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Introduction

“Obey all my rules, wear all the girly clothes, and you get to stay.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I didn’t choose this. It was the cheapest rent near campus, and Barry was the only one offering a room.

One rule: follow his lead.

Easy, I thought. But soon his rules weren’t just about dishes or curfews—they were about me.

What I wore.

How I walked.

Who I was becoming.

And the more I obeyed, the harder it was to remember what kind of man I even was.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, gradual feminization, enemies to lovers, romantic comedy, crossdressing romance, 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 His Obedient Femboy Roommate.


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 DRAGGED my suitcase up the narrow stairwell, each step echoing like it was announcing me to the whole building. By the time I reached the third floor, my shirt clung to my back, and my breath came shallow. I wasn’t exactly built for heavy lifting. My professors used to joke I had a “library body,” and they weren’t wrong.

Barry was waiting by the door when I finally made it up. He leaned against the frame, arms crossed, posture as straight as a flagpole. Even in a plain white T-shirt and scrub pants, he looked like he had stepped out of one of those motivational posters—confident, no-nonsense, probably judging my every move.

“You’re late,” he said. His voice was even, not harsh, but it carried weight.

I shifted my suitcase to my other hand. “The bus broke down near the highway. I had to walk.”

He didn’t smile, didn’t even nod. He just stepped aside and let me in. The apartment smelled faintly of antiseptic and coffee, a combination that felt too clean, too sharp for comfort. Everything was in order—the shoes lined up perfectly by the door, books stacked in measured piles, the couch cushions without a wrinkle.

“You’ll take the smaller room,” Barry said. “It’s down the hall. Sheets are fresh, floor’s been mopped. Don’t mess it up.”

I swallowed hard and nodded. “Thanks. I’ll, uh, I’ll keep it tidy.”

“Not tidy,” he corrected. “Spotless.”

I didn’t answer. I just wheeled my bag toward the room he pointed at, careful not to scuff the polished floorboards. The room itself was simple—bed, desk, small cabinet. Cleaner than any space I’d ever had, but it felt like a hotel, not a home.

When I came back out, Barry was pinning a sheet of paper to the refrigerator door with a magnet. He noticed me looking and stepped aside, letting me read it.

HOUSE RULES

	Always clean up after yourself. No excuses. 

	No baggy clothes in the apartment. Wear something that fits. 

	Posture matters. No slouching on the couch or at the table. 

	Dishes must be washed immediately after use. 

	Lights out by midnight. Quiet hours after ten. 

	Respect the space. Respect yourself. 



I blinked at the list, then looked at him. “This is… a little much, isn’t it?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Do you want to stay here or not?”

My throat tightened. The truth was, I didn’t have a choice. The dorms had been full since January, and the only other available apartments were way out past the highway—too far for someone like me, who needed to be on campus for thesis meetings, library shifts, and an internship that was already eating away at my sanity. Barry’s place was a five-minute walk to everything I needed. That kind of convenience was priceless.

“No, it’s fine,” I said quickly. “I’ll follow the rules.”

“Good.” He walked past me, grabbed a notebook from the coffee table, and sat down at the desk near the window. His posture was perfect, shoulders squared, pen steady as he started scribbling notes in what looked like a medical textbook. It struck me how different we were. He radiated certainty, like every decision had already been measured and calculated. I felt like I stumbled through life apologizing for existing.

I hovered awkwardly in the living room.

“So, um… about meals. Do we—?”

“Cook your own,” he cut in, eyes still on his book. “Kitchen’s stocked with basics. Don’t touch my containers.”

Right. Clear enough.

I sank onto the far end of the couch, careful to sit upright, though the urge to slump was almost instinctive. I glanced at the rules again, especially number two. No baggy clothes. I’d lived in hoodies and oversized shirts my whole college life. They felt safe, like armor. The thought of wearing fitted clothes in front of Barry made my stomach knot.

“Why no baggy clothes?” I asked before I could stop myself.

Barry finally looked up. His gaze was steady, clinical. “Because it shows you don’t care how you present yourself. Presentation is discipline. Discipline is respect. If you’re going to live here, you respect the space—and yourself.”

I opened my mouth, then closed it. What could I even say to that? He wasn’t yelling. He wasn’t even being mean. He was just… absolute.

I nodded slowly. “Okay. I get it.”

“Good,” he said again, and that was the end of the conversation.

The rest of the evening passed in silence, broken only by the sound of his pen scratching against paper and the occasional hum of the refrigerator. I unpacked in my room, folded my clothes, stacked my books. For the first time in years, I felt watched—not in a creepy way, but in a way that made me hyper-aware of every movement, every slouch of my shoulders, every wrinkle in my shirt.

By the time I lay down on the fresh sheets, I wasn’t sure if I felt safe, trapped, or both.

The next morning I woke to the smell of coffee and the sound of the shower cutting off. Sunlight slid in through the blinds in strict bars, like the room itself was reminding me to line up. I stumbled out in my comfort hoodie before I remembered rule number two.

Barry looked up from the kitchen counter. “Change.”

I froze. “It’s just morning.”

“Rule two doesn’t clock in after lunch,” he said. “Change.”

I swallowed, retreated, and rifled through my suitcase. Everything I loved was oversized. I found a plain T-shirt that was least baggy and a decent pair of jeans. When I came back, Barry gave me a once-over that felt like a grade.

“Better,” he said. “Shoes by the door. Laces tucked in.”

I started to slip off my sneakers. He put a hand out. “Pause. Watch.”

He crouched and set my shoes heel-to-wall, parallel, laces tucked to the sides. Then he stood and returned to the counter like nothing happened.

“Breakfast?” I asked, because the silence was too loud.

“In the fridge. Oatmeal. Don’t microwave the metal bowl.”

“I know that.”

He didn’t smile. “Some people don’t.”

I scooped oatmeal, warmed it in a ceramic bowl, and sat at the table. I remembered rule three and straightened my spine. Barry noticed. Of course he noticed.

“Sit bones under you. Feet flat,” he said, voice dry. “Elbows off.”

I adjusted, cheeks hot. “You make everyone do this?”

“Everyone who lives here,” he said. “Clean as you go.”

“Right,” I said. “I can do that.”

“You will do that,” he corrected.

I chewed slowly, trying not to clink the spoon. My brain chased arguments I couldn’t afford to say. I had thesis chapters to finish and an internship supervisor who replied to emails like he was allergic to punctuation. I didn’t have the energy to debate cutlery etiquette at eight in the morning.

Barry slid a paper toward me. A weekly grid: trash days, sweeping schedule, bathroom cleaning, dish rotations, quiet hours shaded in gray. It looked like a war plan.

“You wrote this… last night?” I asked.

“Before you moved in,” he said. “Sign the bottom.”
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“Sign? Like a contract?”

“Like an agreement,” he said. “You said you’d follow the rules.”

I stared at the line. My name looked small when I wrote it. He countersigned with his neat block letters, then pinned the grid beside the House Rules. It made a crisp smack against the fridge.

He glanced at my hoodie draped on a chair. “Bag. Your room. Now.”

I stood, took the hoodie, and paused. “Can I ask why you care about clothes so much?”

He turned back to his coffee. “Because the easiest habits shape the hardest days. If you look awake, you become awake.”

“Does that… work in med school?”

He took a sip, eyes on me over the rim. “It works everywhere.”

I carried the hoodie away. When I came back, he’d set a small pack on the table—three plain crew-neck T-shirts, sealed in plastic, my size right there on the sticker.

I blinked. “What’s this?”

