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Introduction

"I thought I knew who I was until a bet at work turned my life from suits and briefcases to blazers and pencil skirts."

This is an illustrated romance novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was Logan, the ambitious rival in an advertising firm where high stakes and egos reigned supreme. When Damon, the infuriating creative lead dared me to attend a gala in full feminine attire, I was determined to prove him wrong.

What started as a bet spiraled into a journey of self-discovery.

Stepping into a new identity—one that felt unexpectedly right—shattered everything I thought I knew about myself. And just when I was daring to discover my girly side, Damon returned, ready to fight for what we could be.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to I Dare You to Be a Girl.


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

∞∞∞

THE CONFERENCE ROOM was freezing, but my palms were slick with sweat. Across the table sat Damon Cole, the man I’d grudgingly started referring to as my nemesis. His suit, tailored to perfection, only added to his air of unshakable confidence. He leaned back in his chair, smirking like he’d already won whatever game we were playing. And maybe he had. Damon always seemed one step ahead, no matter how hard I worked to keep up.

“Luxury is about exclusivity,” Damon said, his voice as smooth as the leather on his overpriced loafers. “We need to remind customers that Luxe & Bloom is for the discerning few. They don’t just sell products—they sell a lifestyle.”

Monica Blake, our CEO, nodded approvingly, her sharp eyes scanning the room. “Interesting. What do the rest of you think?”

I hesitated, knowing full well that going against Damon in front of Monica was like poking a bear. But I couldn’t keep my mouth shut—not when his ideas were so damn predictable.

[image: Mage media]

“With respect,” I began, keeping my voice steady, “I think exclusivity is outdated. Customers today want to feel included. Luxe & Bloom’s affordable line is their biggest seller for a reason. We should highlight that without sacrificing their brand’s elegance.”

Damon’s smirk deepened, and I knew what was coming before he even opened his mouth. “Logan,” he said, his tone dripping with mock sympathy, “if we make everything ‘affordable,’ what’s left to make it special? Luxury loses its appeal if it’s too accessible.”

The chuckles around the table felt like tiny knives. I clenched my jaw. “It’s not about making everything accessible,” I snapped. “It’s about balancing aspirational branding with practicality. If we ignore what’s working for them, we’re just throwing away money.”

“Enough,” Monica said, cutting through the tension like a blade. “We’ll circle back to this. Remember, the gala is in two weeks. That’s our chance to showcase ideas that will secure Luxe & Bloom’s long-term partnership. Bring your A-game.”

Damon turned to me, his grin as sharp as a razor. “Guess that means you’ll need more than a miracle, Price.”

I resisted the urge to snap back, opting instead for a seething glare. Damon Cole might’ve been Monica’s golden boy, but I wasn’t going down without a fight.

The meeting ended with a flurry of notes and dismissive nods, but my mind was still boiling. Damon strutted out of the conference room like he’d just won an award. I grabbed my notebook and followed, my steps quick and deliberate.

“You really can’t help yourself, can you?” I called out as we entered the hallway. He slowed down just enough for me to catch up, but his smirk didn’t falter.

“Help myself to what?” he asked, feigning innocence.

“Undermining me in front of Monica,” I snapped, my voice lower now that we were away from prying eyes. “Every time I try to pitch something, you act like it’s the worst idea in the world.”

He stopped walking and turned to face me, his expression suddenly serious. For a moment, I thought he might apologize. But then, Damon being Damon, he leaned in just close enough to make me uncomfortable and said, “It’s not my fault your ideas are easy to pick apart.”

I clenched my fists, barely resisting the urge to deck him right there in the hallway. “One of these days, Damon, you’re going to trip over that massive ego of yours.”

“Not likely,” he said with a wink before sauntering off, leaving me fuming in his wake.

Tessa was waiting for me by the elevators, her eyebrows raised in curiosity. “What did he say this time?” she asked as we stepped into the elevator.

“Same crap as always,” I muttered. “He’s insufferable.”

“Insufferable, but hot,” she teased, grinning as I shot her a withering look.

“Not helping, Tessa.”
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“Fine, fine,” she said, holding up her hands. “But you have to admit, the two of you have some serious chemistry, like you could be best buddies.”

I groaned. “If by ‘chemistry’ you mean mutual loathing, then sure.”

Tessa laughed, but I couldn’t shake the nagging frustration in my chest. Damon wasn’t just a rival—he was the kind of guy who thrived on making me feel small. And the worst part? He was good at it.

Later that evening, I found myself at The Copper Pint, a bar just a few blocks from the office. I wasn’t exactly in the mood to hang out with coworkers, but Tessa had insisted I come, saying I needed to “blow off steam.”

“Think of it as a team-building exercise,” she’d said, which was a nice way of saying, You’re going whether you like it or not.

I sat at a sticky bar table, nursing a beer and trying to ignore the din of laughter and conversation around me. Tessa was chatting with some of the junior account execs, leaving me to stew in my own irritation. I glanced at the door, half-hoping Damon wouldn’t show up.

Of course, that was wishful thinking. He walked in about twenty minutes later, looking effortlessly confident in his rolled-up sleeves and loosened tie. The group cheered as he joined the table, and I rolled my eyes so hard I thought they might get stuck.

“Logan,” Damon said, spotting me as he slid into the chair across from mine. “Didn’t expect to see you here.”

“Yeah, well, I didn’t expect to see you anywhere, but life’s full of disappointments,” I shot back.

He grinned, clearly unfazed. “Still salty about the meeting? Don’t take it personally—it’s just business.”

“Oh, I don’t take it personally,” I said, my voice dripping with sarcasm. “I just think you’re a jerk.”

The group around us laughed, and for a moment, I thought I might have the upper hand. But Damon, as always, wasn’t one to back down.

“Tell you what,” he said, leaning forward with that infuriating smirk. “Let’s make things interesting.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

“A bet,” he said, his tone casual but his gaze sharp. “Since you’re so convinced you’re my equal, let’s see if you can actually prove it.”

“I’m not playing games with you, Damon.”

“Oh, come on, Logan,” Tessa chimed in, clearly enjoying this way too much. “What’s the harm? It’s just for fun.”

I glared at her, but Damon pressed on. “If I win, you show up to the gala dressed to impress. And I mean really dressed—heels, makeup, the whole nine yards.”

The table erupted in laughter, and my face burned. “That’s ridiculous,” I said. “Why would I agree to that?”

“Because you won’t lose,” Damon said, his tone mocking. “Unless, of course, you’re too chicken to take the risk.”

I felt the words land like a challenge, and my pride roared in defiance. “Fine,” I said before I could stop myself. “What happens if I win?”

Damon shrugged. “Name your price.”

I thought for a moment, then smirked. “If I win, you have to publicly admit that my pitch was better than yours. In front of Monica.”

His expression flickered—just for a second—but then he nodded. “Deal.”

We shook on it, and I immediately regretted every life choice that had brought me to this moment.

The deck of cards sat between us, and I felt a knot tightening in my stomach. Damon shuffled with a practiced ease, his long fingers moving like this wasn’t his first time pulling someone into a game they couldn’t win. The crowd around us leaned in, eager for the spectacle. Even Tessa had abandoned her usual devil-may-care attitude and was watching intently, her lips quirking in barely concealed amusement.

“Texas Hold’em,” Damon said, dealing the first hand with a flick of his wrist. “Simple rules, right?”

“Simple enough,” I muttered, though my heart was pounding. I wasn’t exactly a poker master, but I could bluff my way through a meeting with a difficult client—how hard could this be?

Turns out, harder than I thought.

The first round went by in a blur, and I managed to scrape by with a decent hand. The second round was where things started to fall apart. Damon’s confidence was like a wall, impenetrable and unyielding, and I found myself second-guessing every move. My competitive streak refused to let me fold, even when common sense told me to cut my losses.

“You’re quiet, Price,” Damon said, his voice low enough that only I could hear. “Nervous?”

“Not even a little,” I lied, keeping my face as neutral as possible. My hand was decent—a pair of queens—but the way Damon was watching me made it hard to focus. His smirk wasn’t just smug; it was knowing, like he could see every thought I was trying to suppress.

By the time we reached the final round, my pile of chips was laughably small compared to Damon’s. He leaned back in his chair, giving me that infuriating grin. “Last chance to bow out gracefully,” he said. “I’d hate for you to embarrass yourself.”

“I’m good, thanks,” I said through gritted teeth.

The final cards were dealt, and I stared at my hand, willing it to be better than it was. A flush. It wasn’t perfect, but it was strong enough that I felt a flicker of hope. Damon glanced at his own cards, his expression unreadable, and the room seemed to hold its collective breath.

