, fabric bracing. This time it slid easier, like the dress had learned me. I laid the petticoat on the bed, stepped into it, and felt the familiar soft cage settle around my legs. The skirt followed. I pulled the bodice up, reached back, found the tab on the first try, and the zipper climbed without a fight. The snug line along my ribs didn’t feel like restriction anymore. It felt like alignment.

I turned toward the mirror and almost laughed. My hair was still a mess and my face was bare, so the look was half-constructed princess, half Oregon teen who’d just hauled pumpkins, but the silhouette hit me anyway. I stood straighter without thinking.

I pulled the small makeup bag from the drawer and set my phone beside the mirror with a tutorial paused. I didn’t hit play. I already knew the steps. I dabbed a little concealer under my eyes, pressed it in with a sponge, dusted powder lightly.

No heavy contour—just a soft shadow under the cheekbones, enough to give the camera a hint. I dragged the smallest brush across a pale peach and tapped it on the apples of my cheeks. The color sat like I’d jogged up the stairs and liked it.

For lashes, I skipped the big set and reached for the half-strip I’d cut earlier. Just the corners. I glued, waited, pressed them into place with a bobby pin. My eyes tilted a fraction and woke up. The liner went on thin, a whisper more than a line. The gloss was clear with a hint of pink. When I leaned forward, my mouth looked soft without shouting about it.

I put the wig on the stand for a second and brushed it out. The synthetic fibers reflected my ring light with a polite sheen. Cap on, pins tucked, lace laid, a tap-tap along the hairline. The hair fell around my face and I caught my breath—not from surprise, exactly, but from recognition. I tilted my head left, then right, and the girl in the mirror tracked me with calm eyes.

“Hi,” I said, testing. My voice pitched up without strain, then fell back. I tried again, not aiming for some cartoon register, just… cleaner. Brighter. Less mumble, more shape. “Hi.” The sound made sense coming from the face that looked back. It didn’t feel fake. It didn’t feel like a bit.

I waited for the guilty flutter and it didn’t arrive. Instead a simple word formed and settled: affirming.

I gave a small laugh that didn’t crack. “Okay.” I tried a line I’d said a hundred times on stream, the old joke I’d made when Trent tossed me a gun: “For the princess?” It came out warmer, owned. I rolled my shoulders back and felt the bodice remind me where my spine should be.

I stepped closer to the mirror until the glass cooled my breath. I pressed my palm against it, fingers splayed. On the other side, her palm met mine—same hand, same bones, same lines—only the name that flickered behind my eyes was different. Robyn.

I smiled. It wasn’t camera big. It was small and sure, the kind you make when no one’s watching. The dishwasher clicked to another cycle. Somewhere down the hall, the heater kicked on. The house stayed itself while I changed inside it.

I practiced a few more sentences, smoothing my words like I was lining up crosshair placement on a map I knew by heart. “Hey, guys.” “Good to see you.” “I’m still me.” Each pass sounded steadier. I wasn’t trying to fool anyone. I was trying to hear myself clearly.

When I finally stepped back, the skirt sighed around my legs, and the wig brushed my shoulders like a promise. I set the brush down, touched the edge of my cheek where the highlighter glowed soft, and breathed out.

“Hi, Robyn,” I said to the mirror.

“Hi,” she said back.

By morning, the rain had thinned into mist, the kind that made everything outside look like a watercolor. I hadn’t slept much. My suitcase sat open on the floor, half-filled, the dress folded over tissue paper like a promise I wasn’t sure I deserved to keep.

I brewed coffee I didn’t really want, sat on the edge of my bed, and stared at the DM thread with Trent. The last message still glowed: Take your time. I’ll be at the venue either way.

I typed, erased, typed again. Then I got up, because deciding while sitting never worked.

The dress went in first—careful, deliberate folds. Then the petticoat, the wig stand disassembled into three pieces, flats wrapped in an old hoodie, tape, makeup bag, charger cables, and my streamer tags shoved in the front pocket. Packing for a convention, I told myself. Totally normal.

I zipped the suitcase halfway, paused, and looked around the room. The LED strip was still set to that soft blue from the Spookfest week. I’d left it that way on purpose. It made the walls glow like aquarium water. My monitor reflected the light, showing a faint double of my face. I hadn’t taken off the light makeup from last night’s mirror session.

I touched my cheek and smiled. There was no audience, no chat, no camera—just me, packing like someone who knew what they wanted to do.

