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Introduction

"I told myself it was just a podcast, maybe some subliminal trick. But every time I listened, I ended up softer… prettier… less like him and more like her."
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was a science student at MIT, a kid from a Wyoming cattle farm who should’ve been focused on code, data, and survival. Then one sleepless night, I stumbled onto Girly Talk. At first, it was background noise—two women laughing about makeup, fashion, and boys.

Nothing to do with me. Nothing I should’ve cared about.

But something happened. My shoulders loosened when they told me to breathe. My lips tingled when I tried the balm they swore by. I bought lotion, then panties, then wore my ex’s dress I swore I’d never wear.

Each step I called “an experiment,” a test to prove the podcast was using hidden frequencies. Because admitting I wanted it—that I wanted to be her—was too much.

And through all of it, there was Avery. My rival in class, the boy who saw me slip.

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, 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 Feminine Frequency.


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

∞∞∞

IT WAS CLOSE to two in the morning, and my screen looked like a graveyard of cells and formulas. VLOOKUPs, IF statements, nested this and that—I was half convinced the spreadsheet was mocking me. My client wanted everything neat and color coded, but my brain was running on instant noodles and bad coffee.

The dorm was dead quiet except for the hum of the radiator and the occasional slam of a bathroom door down the hall. My roommate had already passed out, his book open across his face, his snores mixing with the rattle of pipes. I had earbuds in, trying to drown out the silence with some noise, but the playlist I had on repeat was too dull.

I needed something else.

I clicked around YouTube first, then Spotify. The algorithm threw random shows at me—business podcasts, news, some comedy bits. My mouse slipped, and I ended up on a banner for something called “Girly Talk.” The cover was bright pink with two smiling women. It looked like the kind of show my brothers would laugh at before tossing the phone back at me.

I almost closed it.

Almost.

Instead, I muttered, “Fine, one episode,” and hit play.

The voices came on immediately. “Hey babes, welcome back. It’s Kayla, and with me is Ginger, the best troublemaker I know.”

The other voice laughed. “Don’t listen to her. I’m the good one.”

I rolled my eyes. Their energy was loud, almost too much. The intro music was bubbly, not my thing at all. I told myself I’d let it play while I worked, just background noise to keep me awake.

“Tonight,” Kayla said, “we’re talking about confidence switches. Little tricks that change how you feel instantly.”

Confidence switches?

I typed in another formula, jaw clenched, and thought, this is ridiculous. But the numbers lined up correctly, the first clean row I’d had in an hour. My shoulders dropped an inch, though I hadn’t even followed whatever they were saying yet.

I tried not to laugh at how absurd it was, two strangers talking about hair and skin routines while I wrestled with columns of quarterly data. Still, I didn’t stop the audio. I told myself it was pure curiosity. Like watching a bug crawl across a window—you know you should flick it away, but your eyes follow anyway.

As I copied another formula down the sheet, Ginger’s laugh broke through the static. It was warm in a way that made me sit up straighter.

“You’d be surprised,” she said, “what happens when you shift the tiniest habit. You unlock something you didn’t know was already there.”

I scoffed under my breath.

“Sure,” I whispered. “Tiny habits unlock magic. Got it.”

Still, my cursor didn’t wander to the stop button.

Kayla’s voice slipped back into my ear, calm and precise. “Right now, unclench your jaw. Seriously, you don’t even notice how tight it gets when you’re stressed. Let it go.”
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I smirked at the screen. My jaw wasn’t—then I noticed the ache. I let it drop. A faint relief washed in, like air sneaking into a sealed room.

“Now roll your shoulders back,” Ginger added, “like you’re giving your lungs some extra space. Stop hunching over that laptop.”

I shifted in my chair, pushing against the plastic backrest. My spine cracked, a sound way too satisfying. Heat spread between my shoulder blades, like I’d been wearing armor all night and finally shrugged it off.

“Better, right?” Kayla teased.

I stared at my formula bar. The cursor blinked, patient and smug. My fingers twitched over the keyboard.

“Coincidence,” I muttered.

The IF statement I’d been fighting for half an hour suddenly clicked. I corrected a misplaced parenthesis, hit enter, and the sheet filled with clean numbers. Rows lined up in perfect order. My chest tightened.

It wasn’t the formula that scared me—it was the timing.

“Now, take one deep breath into your belly,” Ginger continued.

“Don’t just breathe in your chest. Down lower. Hold it. Let it out slow.”

I tried it before I could stop myself. The breath stretched longer than expected, leaving my chest loose. My fingers steadied on the trackpad.

“Imagine,” Kayla said, “you’re not holding the world up. You’re just standing tall in it.”

I froze. The words hung there, too pointed, too sharp. Standing tall. My body felt… right, for a second.

The cursor blinked again. I didn’t move.

“This is stupid,” I whispered. But I replayed the breath, jaw loose, shoulders wide. A calm buzz ran through me, like a low voltage current.

That was when the paranoia slipped in.

“What if…” I shook my head, but the thought grew louder.

What if this podcast wasn’t just talk?

What if they’d baked in some subliminal signal?

Sound frequencies designed to trick people into acting different?

I wasn’t a conspiracy nut, but I was a computer science major. I’d read about sound therapy, about binaural beats messing with brainwaves. If they’d laced the audio with something, it might explain why I was following along like a trained dog.

“Yeah,” I muttered, “that’s all it is. Some sonic frequency thing. Not me.”

But my jaw stayed loose, my shoulders stayed back, and I couldn’t remember the last time my body felt this light.

I clicked to the next episode before I realized what I was doing.

The next morning I shuffled out of bed feeling like someone had rewired my joints. Not rested exactly, but lighter. My roommate was gone already, probably at some ungodly early lab, so the room was mine.

The glow from my laptop still lingered in my eyes. I pulled on my hoodie and walked to the corner drugstore for coffee and snacks. At the checkout line, I grabbed gum, chips, and—without thinking too hard—one tube of lip balm. The display was right by the register, all bright labels and fruity names.

I told myself it was winter dryness. Chapped lips were normal. It was practical.

The cashier didn’t even look at me, just scanned everything and dropped it into a bag. But my ears burned the whole walk back to the dorm.

When I got inside, I tore the plastic off like I was dismantling a bomb. The balm was clear, nothing flashy, but when I uncapped it and twisted the base, the smooth stick caught the light. I hesitated, then swiped it across my lips.

The waxy glide startled me.

Too soft, too careful.

I smacked my mouth together, testing.

It was nothing. Just hydration. Just a product, same as lotion or deodorant. Guys used those all the time.

But my reflection in the black screen of my laptop said otherwise. My lips had a faint shine. Subtle, but different enough to notice.

Heat rose in my face. I leaned closer, mouth parted. Was this the podcast again? Some leftover suggestion making me do things? My brain itched for an explanation.

“Science,” I whispered. “It’s an experiment.”

That sounded good. Logical. I was simply testing whether the so-called frequency could push me into actions I wouldn’t normally take. If I felt compelled to buy lip balm, then maybe I was right—it wasn’t me, it was them.