“All in,” he said, pushing his chips forward.

The crowd murmured, and my stomach dropped. I looked at my own chips—what little I had left—and knew I couldn’t back down. Not now. Not with everyone watching. “All in,” I said, trying to sound confident.

We revealed our hands simultaneously, and my heart sank. He had a full house. The crowd erupted into cheers and groans, and I felt Tessa’s hand on my shoulder.

“Good effort,” she said, though the grin on her face made it hard to believe she meant it.
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Damon leaned forward, his voice low and smug. “Guess I’ll see you at the gala, Price. Better start practicing your walk.”

Three days later, “This is going to be so much fun!” Tessa practically squealed as she dumped what looked like half her closet onto my couch. Dresses, skirts, wigs, and more makeup than I thought one person could reasonably own were suddenly sprawled across my apartment.

“Fun for you,” I grumbled, crossing my arms. “Humiliating for me.”

“Oh, stop being so dramatic,” Tessa said, waving me off. “You lost fair and square. And honestly? You should be thanking me. By the time I’m done with you, Damon won’t know what hit him.”

“Pretty sure that’s not the point,” I muttered, eyeing the pile of clothes like it might bite me.

Tessa ignored me, holding up a sleek red dress with a plunging neckline. “This one,” she said decisively. “It’s bold, confident, and totally unexpected. Perfect for making Damon eat his words.”

“I’m not wearing that,” I said immediately.

“Yes, you are,” she replied, shoving it into my hands. “Now go try it on. Chop-chop!”

Grumbling under my breath, I retreated to the bathroom and shut the door. The dress felt impossibly tight, clinging to my body in a way that made me hyper-aware of every flaw. I tugged at the hem, trying to make it longer, but it was hopeless. I looked ridiculous.

When I finally emerged, Tessa let out a dramatic gasp. “Logan! You look... incredible!”

“I look like a clown,” I said, refusing to meet her eyes.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” she said, grabbing my shoulders and steering me toward the mirror. “Just wait until we add the finishing touches.”

I stared at my reflection, my throat tightening. The dress did fit, I had to admit that much. But it didn’t feel like me. It felt like I was wearing someone else’s skin, and the thought made my stomach churn.

Tessa, oblivious to my inner turmoil, was already sorting through her makeup kit. “Okay, we’re going for smoky eyes and a bold lip. Trust me, it’ll tie the whole look together.”

I sat down, letting her work her magic. As the brushes swept across my face and the wig was carefully adjusted, I felt a strange mix of emotions bubbling inside me. Part of me wanted to rip everything off and forget this ever happened, but another part—the part I wasn’t ready to acknowledge—felt... curious.

“There,” Tessa said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. “What do you think?”

I hesitated, staring at the stranger in the mirror. My face was still mine, but softer, more polished. The wig framed my features in a way that felt almost... fitting. “I mean, it’s just one night,” I said finally, trying to sound confident.

Tessa grinned. “That’s the spirit! Now, let’s tackle the heels.”

Great. Just when I thought things couldn’t get worse.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I SPENT MOST OF THE MORNING pretending this day wasn’t happening. The clock ticked by, each second dragging me closer to an event I’d been dreading since I stupidly shook Damon Cole’s hand. Every time I tried to distract myself—watching TV, scrolling on my phone, even reorganizing my sock drawer—my mind drifted back to the bet.

Tessa had promised to help me “transform,” her words dripping with enthusiasm. But the idea of standing in front of my coworkers, dolled up like some beauty pageant contestant, made my stomach churn.

By noon, Tessa was banging on my door like she was trying to break in. “Logan, open up! Time for your Cinderella moment!” she called, her voice way too cheerful for my mood.

Reluctantly, I let her in, and she immediately swept past me, arms loaded with garment bags, makeup kits, and what looked like a shoe box. “You’ve been moping, haven’t you?” she said, narrowing her eyes at me.
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“No,” I lied, crossing my arms.

“Uh-huh.” She dropped everything onto my couch and turned to face me, hands on her hips. “Look, I know you’re nervous, but trust me. When we’re done, you’ll look amazing, and Damon will be eating his words.”

“This isn’t about Damon,” I said quickly, though my face betrayed me with a blush. “This is about surviving tonight and making sure no one ever talks about this again.”

Tessa smirked. “Sure. Whatever helps you sleep at night. Now, go shower and shave everything.”

“What?” I blinked at her, horrified.

“You heard me. Legs, arms—everything. We’re going full glam, and there’s no room for half-assing it. Go!”

Grumbling, I headed to the bathroom. The hot water did little to calm my nerves as I fumbled my way through Tessa’s instructions. By the time I stepped out, my skin felt unnervingly smooth, and I was already regretting this entire ordeal.

Tessa, of course, was thrilled. “Perfect! Now, let’s get you into these,” she said, holding up a box of shapewear and a pair of sheer stockings.

I stared at them like they were instruments of torture. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“Do I look like I’m kidding?” she shot back, her grin widening. “Trust me, these will make all the difference.”

With a heavy sigh, I took the items and retreated to the bedroom. Getting into the shapewear was a battle I wasn’t prepared for. It clung to me like a second skin, squeezing and smoothing everything into place. By the time I managed to wrestle it on, I was sweating and out of breath.

The stockings weren’t much better. They were delicate and slippery, and it took me three tries to get them on without tearing them. When I finally emerged, Tessa burst into applause. “Look at you! You’re a natural.”

“I feel like a sausage,” I muttered, tugging at the waistband.

“You’ll get used to it,” she said, waving me off. “Now, for the fun part.”

She handed me a dress—a deep red gown with an off-the-shoulder neckline and a daring slit up one leg. My mouth went dry just looking at it. “There’s no way I’m wearing that.”

“Oh, yes, you are,” Tessa said, pushing it into my hands. “Now, go try it on. Chop-chop!”

Back in the bedroom, I slipped into the dress, the fabric smooth and cool against my skin. It fit snugly, hugging every curve the shapewear had created. I stared at myself in the mirror, feeling a mix of embarrassment and... something else. I couldn’t quite name it, but it lingered as I stepped back into the living room.

Tessa gasped dramatically. “Logan! You look incredible!”

“I look ridiculous,” I countered, avoiding the mirror.

“Wrong,” she said, grabbing me by the shoulders and steering me toward her makeup station. “Now sit. We’re not done yet.”

Sitting in the chair, I felt exposed, like every flaw was magnified under Tessa’s scrutinizing gaze. She tied a cape around my neck, her excitement practically buzzing in the air as she unpacked her arsenal of makeup brushes and products.
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“Okay, we’re going for soft glam,” she said, holding up a palette of warm, shimmery shades. “It’ll highlight your natural features but still give you that wow factor.”

“Just don’t make me look like a clown,” I muttered.

“You wound me,” she said, clutching her chest dramatically. “Trust me, Logan. I know what I’m doing.”

She worked quickly, brushing and blending with a confidence that made me nervous. First came the foundation, a smooth layer that erased the uneven tones of my skin. Then contouring, which felt strange as she dusted powders along my cheekbones and jawline.

“You’ve got great bone structure,” she said, tilting my face to the side. “Damon’s going to lose it.”

“This isn’t about Damon,” I grumbled, but the mention of his name sent a weird flutter through my chest.

“Sure it’s not,” she teased, dabbing concealer under my eyes. “And I’m not just saying this to inflate your ego, but you’re going to be the hottest person at that gala.”

I rolled my eyes but stayed quiet, letting her work. By the time she finished my eyes—smoky with a hint of sparkle—and painted my lips a soft rose color, I was almost afraid to look in the mirror.

“Okay,” she said, stepping back with a flourish. “Moment of truth.”

I hesitated before picking up the hand mirror she held out. The person staring back at me wasn’t someone I recognized. My features were still there, but they were softer, more refined. The makeup emphasized my eyes, made my lips look fuller. Combined with the wig—a sleek, shoulder-length style—it was like seeing another version of myself. A more confident version.

“Well?” Tessa asked, bouncing on her toes.

“It’s... fine,” I said, my voice quieter than I intended.

“Fine?” she repeated, looking appalled. “Logan, you look like a freaking goddess.”

I shook my head, trying to suppress the flicker of curiosity that had crept in. “Let’s just get this over with.”

Tessa rolled her eyes but grabbed the final piece of the ensemble—a pair of nude heels with a modest heel height. “Time to learn how to practice what I’ve taught you, Cinderella.”

Putting them on was easy enough, but walking was another story. The first few steps were wobbly, and I had to grip the back of a chair to steady myself. Tessa stifled a laugh. “You’ll get the hang of it. Just take smaller steps and keep your weight balanced.”