“House shirts. They fit,” he said. “Wear them inside if you don’t have anything that does. Keep one in the laundry at all times.”

“You bought these?”

“Yesterday,” he said, like he was commenting on the weather.

“Predictable problems have predictable solutions.”

I touched the plastic. New. Crisp. Intimidating. “Thanks,” I said, trying to sound casual and not like my throat had tightened.

He checked his watch. “You leave for campus at nine twenty?”

“Nine ten,” I said. “I like being early.”

“Good,” he said. “Shoes.”

I looked down. “They’re off.”

“Clean them,” he said, pointing to a brush by the shoe rack. “Dust from yesterday.”

I crouched, brushing. It felt ridiculous and also weirdly calming, like sweeping a tiny corner of chaos back into order. When I finished, he nodded once.

“Bring your shoulders down,” he said.

“They’re down.”

“They’re not,” he said. He stepped behind me, cool palms hovering near my upper arms, not quite touching. “Drop. Chin level. Yes.”

I lowered them. The line of my neck felt longer. My breath fell deeper into my ribs. I hated that it helped.

“See?” he said.

“Unfortunately,” I said.

He let out a short breath that might have been a laugh if he permitted himself the luxury. “You’ll adapt.”

We cleaned our bowls. He washed. I dried. He rotated the dish rack so everything leaned the same way, and I felt a strange urge to match him, to anticipate the angle he’d prefer. I shook it off, then didn’t.

“You’ll text if you’re late,” he said.

“I’m not late.”

“If,” he repeated.

“I will,” I said.

He folded a dish towel into a perfect square.

“Your internship is at the press?”

“Campus press,” I said. “Proofing, coffee, whatever they throw at me.”

“You’ll bring your laundry hamper out on Wednesdays,” he said. “Bathroom is a shared zone. Wipe down after shower. No hair in the drain.”

“You say that like I shed like a golden retriever,” I said before I could stop myself.

He looked at my head. “You will, once you stop ignoring shampoo instructions.”

“I follow instructions.”

He tilted his head, amused. “We’ll see.”

At nine, I slung my bag over my shoulder and stepped into my cleaned shoes. He watched me tie the laces.

“Double knot,” he said.

“You think I trip a lot?”

“I think you rush when you’re anxious,” he said. “Rushing makes you sloppy. Sloppy makes you late. Late makes you anxious. Fix the loop.”

I tied a double knot.

At the door, he held out a small card. On it, he’d written the Wi-Fi password and beneath, in small print: Lights out by 12. Quiet after 10. Respect the space. Respect yourself.

I tucked the card into my wallet. “You know, people usually say welcome.”

He looked at me, not unkindly. “I’ll say it when you’ve unpacked.”

Outside, the hallway felt warmer. The air didn’t smell like antiseptic and coffee, just dust and someone’s breakfast garlic. I exhaled for what felt like the first time all morning.

Classes blazed past me in papers and highlighted lines. But the apartment tugged at my head all afternoon: the click of his pen, the grid on the fridge, the way his hands hovered near my shoulders like he could sculpt posture out of air.

When I came back at dusk, the living room lights were on low. Barry sat at the table with his laptop open and a stack of flashcards arranged with military precision. He looked up, saw me hesitate at the door, and nodded at the shoe rack.

I lined my sneakers up, heel-to-wall. I didn’t need to be told.

“How was it?” he asked.

“Fine,” I said. “Bibliographies are my cardio.”

He almost smiled. “Dinner?”

“I’ll cook noodles,” I said. “You want some?”

“No salt,” he said. “Measure the water.”

“You can just say yes.”

“I can,” he said, “but you will measure the water.”

I boiled two packs and we ate quietly, bowls warm in our hands. The quiet didn’t feel like a void now; it felt like a rule we were both keeping.

He glanced at my shoulders. “Better.”

“Thanks to the shoulder police,” I said.

He set his bowl down. “I’m not doing this to be cruel.”

“I didn’t say you were.”

“You think it,” he said.

I stared at the noodles. “I think you like control.”

“I like clarity,” he said. “Control is a tool. Clarity is the goal.”

“And I’m part of the… tool kit?”

“You’re part of the house,” he said. “And you’re about to finish a degree that eats people alive. Clarity helps.”

“You make it sound simple.”

“It isn’t,” he said. “That’s why you practice on the simple things.”

We cleaned up. He handed me a cloth for the counter. I wiped; he checked; I wiped again. When everything shone, he stepped back and looked satisfied, which did something warm and nervous in my chest.

“Unpack,” he said. “No suitcases on the floor by morning.”

I raised a hand in mock salute. He didn’t comment.

In my room, I folded clothes into the cabinet, stacking shirts with the new house shirts on top. I set my books in a line on the desk. I put my notes for thesis beside the lamp like they would absorb the light by osmosis. The room softened under the small acts. It still felt like a hotel, but one I might be staying in for a while.

At eleven forty-five, a small woven basket appeared on the console table outside our rooms. I hadn’t seen it before. Barry stepped out, placed his phone inside, and nodded to me.

“Phones sleep before people,” he said.

“That’s… new.”

“It’s effective,” he said.

I looked at my home screen, at the little storm of notifications. I slid it into the basket.

“Good,” he said.

“You always say that.”

“You always give me reasons to,” he said.

We turned off lights at midnight. The apartment slipped into a hush so complete I could hear the fridge hum and my own heartbeat. I lay in the dark, spine long, feet flat, like he’d coached without touching. It felt performative and also… steady. I hated that I didn’t hate it.

From the hall, his voice, softer than I’d heard it all day: “Welcome, Darren.”

I stared at the ceiling and let the word settle. For the first time since the dorm rejection email, I didn’t feel like I was losing. I felt like I was being measured, and possibly, if I could stand it, improved.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I PUSHED the apartment door open with my shoulder, juggling a backpack stuffed with books and a stack of printouts that threatened to scatter. My shirt was untucked, hair stuck flat with sweat, and I’d smudged ink across my cheek while trying to edit footnotes in the library.

Barry looked up from the dining table the way a surgeon probably looked up at an X-ray. His eyes ran over me once, sharp and unforgiving.

“You look like you got dragged behind a bus,” he said.

I dumped my bag on the couch and muttered, “Rough day.”

“Not an excuse,” he said. He stood, opened a cupboard, and set a small shopping bag on the counter.

“You’re starting this tonight.”

I glanced inside. Bottles. Tubes. A cleanser, toner, moisturizer, even something labeled “serum.”

“What is this?”

“Skincare,” he said, as if I’d asked what water was. “Basic kit. Wash. Tone. Moisturize. Twice a day.”

I let out a short laugh. “I’m fine with soap.”

“No,” he said flatly. “Soap strips your skin. This will keep you from looking like you crawled out of a basement.”

My face burned. “I don’t care how I look.”

“You should,” he said. “Respect yourself. Respect the space. I won’t have you slouching around here greasy and blotched.”

“Greasy?” I touched my cheek like he’d slapped me.

He didn’t blink. “Bathroom. Now. I’ll show you once. After that, you do it on your own.”

I wanted to argue, to tell him I wasn’t his project. But he was already walking to the bathroom, and something in his voice made following easier than fighting.

The counter looked like a pharmacy shelf when he lined the products up. He squirted cleanser into my palm, turned on the faucet.

“Massage. Not scrub. Thirty seconds.”

I rubbed my face, feeling stupid. Water splashed down my wrists, soaking my sleeves.

“Tilt your head back,” he said.

“You’re dripping everywhere. Rinse properly.”

I obeyed, blinking water out of my eyes. He handed me a towel.