My chest eased at the thought. I could study this. Track it. Treat my own behavior like data.

I capped the balm and shoved it into my desk drawer, buried under a stack of old assignments. Out of sight, but close enough for the next test.

I tried to turn back to work, but my mouth tingled every time I moved it. The softness lingered, impossible to ignore. I told myself again and again that it was nothing, that I’d only done it to prove a point.

Still, when I finally lay back on my bed, earbuds in, the opening jingle of Girly Talk felt less like noise and more like an invitation.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE LAB SMELLED like stale coffee and overheated plastic. Rows of monitors hummed, students hunched over their projects, muttering equations under their breath. I had my code open, a neat little algorithm for sorting data sets, when Avery dropped into the chair beside me with his usual air of annoyance.

“You formatted this wrong,” he said flatly, tapping my screen without asking.

I clenched my jaw. My first instinct was to snap back fast, defend my work before he could make me feel small. But in that moment Kayla’s voice from the podcast echoed, like she’d crawled out of my earbuds and into the room: breathe slower, speak slower, let silence hold you.

I inhaled, deeper than I meant to. My chest steadied. I looked at Avery, who was waiting for me to flinch.

“No,” I said quietly, spacing the words out.

“That’s intentional. It cuts processing time.”

He blinked, thrown by the calmness. “Really?”

I turned the screen toward him, my fingers moving smoothly across the trackpad. “See the nested loop here? If I leave it like that, it catches the edge cases without needing another pass.”

For once my voice didn’t rush. It almost sounded… measured.

Avery leaned closer, scanning the lines. His expression flickered.

“Huh. I didn’t think of that.”

Normally this was the point where he’d smirk, maybe make a joke at my expense. Instead he shifted back in his chair, arms crossed. His eyes flicked to me, lingering too long.

“Guess you’re not as clueless as you look,” he muttered.

I should’ve bristled, but the tone didn’t bite as hard as usual. Maybe because my breath was still slow, my body not tensed for a fight. Ginger’s laugh from last night’s episode echoed in my head, a reminder that poise unsettles people more than volume ever could.

“Thanks,” I said simply, and turned back to the code.

The silence stretched. Avery tapped his pen against the desk, restless. For once, I wasn’t the shaky one in the pair. My heart thudded, but it wasn’t panic—it was control.

I told myself again it was just the podcast, just some weird sonic trick messing with my reactions. That had to be it. No way I’d changed overnight.

But when I caught Avery still looking at me from the corner of my eye, I felt heat crawl up my neck.

By the weekend, my skin felt raw from the dry air blasting out of the dorm vents. I told myself I needed lotion, nothing more. Normal. Functional. Guys used lotion all the time.

The drugstore was only a block from campus. I wandered the aisles with my hood up, pretending to browse while students filed past in packs. I grabbed a plain bottle of unscented moisturizer, the most neutral choice I could find.
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On the way to the register I cut through the clothing section, half without thinking. Discount socks, underwear piled in bins, tags half falling off. I meant to walk past, but my hand brushed soft fabric at the edge of a display.

Cotton. Thin, light, folded into neat packs. Women’s underwear.

I froze, staring at the pastel colors—soft pinks, powder blues, white with tiny flowers stitched along the trim. My throat tightened.

This was crazy. I was here for lotion. That was it.

But Kayla’s voice echoed in my head: try one small change. One switch.

I picked up a pack, heart racing. Three pairs. The label said breathable cotton. The price was lower than the men’s multipack hanging beside it. That was enough of an excuse.

“Cheaper,” I whispered to myself. “Just smart budgeting.”

The cashier scanned the items without blinking, but I kept my eyes fixed on the card reader. My hands shook as I shoved everything into the plastic bag and hurried out into the cold.

Back in my dorm room, I tossed the bag onto my bed like it might explode. My roommate was still out. My pulse hammered.

The lotion sat there, innocent, exactly what I came for. But the pack of panties glared up at me through thin plastic, colors too soft against the gray blanket.

“Data,” I muttered. “It’s all just data.”

If I was right about the podcast, if it really had some hidden frequency, then buying them was proof. I hadn’t done it because I wanted to. I’d done it because something was pushing me. That made it… science.

I tore the package open anyway.

I sat on the edge of my bed with the package torn open beside me. Three pairs lay there, folded like they were daring me. Soft pink, pale blue, and white with flowers along the waistband. My chest felt tight just looking at them.

I told myself again it was a test.

An experiment.

Proof that the podcast had messed with me.

No one would know. No one would see.

I reached out, then pulled my hand back. My palms were sweating. I couldn’t remember ever being this nervous, not even before an exam.

“This is stupid,” I whispered. “It’s fabric. A cheap way to get the 100% cotton feeling. Nothing more.”

Still, when my fingers finally closed around the white pair, the material was so light it barely felt real. I unfolded them slowly, almost reverently, then caught myself and laughed under my breath, shaky and uneven.

I shut the door, locked it, checked it twice. My jeans pooled around my ankles, socks bunched at my heels. I stood there in the cold air of the dorm room, goosebumps rising on my legs, holding the panties like contraband.

I stepped in one foot at a time. The waistband stretched, slid up my thighs, and for a second I thought I couldn’t go through with it. But then they were on, snug and strange against me, softer than anything I’d ever worn.

My breath stuttered.

I stared at myself in the mirror above my desk, jeans pulled back up over the panties, hoodie still on. No one could tell. No one would ever guess. But I knew.

The difference was invisible and massive all at once.

I sat down hard, headphones trembling in my hands as I shoved them in my ears. The podcast intro music filled the silence, bubbly and bright.

“Welcome back, babes,” Kayla’s voice chirped.

My pulse pounded in time with the music. The waistband pressed lightly into my skin under the denim. Every shift of my body reminded me.

“This is just data,” I whispered. My voice cracked.

“I’m proving it’s not me. Just the frequency.”

But when Ginger laughed mid-sentence, something inside me lit up. A warmth I couldn’t shove down, no matter how I tried to dress it as science.

I leaned back, covering my face with both hands.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE LECTURE hall buzzed with the low murmur of students waiting for the professor. I slid into my seat, notes already open on my tablet, pretending to be absorbed in the slides. My earbuds were tucked away, but Kayla’s words from last night lingered in my head: soften your hands, don’t clench them like claws. When you talk, let your wrist relax.

I caught myself doing it before I realized—gesturing with a small sweep of my fingers, the way she’d demonstrated. It felt lighter than my usual stiff movements, almost elegant.

Avery sat down two rows over and caught the motion. His brows knit, then he leaned closer.

“What was that?”

“What was what?” I asked, too quickly.

“You—” He tilted his head, smirking. “You were waving your hand around like… I don’t know, like you’re acting.”

Heat flushed my face. “I wasn’t acting.”

“Looked like you were.” His eyes sharpened, amused and suspicious at the same time.