After a few laps around the living room—and more than a few stumbles—I started to get the rhythm. It wasn’t comfortable, but at least I wasn’t falling on my face.

“See? You’re a natural,” Tessa said, clapping.

“Yeah, I’m a regular runway model,” I deadpanned.

She handed me a small clutch to complete the look. “Okay, ready to make Damon eat his words?”

“Let’s just get this over with,” I muttered, ignoring the weird mix of nerves and anticipation brewing in my chest.

Moments later, the hotel ballroom was a vision of opulence, all glittering chandeliers and polished floors. The kind of place where people dressed to impress and drank champagne like it was water. Walking in, I felt like every pair of eyes turned to me. My grip on Tessa’s arm tightened.

“Relax,” she whispered, giving me a reassuring smile. “You look amazing.”

Easy for her to say. She wasn’t the one dressed like this, with the whole night set up to feel like one giant humiliation. I took a deep breath and followed her into the crowd.

I spotted Damon almost immediately. He was by the bar, holding a glass of what looked like whiskey, his posture as effortlessly confident as always. He looked up, scanning the room, and his eyes landed on me.

For a split second, his smirk faltered. It was subtle, but I caught it. He straightened, his gaze trailing over me in a way that sent a strange jolt through my chest. When he finally started walking toward me, I fought the urge to bolt.

“Logan,” he said when he reached me, his tone somewhere between amused and impressed. “You clean up well.”

“Don’t start,” I said, trying to sound casual. “I’m only here because of your stupid bet.”

“And yet, here you are,” he said, his smirk returning. “Looking... well, better than I expected, I’ll admit.”

The compliment—if it even was one—made my face heat. “What, were you expecting me to show up in a Halloween costume?”

“Honestly? Maybe,” he said, taking a sip of his drink. “But I’m not complaining.”

Before I could respond, a colleague approached, squinting at me. “Logan? Is that you?”

“Yeah,” I said flatly, bracing myself for whatever they’d say next.

“Wow,” they said, blinking. “I didn’t even recognize you. You look... incredible.”

The words threw me off balance. I mumbled a thank-you, unsure of how to respond. As more people started to notice and compliment me, the knot of anxiety in my stomach began to loosen. Maybe this wouldn’t be as bad as I’d thought.

The crowd buzzed with chatter, glasses clinking and laughter echoing off the high ceilings. I stuck close to Tessa, who seemed more than happy to soak in the atmosphere. Meanwhile, I was acutely aware of every step I took, every sideways glance I caught.

Damon, to his credit, hadn’t left my side since our initial exchange. Whether it was to mock me or something else, I couldn’t tell. He seemed more amused than anything, his smirk firmly in place as he observed how people reacted to me.

“You’ve got everyone fooled,” he said under his breath as another colleague stopped by to offer a compliment. “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were enjoying this.”

“I’m not,” I said quickly, too quickly. His eyebrow quirked, and I turned away, pretending to take an interest in the hors d’oeuvres tray a waiter carried past.

Damon leaned closer, his voice low and teasing. “You’re a terrible liar, Price.”

“Go bother someone else, Damon,” I muttered, keeping my gaze fixed anywhere but on him.

“I would,” he said, smirking. “But watching you squirm is way more entertaining.”

Before I could respond, a new voice cut through the tension. “Damon! There you are!”

Monica Blake, our CEO, approached with her usual commanding presence. Her eyes flicked over me, and for a split second, her usually unreadable expression softened. “Logan, I almost didn’t recognize you. You look... very pretty!”

“Thank you, I guess you’ve already heard about the bet,” I said, forcing a polite smile.

“Yes, and I think it’s fabulous!”

She turned her attention to Damon, her sharpness returning. “Make sure Logan doesn’t spend the whole night hiding in a corner. The client will be arriving soon, and I want the team to make a good impression.”

“Of course,” Damon said smoothly, the picture of professionalism. As soon as Monica walked away, his smirk returned. “Looks like you’re stuck with me.”

“Great,” I said dryly. “My night just keeps getting better.”

The first half-hour passed in a blur of polite conversation and forced smiles. Damon stayed close, playing the role of the attentive escort, though his teasing comments never stopped. To my surprise, most of the people we talked to didn’t seem to recognize me right away. When they did, their reactions were overwhelmingly positive, which threw me off even more.

By the time the client arrived, I was starting to feel less like a deer in headlights and more like I could actually get through the night without completely humiliating myself. Tessa had been right—confidence really did make a difference, even if mine was mostly faked.

“Logan,” Damon said, interrupting my thoughts. “Time to make nice with the bigwigs.”

I turned to see him holding out his arm, an expectant look on his face. For a moment, I hesitated. Letting him escort me felt... weird. But the alternative was walking in alone, so I reluctantly looped my arm through his.

The client, a sharply dressed woman in her late forties, greeted us warmly. Damon handled most of the conversation, his charm on full display, while I chimed in when necessary. It wasn’t until the client’s assistant made a passing comment about how well we complemented each other that I felt the heat rise to my cheeks.

“Thank you,” Damon said smoothly, as if the comment hadn’t just thrown a grenade into my brain. I forced a smile, praying the conversation would move on quickly.

When it finally ended, I pulled away from Damon, needing a moment to breathe. He followed, of course, his smirk as infuriating as ever.

“What’s wrong, Price? You’re blushing.”
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“I’m not,” I said, even though I could feel my face burning.

He chuckled, leaning casually against the bar. “You know, for someone who claims to hate all this, you’re doing a pretty convincing job.”

“Go away, Damon.”

“Not a chance.”

I’d barely made it five steps into the crowd before someone else stopped me. This time, it was a younger guy from another department—one I didn’t know very well. He flashed a charming smile, his eyes lingering a little too long.

“Logan, right?” he asked, holding out a hand. “Can I take a photo with you?”

“Uh, thanks,” I said, shaking his hand awkwardly.

“You’re full of surprises,” he said, his tone flirty. “I almost didn’t recognize you.”

Before I could respond, Damon appeared at my side, his expression unusually tense. “Logan,” he said, his voice low and firm. “Can I borrow you for a moment?”

The guy raised an eyebrow, but I didn’t argue. Damon grabbed my arm—not roughly, but firmly enough that I couldn’t pull away—and led me toward the dance floor.

“What the hell was that about?” I asked as soon as we were out of earshot.

“He was hitting on you,” Damon said, his tone clipped.

“No, he wasn’t, he’s just fascinated,” I shot back, annoyed by his sudden possessiveness. “And besides, I can handle myself.”

“Sure you can,” he said, his smirk returning. “But let’s not forget who brought you here tonight.”

“Seriously? This isn’t a date, Damon.”

“Maybe not,” he said, stepping closer. “But you’re still my responsibility.”

Before I could argue, he held out a hand. “Dance with me.”

“What!?”

“You heard me,” he said, his smirk softening into something almost... sincere. “One dance, Price. Consider it part of the bet.”

Reluctantly, I took his hand, letting him lead me onto the dance floor. The music was slow, the kind that forced you to stand closer than you might want to. Damon’s hand rested on my waist, his touch warm through the thin fabric of my dress.

At first, I focused on not tripping over my heels. But as the song went on, I became acutely aware of how close we were. His cologne, subtle but intoxicating, filled the space between us. His eyes, usually so sharp and mocking, softened as they met mine.

“Not bad, Price,” he said, his voice low. “You dance better than I expected.”

“Why do you keep saying that?” I asked, my tone more defensive than I intended.

“Saying what?”

“That I’m better than you expected,” I said, pulling back just enough to glare at him. “What exactly were you expecting, Damon?”

He didn’t answer right away, his gaze flickering between my eyes and my lips. For a moment, I thought he might actually kiss me. My heart pounded in my chest, and I took a step back, breaking the spell.

“I need some air,” I said quickly, turning and walking away before he could stop me.

I pushed my way through the crowd, my heels clicking against the polished floor as I made a beeline for the terrace. The cool night air hit me like a slap, but I welcomed it, breathing deeply to steady myself. My head was spinning—not just from the dance but from everything that had led up to this moment.

I gripped the railing, staring out at the city lights. The reflection of the ballroom’s chandeliers glinted in the glass doors behind me, and I could still hear the faint hum of the party. But out here, it felt like I could finally breathe.

“Logan.”

I tensed at the sound of Damon’s voice. Of course he’d followed me. He always did.

“Go away, Damon,” I said without turning around.

“No,” he said simply. His footsteps grew louder until he was standing beside me, leaning against the railing. “You walked off in the middle of our dance. That’s rude, even for you.”