“Pat dry. Don’t rub.”

“This is ridiculous,” I muttered.

“Look in the mirror,” he said.

I did. My skin was pink from the water, but cleaner. Different.

“Better,” he said. “Toner next.”

“I’m not doing this every day.”

“You are,” he said. “Or you’re out.”

I exhaled hard, grabbed the cotton pad, and swiped the cold liquid across my cheeks. My reflection looked like someone trying too hard.

“Moisturizer,” he said. “Small amount. Rub upward.”

I glared at him in the mirror. “You enjoy bossing me around, don’t you?”

He folded his arms. “I enjoy results. Keep doing this for a week. You’ll thank me.”

I didn’t answer. My skin tingled under the cream, and for a split second I wondered if he was right.

He wasn’t finished.

Back in the living room, he pointed at my hoodie crumpled on the couch. “That goes.”

“It’s just a hoodie.”

“It’s a sack,” he said. “You’re not hiding under fabric in my apartment. Baggy clothes make you lazy. Change.”

“I don’t have anything else,” I snapped.

“I thought so.” He disappeared into his room and came back with a folded stack of clothes. New tags still on them. He dropped them into my lap.

I unfolded one. A fitted pink T-shirt, cropped short enough that I knew it would show skin if I lifted my arms. Underneath were joggers that hugged narrow at the calves and—my stomach dropped—short shorts that looked like they belonged in a summer catalog.

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“They fit,” Barry said. “You’ll wear them inside.”

“No way. These are—these are…” I couldn’t even say it.

“They’re clothes,” he said simply. “And they’ll make you conscious of your body. That’s discipline. Put them on.”

“I’ll look ridiculous.”

“You already do in that hoodie.”

I stared at him, at the calm certainty in his voice, at the way he didn’t flinch like other people would when I raised my voice. He just waited.

Finally, I picked up the T-shirt and muttered, “If anyone sees me—”

“No one will,” he said. “Change.”

I shut myself in my room, heart hammering. The shirt clung to my shoulders, my waist, my stomach. The shorts barely brushed mid-thigh. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and looked away fast. I felt… wrong. Gay. Exposed.

When I stepped out, Barry gave me the same once-over he had when I first arrived, clinical and detached.

“Better,” he said.

“I look like I borrowed my little sister’s wardrobe,” I muttered.

“You look like someone who cares,” he said. “You’ll get used to it.”

My ears burned as I sat at the table, tugging at the hem.

Dinner was plain rice and chicken he’d cooked. He placed the plates down and watched me sit.

“Back straight. Elbows in,” he said.

I groaned. “Seriously?”

“Discipline starts at home,” he said. “Feet flat. Shoulders back.”

I obeyed, stabbing at the chicken.

“Fork in left, knife in right,” he added.

I switched hands clumsily. The knife slipped, clattering against the plate.

He sighed. “Slow. Control your movements. You’re not feeding a dog.”

“I usually eat out of takeout boxes,” I muttered.

“Exactly,” he said. “That ends now.”

He demonstrated: small cuts, careful motions, quiet chewing. He made it look effortless.

I copied, stiff and awkward, like a child at finishing school. My chest tightened with humiliation. “This is infantilizing.”

“It’s training,” he said. “You want to be respected? Start by respecting yourself at the table.”

I swallowed hard, the food turning heavy in my throat. I wanted to argue, to call him out for treating me like a kid, but the words lodged somewhere deep. Because a part of me knew—if anyone else had said it, I’d have laughed it off. But with Barry, it sounded like law.

When I finally set my fork down, he nodded once. “Better.”

I leaned back, arms crossed.

“You really enjoy being right, don’t you?”

He looked at me without flinching. “I enjoy progress.”

And for the first time, I wondered if I was making it.
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The pink shirt clung to me all evening like it was trying to expose me. Every time I shifted on the couch, the hem rode up, flashing a strip of stomach. The shorts left my thighs bare in a way that made me hyper-aware of how pale and soft my legs were compared to Barry’s solid frame when he passed by in his scrubs.

“Sit up,” he said without even looking at me, eyes on his laptop.

I straightened automatically, then scowled. “You didn’t even glance.”

“I don’t have to,” he said. “Your spine collapses the same way every time. Shoulders sag, knees knock in.”

“I’m not a soldier.”

“Good,” he said, typing. “Soldiers break faster. But you can still hold your body.”

I huffed and pulled the throw pillow into my lap, trying to cover the strip of skin peeking above the shorts. He shot me a look.

“Lose the shield.”

“It’s just a pillow.”

“It’s hiding,” he said. “No hiding in this apartment.”

My fingers tightened, but I shoved the pillow aside. My stomach twisted when his eyes flicked down, assessing. I couldn’t tell if he was satisfied or just cataloging my flaws like a doctor with a chart.

Later, when I reached for a soda can, he stopped me.

“Water.”

“I need caffeine.”

“You need discipline,” he said. “Water.”

I sighed and swapped it out. The glass clinked too loud against the counter, and he arched an eyebrow.

“Control your hands.”

“They’re just hands,” I muttered.

“They’re signals,” he said. “Every movement tells people what kind of person you are.”

I sipped slowly, partly to prove I could. He didn’t smile, but his gaze softened like I’d done something right.

After dinner, he stood in the center of the living room. “Up.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Up. On your feet.”

I set my book aside and stood, already self-conscious in the shorts.

“Balance drill,” he said. He set a paperback on my head. “Walk.”

“You’ve got to be joking.”

“I’m not.”

I shuffled forward, the book wobbling instantly. It slid off before I’d taken three steps.

“Again,” he said.

“I feel ridiculous.”

“You look ridiculous,” he said.

“Keep your core tight. Hips steady. Again.”

I picked up the book, set it on my head, and tried again. My arms flailed, the shirt rode higher, and I muttered curses under my breath.

“Chin up,” he said calmly. “Eyes forward. Slow.”

I walked the length of the rug, biting my lip, every nerve on fire. The book stayed put this time, though I felt like I was walking a tightrope.

“Better,” he said. “Again.”

By the fifth round, sweat pricked my neck. I dropped onto the couch, groaning.

“This is insane. I’m not training for pageants.”

“You’re training for life,” he said. He took the book, stacked it neatly.

“One day you’ll thank me.”

I wanted to throw a pillow at him. Instead I lay back, chest heaving, the hem of the pink shirt sliding up again.

“Fix it,” he said.

I yanked it down with a glare. “Satisfied?”

“Not yet,” he said, gathering his flashcards. “But you’re learning.”

That night, brushing my teeth, I caught myself standing straighter at the mirror, shoulders squared, chin level. The posture looked strange on me—like I’d borrowed confidence from someone else’s closet.

I hated that I didn’t hate it.

Barry turned dinner into a lab.

He set two placemats, squared to the edge of the table like graph paper. Fork left, knife right, spoon above, water glass at one o’clock, napkin folded into a clean triangle. He pointed to my chair.

“Approach from the side,” he said. “Pull it halfway out. Sit, then slide in. Don’t drag the legs.”

“I’m not on a cooking show.”

“You’re in my house.” His eyes flicked to my shirt hem.

“Tuck or accept that you’ll adjust it every minute.”

I tucked, cheeks hot, and did the chair dance. It felt silly until I noticed how quiet it was—no scraping, no wobble. He sat across from me with the same precision.

“Napkin,” he said.

I put it on my lap.

“Open it fully,” he said. “Corners to your knees. If you need to dab your mouth, lift it by the top edge. No smearing.”

“Who’s watching me dab my mouth?”