I pulled on jeans, a black tee, and a jacket that still smelled like detergent. When I went to zip the suitcase, the motion felt final. My stomach fluttered, not with fear exactly, but with that edge before jumping in a game—where the match is loading and it’s too late to back out.

My phone buzzed on the desk. For a second I thought it was Trent again, but it was just Clint. Yo, you decided?

Yeah, I typed back. I think so.

Go. Stop thinking so much. It’s Halloween. You were literally born for drama.

Thanks, man.

Send pics. Or don’t. Actually yeah, do.

I laughed under my breath. The sound steadied me more than the caffeine ever could.

I grabbed the suitcase handle, rolled it toward the door, then stopped. Something about the room felt too ordinary to leave behind like this. I turned back and snapped a quick photo—the closet half-open, the LEDs dim, the dress bag empty on the hanger. It wasn’t much, but it felt like proof.

Before I could lose the nerve, I opened Discord, clicked on Trent’s name, and typed: I’ll be there.

It sent with a soft pop, no fanfare. The screen held still for a full second before it lit again.

Good.

That was it. Just that word. But somehow it carried more than any of our long calls. Relief, maybe. Or a green light I didn’t know I’d been waiting for.

I locked the message thread, shoved the phone in my pocket, and wheeled the suitcase down the hall. Mom was in the kitchen, peeling apples for pie. She looked up and blinked. “You going somewhere?”

“Just a thing,” I said. “Stream meetup.”

She studied me, then smiled faintly. “Be safe. Text me when you get there.”

“Promise.”

Outside, the mist thickened. The air smelled like wet pine and cold sugar from the neighbor’s jack-o’-lanterns. I popped the trunk of my beat-up Civic, hoisted the suitcase in, and stood there for a second, watching the driveway breathe fog.

Trent’s single word replayed in my head, quiet but steady. Good.

It buzzed through me like electricity.

I slid into the driver’s seat, turned the key, and felt the engine rumble awake. The mirror caught my face—bare, calm, eyes clearer than I remembered.

“Alright,” I said softly, to the empty car, to the girl waiting in the suitcase, to whoever I was becoming. “Cinderella’s going to the ball.”


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE VENUE breathed like a giant machine—LED signs pulsing in orange and violet, cardboard gravestones propped under trusses, fog drifting in a gentle loop from hidden vents so nobody choked on it. Neon masks hung from a wire like trophies. The bass from somebody’s playlist thumped through the floorboards just enough to make my shoes feel lighter.

I parked two blocks away and finished getting ready in the back seat, which felt both tragic and perfect. Wig secure. Lashes neat. Dress zipped. Flats on because I respected my ankles. When I finally stepped out, the October air slid cool along my shoulders. I pulled the capelet tighter, adjusted the small blue ribbon at my throat, and walked.

Inside, the room rippled the way a chat does when a surprise hits. I felt eyes catch and skid, curiosity snapping into attention. Not rude, not gross—just a wave of surprise that warmed as it moved, like the room was choosing me on purpose. The powder-blue caught the lights and turned them into water. I could see us all reflected in the long windows: pirates, witches, a sad clown in a hoodie, and me—Cinderella who had learned how to stand.

“Whoa,” someone said near the bar, and whistled low. Another voice went soft: “That’s Robyn.”

I smiled without forcing it and found The Lobby crew clustered near a stage riser where they’d set up a side PC for show matches. Cass waved a foam hand. A few others lifted their phones like periscopes. I kept moving, slow and steady, like walking into a new site with my crosshair already where it needed to be.

Then I saw him.

Trent stood with his back to the LED wall, dressed in a loose black button-down and a cheap knight helmet pushed up like a visor. Cheesy, perfect. His laugh cut through the music as he finished a story—and then he turned, eyes skimming the room out of habit, ready to call targets or greet fans or both. His gaze found me and just… stopped.

The helmet tilt froze. His mouth parted like he’d forgotten what he’d been about to say. For a beat, the music and the fog and the chatter kept doing their thing, but he didn’t move at all. It wasn’t shock that looked like rejection. It was that look from stream—the one he got mid-retake when everything lined up and he saw the path before he took it.

I lifted a hand. Not a wave, exactly. A hello you save for one person.

He came forward like someone had released a keybind. The crowd thinned without really parting; people made space the way you do for a moment you understand without needing context. Up close, he smelled like clean soap and something fizzy—probably stage fog and soda. The apology was in his eyes before he could shape it with his mouth: I messed up, I know, I’m here.