“Sorry,” I said flatly, not meaning it in the slightest.

He chuckled, the sound low and rich. “You’re terrible at apologies, you know that?”

I turned to glare at him, but the look on his face stopped me short. He wasn’t smirking anymore. His expression was... unreadable. For the first time, Damon Cole looked almost human.

“What do you want?” I asked, my voice quieter now.

“I don’t know,” he admitted, his gaze fixed on me. “You’re confusing, Price.”

“Me? I’m confusing?” I laughed, though it came out more bitter than amused. “That’s rich, coming from you.”

“I mean it,” he said, stepping closer. “You’ve been surprising me all night. First with how you look—”

“Wow, thanks,” I said, cutting him off. “Glad to know I exceeded your low expectations.”

“That’s not what I meant,” he said, his tone softer now. “You look... amazing, Logan. But it’s not just that. The way you carry yourself, the way you handle people—it’s like I’m seeing a whole new side of you.”

I stared at him, unsure how to respond. Damon was many things, but genuine wasn’t usually one of them. Yet, here he was, looking at me like I was someone worth noticing.

“You’re just saying that because I’m wearing a dress,” I said, trying to brush it off.

“No,” he said firmly. “This has nothing to do with the dress.”

His words hung between us, heavy and impossible to ignore. I wanted to laugh it off, to make some sarcastic comment that would break the tension. But I couldn’t. Not with the way he was looking at me.

“Damon, I...” I trailed off, my thoughts a jumbled mess.

He stepped closer, so close that I could feel the heat radiating off him. His hand reached out, hovering near my arm like he wasn’t sure if he should touch me. For a moment, I thought he might kiss me, and the thought sent a shiver down my spine.

“I should go,” I said abruptly, stepping back. “This—whatever this is—this isn’t... I can’t.”

“Logan—”

“I’ll see you inside,” I said, cutting him off before he could say anything else. Without waiting for a response, I turned and walked back into the ballroom, my heart pounding harder with every step.

Inside, the party was still in full swing, but it felt like a different world. The noise, the lights, the people—it all felt too much. I spotted Tessa by the bar and made a beeline for her, desperate for something to ground me.

“There you are!” she said, grinning as she handed me a glass of champagne. “I was starting to think you’d ditched me.”

“I needed some air,” I said, downing the drink in one go. The bubbles fizzed in my throat, but they didn’t do much to calm my nerves.

“You okay?” Tessa asked, her grin fading as she looked at me more closely.

“Yeah,” I lied, forcing a smile. “Just... tired. It’s been a long night.”

She didn’t look convinced, but thankfully she didn’t press. Instead, she started chatting about some drama she’d overheard, and I nodded along, letting her words wash over me.

But no matter how hard I tried to focus on her, my mind kept drifting back to Damon. To the way he’d looked at me. To the things he’d said. To the way I’d felt standing so close to him.

It was confusing, to say the least. I’d spent so long hating him—his arrogance, his smugness, the way he always seemed to one-up me. But tonight, he’d been... different. And I didn’t know what to do with that.

I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts. Whatever had happened out there, it didn’t matter. It couldn’t matter. This was just a stupid bet, and once the night was over, things would go back to normal.

At least, that’s what I told myself.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE MONDAY AFTER the gala, stepping into the office felt like walking into a minefield. Conversations quieted as I passed, eyes following me down the hallway. I pretended not to notice, focusing on the coffee cup in my hand and the steady rhythm of my steps.

Tessa had warned me this might happen. "People love to gossip," she'd said on the ride home. "And you and Damon? You gave them plenty to talk about."

I hadn’t realized how right she’d be. Whispers of “Did you see Logan?” and “I heard Damon couldn’t take his eyes off them” buzzed like flies around the office. It was exhausting, and I wasn’t even at my desk yet.

When I finally sat down, I opened my laptop and stared at the screen, willing myself to focus. But my mind kept replaying moments from the gala: Damon’s hand on my waist, the look in his eyes, the way my pulse had raced when we’d danced. It was infuriating.

“Logan!” a voice snapped me out of my thoughts. It was Jonas, the office’s resident busybody. He leaned over my desk, his grin way too wide for a Monday morning.

“So,” he said, dragging the word out. “Anything you want to share about Saturday night?”

“Nope,” I said, not looking up.

“Oh, come on,” he pressed. “You and Damon practically set the place on fire. People are saying—”

“I don’t care what people are saying,” I interrupted, finally meeting his gaze. “It was a bet. End of story. Besides, I don’t like guys.”

“Sure, sure,” Jonas said, his grin unwavering. “If you say so.”

He wandered off, and I let out a frustrated sigh. The last thing I needed was for Damon to walk in and add fuel to the fire.
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Speak of the devil. Damon strolled in a few minutes later, looking as put-together as ever. He glanced in my direction, and for a brief moment, our eyes met. My stomach did an annoying little flip before I quickly looked away.

For the rest of the morning, I did my best to avoid him. I stuck to my desk, only getting up when absolutely necessary. But by lunchtime, my luck ran out.

The break room was empty when I walked in, which was exactly what I’d been hoping for. I poured myself a cup of coffee, enjoying the rare moment of peace.

“Logan.”

I nearly spilled my drink. Damon leaned casually against the doorway, a sly smile on his face.

“Don’t sneak up on people,” I said, setting my cup down.

“Didn’t mean to,” he said, though the glint in his eye told a different story. He stepped closer, his hands in his pockets. “You’ve been avoiding me.”

“No, I haven’t,” I said, focusing on stirring my coffee.

“Really?” He leaned on the counter next to me, his shoulder brushing mine. “Because it feels like you have.”

“What do you want, Damon?” I asked, finally looking at him.

“Nothing,” he said, shrugging. “Just thought we should talk.”

“About what?”

“About Saturday.” His tone was casual, but there was an edge to it that made my stomach twist.

“There’s nothing to talk about,” I said quickly. “It was a bet. That’s it.”

He tilted his head, studying me. “You keep saying that, but I don’t think you believe it.”

“Why does it matter what I believe?” I snapped, my frustration bubbling over.

“Because you’re not acting like someone who thinks it’s just a bet,” he said, his voice quieter now. “And neither am I.”

My heart skipped a beat, and I hated myself for it. I grabbed my coffee and started to walk out, but Damon’s voice stopped me.

“Logan,” he said, softer this time. “You looked incredible that night. I wasn’t just saying that.”

I didn’t turn around. “You don’t know what you’re talking about, Damon.”

With that, I walked out, my pulse racing.

The rest of the day was mercifully uneventful—until my inbox pinged with a message from Damon. I groaned, tempted to delete it without reading, but curiosity got the better of me.

Subject: New Client Pitch
Body: Logan,
Monica wants us to team up for the upcoming Luxe & Bloom pitch. It’s a women’s luxury line, so your gala look gave me an idea. Meet me in the conference room at 3 p.m. to discuss.
-Damon

I stared at the email, my annoyance flaring. Of course, he had to bring up the gala. But the chance to work on a major pitch wasn’t something I could pass up.

At 3 p.m. sharp, I walked into the conference room, where Damon was already waiting. He smiled when he saw me, and I ignored the way it made my chest tighten.

“Glad you could make it,” he said, gesturing for me to sit.

“What’s this idea of yours?” I asked, cutting straight to the point.

“Relax, Logan,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “You’ll like it. I was thinking we could use the concept of transformation as the centerpiece of the campaign. Luxe & Bloom is about elegance and adaptability, right? Who better to showcase that than you?”

I blinked at him, not sure I’d heard him right. “You want me to be part of the campaign?”

“Not officially,” he said quickly. “But you already proved you can pull off the look. It’s perfect for the client.”
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I frowned, my defenses rising. “Damon, I’m not a model. And I’m not your... experiment.”

“It’s not like that,” he said, his tone serious now. “This is a big opportunity for both of us. Trust me, Logan.”

The way he said my name made me hesitate. Against my better judgment, I nodded. “Fine. But if this backfires, it’s on you.”

The moment I agreed, Damon’s smirk returned, as if he’d known all along I’d say yes. “Great,” he said, pulling out his tablet and flipping through slides. “We’ll keep it subtle. The idea isn’t to turn this into some kind of stunt—it’s about showcasing elegance and versatility, just like Luxe & Bloom’s products.”

I nodded along, though I couldn’t help feeling uneasy. “And what exactly does this ‘subtle’ look entail?”

He tilted his head, studying me for a moment. “Something softer. Everyday luxury. Think more natural beauty, less gala glamour.”

I raised an eyebrow. “So... I’m supposed to dress up again?”