“I am,” he said. “Soup first.”

He set down bowls. The surface shimmered. He watched me reach for the spoon.

“Away from you,” he said.

“What?”

“Spoon away from you, then toward your mouth,” he said. “Tilt, don’t shovel. No slurping.”

I tried. The first attempt trembled, and a drop hit the placemat. He didn’t sigh, but I felt the noise he didn’t make.

“Slow,” he said. “You’re not being timed.”

I tried again. Away, toward, sip. It felt absurdly delicate, but it worked.

He nodded. “Better.”

Bread next. He put a small roll on a side plate, a butter pat on another dish. I reached to slice it, baker-style.

“Break, don’t cut,” he said. “One bite at a time. Butter the piece, not the whole roll.”

“This is exhausting.”

“It’s practice,” he said. “Practice makes habit. Habit makes ease.”

I broke a piece, buttered it. The knife clicked the plate. His gaze cut to my hand.

“Softer,” he said. “You’re playing percussion.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. Adjust.”

We moved to salad. Cherry tomatoes, stealth grenades. I tried to pin one; it skidded and launched, bumping my wrist. He hid a smile.

“Use the side of the fork,” he said. “Trap it against the bowl, then lift. You’re fighting physics.”

“I’m losing.”

“You’re learning,” he said.

I did what he said. The tomato obeyed. Winning a tomato felt like the dumbest victory of my adult life and, somehow, the most satisfying.

“Water,” he said.

I reached for the glass.

“Three fingers on the stem,” he said.

“If it had a stem. Same idea. Thumb steady. Elbows in.”

“I feel like a marionette.”

“Then learn your strings,” he said. “Main course.”

He set chicken and roasted vegetables in front of us. He didn’t start eating; he waited. I realized he wanted to see if I’d remember the fork left, knife right from earlier. I did. He watched my first cut, the angle of the blade, the way the fork held the piece.

“Smaller,” he said. “One bite.”

“It is one bite.”

“For who? A horse?”

I snorted before I could stop it. “You’re impossible.”

“You’re improving,” he said.

We ate. The quiet felt less like a rule and more like a cushion. I placed the knife down between bites, as he’d shown earlier, and he nodded without looking up. I hated the little flare of pride that lit my chest, then hated that I cared about his nods at all.

“Shoulders,” he said after a minute.

I rolled them back. “You have posture radar.”

“I have eyes,” he said. “And you have habits that want to live rent-free.”

“Like my hoodie.”

“Exactly.”

A piece of sauce landed at the corner of my mouth. I reached for the napkin too late. Barry leaned forward, thumb hovering, then stopped and handed me the linen.

“Top edge,” he said quietly.

I dabbed. My face warmed for a reason that wasn’t just embarrassment.

He resumed eating. “Faculty dinners, interviews, receptions,” he said. “You’ll go to some of those. You’ll be grateful you’re not thinking about forks when you need your brain for words.”

“I write better than I speak,” I said.

“Then make the small rituals automatic so you have room to write aloud,” he said.

I cut another bite, mindful of sound. “You make everything sound like surgery.”

“It is,” he said. “Small cuts. Clean lines.”

“On chicken?”

“On life,” he said.

We finished. I set my fork and knife together at five o’clock on the plate because he’d drilled that, too. He collected the dishes without ceremony. When he returned, he placed two cups and a small teapot on a tray. Chamomile drifted up like a soft flag.

“Tea?” I asked. “Are we eighty?”

“We’re calming your nervous system,” he said. “Milk or lemon?”

“Plain.”

He poured. Even the pour looked trained—no drips, no splash.

“Hold the cup with the saucer,” he said. “Anchor the hand underneath.”

“Why?”

“Because you shake,” he said. “This stabilizes you. Ankles together under the chair. Don’t hook your foot around the leg.”

I slid my foot back from where it had wrapped the chair. “You notice everything.”

“It’s my job,” he said. “And your habit.”

I lifted the cup with the saucer, wrists trying to be steady. The heat kissed my fingers through the porcelain. I took a small sip. The simple act of having a place for my hands did something I didn’t want to name.

“This feels… calmer,” I admitted.

“That’s the point,” he said. “Control the inputs.”

I set the cup down without clacking it against the saucer. He nodded, almost approving.

“Claire drinks hers with lemon,” he said, casual.

The name hit the table like a new utensil. I looked at the tea, not him. “She seems nice.”

“She is,” he said. Neutral. Clean. Professional, even here.

I took another sip. “Does she pass your drills?”

“She doesn’t need them,” he said. “She built her own.”

“Must be nice,” I said, meaning it and not.

He studied me for a beat. “You’ll build yours.”

After tea, he rose. “Clear the table. Wipe in lines. No circles.”

“Lines?”

“Corners exist,” he said.

I folded the napkins, stacked plates, wiped the table in slow stripes. He checked and said nothing, which felt better than praise. We moved in a quiet rhythm—him drying, me putting things away. When we finished, the kitchen looked like a diagram again.

He leaned a hip against the counter. “Report.”

“Report?”

“How do you feel?”

“Like I got graded,” I said. “And passed with a C plus.”

“B minus,” he said. “You didn’t slurp.”

I huffed a laugh. “Gold star.”

“No stars,” he said. “Just repetition.”

“Infantilizing,” I said, softer than before.

“Temporary,” he said. “Then it becomes background noise.”

I looked at the empty placemats. My shoulders had stayed back without me thinking. My ankles were still tucked together. The pink shirt still hugged me in ways that made me want to hide, but the room felt less hostile. The rules had turned into rails, then into something like a path.

He lifted the tray. “Eight out of ten.”

“For dinner?”

“For effort,” he said. “Go wash your face. Moisturizer. Two pumps.”

“Two?”

“One and a half if you’re shiny. You’re not.”

“You’re relentless.”

“Consistent,” he said, already turning down the hall.

I stood alone at the table for a moment, hands on the chair back, and realized I was standing straight without coaching. I hated that I noticed, and I hated a little less that it felt good.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T know anyone else had a key until I heard it click in the lock. The door swung open and a woman stepped inside, balancing a paper bag with the logo of a café near campus. She was tall, poised, with a dark blazer over a silk blouse, hair tied neatly at the nape of her neck. She moved with the same surety Barry did—like the air itself shifted to make room.

“Barry?” she called, and her voice carried a smile.

I froze on the couch, notebook open in my lap, my stupid pink shirt clinging to me like a billboard.

Barry came out of his room, scrub top half-tucked, glasses perched low on his nose. His face softened in a way I’d never seen before.

“Claire.”

She crossed the room quickly and kissed him, light and easy, like it was the most natural thing in the world. I looked down at my notebook, suddenly aware that I’d been staring too long at the same underlined sentence for half an hour.

He took the bag from her. “You didn’t have to come.”

“I was in the area. Thought you’d need fuel,” she said. She glanced at me then, smiling, and I felt my stomach fold in on itself. “And you must be Darren.”

I stood awkwardly, tugging at the hem of my shirt. “Uh, yeah. Hi.”

“Claire,” she said, extending a hand. Her grip was firm, confident. “Barry’s told me you’re a literature grad student. That must be fascinating.”

I almost laughed. No one ever called proofreading drafts and arguing about footnotes fascinating. “Mostly it’s just… reading a lot.”

“That’s a gift in itself,” she said warmly. “I can barely finish an article without skimming. He’s lucky to have someone cultured under his roof.”

My face heated. “I don’t know about cultured.”

Barry set out the cups she’d brought. “He knows how to argue with Milton. That’s cultured enough.”