“Making fun of someone?”

The knot in my chest pulled tight. I wanted to snap back, but Ginger’s advice from that same episode echoed: don’t meet sharpness with sharpness. Hold yourself like water.

So I breathed, slower than I felt, and steadied my voice. “I wasn’t mocking anyone. I just… talk with my hands sometimes.”

Avery raised an eyebrow. “Since when?”

“Since now, apparently.” I forced a half-shrug.

He studied me for a second longer than necessary, then looked away with a soft huff. The professor walked in, and the room went quiet. But I could feel his gaze flicking back to me every few minutes, like he was waiting for me to slip again.

I tried to focus on the formulas scrawled across the screen, but my fingers kept moving at the edges of my notes—looser, softer, not the rigid tapping I used to do. It wasn’t mocking. It wasn’t acting. But telling Avery that would’ve sounded impossible, even to my own ears.

When class ended, he brushed past me at the door, muttering,

“Weird,” under his breath.

The word stung, but I kept my shoulders back, just like Kayla had said. If I moved with grace, maybe no one would see how much my heart was racing.

That night I locked the door before I even set my bag down. My roommate had gone home for the weekend, which left me with a kind of dangerous freedom. The unopened bottle of lotion sat on my desk like it had been waiting. The pink lace panties from the pack were tucked under a pile of shirts, folded too neatly, as if I was afraid of creasing them.

I peeled off my clothes slowly, nerves buzzing. Standing in just my boxers, I caught sight of myself in the mirror and almost turned away. My hair stuck out in every direction, my skin blotchy from stress. Nothing about me looked soft. Nothing looked like the voices in my earbuds described.

I opened the lotion anyway. The scent was faint, nothing flowery, just clean. I rubbed it into my arms, my chest, the dry spots on my hands. The glide of my palms over my skin felt strange—tender, deliberate. Like I was caring for myself instead of just scrubbing dirt away.

Then I reached for the panties. The lace looked ridiculous in the lamplight, delicate against my rough fingertips. I hesitated, my pulse hammering, then slid them on. The waistband hugged lightly, the fabric impossibly thin. I exhaled a shaky breath.

Pulling a loose t-shirt over myself didn’t help. I grabbed the hem, twisted it into a knot at my waist like I’d seen girls do in the cafeteria, and stared at the reflection.

It wasn’t a costume. Not exactly. But it wasn’t me either—not the me I knew, not the farm kid from Wyoming who hauled feed and smelled like dirt and hay.

I stepped closer, tilted my head. My face caught the lamplight differently with my hair brushed forward. The shine on my lips from the balm was still faint but there, undeniable.

For a moment, the sight made my throat close. It was terrifying, like I’d stumbled into someone else’s body. And yet I couldn’t look away.

I should’ve ripped the shirt off, shoved the panties back in the drawer, washed my face until every trace of softness was gone. Instead I pressed my palms flat against the desk, leaning closer, searching for something in that version of myself.

“What are you doing?” I whispered to the glass.

No answer came. Only the reflection, softer than I remembered, staring back at me with wide, uncertain eyes.
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I must have dozed off in that t-shirt and panties, sprawled half across the sheets with my laptop still open. The glow faded into darkness, and my brain carried me somewhere I didn’t want to be.

The farm stretched out under a brutal Wyoming sun. Dry dirt, the smell of cattle, my brothers’ laughter cutting through the air like barbed wire.

“Cole, what the hell are you wearing?” one of them jeered.

I looked down and saw the lace peeking out above my jeans. The sound of it, the sight, set them off—louder and louder until the sound filled the sky. They doubled over, slapping their knees, voices sharp with mockery.

“Thought you were a real man,” the other sneered, grabbing the waistband and snapping it against my skin.

I tried to answer, to tell them it wasn’t what it looked like, that it was just fabric, just an experiment. But my throat wouldn’t open. My tongue felt heavy. I stood frozen while their laughter roared, the cattle shifting restlessly in the pen behind us, like even the animals could sense how wrong I was.

The dream twisted. My father appeared by the fence, silent, face unreadable. He didn’t laugh, didn’t shout. He just turned away, walking into the distance while the sky dimmed to ash.

I woke with a jolt, chest heaving, hair damp with sweat. The dorm ceiling loomed above me, blank and merciful. For a long moment I didn’t move, the echo of their voices still scraping in my ears.

My hands fumbled under the blanket until they found the lace waistband at my hips. I clutched it tight, pressing it into my skin like proof that I was awake, here, not back home in the dirt.

The fabric was soft, steadying. Not mocking. Not cruel. Just… there.

I rolled onto my side, pulling the blanket over my head. My breaths came fast and shallow until I forced them to slow, like Kayla had taught. In. Out. Shoulders loose.

It was just a dream. Just leftover noise from a life I’d left behind.

But even as my pulse calmed, I didn’t let go of the waistband. I held it like a lifeline, eyes burning in the dark.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE PODCAST opened softer that night, no bubbly music, no jokes. Just Ginger’s voice, low and steady. “I remember the first time I admitted it out loud,” she said. “I was sixteen, sitting on the floor of my room, whispering to no one. Just me and a mirror. I said, ‘I’m a girl.’ And the mirror didn’t laugh. The world didn’t end. But everything started changing.”

I froze, halfway through a formula on my laptop. My fingers hovered above the keys.

Ginger kept going. “It wasn’t easy. My parents thought it was a phase, my friends drifted, and some days I hated how long it all took. But every little step—the first lip gloss, the first time I wore a dress in public—it was like my body was saying thank you.”

My throat tightened. The lotion bottle on my desk gleamed in the lamplight, the panties I hadn’t put away still tucked under my pillow.

“This isn’t me,” I whispered. “It’s just frequencies. That’s all.”

Kayla jumped in, her voice brighter. “Sometimes people think we’re sending subliminal messages or something. Like we’re brainwashing listeners.”

I sat up straighter, heart racing.

“But the truth is,” Kayla continued, “your brain already knows what it wants. We just remind you it’s allowed to want it.”

I tore my earbuds out and dropped them on the desk. My breath came fast, uneven.

“No,” I muttered. “No, that’s not it.”

The silence of the dorm pressed in. I rubbed my palms down my thighs, trying to ground myself. It had to be a trick. A pattern of sounds slipping under my defenses. Some psychoacoustic hack. That was safer than the alternative.

But when I looked at the mirror over my desk, the faint shine of balm on my lips caught the light. And for one dizzy second, I wanted to lean closer and say something.

I shut the laptop instead, as if the screen itself might betray me.

Two hours later, the dress was shoved in the back of my closet, forgotten under a pile of hoodies. My ex, Mindy, had left it behind last semester after one of her weekend visits. Black cotton, simple cut, a little snug at the waist. I’d ignored it for months. That night I pulled it out like I was handling radioactive waste.

The panties were already on, pale blue this time. My hands shook as I tugged the dress over my head. It slid down my body, clinging in places that felt too revealing, too impossible. I stared at myself in the mirror, pale legs sticking out, shoulders awkward under the fabric. My heart thumped so hard I thought it might bruise my ribs.