“Not just dress up,” Damon said, his voice dropping to that annoyingly persuasive tone he always used in pitches. “This is about embodying the brand, Logan. You nailed it at the gala, but this time, we’ll take it a step further.”

I wanted to argue, to tell him this was insane, but part of me was curious. A small, treacherous part of me that wondered what it might feel like to try this again. “Fine,” I said reluctantly. “But I’m not doing this alone.”

Damon grinned. “Wouldn’t dream of it. Bring Tessa in. She did a great job last time.”

Later that evening, I texted Tessa to fill her in. As expected, she was thrilled.

Tessa: OMG YES! Let’s do it. My place. 7 PM.

When I arrived, her apartment looked like a fashion studio had exploded inside it. Clothes hung from every surface, and her vanity was overflowing with makeup and hair tools.

“I figured we’d try a few looks,” she said, ushering me in. “We’re going for soft, approachable elegance. Something that says, ‘I’m classy, but I’m not trying too hard.’”

“Sounds great,” I said dryly, though my nerves were already kicking in.

“Relax,” Tessa said, patting my shoulder. “You’re going to kill it.”

She handed me a pink-colored blouse and a high-waisted pencil skirt. “Start with this. It’s chic but not over the top.”

I changed in the bathroom, tugging at the skirt’s waistband until it sat just right. The fabric was smooth and surprisingly comfortable, but it still felt strange to see myself in something so... feminine. When I stepped out, Tessa beamed.

“Perfect,” she said, grabbing a pair of nude pumps. “Now, shoes. And don’t argue.”

I sighed but slipped them on, wobbling a bit as I adjusted. Tessa grinned and started on my makeup, keeping it light and natural this time. “You’ve got great skin,” she said as she worked. “We’ll just enhance what’s already there.”

By the time she was done, I barely recognized myself. The look was subtle but polished, the kind of thing you’d see on a magazine cover.

“Well?” she asked, stepping back to admire her work.

I hesitated, staring at my reflection. “It’s... different.”

“In a good way?”

I nodded slowly. “Yeah. In a good way.”

The next morning, walking into the office felt like stepping onto a stage. Every head turned as I entered, the soft click of my heels echoing in the hallway. I tried to act casual, but my heart was racing.

Damon was waiting by the conference room, scrolling through his phone. When he looked up and saw me, his expression shifted. For a moment, he didn’t say anything, just stared like he was seeing me for the first time.

“Logan,” he said finally, his voice quieter than usual. “You look... charming.”

“Don’t make it weird,” I said, brushing past him into the room.

The pitch started smoothly. Damon led the presentation, his confidence and charm on full display. I chimed in when needed, but most of the attention was on me. The client seemed impressed, nodding along as we outlined the concept.

“Logan really captures the essence of our brand,” Damon said at one point, gesturing toward me. “It’s about embracing transformation without losing authenticity.”

I felt my cheeks heat under the client’s gaze, but I forced a smile. “It’s all about finding balance,” I added. “Luxury doesn’t have to feel unattainable—it can be part of your everyday life.”

By the end of the meeting, the client was sold. They shook our hands enthusiastically, promising to finalize the contract by the end of the week. As soon as they left, Damon turned to me, his grin smug as ever.

“See? Told you it would work.”

I rolled my eyes, though I couldn’t deny the satisfaction of a successful pitch. “Yeah, yeah. Don’t let it go to your head.”

He laughed, but his gaze lingered on me longer than it should have. “You really were amazing today, Logan.”

“Thanks,” I said, suddenly self-conscious.

“No, I mean it,” he said, stepping closer. “You’ve surprised me a lot lately. The gala, this pitch... you’ve got a way of catching people off guard.”

I frowned, unsure where he was going with this. “Is that supposed to be a compliment?”

“It is,” he said, his voice softer now. “Logan, you’re... different. And I can’t stop thinking about it.”

My stomach flipped, and I took a step back. “Damon, don’t.”

“Don’t what?” he asked, his brow furrowing.

“Don’t say whatever it is you’re about to say,” I said, my voice shaking. “This is... I can’t do this.”

“Logan—”

“I have to go,” I said, grabbing my bag and heading for the door.
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As I walked away, my thoughts raced.

What was happening to me?

To us?

I didn’t have any answers, but one thing was clear: things were getting way too complicated.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I sat in a small office, the faint scent of lavender filling the air. The space was cozy but professional, with a soft gray couch, a desk covered in neatly stacked papers, and a small bookshelf crammed with titles I didn’t recognize. Dr. Harper, the gender counselor Tessa had recommended, sat across from me in an armchair, her expression warm and patient.

“So, Logan,” she began, her voice calm and inviting. “What brings you here today?”

I hesitated, fidgeting with the hem of my sweater. “I’m not really sure,” I admitted. “My friend said I should talk to someone, and I guess... I don’t know. I’ve just been feeling confused lately.”

She nodded, her hands resting lightly on the notepad in her lap. “Confusion is a common starting point. Can you tell me a little more about what’s been on your mind?”

I took a deep breath, trying to gather my thoughts. “It started a few weeks ago. I lost a bet, and as part of it, I had to dress up for this work event. Like, full-on glam—heels, makeup, everything. At first, it was just humiliating, but then... I don’t know. Something about it felt different. Not bad, just... different.”

Dr. Harper didn’t react, just nodded for me to continue.

“And then at work, we had this big pitch, and I had to dress up again. And I thought I hated it, but I didn’t. It was actually... kind of okay. But now I can’t stop thinking about it. And it’s not just the clothes—it’s how it made me feel. And I don’t know what to do with that.”

She tilted her head slightly, her gaze thoughtful. “How did it make you feel?”

I shifted in my seat, struggling to put it into words. “It’s hard to explain. Like... it wasn’t just about looking different. It was like I felt different. More... comfortable? Or maybe more myself? But that doesn’t make sense, because I’ve never felt like this before.”

“It makes perfect sense,” she said gently. “It sounds like you’re beginning to explore parts of yourself that you haven’t examined before. And that’s a brave thing to do.”

I blinked at her. “Brave? It feels terrifying.”

“Terrifying and brave often go hand in hand,” she said with a small smile. “Logan, there’s no right or wrong way to approach this. It’s okay to take your time and figure out what feels right for you.”

“But what if I don’t know what that is?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.
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“That’s what we’re here to explore,” she said. “It’s not about having all the answers right now—it’s about being open to the journey.”

Her words hit me harder than I expected, and for the first time in weeks, I felt a small glimmer of relief. Maybe I didn’t have to figure everything out all at once. Maybe it was okay to just... start.

I was still processing my conversation with Dr. Harper later that evening when a knock at my door pulled me out of my thoughts. I frowned, glancing at the clock. It was after 8 p.m. Who would—

I opened the door and froze. Damon stood on the other side, his hands shoved into his coat pockets, his expression unusually serious.

“Damon?” I said, my voice laced with confusion. “What are you doing here?”

“I needed to talk to you,” he said simply.

“Now?”

“Yes, now,” he said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation.

I closed the door, crossing my arms as I turned to face him. “What’s going on?”

He hesitated, running a hand through his hair. “Look, I know I’m probably the last person you want to see right now, but I couldn’t stop thinking about... what happened at work. About what I said.”

I frowned. “What about it?”

“I didn’t mean to make things awkward,” he said quickly. “But I wasn’t lying, Logan. I can’t stop thinking about you. And not just because of how you looked. It’s more than that.”

My stomach flipped, and I took a step back, needing the space. “Damon, I don’t—”

“Just hear me out,” he interrupted, his tone quieter now. “I don’t know how to explain it, but something changed after the gala. Seeing you like that, seeing how confident you were—it wasn’t just surprising. It was... amazing.”

His words made my heart race, and I hated the way they made me feel. Vulnerable. Exposed. “This is crazy,” I said, shaking my head.

“Maybe it is,” he said, his voice steady. “But it’s how I feel. And I think you feel it too.”

I stared at him, my thoughts a jumbled mess. Part of me wanted to tell him to leave, to put as much distance as possible between us. But another part, a quieter but stronger part, didn’t want him to go.

“You’re wrong,” I said finally, though the words felt hollow.

“Am I?” he asked, stepping closer. His gaze held mine, unwavering. “Tell me I’m wrong, Logan. Look me in the eye and tell me you don’t feel anything.”

I couldn’t. My throat tightened, the truth lodged somewhere between my chest and my mouth.

“Logan,” he said softly, his voice almost pleading. “I don’t care how you dress or what you look like. You’re still you. And I... I care about you.”

The weight of his words left me breathless. I wanted to push him away, to reject the possibility of what he was saying. But I couldn’t. Because deep down, I knew he was right.