Claire laughed, a rich sound. She touched Barry’s arm in a way that felt like punctuation, a small claim in the middle of the sentence that was their life together.

They sat at the table. I lingered, unsure if I should join. Barry looked at me. “Sit. You’ll eat too.”

I obeyed, folding myself into the chair, trying not to think about the way Claire’s eyes flicked over my outfit. Did she wonder why I was dressed this way? Did she know Barry had chosen these clothes for me?

She passed me a croissant from the bag. “Please. I bought extra.”

“Thanks,” I said, voice thinner than I wanted.

As they talked about her hospital shift—she was a resident, of course she was—I chewed quietly, staring at the table. They fit together so effortlessly. Her laugh, his rare smiles, the shorthand of two people who had shared years, not days. Every word between them was a reminder that I was an intruder here.

Claire turned back to me. “How are you adjusting?”

I forced a smile. “Barry’s rules keep me… disciplined.”

Barry arched an eyebrow at me, but she laughed. “That sounds exactly like him. He once timed me brushing my teeth because he said I was inefficient.”

“You were,” Barry said, deadpan.

She leaned in, amused, and I felt a small ache in my chest. They were good together. And I hated the flicker of resentment curling in me, because she had done nothing wrong. She was kind. She was perfect.

When she finally left, hugging Barry at the door and kissing him softly, I gathered plates in silence.

“She’s nice,” I said.

“She is,” he replied.

I rinsed a cup, throat tight. “You’re lucky.”

He looked at me, unreadable. “I know.”

And I wished I hadn’t said anything at all.

Barry pulled a shoebox out from the cabinet by the hallway, plain cardboard but taped at the edges like it had been moved a dozen times. He set it down on the rug and nudged it toward me with his foot.

“Put these on,” he said.

I lifted the lid. Inside were a pair of old dance shoes—black with a low heel, scuffed at the toes but polished enough that they gleamed under the light. They looked delicate, almost theatrical, nothing like the sneakers lined neatly by the door.

“Whose are these?” I asked.

“My sister’s. She doesn’t need them anymore.”

“They’re… heels,” I said, voice dropping.

“They’re shoes,” he said. “Two inches. Good for balance.”

I laughed nervously. “You want me to prance around in your sister’s shoes?”

“I want you to stop collapsing into yourself when you walk,” he said, unmoved. “These force posture. You’ll learn weight distribution, core control.”

I stared at the shoes. “This is ridiculous.”

“You agreed to the rules.” His tone was final, steady as stone. “Put them on.”

My hands shook as I slipped off my socks. The leather was soft, cooler than I expected, and when I buckled the straps around my ankles, the lift of the heel tilted me forward just enough to feel strange.

I stood, wobbling. “I’m going to break my neck.”

“You’re not,” he said, stepping closer. “Shoulders back. Engage your stomach. Don’t fight the shift. Let the shoe teach you.”

“I feel stupid.”

“You look taller,” he said calmly. “Walk.”

I took a step. My knees buckled slightly, the sound of the heel clicking against the floor sharp and alien. He watched, arms crossed, expression unreadable.

“Again,” he said.

I walked back and forth across the rug, every click of the heel louder than it should have been. I hated the flush creeping up my neck, hated how bare I felt in the cropped shirt and shorts, hated that he was watching.
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Halfway through another turn, I stumbled. His hand shot out, gripping my waist to steady me. The contact burned—firm, grounding, a reminder of how much stronger he was.

“Center your weight,” he said softly, not moving his hand.

I nodded, throat dry. His palm stayed at my side, just above my hip, steadying me as I tried again. The shoe wobbled less this time.

“Better,” he murmured.

The word sank into me more than it should have. His hand lingered a second too long before he stepped back.

“Again,” he said, voice back to neutral.

I obeyed, walking the length of the rug while his eyes tracked every shift in my balance. My heart beat louder than my footsteps.

When I finally sat down to unbuckle the straps, my hands fumbled. He crouched beside me, his fingers brushing mine as he helped slip the buckle free.

“You’ll practice every night,” he said.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

As he boxed the shoes again, I caught my reflection in the dark window: pink shirt clinging, shorts riding high, bare legs smooth from the shave he’d insisted on two days ago. The shoes had left faint red lines around my ankles, marks of obedience.

I told myself it was just training. Discipline. Balance.

But the ghost of his hand at my waist said otherwise.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

BY THE THIRD night in a row of staring at the same page of my thesis draft, I was shaking. My pen dug trenches into the margin while my knee bounced under the desk like it was trying to escape my body. The words wouldn’t line up, the citations blurred, and the weight in my chest kept pressing harder until I couldn’t breathe.

I shoved the papers aside and pressed the heels of my hands into my eyes. My throat burned. The thought of the defense panel tearing through my work made my skin prickle like it was on fire.

The door clicked. Barry stood there, holding his usual mug of tea. He took one look at me and set it down on the desk.

“Breathe,” he said.

“I can’t.” My voice cracked.

“It’s useless. Everything’s garbage. I’m garbage.”

“Stop,” he said firmly. He crouched beside me, steadying my bouncing knee with his hand. “Sit straight. Shoulders back.”

“I’m not doing posture drills right now—”

“Do it,” he cut me off.

I forced my spine straight, gasping. The air came in tighter bursts but it came. He slid the mug closer. “Sip.”

My hands shook too much. He lifted it for me. “Small.”

I obeyed, swallowing the hot chamomile until it coated my throat. My breaths slowed, though my chest still felt like it was locked in a vice.

“You spiral because you let chaos in,” Barry said. His eyes were on mine, calm and steady.

“Discipline pushes it out.”

I laughed weakly. “Posture doesn’t fix panic.”

“It fixes focus,” he said. “And focus chokes panic.”

He stood suddenly, left the room, and came back with a small pouch. He unzipped it on the desk. Inside were brushes, powder, a few tubes of foundation.

I stared. “What—”

“Sit still,” he said. “Close your eyes.”

“Barry, I don’t need—”

“Close them,” he ordered.

My eyelids fluttered shut. I felt the soft sweep of a brush over my skin, the faint weight of powder pressing down. Cool cream dabbed along my jaw. His touch was precise, unhurried, the same way he handled everything—like a surgeon, exact and patient.

“Why are you doing this?” I whispered.

“Because you’ll look in the mirror and see control,” he said.

“Not chaos.”

When he finally told me to open my eyes, the reflection staring back didn’t look like me. My skin was even, almost glowing, my eyes sharper under the faint shadow he’d brushed above them. I looked… composed. Strange. Beautiful in a way I didn’t understand.

I gripped the edges of the chair. “That’s not me.”

“It’s you without noise,” Barry said quietly.

“You see it now, don’t you?”

I swallowed. The face looking back unsettled me, like I’d stepped sideways into someone else’s body. I wanted to argue, but the words slipped away.

He leaned against the desk, arms crossed. “Do you know why I believe in discipline?”

I shook my head.

“My father had lung cancer,” he said, voice flat but tight. “Junior year of high school. My mom went to visit him in the hospital first. I said I’d come later. I wanted to finish a game. I wanted to win a stupid raid. By the time I got there, he was gone.”

I stared at him, my throat aching.

“I didn’t care enough. I wasn’t disciplined enough. And I lost the chance to say goodbye,” he said. His jaw flexed once. “I swore I’d never let weakness steal from me again.”

The silence between us pulsed. I stood, my chair scraping, and before I knew it my arms were around him. He stiffened at first, then his hand came up, tentative, resting between my shoulder blades.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered into his chest.