I told myself it was research. Another test. If the podcast really had some subliminal effect, then this was the next step in the experiment. I could log how it made me feel, what reactions I noticed. That made it science, not… whatever else this was.

Still, when I slipped my coat over the dress and left the dorm, every nerve screamed that someone would see.

The coffee shop was mostly empty, just a barista wiping down counters and a couple of grad students hunched over laptops. I joined the line, trying to breathe like Kayla had taught—slow, steady, shoulders back. My palms sweated inside my sleeves.

When it was my turn, the barista, a girl with short hair and kind eyes, smiled at me.

“What can I get you?”

My voice cracked. “Uh… medium latte. To go.”

She typed it in, then looked back at me, head tilted. “You’ve got a really cute vibe.”

The words slammed into me. My mouth went dry. Cute vibe. She meant the dress. She saw.

“Thanks,” I mumbled, ears burning. Panic surged through me, but beneath it something else bloomed, hot and dizzying—elation. Someone had noticed, and instead of laughing, she’d called me cute.

I fumbled for my card, nearly dropped it, shoved it at her with trembling fingers. She didn’t blink, just rang me up like everything was normal.
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I took the latte and bolted, the heat of the cup searing my hand, my pulse wild. Out on the street, I pressed against the nearest wall, breath ragged, coat pulled tight around me.

Cute vibe.

The words spun in my head all the way back to the dorm, louder than any frequency the podcast could’ve hidden.

The next day our group project session collapsed into chaos. Everyone was tired, the data set was messy, and Avery’s patience had run out. He slammed his notebook shut, the sound sharp enough to turn heads.

“Maybe if you spent less time shaving your face and putting on lip gloss, we’d actually finish this on time,” he snapped.

The words hit harder than they should have. Heat pricked my cheeks, but instead of shrinking back, Kayla’s voice came to me clear as if she were in the room: breathe, shoulders loose, let your stillness do the work.

I inhaled, slow and steady. My hands folded neatly on the desk.

“That’s not helpful, Avery,” I said, my tone even, almost gentle.

He blinked, caught off guard. He’d expected me to stammer, to fight back with the same sharpness.

I continued, calm as I could manage. “If you don’t like my formatting, show me yours. Otherwise, we need to stop wasting time.”

The silence stretched. The other two group members exchanged glances, waiting for Avery to explode again. Instead he opened his mouth, closed it, then dropped his gaze to the screen. His knuckles drummed against the desk, restless.

“You think you’re better than everyone now?” he muttered, quieter this time.

I tilted my head. “No. I think I’m tired of arguing when the solution’s already here.”

His eyes flicked up, something unsettled in them. Not anger exactly—something more like confusion. I held the gaze without flinching. My heart raced, but my body stayed composed, every gesture measured.

Finally Avery looked away, mumbling an apology so low I barely caught it. He sank into his chair, typing again.

I gathered my things, sliding them into my bag with careful movements. My pulse was still wild, but I didn’t let it show. “I’ll send my revisions tonight,” I said softly, and stood.

Walking out of that room, I didn’t feel like I’d won an argument. It felt stranger than that, like I’d stepped into a different rhythm altogether. My body hummed with it, quiet and sure.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I SPENT THE morning shoving things into drawers like I was hiding evidence from the FBI. The panties went under a pile of old notebooks, the lotion buried behind a stack of textbooks. The dress—I folded it tight, wedged it beneath my extra sheets. By the time my brothers texted that they were outside, the room looked bare, sterile, like nothing in it belonged to me.

They filled the doorway the second I opened it. Ben, broad-shouldered and sunburned from years on the ranch, slapped my back hard enough to rattle my teeth. Mark followed, all grins and loud jokes about city kids and their soft hands.

“Look at you,” Ben said. “Scholar boy. You even eat out here or just download food into your computer?”

I laughed louder than I needed to. “I eat. Plenty. MIT doesn’t starve us.”

They didn’t notice the tremor in my voice, or if they did, they mistook it for nerves about school.

At the diner near campus, I overcompensated. Ordered the biggest burger, talked about coding projects like I was pitching to a boardroom. I flexed every word into something sharp, trying to sound solid, confident, not… whatever else I was becoming.

Mark raised his glass. “Our little brother, making us proud.”

“Trying,” I said, forcing a grin.

The waitress brought the food, and Ben dug in like he hadn’t eaten in days. I chewed fast, too fast, just to keep up. The whole time, I kept my shoulders squared, my laugh deeper than it wanted to be.

But under the table, my legs bounced. My chest ached from the effort of holding myself in this caricature of manhood, as the lace from my panties itched under my jeans. Every time Mark leaned back, every time Ben cracked another joke about me being a city boy now, I smiled and played along, even though my throat burned with words I couldn’t say.

When they hugged me goodbye, their arms were heavy around me, grounding and suffocating at once.

“Don’t forget where you come from,” Ben said, gruff.

“Never,” I answered, voice low.

I watched them leave, their figures shrinking down the street. Back in my dorm room, I leaned against the door, chest tight, staring at the drawer where the panties hid, at the sheets covering the dress. My mask slipped the second the lock clicked.

The silence pressed in, and for the first time all day, I let my shoulders fall.

The library was empty except for me, tucked into a corner with my laptop open and papers spread everywhere. My earbuds had stopped working, one side cutting out with static, so I switched to the speakers. Quiet, I told myself. Barely audible. Just enough so I could hear Kayla’s voice as I typed.

“…when you soften your breath, you let yourself be heard differently, you let people know that you’re a woman with dignity,” she said, her tone gentle.

The words drifted through the air, weaving around the hum of the lights. I stared at the problem set in front of me, but my eyes blurred. I just wanted the comfort of their voices.

“You look pretty even when no one’s watching,” Ginger teased through the audio.

I jumped, my chair scraping against the floor. The sound seemed to echo off every shelf.

“That’s… interesting audio for homework,” a voice said behind me.

I spun, stomach plummeting. Avery stood a few feet away, arms crossed, eyebrows raised.

My throat closed. “It’s not what you think.”

He tilted his head. “Really? Because it sounded exactly like what I think.”

Heat flooded my face. I slammed the laptop shut, too late. The voices were still in the air, lodged in both of us now.

“They’re hacking me,” I blurted. “You don’t get it. It’s subliminals. Frequencies. They put signals in the audio. That’s why—”

“Cole—”

“That’s why I bought the panties, why I—” My chest seized. My breaths came shallow, faster and faster, panic spiraling. “It’s not me. It’s not me. They’re rewiring me.”

My vision tunneled. The shelves swayed. I grabbed the edge of the table, nails digging into the wood.

Avery moved fast, kneeling beside me. His hand pressed between my shoulder blades. “Hey. Shh. Breathe.”

“I can’t,” I gasped.

“Yes, you can. In.” His voice was steady, uncharacteristically gentle.