The room felt too small, the air too heavy. Damon’s words lingered between us, impossible to ignore. I turned away, staring at the floor as if it might offer some kind of escape.

“You don’t know what you’re saying,” I finally managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Yes, I do,” Damon said firmly. “And I think you do too.”

I shook my head, clenching my fists to keep my emotions in check. “This doesn’t make any sense. You’re Damon Cole, the guy who’s spent months making my life hell. And now, all of a sudden, you’re—what? Interested in me?”

“I’ve always been interested in you,” he said, his tone quieter now. “I just didn’t realize it until I saw another side of you.”

I let out a bitter laugh. “Great. That makes everything so much clearer.”

“Logan, I’m not trying to confuse you,” he said, stepping closer. “I’m just being honest. For once.”

I glanced up at him, and the sincerity in his expression made my chest ache. Damon wasn’t smirking or teasing—he looked vulnerable, almost uncertain. It was a side of him I’d never seen before, and it scared me.

“You’re wrong about me,” I said, my voice trembling. “I don’t even know who I am right now. So whatever you think this is—”

“It’s real,” he interrupted, his voice steady. “And I’m not going anywhere.”

I swallowed hard, my defenses crumbling under the weight of his words. “Why?” I asked, my voice breaking. “Why me?”

“Because you’re you,” he said simply. “And that’s enough.”

Something inside me cracked, and before I could stop myself, I was crying. Silent, frustrated tears that I couldn’t hold back any longer. Damon didn’t say anything, just closed the distance between us and pulled me into his arms.

At first, I stiffened, unsure if I should let him hold me. But as his warmth surrounded me, I felt myself relax, the tension in my body slowly melting away. It was terrifying and comforting all at once.

“I’ve got you,” he murmured, his voice soft.

I didn’t know how long we stood there, wrapped in each other’s arms. Time felt irrelevant, the world outside fading into nothing. All I could focus on was the steady rhythm of Damon’s breathing, the way his hands rested lightly on my back, like he was afraid to let go.

When I finally pulled away, I avoided his gaze, wiping at my tear-streaked face. “Sorry,” I muttered. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Don’t apologize,” he said, his voice gentle. “You don’t have to apologize for feeling.”

I let out a shaky breath, my emotions still raw. “I don’t know what’s happening to me.”

I looked up at him then, meeting his eyes for the first time since I’d started crying. There was no judgment there, no pity—just understanding. It was overwhelming in the best possible way.

“Damon...” I started, but he shook his head, cutting me off.

“You don’t have to say anything,” he said. “Just... tell me what you need.”

I hesitated, the words catching in my throat. But then I thought about Dr. Harper’s advice—about being open to the journey, even when it was terrifying. And in that moment, I knew what I needed.

“You,” I said softly. “I need you.”

His eyes widened slightly, but then his expression softened, a small smile tugging at his lips. “Are you sure?”

I nodded, my heart pounding. “Yeah. I’m sure.”

Damon closed the remaining distance between us, his hand cupping my cheek as he leaned in. When his lips met mine, it was like a spark igniting, setting every nerve in my body alight. The kiss was slow and deliberate, a careful exploration that quickly became more urgent.

We stumbled toward the couch, our movements uncoordinated but full of intention. His hands roamed cautiously, giving me plenty of chances to pull away. But I didn’t. If anything, I wanted to be closer—to feel more, to have him unhinge every lace and button of my negligee.

When we finally broke apart, he rested his forehead against mine, his breathing uneven. “Logan,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “We don’t have to rush this.”

“I want to,” I said, surprising myself with how certain I sounded.
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“I trust you.”

His eyes searched mine, and whatever he saw there must have convinced him. He kissed me again, deeper this time, and I let myself fall into the moment.

Later, as we lay tangled together on the couch, I felt a strange sense of peace. It wasn’t perfect—it wasn’t a solution to all my questions or a fix for everything I was feeling—but it was something. And for now, that was enough.

Damon brushed a strand of wig from my face, his gaze soft. “Are you okay?”

I nodded, a small smile tugging at my lips. “Yeah. I think I am.”

“Good,” he said, pressing a kiss to my forehead. “I’m not going anywhere.”

And for the first time in a long time, I believed him.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP TO SUNLIGHT creeping through the blinds, slanting across the room in soft, golden beams. For a moment, everything felt still, like the world had paused just long enough for me to catch my breath. Then I turned my head, and there he was.

Damon lay beside me, his face softened by sleep. It was the first time I’d seen him like this—vulnerable, at ease, without that constant smirk or guarded edge. His hair was tousled, his jaw shadowed with the beginnings of stubble. He looked human in a way that made my chest tighten.

For a few minutes, I just watched him, my thoughts a jumble of emotions I couldn’t quite sort through. Last night had been... everything. Terrifying and exhilarating all at once. The way he’d touched me, the way he’d looked at me—it wasn’t just about attraction. It was about being seen. For the first time in forever, I felt like someone had looked past all the walls I’d built and actually seen me.

But as the minutes ticked by, that warmth started to fade, replaced by a creeping sense of dread.

What now?

What happened when he woke up?

Would he still feel the same, or had this been a fleeting moment for him—a detour he’d regret as soon as the real world came knocking?

I barely had time to spiral before Damon stirred. His eyes fluttered open, and for a second, he just stared at me, like he was trying to figure out if this was real. “Hey,” he said, his voice groggy but warm.

“Hey,” I said back, my voice softer than I intended.

For a moment, neither of us moved. Then he reached out, brushing a strand of hair away from my face. The gesture was so gentle, so intimate, that it made my heart ache.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, though it wasn’t entirely true. “Are you?”

He hesitated, his hand lingering near my cheek. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “I guess I’m still trying to wrap my head around all of this.”

“All of this” hung in the air between us, heavy and unspoken. I nodded, trying to ignore the sinking feeling in my chest. “Yeah. Me too.”
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Damon sat up, rubbing the back of his neck. “I should probably go,” he said, his tone awkward. “Work and all that.”

“Right,” I said quickly, sitting up as well. “Of course. You’ve got... stuff.”

He glanced at me, his expression unreadable. “Logan, last night was—”

“Don’t,” I said, cutting him off before he could say anything that might ruin it. “It’s fine, Damon. Really.”

He didn’t argue, which somehow made it worse. He just nodded, got dressed, and left with a quiet “See you at work.” The door clicked shut behind him, leaving me alone with the weight of everything that had just happened.

The next few days passed in a blur. Damon barely looked at me at work, and when he did, it was with the kind of guarded distance that made my stomach twist. I tried to brush it off, telling myself that he was probably just busy, but the excuses started to wear thin.

By Friday, it was clear that something had shifted. Damon wasn’t just busy—he was avoiding me. Meetings, casual conversations, even eye contact. It was like he’d built an invisible wall between us, and every time I tried to cross it, he pulled back further.

I’d thought last night meant something to him—something real. But now, I wasn’t so sure. Maybe I’d been wrong. Maybe it had just been a moment of weakness for him, a mistake he didn’t know how to take back. The thought made my chest ache, but I tried to push it down. I couldn’t let myself fall apart over this. Not again.

The thing about heartbreak is that it’s never as clean or straightforward as you think it’ll be. It’s messy, full of false starts and second-guessing and nights spent staring at the ceiling, replaying every moment like a broken record. But eventually, you hit a point where you have to make a choice: let it consume you, or find a way to move forward.

For me, moving forward meant taking Tessa’s advice and doubling down on therapy. Dr. Harper had become a lifeline, a safe space where I could unravel all the knots in my head without fear of judgment. Our sessions weren’t easy—some days, they felt like emotional boot camp—but they were helping me piece myself back together.

“Have you thought more about what you want moving forward?” Dr. Harper asked during one session, her voice calm but probing.

“Not really,” I admitted, staring at the mug of tea in my hands. “I mean, I’ve thought about it, but I don’t know if I have any answers.”

“That’s okay,” she said. “Sometimes the process is more important than the destination. What feels right for you right now?”

The question caught me off guard. What did feel right? The answer wasn’t clear, but there were moments—small, fleeting moments—where I felt a sense of clarity. Like when I’d wear something soft and flowy at home, just for myself. Or when I experimented with makeup, not because I had to but because I wanted to see how it made me feel.

“I guess... exploring,” I said finally. “Trying things out. Seeing what feels like me.”

Dr. Harper smiled. “That’s a great place to start.”

Little by little, I started making changes. Small ones at first—switching out my usual jeans and t-shirts for softer fabrics, experimenting with colors and patterns I’d never dared to wear before. It wasn’t about trying to fit into a box or label—it was about figuring out what felt authentic.