“Hi,” he said, voice quieter than the room. The visor clinked as he pushed it fully up. “You look…”

“Blue?” I offered.

“Like a real princess,” he said, and swallowed like the word surprised him.

“Hi, Robyn.”

Hearing it live put a small ache in my chest that wasn’t painful. I took a breath and felt the bodice hold me upright. “Hi, Trent.”

For a moment we stood there with other people’s cameras pointed everywhere but somehow not at us. Cass yelled, “Princess sighted!” and someone booed playfully like we were actors arriving late. I laughed and it sounded like me, not the version I’d invented.
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Trent lifted his hand, hesitated, then let it rest light on my forearm where the glove ended. “Can we—” He glanced toward a side hallway dressed up with paper bats. The question was there: privacy?

I nodded. The room resumed its own hum as we slipped off the main floor. Behind us, someone triggered a fog burst and a ring of neon skulls flickered. A volunteer in a ghost sheet bumped into a fake coffin and apologized to it. We turned the corner and found a quiet strip of wall washed in blue light from an exit sign. The door rattled faintly with the city’s cold breath.

He exhaled, like he’d been holding it since I walked in. “I wanted to say it where you could see my face.”

“I’m looking,” I said, and meant it.

He nodded once, as if giving himself permission. The apology gathered, real and heavy, ready to be said. The noise of the venue softened to a heartbeat-level thud, and all the orange and violet spilled down the hall like a curtain.

“Okay,” he said. “First—”

I lifted a hand just enough to stop him for half a second. “I’m here.”

His shoulders eased. The visor wobbled and he pushed it back again, almost sheepish. The apology rose in his eyes once more, and this time, I let it meet me.

He started again, careful, like defusing a tripwire. “I handled it wrong.”

“I noticed,” I said, not sharp, just true.

He huffed a laugh that died fast. “Brand panic is stupid until it’s your brand. Manager calling. Sponsors ‘checking in.’ People tossing ‘gay’ around like a rock through a window. I told myself to wait it out, let it cool, and all I did was leave you in a freezer.”

The blue exit light made his eyes look darker. I ran a finger along the seam of my glove to keep my hands busy. “It sucked,” I said. “Hearing you go quiet when everything got loud.”

“I know.” He looked at the floor, then back up, staying with me. “I wasn’t trying to erase you. I was trying not to get erased myself. And somewhere in there I forgot the basic human step of telling you that out loud.”

“Publicly and privately are two different maps,” I said.

“I can play either. I just needed the callout.”

“Yeah.” He swallowed. “When viewers called me gay, I didn’t care about the word. I cared about what my team would do with it. If they’d drop me because they think I’m a liability. If me caring about you makes me suddenly… hard to market.”

The words should’ve stung more than they did. Maybe because they were honest. Maybe because I knew he wasn’t asking me to make it smaller. He was showing me the size of the thing he’d been carrying.

“And the other part,” he said, voice lower, “is that you make me feel—” He fumbled, of all people. “Soft. Protective. Alive. Which I wasn’t prepared to admit on a livestream I didn’t consent to. I think I convinced myself if I stopped duoing I could stop feeling it. That was dumb.”

“Yeah,” I said, and surprised us both by smiling. “It was.”

He smiled back, quick and crooked. “You looked happy when I called you princess. I kept replaying that in my head like a freak.”

I felt heat climb my neck under the ribbon. I could’ve dodged it. Instead I stepped into it. “I liked it more than I expected,” I said. “It wasn’t a joke to me. It felt… nice. Right. I missed hearing it.”

His shoulders dropped an inch, like I’d given him a verb. “I missed saying it.”

The hallway held our silence for a beat, easy this time. The exit door ticked with the bass from the main room. Someone laughed far away; a fog machine sighed.

“I was hurt,” I said, because I owed myself the sentence. “I kept thinking, if you could carry me in a match, why not through a week of dumb discourse.”

He nodded like I’d hit the middle of the target. “You’re right. I got scared in a way that made me small. I don’t want that to be my playbook.” He rubbed his thumb against his palm. “I’m sorry, Robyn. Not just for PR mode. For making you doubt what was real.”

I made myself breathe slow. The bodice kept my back honest. “It was real for me,” I said. “The streams, the bit, the name. All of it. Even when I was alone.”