“Now out. Slow.”

Tears burned my eyes. My whole body shook. I tried to suck in air, but it caught in my throat, jagged.

Avery wrapped his arms around me, firm but careful. The warmth of his chest anchored me, held me together while I unraveled.
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“I’m here,” he murmured. “I won’t judge. You’re safe.”

The words cracked something in me. I sagged against him, fists gripping his sleeve like a lifeline. My breaths stuttered, then gradually lengthened, drawn out by his own rhythm pressed against my back.

“You’re safe,” he repeated, softer.

I closed my eyes, shaking, the echo of the podcast fading under the steady beat of his voice.

Avery’s place was nothing like the dorms. His apartment sat off a quiet street, high ceilings, soft lighting, shelves lined with books that looked more decorative than read. He tossed his keys on the counter and handed me a glass of water without asking.

“Sit,” he said. “You’re still shaking.”

I lowered myself onto the couch, the leather cool under my palms. My body hummed with leftover adrenaline, but being here felt oddly safe, like the panic couldn’t follow me past his door.

Avery sat across from me, elbows on his knees. For once, there was no smirk, no edge in his voice. Just steady eyes that made it hard to breathe.

“You trust those podcast hosts, right? Kayla and Ginger?”

My throat tightened. “I don’t know. They’re the reason this all started.”

“Or they’re just giving you language for something that was already there.” He leaned closer. “Why don’t you call them? Ask. Straight from them. No more theories about frequencies.”

The idea made my stomach twist. My finger traced the rim of the glass.

“What would I even say?”

“Say the truth,” he answered simply.

Later that night, still at his apartment, I stared at my laptop bag on the floor. My heart thudded. Finally, I pulled it out, powered up, and found the live call-in link. My hands trembled as I typed.

Static, a jingle, then Kayla’s voice: “We’ve got a caller tonight. Who’s on the line?”

I swallowed hard. “Uh… Cole. From Boston.”

“Hi, Cole,” Ginger said warmly. “What’s on your mind?”

My voice cracked. “I think— I think your podcast is changing me. I keep telling myself it’s subliminal frequencies, like you’re hacking my brain. But I’m scared it’s not that. I’m scared it’s me.”

Silence, then Kayla spoke gently. “Sweetheart, we don’t lace our episodes with hidden signals. There’s no trick.”

Tears blurred my vision. Avery’s hand touched my shoulder, grounding me.

Ginger’s voice wrapped around me like a blanket. “Cole, the only signal is your heart. You’re hearing yourself for the first time. And that’s not scary—it’s beautiful.”

The words broke me. Sobs tore loose, raw and unsteady. Avery pulled me into his arms without hesitation, holding me while I cried into his shirt.

“You’re not broken,” Ginger said softly through the speakers. “You’re tuning in.” I pressed my face into Avery’s chest, the fabric damp with my tears. For once, I didn’t argue, didn’t scramble for explanations. I just let the sound of her words settle into me, beating in time with my own heart.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS passed in a blur of classes, half-finished assignments, and the echo of Ginger’s words looping in my head: the only signal is your heart. I carried them like contraband, hidden but always there, repeating whenever I looked in the mirror or brushed my hand across the fabric hidden in my drawer.

The knock on my dorm door startled me. It was late afternoon, the hall quiet. When I opened it, Avery stood there, hands shoved in the pockets of his jacket, a bag dangling from one arm.

“Hey,” he said, eyes flicking past me into the room. “You busy?”

My mouth went dry. “Not really. Just… homework.”

He stepped inside without waiting for an invitation, setting the bag on my bed. The mattress dipped, the plastic rustling.

“What’s that?” I asked, nerves creeping up my spine.

“Open it.” His tone was casual, but his eyes didn’t leave me.

I tugged the bag closer, untying the knot. Inside was a folded dress, soft and floral. Beneath it, a wig wrapped neatly in a hairnet, and a small makeup kit with brushes still sealed in plastic. My heart slammed against my ribs.

I looked up at him, throat tight.

“Why would you… why would you bring me this?”

He leaned back against the wall, crossing his arms. “My ex was trans. We dated for a while in high school. Maybe that’s why this… doesn’t freak me out. I get it more than you think.”

The words hit me like a crack of thunder. Understanding. Not mockery, not judgment. Understanding.

My hands trembled as I pushed the bag aside and stepped toward him. The hug happened before I could stop it—awkward, sudden, but desperate. My arms wrapped around his waist, and for a second I thought he might freeze up. Instead he hugged me back, solid and warm.

“You don’t have to thank me,” he murmured into my hair.

“Just… try it.”

When I pulled back, my eyes stung. I clutched the bag tight and darted into the bathroom, locking the door with a shaky hand.

The fluorescent light buzzed above me, harsh and unforgiving. I set the dress on the counter, laid out the wig and makeup like relics. My reflection stared back, pale and nervous.

I stripped slowly, each piece of clothing falling to the floor until I stood in the blue lace panties, my chest heaving. The dress slid over me like water, brushing against my thighs. The wig settled into place after a few clumsy adjustments, soft strands spilling over my shoulders.

I leaned in, gripping the sink.

The person in the mirror wasn’t Cole anymore. Not exactly.

My heart raced so hard I had to sit down on the closed toilet lid, palms damp, body trembling.

I opened the makeup kit with shaking hands. The brushes were new, the bristles soft. I didn’t know the first thing about contouring or blending, but the little booklet inside showed diagrams. Foundation first. I dabbed clumsily, streaking beige across my cheeks, trying to smooth it out with the sponge.

It wasn’t perfect, not even close, but the act itself made my chest thrum. Each touch of the brush felt like I was sketching a new outline over myself, erasing and redrawing at once.

Mascara next. I nearly poked my eye out, blinking until watery tears smeared the edges. My lashes looked darker though, longer, as if they belonged to someone else. Lipstick last. I chose the lightest shade, a pink that made my mouth glow.

When I leaned back, the mirror showed a stranger. A stranger with wide eyes, pink lips, and hair that fell soft against her cheeks.

I gripped the counter until my knuckles whitened. My breath came in shallow bursts. It was me, and it wasn’t.

My heart galloped, louder and louder. I pressed a hand to my chest like I could hold it still.

The dress clung around my waist, flowing over my thighs, swishing when I moved. I turned slightly, catching the full-length view in the mirror on the back of the door.

My knees wobbled.

For a long time, I just stared. The edges weren’t smooth, the makeup uneven, the wig slightly crooked—but beneath all that, there was something undeniable. A flicker of a girl I didn’t know I had been searching for.

My eyes blurred, and I pressed my palms over them. The fabric brushed my wrists, delicate and alien, reminding me this wasn’t a dream.

A laugh broke out of me, shaky and half-sobbing. I couldn’t stop it. I felt giddy, like a kid sneaking into a carnival, breaking every rule and finding joy in the danger.

The pounding in my chest didn’t stop, but it wasn’t just fear anymore. It was exhilaration, raw and unstoppable.