At work, I kept things subtle. A blouse here, a pair of tailored pants there. Nothing dramatic, nothing that would draw too much attention.

But outside of work? I started letting myself experiment. Dresses, skirts, makeup—the works. Not because anyone told me to, but because I wanted to. Because it made me feel good.

Tessa, of course, was thrilled. “You’re glowing,” she said one night when we met for drinks. “Seriously, Logan. I’ve never seen you this confident.”

“I don’t know about confident,” I said, laughing. “But I do feel... different. In a good way.”

“That’s all that matters,” she said, raising her glass. “To new chapters.”

“To new chapters,” I echoed, clinking my glass against hers.

If Damon noticed the changes I was making, he didn’t say anything. Not that we talked much anymore. He’d thrown himself into work with a kind of single-minded focus that bordered on obsessive, using “work priorities” as an excuse to keep his distance.
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At first, it hurt. I kept wondering if I’d done something wrong, if there was something I could say or do to fix whatever had broken between us. But the more time passed, the more I realized that his behavior wasn’t about me—it was about him. Damon Cole, for all his bravado, was scared. Of what, I wasn’t entirely sure, but it was clear he wasn’t ready to face whatever this was.

And maybe that was okay.

Maybe I didn’t need him to be ready.

Maybe this wasn’t about him at all.

The first time I saw Damon after weeks of silence, it was by accident. I’d stayed late at the office to prep for an upcoming campaign, and I was on my way out when I spotted him in the hallway, talking to Monica. He looked the same as ever—sharp suit, perfectly styled hair, that aura of effortless confidence. But when his eyes flicked to mine, something shifted. His shoulders tensed, and his usual smirk faltered for just a second before he turned back to Monica and kept talking.

I wanted to confront him, to demand answers, but what good would it do? He’d made his decision. He was keeping his distance, and I wasn’t going to chase after someone who didn’t want to be caught. Not anymore.

At my next session with Dr. Harper, I told her about Damon—or at least, the parts I was ready to admit out loud.

“It’s like he just disappeared… after we made love,” I said, my hands twisting nervously in my lap. “I mean, he’s here, but he’s not. And I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with that.”

Dr. Harper nodded thoughtfully. “It sounds like his actions have been hurtful.”

“They have,” I admitted. “But I also get it. He’s probably scared. This whole thing... it’s a lot to process.”

“And what about you?” she asked gently. “Have you been giving yourself the same understanding you’re giving him?”

The question caught me off guard. “I don’t know,” I said honestly. “I’ve been trying. But it’s hard when everything feels so... uncertain.”

“Uncertainty is uncomfortable,” she said. “But it’s also a sign that you’re growing. You’re allowing yourself to step into unfamiliar territory, to ask questions that don’t have easy answers. That takes courage, Logan.”

I nodded, trying to let her words sink in. “It just feels lonely sometimes.”

“Growth often does,” she said. “But you’re not alone. You have support, and you’re learning to support yourself, too. That’s something to be proud of.”

Her words stuck with me as I left her office. Maybe I wasn’t where I wanted to be yet, but I was getting there. One step at a time.

In the weeks that followed, I focused on myself. It wasn’t easy—there were still moments where I felt the ache of Damon’s absence, where I wondered what could’ve been if things had gone differently. But those moments started to feel smaller, less consuming.

I began researching hormone replacement therapy, reaching out to support groups and online communities to learn more. It was daunting, but it was also exciting in a way I hadn’t expected. For the first time in a long time, I felt like I was taking control of my own narrative.

One afternoon, I sat down with Tessa to tell her about my plans.

“I think I’m ready,” I said, my voice steady but nervous.

“To start HRT.”

Her eyes lit up, and she reached across the table to squeeze my hand. “Logan, that’s amazing. I’m so proud of you.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling a mix of relief and gratitude. “It’s scary, but... it feels right.”

“That’s because it is,” she said firmly.

“And you’re not doing this alone. Whatever you need, I’m here.”

Her support meant everything. Knowing that I had someone in my corner made the uncertainty feel a little less overwhelming. And for the first time in what felt like forever, I felt like I was moving forward—not because of anyone else, but for myself.
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It was a rainy Thursday when I walked into the clinic for my first consultation. The waiting room was quiet, the air filled with the faint hum of fluorescent lights. My hands shook slightly as I filled out the intake forms, but I reminded myself that this was just the beginning.

When the nurse called my name, I stood up and took a deep breath. I didn’t know exactly what the future would hold, but I knew one thing for sure: I was ready to find out.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE MORNING OF the Luxe & Bloom pitch, I woke up feeling oddly calm. No panic, no rushing heartbeats—just a quiet focus. I’d worked tirelessly for weeks to make sure everything was perfect, and now it was time to deliver. As I dressed, I chose clothes that felt both professional and authentic: a soft lavender blouse tucked into a black pencil skirt, paired with low heels that I could walk in confidently. My makeup was understated—a touch of foundation, eyeliner, and a nude lip.

I stared at myself in the mirror for a moment, adjusting my blouse until it sat just right. The person looking back at me felt... real. For the first time in a long time, I didn’t feel like I was pretending.

When I arrived at the office, the energy was electric. Monica and the rest of the team were already setting up in the large conference room where the pitch would take place. The room itself was impressive, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a panoramic view of the city skyline and a long glass table at the center, surrounded by leather chairs.

I took a deep breath as I set up my laptop and connected it to the projector. My presentation slides appeared on the screen—bold, elegant, and polished, just like the campaign I’d spent months creating.

Monica approached, her sharp heels clicking against the polished floor. “I must say, I prefer this version of you, but it feels weird calling you Logan when you look like that?”

“Well, I don’t know… I haven’t thought about a girly name yet.”

“How about, Lindsay?”

Lindsay, it was a very pretty name and I felt like only pretty people could use it. But before I could retort and wallow in self-doubt…

“Ready for your pitch, Lindsay?”
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“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said with a small smile.

“Good. Because Luxe & Bloom is one of our most important accounts. But you’ve got this. I can feel it,” she said, giving my shoulder a reassuring squeeze before moving to greet the clients as they entered.

I straightened, watching as the Luxe & Bloom team filed in. They were an intimidating group—polished executives with sharp eyes and sharper suits. But I’d been preparing for this moment for weeks. I could do this.

And then I saw him.

Damon entered the room with a few other team members, his usual confidence evident in the way he carried himself. He wore a dark suit, the jacket perfectly tailored, his tie just loose enough to hint at his relaxed charm. He spotted me almost immediately, and for a split second, our eyes met.

My stomach flipped, but I forced myself to stay calm. I didn’t have time for distractions—not today.

Monica introduced me to the group, offering a few kind words about my creativity and leadership before handing the floor over. I moved to the head of the table, my hands steady as I began my presentation.

“Good morning, everyone,” I said, projecting confidence even as my heart raced. “Today, I’m excited to present Luxe & Bloom’s next chapter—a campaign that celebrates the power of transformation.”

The word lingered in the air, deliberate. Transformation had been the theme of my life for the past several months, and now, it was the centerpiece of my pitch. I walked the room through the concept slide by slide—a celebration of elegance and individuality, designed to resonate with modern consumers.

As I spoke, I felt a sense of pride growing within me. This wasn’t just about selling a campaign—it was about showing the world who I’d become. The room was silent, all eyes on me, and for the first time, I didn’t feel like I was hiding.

When I reached the final slide, I took a deep breath and smiled. “Thank you for your time. I’m happy to answer any questions you have.”

The room erupted into applause, and I allowed myself a moment of relief. Monica gave me a thumbs-up from her seat, her approval clear.

But it was Damon’s reaction that caught me off guard. He didn’t clap right away. He just watched me, his gaze unreadable. And then, slowly, he joined in, his expression softening in a way that made my chest tighten.

After the pitch, I lingered in the room as Monica and the clients filed out, leaving me to pack up my things. My heart was still racing, the adrenaline from the presentation refusing to let go.

“Logan.”

I turned at the sound of Damon’s voice. He stood near the doorway, his hands in his pockets, his expression hesitant.

“It’s Lindsay… what do you want?” I asked, my tone sharper than I intended.

He hesitated, taking a step closer. “I wanted to say... you were amazing in there.”

“Thanks,” I said shortly, turning back to my laptop.

“I mean it,” he said, his voice softer now. “You’ve come so far, Lindsay. And I couldn’t be prouder of you.”

I froze, his words catching me off guard. When I turned back to him, there was no smugness, no teasing—just sincerity.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, crossing my arms. “You’ve been avoiding me for weeks, and now you suddenly care?”