He looked at me like the room had quietly resized itself. “Same.”

A laugh bubbled up, not at him, but at the absurdity of doing feelings under a buzzing exit sign while a skeleton DJ spun “Thriller” on the other side of the wall. I wiped at my eye with a knuckle and didn’t smudge anything. “So what now?”

“Now,” he said, and the captain in him clicked back in, “we walk out there and be normal humans at a party. Take a few photos. Exist. Then maybe—if you want—we sneak a game on the side setup and I ‘accidentally’ throw the last round so you can clown me in front of everyone.”

“You wouldn’t,” I said, delighted.

“I would,” he said, already smiling. “Princess privilege.”

The word slid into me and landed with that quiet, right weight. I nodded. “I’d like that.”

“Good.” He offered his arm, not cheesy, just steady. “And after we make exactly three jokes and take one non-cringe photo, I buy you a soda and we talk more. Real talk. I don’t want this to be a hallway patch. I want a full update.”

I looped my hand where glove met sleeve. The fabric of his shirt was warm from the room. “Deal.”

We stood there a second longer, letting the moment finish loading. Then the fog sighed again, the bass nudged us, and we turned back toward the neon and the noise, shoulder to shoulder, like the map had finally rendered.

The noise swallowed us as soon as we stepped back onto the floor. Somebody had changed the playlist to a dance remix of an old anime opening, and the crowd was half-dancing, half-yelling the words wrong. Cass spotted us immediately and pointed with a plastic sword.

“Look who respawned! Our duo’s back!”

A cheer rippled through the group, playful, harmless. Trent gave a small, mock bow; I curtseyed without thinking, and everyone laughed. The moment felt lighter than I expected—like the internet version of us had stayed online, but here, it was just people in too much makeup eating nachos.

Cass grabbed my hand and spun me once, yelling over the music. “Girl, you look like you won Spookfest and prom at the same time.”

“Don’t jinx it,” I said, still laughing.

She leaned close. “He’s been weird all night, you know. Checking the door every time someone walked in. You did that.”

I looked past her shoulder. Trent was talking to a tech guy by the side stage, helmet tucked under his arm, smiling the kind of smile you wear when you’re listening but waiting for something else. When he caught me watching, he tilted his head toward the side setup—the one with the mini-PC, extra keyboard, and two headsets. A spare monitor glowed like bait.

I excused myself from Cass and walked over. “You serious?”

He was already booting Valorant. “Always.”

“You really want to lose in public?”

He grinned. “For you? Absolutely.”

Someone nearby yelled, “One v one! Knight versus Princess!” and suddenly half the room gathered around, phones out, chanting. The Halloween lights flickered overhead, fog curling at our ankles. Trent gestured for me to take player one.

“Ladies first,” he said.

“Big mistake,” I said, slipping the headset on. The familiar boot-up hum filled my ears, and something in my chest unclenched. It felt like home—just pixels, ping, and adrenaline.

We loaded into Ascent again. Cass was on commentary duty, shouting every move like it was a world final. “Round one: Knight’s playing it safe, but the Princess got aim!”

Trent peeked mid and caught my first bullet in the shoulder. He laughed. “You still play too aggressive.”

“Maybe I like the rush,” I said.

“Or maybe you just like showing off.”

“Maybe.”

The crowd ooo’d at that. He tried to flank me through tree, but I caught the sound cue and swung first. Headshot. One–zero.

Round after round, the noise built. People threw popcorn. Someone started a drumbeat on the table. I was grinning so hard my cheeks hurt. Trent leaned forward, concentrating, the corner of his mouth twitching when I got another kill.

“Tie-breaker,” Cass yelled. “Final round! Winner gets eternal bragging rights!”

Trent planted the spike with ten seconds left. I pushed through market, heartbeat syncing with the countdown. We met in lane. I flicked up. Shot landed.

Victory.

The room exploded.

Trent threw his hands up, laughing. “She wins. I totally let her.”

“Liar,” I said, still breathless.

He leaned close enough for only me to hear. “Maybe. But I liked watching you win.”


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

AFTER THE crowd thinned and the playlist slid into sleepy synths, we slipped outside. The venue’s marquee glowed warm over the sidewalk, letters crooked from whoever had rushed to spell THE LOBBY. We walked past the smoking circle and the food trucks, down to a patch of city grass that still held the day’s chill. The fog machines hadn’t followed us; the night felt clean.