I whispered to the mirror, barely audible. “Kelly.”

The name tumbled out before I could stop it. My body shook at the sound.

I stepped back from the mirror, the hem of the dress brushing my knees. My reflection shifted with me, soft fabric swaying, wig hair tumbling forward when I tilted my head.

For a second, I almost yanked everything off. My fingers twitched at the zipper. This wasn’t me. This was play-acting, a costume, a mistake waiting to collapse. If I walked out there, Avery would laugh, or worse, pity me.

But then I remembered the barista calling me cute. The way Ginger’s voice had wrapped around me through the speakers. The way Avery had held me in the library, steady as stone while I unraveled.

My chest rose and fell. My pulse rattled, but my feet stayed planted.

I turned sideways, then full circle, watching the skirt flare just slightly, my legs pale and bare beneath. My cheeks flushed. There was a clumsy grace to it, but it felt real. Realer than the version of myself who ordered burgers with my brothers, who spoke too loudly to hide the tremor in his voice.

The bathroom light flickered once, buzzing. I ran my hands down the front of the dress, smoothing imaginary wrinkles. My palms left faint smudges of lotion, and the scent clung to me.
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“Kelly,” I whispered again, testing it, my lips forming around the name.

The word didn’t shatter me. It steadied me.

I drew in a breath, forcing my shoulders back, just like Kayla had taught. Posture mattered. Even if my knees trembled, I could look like I belonged in this body.

I glanced at the locked door. Avery was out there. My heart thumped so loudly I thought he might hear it through the wall.

One more look in the mirror—wig slightly crooked, lipstick uneven, eyes shining too bright—and I smiled, small but genuine.

Then I reached for the lock, hand shaking, and turned it.

The click of the lock echoed louder than it should have. My hand lingered on the knob, clammy and unsteady. For a heartbeat I considered running back, stripping it all off before he could see. But the thought of hiding again felt heavier than stepping forward.

I eased the door open. The room beyond was dim, only my desk lamp casting a circle of yellow light. Avery sat on my bed, elbows on his knees, scrolling absently through his phone. When he heard the door, he looked up.

His phone slipped from his hand, landing on the blanket with a dull thud.

I froze in the doorway, one hand gripping the frame. The dress clung to me, the wig brushed against my cheek, lipstick smudged slightly where I’d bitten my lip. I waited for a laugh, a flinch, some smart remark.

But Avery’s eyes didn’t mock. They widened, then softened, tracing me from head to toe like he was seeing me for the first time. His lips parted, but no words came out.

My throat worked around the silence. “I know I look… stupid.”

“You don’t,” he said quickly. His voice carried a weight I hadn’t heard before.

“You look… you.”

The word hit harder than any insult could have. My chest burned, my eyes stung. I hugged myself, nails digging into my arms.

“I gave myself a name—Kelly. But I also… almost didn’t come out,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

“I thought you’d—”

“Laugh? Tease? No.” He shook his head, still staring, almost reverent. “Cole… Kelly. Whatever name you’re trying on—I get it. And you don’t need to be scared of me.”

The sound of him saying Kelly made my knees weak. My body trembled, half from fear, half from relief.

I stepped out fully, closing the door behind me. The soft swish of the dress followed me across the room. Avery rose from the bed slowly, careful, like I might break if he moved too fast.

For a moment we just stood there, inches apart, the air thick with everything unsaid. My heart raced so hard I thought it might knock me over, but his gaze steadied me.

And for the first time, I didn’t feel like I was pretending.

Avery closed the last step between us. He didn’t reach out right away, just looked at me, really looked, like he was memorizing every detail. His voice was low when it came.

“You’ve been carrying this alone, haven’t you?”

My throat tightened. I nodded, unable to force out words.

His hand lifted slowly, hovering near my cheek as if asking permission. I didn’t flinch, so he brushed a strand of wig hair back, fingers grazing my temple. The touch sent a shiver down my spine.

“I don’t know how you feel right now,” he said softly, “but I do know you’re brave.”

That broke me. A sob tore out before I could stop it. My shoulders shook, my arms hugging myself tighter, like I might come undone completely if I let go.

Avery didn’t hesitate this time. He pulled me in, wrapping me against his chest. The leather of his jacket pressed cool against my cheek, his heartbeat steady beneath it.

“It’s okay,” he murmured. “Let it out.”

I did. The tears came hot, messy, smearing the uneven makeup. I buried my face in him, trembling from head to toe. For once, I didn’t care how small I looked, how fragile.

When the worst of it passed, I drew back, sniffing hard, wiping at my face with the back of my hand. The lipstick smeared, the mascara smudged. My reflection in the darkened window looked wrecked.

“I ruined it,” I whispered.

“No,” Avery said firmly. “You didn’t ruin anything. You showed me who you are. That’s worth more than perfect eyeliner.”

A weak laugh slipped out of me, shaky but real. My chest still ached, but the tightness had eased.

“You really think it’s… me?” I asked.

He met my eyes without hesitation. “I don’t just think it. I see it.”

The words hummed through me, louder than fear, steadier than denial. For the first time, I believed he might be right.

I clutched the hem of the dress, twisting the fabric in my fists, and let myself breathe.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I SAT back down on the edge of the bed, the hem of the dress fanned around my knees, my makeup a mess. The high from the mirror was fading into nerves again. I tugged at the wig, ready to rip it off.

“Okay,” I said, voice small. “I’m gonna change back. I’ll take it all off before anyone—”

Avery cut me off. “Are you nuts? You just spent an hour in there.” He laughed, but it wasn’t mocking.

“You’re not hiding again.”

My stomach flipped. “You saw how I look. It’s not… I’m not ready for people to see this.”

He crouched in front of me, resting his arms on his knees. His eyes were steady, grounding. “Then don’t think about people. Think about me. I want to take you out.”

I blinked. “Out? Like… where?”

“Dinner,” he said, then shook his head.

“No. Scratch that. Not dinner. A date.”

The word hung in the air, heavier than anything else he’d said all night. My chest tightened. “A date? In this?” I gestured at the dress, the wig slipping over one eye.

“Yes, in that.” His smile softened. “Why would I want you to hide it?”

I swallowed hard, my pulse racing. “What if someone stares?”

“They will,” he said simply. “And then they’ll move on. But I’ll still be here, next to you.”

The certainty in his tone made my eyes sting again. I pressed my palms into my lap, torn between terror and a wild spark of excitement. A date. With Avery. Out there.

I whispered, “You’re serious.”

“As serious as I’ve ever been.”

My breath caught. Slowly, I nodded. The fear didn’t vanish, but something steadier rose under it, a thrum that felt suspiciously like hope.

“Uhm, I don’t know, it’s a bit revealing, it’s… sleeveless. I have a similar dress that’s more modest. Just… wait.”

He raised his hands, surrendering to my qualms. Avery waited by the door while I changed.

“Don’t cover it all up,” he said gently. “Trust me.”