He exhaled against my hair. When I pulled back, his face was close, too close. His eyes flicked to my lips, then back to mine. My heart thudded.

We leaned, just slightly, breath mingling. Then he pulled away, sudden, like he’d touched a flame.

“Enough,” he said. His voice was sharp again, controlled. He turned, busying himself with the mug, with the brush, with anything but me.

I stood trembling, my reflection still painted calm in the mirror, while inside, nothing was calm at all.

Barry was still dabbing at my cheek with the brush when his phone buzzed on the desk. He didn’t move at first, focused on blending the line near my jaw, but when it buzzed again, he glanced at the screen.

Claire.

He exhaled through his nose and answered, phone pressed to his shoulder as his hand kept working. “Hey.”

Her voice came through faint but cheerful. “Where are you?”

“At home,” Barry said, brushing the powder down my neck.

“What are you doing?”

He hesitated just long enough for me to notice. His eyes flicked to mine. “Nothing. Just helping him.”

Helping him. My stomach dropped. I stared at the mirror, at the face he’d painted—calm, smooth, composed—and felt it splinter.

Claire laughed lightly. “You work too hard. Don’t forget we’re meeting tomorrow.”

“Right,” Barry said. His voice softened in a way it never did with me. “Sleep early.”

“I will. Goodnight, love.”

“Goodnight,” he said, then set the phone down, screen dark.
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The silence in the room stretched tight. I didn’t know where to look—at the mirror where I looked like a stranger, or at him, standing there like the conversation hadn’t just gutted me.

Helping him. That’s all I was. A project. A distraction. Something he could sculpt while the woman he loved called him “love.”

I cleared my throat, words scraping out small. “You should’ve just told her you were putting makeup on me.”

He studied my face, unreadable. “That wouldn’t have helped.”

“Helped who?” I asked.

He didn’t answer. He packed the brushes back into the pouch, each one fitted neatly into place, and zipped it closed.

I stood, the chair legs squealing, and walked to my room without waiting for dismissal. My reflection followed me in the dark window of the hall—bare legs, cropped shirt, the faint shimmer on my skin. It felt false, humiliating, and yet some piece of me refused to wash it off.

I couldn’t sleep. At midnight, I slipped out of bed and crouched by the cabinet where Barry had stored the dance shoes. My fingers trembled as I lifted the lid.

The leather straps looked almost alive in the dim light, waiting. I buckled them on and stood, the tilt of the heels pushing me forward. My knees wobbled, but the silence of the apartment gave me courage.

I walked the length of the rug once, twice, heel clicking softly. My arms flailed until I forced them still. Shoulders back. Chin up. I could hear his voice in my head, instructing, correcting, approving.

The shoes left faint red grooves on my skin again, but I kept walking. Back and forth, over and over, until my breath steadied and the sting in my chest dulled into something I could carry.

I wasn’t doing it for him anymore. Or maybe I was, but also for me—for the discipline, for the strange relief of being measured by steps instead of feelings.

When I finally collapsed into bed, my legs sore, the straps still marked my ankles. I didn’t know if that made me ashamed or proud. Maybe both.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

BARRY HAD ME standing in front of the mirror again, shoulders back, chin level. But instead of posture drills, he pressed a hand lightly against my stomach.

“Breathe here,” he said. “Not up in your throat.”

“I don’t get it.”

“You do. You just haven’t practiced.” He stepped back. “Say your name.”

“Darren,” I muttered.

“Again. Slow. Project from the stomach.”

“Darren.”

“Too flat,” he said. “Let the air carry it. Enunciate.”

I rolled my eyes but tried again. “Darren.”

“Better. Now soften the edges.”

“What does that even mean?”

“Listen,” he said. His voice dropped a tone lower, steady and clear.

“Discipline makes words clean. But confidence makes them alive. Try again.”

I drew in a breath, letting it settle low, and said it slower: “Darren.”

He tilted his head. “Now add warmth. Like you’re speaking to someone you trust.”

“Darren,” I said quietly, and it surprised me how different it sounded—less like a grunt, more like… a shape.

He nodded. “Closer. Again.”

We kept at it until my voice no longer cracked on the vowels. Each time, the sound softened, my tongue sharper on the consonants. At one point I laughed nervously, and he caught it.

“You hear it now,” he said.

“I sound… different,” I admitted.

“Feminine,” he said simply.

My cheeks burned. “You think so?”

“You’re not forcing it anymore. That’s discipline. Consistency makes control.”

I stared at my reflection, at the pink shirt, the faint gloss still clinging from the last time he’d brushed it on. Different. Strange. Not all bad.

After lunch, the salon smelled like citrus and hot wax, which was already a problem. I gripped the armrests of the recliner as a woman in gloves stirred a pot of golden liquid. Barry sat calmly in the corner, flipping flashcards like he was reviewing surgery prep.

“Relax,” he said without looking up.

“Relax? She’s about to pour boiling sugar on my legs.”

The woman chuckled. “It’s not sugar. And it won’t hurt that much.”

“That’s a lie,” I muttered.

Barry glanced up. “Discipline is tolerating discomfort for the result.”

“I’m not a masochist.”

“Hold still.”

The woman spread the wax along my shin, pressed a strip, and yanked. Fire tore up my leg. I bit down on my tongue so hard I tasted blood.

“See?” he said, eyes already back on his cards. “Not that bad.”

“Not that bad?” I hissed, clutching the chair. “That was medieval torture!”

The woman smiled kindly. “First time’s always the worst.”

Strip by strip, the hair disappeared, replaced by smoothness I’d never felt before. My skin glowed under the harsh lights, bare and soft in a way that left me dizzy. When she finished, I touched my calf and nearly gasped.

“It feels…” I struggled for words.

“Clean,” Barry supplied.

“Different,” I admitted. A thrill zipped up my spine.

He tucked his flashcards back into his pocket. “You’ll thank me when you look at yourself later.”

I was too dazed to argue.

The panic hit me later that night once more, alone at my desk. The thesis draft glared back at me, footnotes blurring, words slipping like water. My chest squeezed, breath chopped short. I gripped the edge of the desk, nails digging in.

The door opened. Barry didn’t ask. He crossed the room, crouched in front of me, and set his hands on my arms.

“Breathe,” he said. “Here.” He pressed a hand to my stomach again.

“Not shallow. Deeper.”

“I can’t.” My throat closed.

“You can.” His voice was sharp but not cruel. “Look at me. Inhale. Hold. Exhale.”

I tried, gasping. His eyes anchored me, steady, unblinking.

“Again,” he said.

I followed, shaky but slower this time. His hand rose and fell with my breath, guiding, steady.

“Better,” he murmured.

Something in me cracked. Tears spilled, hot and messy. I folded forward, and he caught me, pulling me against him. My forehead pressed to his chest, the scent of antiseptic and coffee filling my lungs. His arms were strong around me, unyielding.

“I’m failing,” I whispered.

“You’re not,” he said firmly.

“You’re drowning in noise. Discipline cuts it out.”

I clung tighter. His heartbeat thudded against my ear, solid and terrifyingly close.

When I lifted my head, his face hovered inches from mine. His eyes softened, mouth parting slightly. My chest surged, heat rushing through me.

We leaned closer, breath tangling. His lips hovered a breath away—then he pulled back, sudden, like a wall had slammed down.

His jaw clenched. “No.”

I swallowed hard, blinking fast. “Barry…”

“Not now,” he said. He stood, arms falling away, busying himself with the mug on my desk. His back was rigid, his voice low. “Not while I—” He stopped, breath sharp. “I have a girlf—”

Claire.