We sat, legs crossed, shoulders nearly touching. Above us, the moon leaned out from a slow-moving cloud like it was curious. The dress settled around me in soft folds. I tucked the flats under my thighs and let the grass press cool through the fabric.

Trent tilted his head back and let out a long breath. “That was fun.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Feels like I can breathe again.”

He glanced over, smile small but real. “You were ridiculous on that last round.”

“You planted with ten seconds, I had to make it cute.”

“Mission accomplished.”

Silence stretched—not awkward, not empty. My heart finally matched the night’s pace. Cars hissed by on wet asphalt, and somewhere a siren wound up then thought better of it. The marquee buzzed like a giant bee.

Trent rubbed his palms on his jeans, like warming them, then looked at me straight. “Can we start over?”

I blinked. “Like… in what way?”

He winced at his own vagueness. “I mean collab, but not just collab. Offline. Less noise. Less… performance.”

“Like practice scrims?” I tried, half-teasing.

He laughed, shook his head. “Like dates.”

The word hung there, steady. My stomach did a weird flip I didn’t hate. “Oh.”

“Not to rush you,” he added quickly. “I know the week’s been loud. I wanted to say it out here, not in a DM or with a thousand people eavesdropping. I like being around you, Robyn. I like who I am when I’m around you.”
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I looked at my hands in my lap. “I’m still figuring things out,” I said, feeling every word land. “Labels, my body, what this all means. I don’t have a perfect answer. Half the time I feel brave and the other half I feel like I’m faking it.”

He nodded, eyes soft. “You don’t owe me a definition. I’m not asking for one.”

I let out a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding. The moon slid another inch from the cloud, brighter now, pale on his cheekbone. I could see the dent in his hair where the dumb knight helmet had been. It made me smile.

“I can’t promise I won’t wobble,” I said. “Or that I’ll always want to be on camera. Or that the internet won’t get stupid again.”

“Stupid is their full-time job,” he said. “Ours can be different.”

I laughed, quiet. “Okay, coach.”

He waited, patient. No pushing. No clever line to fill the space.

What I did know felt simple when I said it out loud. “I like being with you.”

His shoulders eased, like I’d untied something. “Me too.”

The marquee buzzed a little louder, like agreeing. A breeze lifted the edge of my hair and set it down again. He reached, slow enough that I could change my mind, and tucked a strand behind my ear. His hand hovered a second, heat lingering, then fell back to his knee.

“So,” he said, a little shy now in a way I’d never seen on stream, “coffee that isn’t from a convenience store? A walk that isn’t from the parking lot to a LAN party?”

“Yes,” I said, and my voice didn’t shake. “I’d like that.”

We watched the moon for a while, saying nothing, letting the quiet settle like a save screen after a hard level. I leaned back on my palms, the dress rustling softly, the grass cool and damp through the fabric. His knee bumped mine, then stayed. My chest felt light in a way that didn’t come from chat, or numbers, or applause. It felt like opening a door to a place I could actually live.

He cleared his throat, eyes bright. “One more question.”

“Hit me.”

“Can I call you princess again? Not because of content. Because it made you smile.”

I surprised myself by answering without thinking. “Yeah. You can.”

He grinned, the kind that tugged me right along with it. “Okay, princess.”

I rolled my eyes, but my mouth betrayed me. “Don’t get cocky.”

“Too late,” he said, laughing.

We sat there until the cold crept into our sleeves and the marquee clicked off with a tired sigh, leaving the moon to finish the job.

Moments later, we wandered toward the glow of the parking lot, not ready to leave but too cold to keep pretending we weren’t. The marquee hummed behind us; the moon rode higher, pale and nosy. Trent stopped near a low hedge and turned to face me, hands tucked in his jacket like he was keeping them from doing anything dumb.

“So,” he said, mouth quirking, “deals. We’re good at deals.”

“Contracts and clauses,” I said. “Very professional.”

“Okay, clause one.” He offered his little finger, solemn. “Forever duo partners.”

It made me laugh, but not in a way that broke anything. I hooked my pinky with his. The contact was small and sure, skin warm from his pocket. “Forever duo partners,” I echoed.

“Clause two,” he said, voice softer. “Coffee and dates and actual life, even if the internet throws tomatoes.”

“Clause two accepted.”

“Clause three,” he added, eyes bright. “You get final say on what’s public and what stays ours.”

I swallowed around the lump that sentence made. “Deal.”