Moments later, the hallway was empty, but it didn’t matter. My heart pounded so loudly I thought it might echo off the walls. By the time we reached the front door of the dorm, my palms were slick with sweat.

The night air hit me sharp and cold, smelling faintly of damp leaves and distant traffic. Streetlights glowed overhead, too bright, spotlighting me with every step. I pulled the wig tighter around my face, head ducked low.

Avery walked beside me, casual, hands in his pockets like this was the most normal thing in the world. He didn’t rush, didn’t look over his shoulder, just matched his pace to mine.

“Relax,” he murmured.

“I can’t,” I hissed. “They’ll stare.”

“Let them.” His shoulder brushed mine.

“You don’t have to shrink for them.”

My chest felt like it was vibrating. Every passing student, every car rolling by, every flicker of light in the windows made me want to run back inside. But I kept walking. My legs shook, but they moved.

The city gave way to quiet paths, the buzz of streetlamps softening into the dim glow of park lights. The branches above swayed, scattering shadows across the path. My breath fogged in the air, shallow but steadying.

For the first time since stepping out, I dared to lift my head. The park stretched out calm and open, grass glistening with dew, benches dotted along the walkway. No one cared who I was here. No one was watching.

Avery looked over at me, his smile crooked but warm.

“See? You’re still standing.”

I let out a shaky laugh, half relief, half disbelief. “Barely.”

“Barely is enough.”

We walked further in, the dress swishing softly with each step. And somewhere between the shadows and the silence, my heartbeat began to find a rhythm that wasn’t just fear.

We ended up at a bench under a lamppost, the light pooling golden on the damp path. Avery pulled a paper bag from his jacket pocket—two sandwiches, slightly squished, wrapped in wax paper.

“You came prepared?” I asked, laughing nervously.

He grinned. “Dinner’s on me. Don’t say I never take you anywhere fancy.”

I unwrapped mine with trembling hands. The smell of turkey and mustard rose up, warm and grounding. I hadn’t realized how empty my stomach was until that first bite.

“Good?” he asked.

I nodded, chewing fast. “Better than cafeteria food.”

We ate in silence for a while, the quiet not uncomfortable. The night hummed with cricket song, and the city noise felt far away. My dress brushed against my knees when I shifted, the fabric reminding me every second who I was right now.

When I finished, I wiped my hands on the paper and glanced at him. He was watching me, not in the way Avery usually looked—sharp, assessing—but softer, like he was letting himself see something fragile.

“What?” I asked, heart climbing into my throat.

“You look… happy,” he said.

I ducked my head, heat creeping up my cheeks.

“I don’t know if that’s the word. Terrified, maybe.”

“Both can be true.”

I fiddled with the hem of the dress, twisting it in my fingers. “You really don’t think I’m crazy?”

He leaned back against the bench, stretching his arms along the backrest. “No. I think you’ve been carrying a truth you didn’t have words for. That’s not crazy. That’s… human.”

The words sat heavy in my chest, pressing against the walls I’d built. My throat went tight, but this time it wasn’t from panic. It was from the way his voice cut through all the noise, simple and steady.
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I whispered, “Thank you.”

His hand brushed against mine on the bench, just the faintest touch. My breath caught. Neither of us moved away.

The air between us grew heavier with every second his hand lingered near mine. I stared at the space where our fingers almost touched, my pulse jumping every time his knuckle brushed against me.

“You know,” he said quietly, “I used to think you were just shy. Like, painfully shy. But now I wonder if you were just… hiding.”

My chest tightened. “Maybe both.”

He angled toward me, his arm still draped across the back of the bench.

“You don’t have to hide with me.”

The words were dangerous in their simplicity. My throat worked around them, my lips parting, but nothing came out.

The lamplight cast shadows across his face, softening the sharpness I was used to. His eyes searched mine, and for once I didn’t look away. The world shrank down to the rhythm of my breathing and the steady line of his jaw.

I whispered, “What if I mess this up?”

“Then we’ll laugh about it,” he said. “And try again.”

My breath hitched.

Slowly, carefully, he reached up, tucking a strand of wig hair behind my ear. His fingers lingered against my cheek, warm and steady. My skin buzzed under the touch.

“Can I?” he asked.

The question hovered between us. I could barely hear past the roar of my heartbeat. I nodded, tiny, almost imperceptible, but he caught it.

He leaned in, the scent of his cologne brushing against me, woodsy and sharp. My eyes fluttered closed.

The kiss was soft, tentative, almost testing. His lips just grazed mine at first, giving me space to pull away. Instead, I leaned closer, catching him fully. The wig slipped forward a little, and I almost laughed, but the warmth of his mouth silenced everything else.

When he pulled back, my eyes opened to find him smiling, small and genuine.

“Not bad for a first date,” he murmured.

I laughed, breathless, my whole body trembling. “Not bad at all.”

We sat there for a moment after the kiss, the silence filled with nothing but the hum of the lamppost and the chirp of crickets. My lips still tingled, and I couldn’t stop touching them with my fingers, like I needed proof it had really happened.

Avery stood, stretching. He held out his hand. “Come on. Walk with me.”

I hesitated before slipping my hand into his. His grip was firm, steady, not hesitant in the slightest. The warmth spread through me like an anchor, grounding and dizzying at once.

The path curved through the park, the trees arching overhead like a canopy. We walked slowly, our steps falling into rhythm. My dress brushed against my legs with each stride, the wig swaying when I turned my head. For once, I didn’t care how clumsy it looked.

“Feels different, doesn’t it?” Avery asked.

“Everything feels different,” I admitted. My voice cracked, but I didn’t let go of his hand.

He gave it a small squeeze. “Good different?”

I nodded, eyes stinging. “Good different.”

We passed under a row of lights, the glow casting us in shifting gold and shadow. I caught sight of our reflection in the glass of a bus stop shelter—him tall and certain, me smaller beside him, dress and all. My chest tightened, but instead of shame, there was something like pride.

“Promise me something,” Avery said.

“What?”

“Don’t lock this version of yourself back in a drawer. Not after tonight.”

I swallowed hard. “I’ll try.”

“That’s all I ask.”

We reached the edge of the park where the path looped back toward campus. I didn’t want it to end. I wanted to stay in this bubble where the world felt quieter, where I could breathe.

Avery stopped, turning me toward him. “Kelly,” he said softly.

The name made my breath hitch.

He brushed his thumb across my knuckles. “Thank you for trusting me.”

I shook my head, voice breaking. “No. Thank you for… seeing me.”

He leaned down and kissed me again, deeper this time, no hesitation. My hands clutched at his jacket, pulling him closer. The world around us disappeared into the night.
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We left the park slowly, neither of us in a rush. The night was cool, the air sharp enough to sting my nose, but my chest still buzzed warm. My hand stayed in his, fingers laced tight, like if I let go I’d wake up alone in my dorm and find out none of it had happened.