The word unspoken but heavy in the room.

I sat frozen, arms empty where he’d been, while the silence pressed in.

Two days later, the apartment was silent except for the hum of the fridge. Barry had left early for a hospital rotation, and for the first time in weeks I had the place to myself. My chest buzzed with nerves as I opened the box under my bed—the wig I’d ordered online, the dress folded in careful tissue paper, the compact Barry had once used on me when I’d spiraled.

My legs were still smooth from the wax, pale under the lamplight. I slipped the dress over my head, the fabric clinging in ways that made me shiver. The wig was cheap but long, brushing my shoulders when I tilted my head. I sat at the desk and brushed a line of color across my lips, fumbling but steady. The reflection that looked back at me wasn’t perfect. It wasn’t polished like the girls on campus or Claire with her sharp blazers.

But it was… different.
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I whispered it out loud, testing how it felt in the air. “Dahlia.”

The word trembled, but it settled on my tongue like it belonged. My chest ached. I whispered it again, stronger. “Dahlia.”

The front door clicked open. My heart seized. I scrambled, but there was no time—the heels were still buckled, the wig already in place. Barry stepped inside, dropped his keys in the bowl, and froze.

His eyes swept over me once, stunned, unblinking.

“Barry—” My voice cracked. Tears welled fast, spilling before I could stop them. “I don’t know who I am anymore.”

He stepped forward, slow, as if I might vanish if he moved too fast. “You’re…” He stopped, his throat working.

“You’re not Darren right now.”

“I don’t even know who Darren is,” I choked.

“I don’t know what I’m doing. I just—” My hands trembled as I gripped the hem of the dress. “I just know this feels like me. And it terrifies me.”

He reached out, fingers brushing my arm. His touch was steady, grounding. His eyes searched mine, darker than I’d ever seen them.

“I’m drawn to you,” he admitted, voice low.

“But it’s wrong. Claire—”

“I don’t care about Claire,” I whispered, desperate.

“I care about you.”

Silence pressed between us, hot and unbearable. Then he moved—closing the distance, his hand cradling my jaw. His lips met mine, slow at first, then deeper, lingering like he’d been holding it back for weeks. My heart pounded against my ribs. The wig slipped slightly as his fingers threaded through the strands.

It was everything I didn’t know I wanted, and more.

When he finally pulled back, he rested his forehead against mine, breath ragged.

“I can’t,” he whispered.

“Not like this. It’s wrong, it’s chaotic.”

The words cut sharper than any slap. He stepped away, his hands falling, his chest rising and falling like he’d run miles.

I stood trembling, the lipstick smudged, the name Dahlia still hanging in the air. The mirror showed me someone new, but his retreat showed me the same heartbreak.

I turned away before he could see me fall apart.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I AVOIDED him for three days. I timed my showers to the minute, ate after he finished, and kept my door closed with the desk chair wedged under the knob like that could hold back everything I didn’t want to feel. When he passed in the hall, I pretended to be on the phone. When he knocked once, I said, “Studying,” and let the quiet swallow us both.

At night I practiced alone—heels on the rug, balance in the mirror, voice softening on the edges until my own name sounded different in my mouth. I put on the wig sometimes, just to see. The tight crop top. The short shorts. The high fuzzy socks that made my legs look even smoother.

I looked like a dare I was afraid to accept.

On the fourth evening he knocked again, not the clipped rap of a drill, but two gentle taps. I didn’t answer. The knob turned anyway, slow.

“Darren,” he said.

I stared at the desk. “Busy.”

“Please look at me.”

Something in his voice made me turn. He stood in the doorway, hands empty, shoulders not as square as usual. He looked like he hadn’t slept.

“Claire ended it,” he said.

The words landed softly and still hurt. “Because of me?”

“Because of me,” he said. “She isn’t cruel. She saw where my head was. Where my heart was trying to go. She left with dignity. I didn’t deserve that much kindness, but she gave it anyway.”

Guilt flushed through me. “I’m sorry.”

He shook his head. “Don’t apologize for what I felt.”

Silence stretched. My chair creaked when I shifted. He stepped inside, close enough to smell the tea on his breath, the antiseptic that clung to his sleeves.

“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you,” he said. “It’s worse when you wear the wig. The crop top. Those stupid socks.” His mouth twitched, almost a smile. “You look so much like a girl that I forget how we got here.”

I swallowed. “You’re not supposed to say that.”

“I’ve been doing ‘supposed to’ since I was sixteen,” he said.

“It didn’t save anything that mattered.”

My throat tightened. “I don’t know what to do with this.”

“You don’t have to do anything,” he said. “Just tell me the truth.”

I stood. The wig sat on the desk, waiting. My hands trembled as I picked it up and slid it on, combing the strands with my fingers. I pulled the crop top down over my ribs, the shorts already hugging my hips, the socks warming my calves. When I faced him, his breath caught.

He took a step, then another. “Darren...”

I wet my lips and corrected him. “Dahlia.”

He closed his eyes like the word touched a nerve. When he opened them, they were darker. “Dahlia,” he said back, careful and full and unlike any sound he’d ever given me.

“Is that what you want?”

“It felt right when I said it,” I whispered. “It feels right now.”

He reached out, then stopped, fingers hovering near my jaw as if asking permission without words. I leaned into the space between us. His hand cupped my cheek, warm and steady. We stood like that for a long breath.

“I’ve never been with a guy,” he said, voice low.

“But when I look at you I don’t see a guy. I see you.”

“I’ve never been with anyone,” I said. The admission felt like handing him a fragile thing. “I don’t know what I’m doing. I only know that being near you makes everything loud and quiet at the same time.”

“Then we go slow,” he said. “And we listen.”

“Barry,” I said, barely more than air.

“Dahlia,” he answered, and the way he said it loosened something deep in me.

He kissed me, gentle at first, a question. I answered with a yes I didn’t say out loud. His other hand slid to my waist, careful, as if learning the map of me by touch alone. I kissed him back and felt the carefulness dissolve at the edges, felt him breathe against my mouth like he’d been holding that breath for weeks.

We broke apart and pressed our foreheads together.

“Tell me if this is too much,” he murmured.

“I’ll tell you,” I said.

He kissed the corner of my mouth, my jaw, the soft place under my ear. I trembled and didn’t try to hide it. He guided me back until my calves met the bed, and we sat, knees touching. His hands stayed where I could see them. Mine did too.

“Light on or off?” he asked.

“Dim,” I said, and he reached over to lower the lamp until the room turned honey-warm.

He studied me like a favorite passage, not to critique but to memorize. “You’re beautiful,” he said. There was no performance in it, just truth.

“I don’t know how to take that,” I said, laughing a little, nervous.

“Then I’ll keep saying it until you learn,” he said.

He kissed me again, slower, deeper, patient. His fingers skimmed the hem of the crop top, pausing. I nodded, and he lifted it, careful not to catch the wig, his eyes never leaving mine. He traced lines on my sides with his palms, reverent, as if ceremony lived in touch. I did the same, learning the planes of his back, the skin under his shirt warm and alive.

“Still okay?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said. “Please.”

We lay back, tangled in fuzzed socks and breath and the soft slide of fabric. I felt shy and bold at once. When I hesitated, he slowed. When I reached, he met me there. There were no orders now, only requests, only checks and answers. The discipline he loved became care. The care turned into heat.

“Dahlia,” he said again, like a vow.

I trembled, not from fear. “Barry.”
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The world outside the room narrowed to the space between our mouths, our hands, the quiet sounds people make when they finally stop pretending they don’t want. I tasted chamomile on his tongue. He tasted like relief.