For a beat we just stood there, pinkies linked, grinning like kids who’d pulled the rarest drop in a ten pull. Then he unhooked gently and lifted my hand, careful, checking my face for no, for stop, for anything but yes. When I didn’t flinch, he turned my glove a fraction and kissed my knuckles—light, playful, reverent. It wasn’t a showy thing. Not a claim. Just a hello sent through skin.

Heat rolled up my arm. I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d pinched and watched it cloud in the air. Someone walked past from the venue with a plastic cauldron of candy and didn’t even glance our way. The world refused to make a scene for us, which somehow made the moment realer.

He lowered my hand slowly, not letting go yet. “Okay?” he asked.

“Okay,” I said, and heard how steady I sounded. That steadiness surprised me more than anything.

He hesitated, then stepped in half a pace. “Can I—” He stopped, laughed under his breath. “Wow, I’m actually asking.”

“Yeah,” I said, before my brain could build a wall. “You can.”

He leaned in, slow enough to dodge if I wanted to. I didn’t. The first touch was nothing—just the soft press of his mouth against mine, the taste of soda and mint and a little autumn night. Then something unfurled low in my stomach—fluttery and bright—and all the noise around us faded to the sound of my own breath. He didn’t rush it. He didn’t grab. He kissed me like he’d been learning the map by heart and this was the moment he finally walked it.

I kissed him back, careful at first, then braver. The world didn’t tilt; it aligned, like a crosshair settling exactly where it should. A band of butterflies took off under my ribs and didn’t land. When we parted, he kept his forehead near mine, smiling like he’d just aced a clutch and didn’t want to brag.

“Hi,” he whispered, stupidly.

I laughed. “Hi.”

We stayed there with our noses almost touching, everything around us ordinary—cars, wet pavement, a distant train—while inside me something bright rearranged itself into a shape I recognized.

The label could wait.

The future could be built.

This, right now, felt like a beginning that didn’t need a speech.

He slid our hands into his jacket pocket, both of them together, like a shared save slot. “Queue after this?” he said.

“Always,” I said, and meant the bigger thing.

“Princess,” he added, soft, like a promise rather than a bit.

I rolled my eyes because that was the only way to keep from beaming. “Don’t let it go to your head, Sir Knightley.”

“Too late,” he said, and bumped my shoulder with his.

We started back toward the cars. The moon followed, nosy as ever. I glanced at our reflection in a dark storefront window—blue dress, black jacket, two figures that made sense next to each other—and felt the future stretch out ahead like a map I finally wanted to play.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR slipped by like a speedrun I’d actually practiced for. October returned with its wet sidewalks and cinnamon air, and my room looked almost the same—same desk, same ring light, same posters of anime I’d sworn I’d rotate and never did. I looked different.

I tried other names such as Rica, Rye, and Rina, months ago, but nothing felt right other than Robyn. Six months on HRT had written small notes across my body: a slow bloom beneath my sports bra, a new softness at my hips, skin that held light differently. Nothing dramatic, everything real.

I stood in front of the mirror in leggings and a cropped hoodie, hair clipped back, and watched myself breathe. The curve under the fabric was modest, but it answered a question I’d been asking since the week of the dress. I pressed a palm over my sternum and felt my heart knock like it wanted out. Nerves. Excitement. Both were allowed.

“Okay,” I told my reflection. “We can do this.”

I’d spent the past month ramping up voice practice again. No cartoon pitch, no fake. Just airflow, resonance, bright placement—stuff the YouTube coaches said while tapping their throats with perfectly manicured nails. I’d record a line, wince, try again: “Hey, guys.” “Good to see you.” “Tonight’s special.” The difference was there now, not huge, but mine. When I landed the sound I wanted, the room warmed a degree.

On the bed, my gear lay in tidy stacks like I was dressing a character screen. Bralettes, the good sports bra, the discreet padding I once swore I’d never own and now treated like a tool. The tape—medical-grade, the kind you learned to respect. I’d practiced safe placement with guides and patience; no shortcuts.

A black mesh top waited, along with a purple bodysuit and armor pieces I’d crafted with EVA foam and too many late nights. The reveal stream plan sat in my notes app like a heist list: teaser screen, countdown, lights to purple, camera angle locked. First thirty seconds on the eyes, then full frame. Breathe. Speak. Don’t sprint.