The campus lights glowed ahead of us, familiar and foreign at the same time. I’d walked those paths a hundred times, head down, hoodie up, trying not to be noticed. Now I was in a dress, my wig tugged slightly off center, my lips still smudged pink. Every step felt like a dare, but I wasn’t walking it alone.

Avery glanced sideways at me. “You’re smiling.”

I hadn’t realized. My cheeks hurt. I ducked my head, laughing under my breath. “I can’t stop.”

“Good,” he said. “Don’t.”

We passed a group of students headed the other way. They didn’t look twice, too caught up in their own chatter. My stomach clenched anyway, waiting for a laugh or a whisper. It never came.

When they’d gone, I exhaled, shaky but relieved. “That was close.”

Avery gave my hand another squeeze. “See? World didn’t end.”

I let out a nervous laugh. “Not yet.”

“Not ever,” he corrected.

The dorm loomed into view, its windows glowing with scattered light. The sight should have dragged me back to reality, but instead it felt like a landing pad after a flight.

At the entrance, I stopped. The hem of my dress caught in the breeze, brushing against my legs. I looked up at him, my throat tight. “I don’t want this night to be over.”

“It doesn’t have to be,” he said softly. “You’ll carry it. Inside you. Tomorrow, the next day… every time you look in the mirror.”

His words settled deep. My chest swelled, hot and full.

I whispered, “Thank you.”

He bent and kissed my forehead, gentle, steady. “Get some sleep, Kelly.”

The name made me ache in the best way.

I watched him walk away, his figure fading into the night, before slipping inside. My pulse still thundered, but it wasn’t fear anymore. It was something else.

Back in my dorm, I was so glad to see that my roommate wasn’t home yet. I sat at my desk with the dress folded neatly across my lap, the wig perched awkwardly on the chair beside me. My hands still shook as I opened my journal. The page glared blank, but my pen moved anyway.

First date dressed like a girl. First kiss with a guy. First night I didn’t feel like a glitch in my own life.

I paused, chewing the end of the pen. The words felt unreal, like I was writing someone else’s story. But the sting on my lips was proof, the faint smell of Avery’s cologne still clinging to my hair.

There was never a frequency, I wrote next. No subliminal hacks. No hidden code. Just me. Me, finally hearing myself.

The letters blurred as my eyes filled. I let the tears fall, smearing the ink.

My phone buzzed on the desk, the screen lighting up with “Mom.” My stomach lurched. I almost let it ring out, but my finger slid across the screen.

“Hey,” I said softly.

Her voice came through, cautious but familiar. “Hi, honey. We just wanted to check in. Your brothers said you looked… different.”

My throat closed. “Different good or different bad?”

Silence on the line, then a sigh. “Just different. And we don’t always understand. But you’re still ours.”

The words cracked me open. I must’ve failed to take my lipstick off when we ate out. I pressed a hand to my mouth, sobbing quietly. “Mom…”

“We love you,” she said, her voice thick.

“Even if we’re clumsy about it. We’re trying.”

I nodded, even though she couldn’t see. “That’s all I need. Just… try.”

Another pause, softer this time. “You sound happy,” she whispered.

“I am,” I said, tears running hot. “For the first time, I really am.”

When the call ended, I set the phone down and stared at the mirror across the room. My reflection was messy—makeup streaked, hair messy, eyes swollen from crying. But the smile breaking across my face was real.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

BY SENIOR SPRING, the campus felt smaller, like I’d outgrown the corners I used to hide in. I crossed Killian Court with my jacket pulled close, the hem of a navy dress brushing my thighs. The wind came off the river, cool and clean, and the taste of it steadied me.

One year on hormones had softened the edges I used to fight—my face gentler, my voice a shade lighter, a curve where there had been angles. Some days I still double-checked the mirror. Most days I didn’t need to.

Our thesis room was a borrowed classroom with bad lighting and too many power strips. Avery was already there with Maya and Luis, cables everywhere, our slides up on the screen: Efficient Fault-Tolerant Sorting for Distributed Systems. The title was a mouthful. It also represented two years of my life.

Avery looked up the second I came in. His smile hit me first.

“You’re late.”

“Two minutes,” I said, setting my laptop down.

“Don’t be dramatic.”

Maya snorted without looking away from her code window. “You lovebirds can clock each other’s arrival times after we stop the system from deadlocking.”

“I’m on it,” I said, and meant it. My hands still shook sometimes before big milestones, but I’d learned how to turn nerves into fuel. I plugged in, pulled the repo, watched the test suite kick up like a small storm. Green, green, one yellow, then green again.

Avery leaned over my shoulder, his breath warm against my ear.

“Your patch fixed the livelock.”

I swallowed. “I know.”

“You always know,” he murmured.

I elbowed him lightly. “Stop. Focus.”

He didn’t move far. “Yes, ma’am.”

The word dropped like a pebble into a very calm pond. A year ago it would have sent me spinning. Now it just warmed my chest.

Luis rolled his chair back, stretching his arms until his shoulders popped. “Okay, checklist. Kelly, you do the intro, theory, and the demo handoff. I do throughput results. Maya takes the failure-injection section. Avery handles Q&A trench warfare.”

Avery flashed a grin. “My specialty.”

My phone buzzed. A message from my mom: proud of you always. call us after. I breathed out slowly, let the text settle like a hand between my shoulders. Dad didn’t text much, but he hovered in the calls now, gruff and trying. Ben and Mark still sent me cow emojis, which I decided to read as love.

Maya snapped her fingers. “Kelly, your mic check?”

I clipped the tiny transmitter to my collar, careful not to catch the edge of my dress. The hidden layer felt like a secret I chose, not a thing I had to hide.
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“Testing,” I said into the room. “One, two.”

“Clear,” Luis called.

Avery’s fingers found mine under the table, a quick press.

“You’re going to crush this.”

I squeezed back, quick and private. “We are.”

The door opened; Professor Stein and two external readers filed in with clipboards and polite half-smiles. My stomach tightened. I pictured Ginger’s voice from a year ago—breathe, shoulders loose, let your stillness do the work. I did. The air slid clean into my lungs.

“All right,” Stein said, settling in the front row. “Whenever you’re ready.”

I stepped forward, the jacket shifting around me, the dress a quiet whisper at my knees. The title slide glowed behind my head.

“Good afternoon,” I began, and my voice was mine.

“I’m Kelly Walker. This is our work.”

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


Hello Lilly

[image: A person holding a phone  Description automatically generated]

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!

	[image: A person in a pink corset  Description automatically generated]	[image: A cartoon of a person lying down  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person with long hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person sitting on a bench holding a lantern  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in red dresses  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person in a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a white lingerie]



Custom Story

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

We have over 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…
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“Are you a woman? That was the question I really needed to answer in class.”

For so long, I hid in the background, sketching the girl I wished I could be while pretending I was someone else. Then Arthur walked into my life—patient, funny, impossible to ignore—and made me believe I could be seen.

But finding the woman in me and the taste of first love… were never simple.

Read Are You a Woman?

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 Feminine Frequency.

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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