“Tell me what you need,” he whispered.

“Stay,” I said. “Don’t pull away.”

“I won’t,” he said.

The rest blurred into softness—clothes eased away, skin finding skin, kisses that learned and adjusted, a rhythm built out of yes and yes and yes. No spectacles. No scripts. Just us, brand-new and trying, careful and brave.

When we moved together, it felt like something clicked into place that had been off by a few degrees for years. He held my face like it mattered. I held his wrist like it anchored me. We didn’t rush. We didn’t talk much. We didn’t need to.

Later, after consuming all of him, breathless and quiet, he tucked the blanket around my shoulders and brushed a stray strand of wig hair from my cheek with a tenderness that undid me more than the kiss had.

“You’re shaking,” he said softly.

“I’m happy,” I said. The truth surprised me as it left my mouth.

He smiled for real, the kind of smile I’d only seen in glimpses.

“Good.”

We lay there, listening to the apartment hum, the city far away. His thumb traced small circles at my wrist. My socks kept sliding down and he tugged them back up like a joke only we understood.

“We’ll figure it out,” he said.

“We will,” I said, and for once I wasn’t trying to convince myself.

He kissed my forehead. “Goodnight, Dahlia.”

I closed my eyes and let the name settle, not like a costume, not like a dare, but like a home I had finally stepped into.

The next night, Barry sat me in front of the mirror like I was some delicate project. His hand on my shoulder was steady, almost clinical, the way he tilted my head as if he were lining up an incision.

“Don’t move,” he said, comb poised above the wig he’d insisted on styling himself.

I swallowed and tried not to laugh. “You’re awfully serious about hair.”

“I’m serious about everything,” he replied, eyes narrowing with concentration as he teased the strands into soft waves. “Besides, if you’re going out with me, you’re not walking out half-finished.”

The way he said out with me made my stomach flutter. I wasn’t sure if he meant it romantically, but my skin warmed anyway. I pressed my hands together in my lap to stop the trembling.

When he was satisfied, he set the comb down and crouched in front of me. “Close your eyes.”

I did. His fingers, cool and precise, worked across my face. The brush swept foundation over my skin, powder dabbed into place. He worked like a sculptor, saying nothing, only tilting my chin when needed.

“You’ve got good bone structure,” he murmured, almost to himself. “You don’t need much.”

I nearly opened my eyes. “You sound surprised.”

“I’m not. Just confirming what I already knew.”

Heat spread through me at his words. I let him finish, each stroke a small shock that reminded me this was real—he was painting me into something I’d only dreamed of. When he stepped back, I opened my eyes and gasped.

The girl in the mirror blinked back at me. My lips were tinted rose, my eyes framed in a whisper of liner and shadow. Not heavy, not costume. Just… her. Me.

Barry folded his arms, expression unreadable. “You’ll need earrings.”

I laughed nervously. “I don’t have pierced ears.”

“I know.” He lifted a small box and opened it to reveal clip-ons, silver with tiny pearls. He fastened them onto me carefully. “There.”

The jewelry winked beneath the light, delicate, absurdly feminine. I touched them and whispered, “I don’t know if I can walk outside like this.”

“You can,” Barry said firmly. “And you will. With me.”

Something about the way he said with me made my chest tighten.

He helped me into the dress—a light, swishy thing he’d pulled from the closet. It hugged my waist and skimmed my legs. My heart thudded as he zipped it up. His fingers lingered at the small of my back for a beat too long, and I wondered if he noticed how I trembled.

“Stand up,” he said.

I obeyed, smoothing the fabric down my hips. He surveyed me from head to toe, like he was inspecting a finished experiment. Then, softer: “Perfect.”

The word rooted me in place.

When we stepped outside, the night air hit me first, cool against my legs. Barry took my hand as if it were the most natural thing. My body jolted, but I didn’t pull away.

“Relax,” he said without looking at me.

“I can’t,” I whispered.

“Yes, you can.” His grip tightened slightly. “You’re not hiding tonight.”

People passed us, their chatter blending with the hum of traffic. My pulse raced with every glance, but no one stopped. No one shouted. No one laughed.

Barry glanced sideways at me. “See? Nothing’s happening.”

I swallowed, breath catching. “But it feels like everything’s happening.”

He smirked faintly. “Good. That’s how it should feel.”

We kept walking, hand in hand, and for the first time I wasn’t Darren trying to pretend. I was Dahlia, trembling, exhilarated, and alive.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR LATER, the world felt different. I was still me, but not Darren anymore. The name belonged to someone I didn’t want to remember, not because I hated him, but because he no longer fit. I hadn’t seen a gender specialist yet, hadn’t taken that leap, but Dahlia was all I wanted to be. My ID still betrayed me, but every morning when I looked in the mirror, I knew who I was.

I worked temp jobs now—reception desks, filing, a little proofreading when luck found me. It wasn’t glamorous, but it kept me moving, kept me afloat as I tried to build up my resume. Barry and I still lived in the same small apartment. His side of the desk was stacked with notes and review books, highlighters bleeding in neon stripes, coffee cups pushed into the corners. He was preparing for the licensure exam, and for the first time since I’d met him, he looked undone.

He sat with his head in his hands, shoulders curled, lips moving as though the words of anatomy and pathology might crawl out on their own if he pressed hard enough.

“I can’t,” he muttered. “I’m going to forget everything. It’s too much.”

I set down the laundry basket and leaned against the doorway. “You’re the most disciplined person I know. You don’t get to say ‘I can’t.’”

He lifted his head, eyes rimmed red.

“Dahlia, you don’t get it. If I fail—”

“You won’t,” I cut in. My voice was steadier than I felt, but I meant it. “Discipline got you this far. Remember how you drilled me on eye contact, posture, even how to walk? You didn’t let me give up on myself. Now it’s my turn.”

He let out a weak laugh. “That was different.”

“Not really,” I said, moving closer. I touched his wrist, fingers grazing the ink smudged there. “You told me discipline isn’t just about control. It’s about showing up every day, even when it hurts. That’s what you do. And it works.”

His eyes softened, and he leaned back, finally letting the tension ease from his shoulders. “You’re quoting me.”
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“Yeah,” I smiled. “You’re lucky I listen.”

For a moment, silence filled the room, not heavy, but alive. The books, the coffee smell, his tired face—all of it felt like the center of the world. I realized then that my life, uncertain as it was, had roots here. With him.

He exhaled, a long breath, and nodded. “Okay. Back to it.”

“Good,” I said, squeezing his wrist before pulling away.

“Because I’m not carrying you through this exam. You’re the disciplined one, remember?”

And for the first time in days, he grinned.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy His Obedient Femboy Roommate? 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.

[image: A person with blonde hair and red lipstick  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“Eleven fine femboys, feminized by chance, self-discovery, and love.”
This is an illustrated novella collection, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy! No cross-additions guaranteed. You won’t find these best-selling stories in any of my other collections.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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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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“This is serious. Yes, my anxiety’s gone, but something else in my body’s showing up. What have you done to me!?”

I was the quiet chemist who kept my head down and my goggles on—until the night my prototype steadied my hands and loosened something I’d held tight my whole life.

At first, it was tiny shifts: my voice settled, my posture softened, lipstick stopped feeling like a costume. Then I caught my reflection in the fume hood and finally recognized her.

I told myself it was just chemistry… but so was the woman I was becoming. And once I started changing, I didn’t want to go back.

Read Girly Chemistry

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 His Obedient Femboy Roommate.

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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