I turned to the mirror again and did the prep slowly, not as performance but as care. Moisturizer. A little color corrector. Concealer where shadows liked to camp. Powder to set. I loosened the hoodie, slipped on the sports bra, adjusted the straps until everything rested where it wanted to. The padding followed—subtle, shaped to what was already happening, not fighting it. Tape, measured and placed with the same attention I gave crosshair placement: lift, support, no tugging, no bravado. When I leaned, the silhouette held. I exhaled through a smile that surprised me.

“You’re not tricking anyone,” I told myself softly.

“You’re helping the mirror match the character, the one with big boobs that you don’t have… yet.”

The wig for later sat on its stand—long, inky, with a purple glaze—waiting like an unlocked ultimate. I brushed it out, just to keep my hands busy, and checked the stream overlay on my second monitor. New alerts, new emotes, old crown. The schedule card read: HALLOWEEN REVEAL — 7PM.

My DMs were full of hearts and sword emojis and one message from Trent that simply said: proud already. I took a photo of the prep mess and sent him back a ghost emoji with a heart. He replied with a selfie half in shadow, holding up two fingers like a ready check.

Mom knocked once and cracked my door. “Want tea?”

“Yes, please.”

She set the mug down, glanced at the armor pieces, and smiled without comment.

“You look fabulous.”

“I am,” I said, and heard the truth in it. She squeezed my shoulder and left me to it.

I rolled my chair to the desk and hit a final audio test. The lo-fi playlist hummed in my headphones. In OBS, the countdown scene glowed, waiting to be triggered. My hand hovered over the keybind, pulsing with my heartbeat.

“Okay,” I said again, and the voice that came out sounded like me—cleaner, brighter, anchored. “Let’s load in.”

Reyna, the character from Valorant I chose to dress up as, waited for me in neat pieces across the bed: the bodysuit, the cropped armor, the gloves with the pointed fingertips, the sash I’d stitched from a thrifted scarf and dyed the perfect bruised purple. Dark, lethal, gloriously feminine—that was the brief. I touched each part like I was greeting a squad before a match.

I started with the bodysuit—sleek, high-cut, black with a sheen that caught light like oil on water. It hugged close without arguing, a second skin that understood boundaries. Over it went the mesh top, then the purple panels I’d heat-formed over a salad bowl like a gremlin artisan.

The armor set against my chest with a click of Velcro and a soft thunk from the foam. I adjusted until the frame did what I’d designed it to do: highlight the gentle new line of cleavage, then armor it like a secret I chose to share.

My breath hitched anyway. There’s a moment between “idea” and “mirror” where doubt tries to speedrun your brain. Too much, it whispered. Too loud. Too hungry. I stood still and let the voice finish talking. Then I reached for the straps again, tightened them half a centimeter, and felt everything land where it was meant to. I didn’t build this to vanish. I built it to arrive.

Makeup went bolder than my Cinderella week—a smoked violet at the outer corners, matte liner with a soft wing, a lip stained deep berry then blotted to something lived-in. Highlighter, yes, but strategic: cheekbones, the bow of my mouth, the tops of my shoulders where the armor didn’t cover. I stepped back and watched the light find me.

It didn’t scream.

It chose.

The wig came next. The purple glaze flashed along the lengths like neon trapped in midnight. I slid the cap on, pinned everything down, laid the lace with the patience of a bomb tech. When the hair fell, it changed the whole geometry of my face—sharper here, softer there, the balance I’d been learning to love. I braided one side into a loose rope and tucked a gold thread through it because I couldn’t help myself.

Gloves. Finger armor. The sash slung at a diagonal so it cut through the shape just right. I clipped a small, hidden mic along the inside seam of the bodysuit and ran the cable where it wouldn’t snag. Everything felt thought-through, practiced, not frantic. I stood in the middle of my room—the same room it had always been but with girlier decor—and let the image load fully.
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“Hi, Reyna,” I murmured, then shook my head. “Hi, Robyn.”

Fear tried one more time: what if the viewers call it extra, what if someone says the quiet part loud, what if the clip monsters come back? I inhaled, slow. The bodysuit gave a little, the tape held kindly, the armor didn’t pinch. This wasn’t about winning an argument with strangers. It was about telling the mirror the truth and letting the camera borrow it.

I took a test photo on my phone—just shoulders and jaw, no full reveal—and sent it to Trent. Three dots appeared, disappeared, then came back. When his reply landed, it was just one word: breathtaking. A second later: I love you.

I smiled, full and unguarded, and it steadied me. I tugged the last strap, smoothed the mesh, and rolled my shoulders back until posture felt like power rather than performance.

At the desk, I set the lights to deep violet and dimmed the room until the armor caught edges like a comic frame. I checked framing—first tight on eyes, then the slow camera pull to full. My hands hovered over the macro keys. The timer scene sat ready, the chat poised behind it like a theater with the lights still down.

“Too much?” I asked the empty room.

“Just enough,” I answered, and this time there wasn’t a tremor.

I placed my fingers on the keyboard. One tap would start the countdown. Another would bring me into frame. I took one last breath, felt the shape of myself from throat to hips, and chose me again.

The countdown pulsed red against the dark: 10, 9, 8.
My pulse synced to it, fast but not frantic. I’d done this a hundred times—different outfits, different nights—but never like this. At five, I rolled my shoulders, letting the armor creak softly. At three, I smiled to no one yet. At one, the stream scene switched.

Camera fade-in.

For a half second the only light was violet, cutting through the fog effect I’d queued in OBS. Then my eyes lifted, locked straight into the lens, and Reyna-Robyn looked back. I tilted my chin, the kind of smirk you learn from characters who’ve survived worse. The chat detonated instantly—emotes, caps lock, hearts, the flood of disbelief and joy that only live internet chaos can make.

The first line slipped out easy. “Miss me?”

They spammed YES in a hundred fonts. Someone typed, OMG, she’s Reyna! Another: New character unlocked.

I laughed—a low, clear sound that carried better than the one I’d faked a year ago. I turned my head a little, letting the wig move, the armor glint. The camera followed the slow pan I’d rehearsed: gloves flexing, sash swinging, the new silhouette clear and proud.

“Happy Halloween,” I said, softer. “You could say… a lot’s changed.”

Comments flew: Gorgeous! The energy burned bright and kind.

Then another hand slid gently into frame, fingers lacing through mine. The chat exploded into full-screen emojis before I even looked. I didn’t have to. I knew that hand, the weight, the way it never grabbed—just offered.

Trent stepped into the shot beside me, casual in a dark Valorant hoodie and cat-ear headset like he hadn’t just sent half the internet into cardiac arrest.

“Sorry I’m late,” he said into his mic, voice smooth and low.

“Was farming candy.”

I turned, playing along. “Always late, Knightley.”

He grinned. “Always worth the queue.”

The crowd in chat lost its collective mind. THEY’RE OFFICIAL. OTP canon. This is better than any patch note.

Trent squeezed my hand once, grounding. “Guys,” he said, “we’ve been dating for a year now, we’ve been official since.”

I looked back at the camera. The ring light haloed his outline behind me, like a support aura. “He’s right,” I said. “We weren’t ready to announce it, but here we are now.”

For a moment, everything blurred—the hearts, the comments, the sound of donations popping like fireworks. It all slowed to just the hum of the PC fans and the warmth of his thumb brushing my knuckles. I tilted toward the mic again and smiled.

“Happy Halloween, lovelies,” I said. “Thanks for all the support!”

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Femboy for Halloween? 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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“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.

[image: A person in a white dress  Description automatically generated]

Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

We have over 30,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

You don’t even need to upgrade to VIP to enjoy most of it.

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…

[image: A person holding a glass of champagne  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“We’re practically sisters, except, you’re a boy. But I know you’d look just like me with a girly makeover. Please…”

I only meant to borrow her place for one night. My cousin’s accident left her bed-ridden, and the Hayes family’s glittering charity ball couldn’t go on without its debutante. One dress, one wig, one dance—that’s all it was supposed to be.

But when Alex Montgomery—charming, untouchable, the son of a senator—took my hand beneath the chandeliers, I forgot where the lie ended and where I began.

He saw me. Not the boy I’d been hiding. The girl I never dared to imagine.

Now I’m trapped between two worlds, balancing heels and secrets, family duty and forbidden desire. Every waltz brings me closer to the truth: I don’t want to take the gown off. I don’t want to stop being her. And if Alex finds out who I really am, I could lose everything—my family’s trust, his love, and the fragile, dazzling self I’m only beginning to claim.

But those really didn’t matter because my mind was mired with more important questions.

Who was I? Maybe I wasn’t pretending anymore. Maybe… just maybe, I’m a lady.

Read Maybe I’m a Lady

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 Femboy for Halloween.

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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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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