He winced, running a hand through his hair. “I deserve that. I’ve been a coward. I didn’t know how to handle what was happening between us, so I ran. And it was the stupidest thing I’ve ever done.”

“Yeah, it was,” I said, my voice trembling with a mix of anger and hurt. “Do you have any idea how hard this has been for me? Trying to figure out who I am while you just... disappeared?”

“I know,” he said, his voice breaking slightly. “And I hate myself for it. But I’m here now. And I’m not going anywhere this time.”

I shook my head, tears stinging my eyes. “Why should I believe you, Damon? What’s stopping you from running again?”

“Because I love you,” he said simply. “I’ve loved you since the moment I realized how much you mean to me. And I was an idiot for letting my fear get in the way of that.”

His words hit me like a tidal wave, and for a moment, I couldn’t speak. “You don’t get to just say that and expect everything to be okay,” I said finally, my voice cracking.

“I know,” he said. “But I had to say it. Because it’s the truth. And because I’m willing to fight for us, if you’ll let me.”

I stared at him, my heart pounding. “You hurt me, Damon. I can’t just forget that.”

“I’m not asking you to,” he said. “I’m asking you to let me make it right.”

I wanted to believe him—God, did I want to. But the scars he’d left were still fresh, and I wasn’t sure I could let him back in. “Do you even understand what this has been like for me?” I asked, my voice trembling. “You weren’t just a part of this—you were the first person to make me feel like I could be myself. And then you left.”

“I know,” he said, stepping closer. He didn’t reach for me, though; he just stood there, his hands at his sides. “I can’t change what I did, Lindsay. But I need you to know that it wasn’t because I didn’t care. It was because I cared too much.”

“That’s not an excuse,” I said, my anger flaring. “You don’t just get to bail when things get hard and come back when you feel like it.”

“You’re right,” he said. “It’s not an excuse. And I’m not here to ask you to forgive me overnight. I just... I need you to know that I see you. I see who you are, and I’m not running from it anymore.”

His words hung in the air, heavy and raw. I crossed my arms, trying to keep my walls up, but they were starting to crumble. “Do you even know what you’re asking for? This isn’t going to be easy, Damon. I’m still figuring out who I am, and if you can’t handle that—”

“I can,” he said firmly. “I’m not going to pretend I have all the answers. But I know I want to be here, with you. No matter what.”

I stared at him, my chest tight with emotion. “Why now?”

“Because I’ve been miserable without you,” he said, his voice breaking. “Because every day I didn’t call you, every time I avoided you at work, I hated myself a little more. I was scared, Lindsay. Scared of what it meant for me, for my life. But being without you? That’s worse.”

I let out a shaky breath, my defenses finally cracking. “You hurt me, Damon,” I said quietly.
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“I know,” he said, his eyes glistening. “And I’ll spend as long as it takes making it up to you.”

I closed my eyes, the weight of everything crashing down on me. When I opened them again, he was still there, his expression open and vulnerable in a way I’d never seen before.

“I hate you for making me feel like this,” I whispered, a tear slipping down my cheek.

He stepped closer, his voice soft. “I hate myself for making you feel like this. But if you’ll let me, I’ll spend the rest of my life making it right.”

For a moment, we just stood there, the space between us charged with unspoken emotion. And then, slowly, I let myself lean into him, resting my forehead against his chest.

“You’re such an idiot,” I murmured, my voice muffled against his shirt.

“I know,” he said, wrapping his arms around me. “But I’m your idiot, if you’ll have me.”

I laughed through my tears, the sound shaky but real. “Don’t push your luck.”

The kiss was different this time. It wasn’t rushed or desperate—it was soft, slow, filled with all the things we hadn’t said. Damon’s hand cupped my cheek, his thumb brushing away a stray tear as his lips moved gently against mine.

When we finally broke apart, he rested his forehead against mine, his breathing unsteady. “I missed you,” he said quietly.

I nodded, my throat tight. “I missed you too.”
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We stood there for a moment, wrapped in each other, the rest of the world fading away. It wasn’t perfect—it wasn’t a magic fix for everything we’d been through—but it was a start.

Damon pulled back slightly, his hand still on my cheek. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, surprising myself with how much I meant it. “I think I am.”

“Good,” he said, his lips twitching into a small smile. “Because this time it’s real. I’m not going anywhere. No matter what.”

“Don’t make promises you can’t keep,” I said, but there was no bite to the words.

“I won’t,” he said. “Not with you.”

We spent the rest of the day together, talking about everything and nothing. It was messy and emotional, full of starts and stops as we tried to untangle the knots we’d tied ourselves into.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR LATER, everything was different, and yet, in the best ways, everything felt like it had finally fallen into place. The person staring back at me in the mirror wasn’t just someone I was becoming—it was someone I already was. Lindsay.

Monica had started calling me that after my presentation. At first, it had been a joke, a lighthearted moment during a stressful day.

“You need a name that matches your vibe,” she’d said, tilting her head as she studied me. “Something timeless, elegant. Lindsay really suits you and I’m hoping you go with it.”

I hadn’t thought much of it at the time, but the name stuck, and now it felt like mine. Lindsay. Every time someone said it, a small part of me lit up, like I was being seen for who I really was.

These days, mornings were my favorite. I’d wake up early, sunlight streaming through the curtains of the apartment Damon and I now shared, and take my time getting ready for the day. My morning routine had become a ritual—moisturizer, a touch of concealer, mascara. Just enough to feel polished, but never too much.

Today, though, there was an extra bounce in my step. A month ago, I’d finally had the breast augmentation surgery I’d been dreaming of. It was something I’d wanted for a long time but had always felt was out of reach.

Too expensive.

Too indulgent.

Too much.

Until Damon stepped in.

“I’ve been saving up for this,” he’d said one evening as we sat on the couch, my legs draped over his lap.

“For what?” I’d asked, distracted by the feel of his fingers tracing lazy circles on my ankle.

“For you,” he’d said simply. “For whatever you want. And I know you’ve been dreaming about this for a long time, Lindsay. Let me do this for you.”

I’d argued, of course. Told him it was too much, that I couldn’t possibly let him spend that kind of money on me. But Damon being Damon, he didn’t back down.

“Let me invest in you,” he’d said, his tone softer now. “You’re already the most incredible person I’ve ever known. But if this will make you feel more like yourself, it’s worth every penny.”
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I’d cried, naturally. And when the surgery was finally done, and the bandages came off, I couldn’t stop staring at my body in the mirror. For the first time, I felt whole.

The surgery hadn’t been the only milestone. Over the past year, I’d embraced every part of my identity. HRT had become a steady part of my routine, and the changes, though gradual, were undeniable. Softer skin.

Fuller hips.

A voice that, while still mine, carried a gentler tone.

At work, things had shifted too. Monica had become one of my biggest advocates, ensuring I felt supported in every way. My colleagues treated me with the same respect they always had, though there were a few adjustments.

“Lindsay,” Jonas had said one afternoon, leaning over my desk with his signature smirk. “You’ve got to tell me your secret. You’ve been glowing lately.”

I’d laughed, brushing him off with a casual “Estrogen, estrogen, estrogen,” I joked.

“Well, to be honest, just lots of water and good skincare.”

But the truth was, it wasn’t just about the physical changes. It was about the confidence that came with living authentically.

And then there was Damon.

He’d been my rock through everything, from the nerve-wracking moments of coming out at work to the quieter, more personal struggles of self-doubt and fear. He didn’t just accept me—he celebrated me.

“Do you have any idea how proud I am of you?” he’d said one night, his arms wrapped around me as we sat on the balcony of our apartment, the city lights twinkling below.

“Sometimes,” I’d admitted, resting my head on his chest.

“Well, let me remind you,” he’d said, pressing a kiss to the top of my head. “You’re amazing, Lindsay. And I’m the luckiest guy in the world to have you.”

Tonight, we were attending another gala. This time, though, I wasn’t just a nervous presenter trying to prove myself. I was walking in as a partner, a professional, and most importantly, as myself.

I stood in front of the mirror, smoothing the fabric of my gown—a scarlet shade that hugged my curves in all the right places. Damon had picked it out, insisting the color brought out my eyes.

“Ready?” he asked, appearing in the doorway. He looked as sharp as ever in a tailored black tux, his tie slightly loosened in that effortlessly cool way he had.

“Almost,” I said, turning to face him.

He walked over, his hands settling on my waist as he studied me. “You’re stunning,” he said, his voice low.

“You don’t look so bad yourself,” I teased, though my cheeks warmed under his gaze.

He leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to my lips. “Let’s go show them how it’s done,” he murmured.

The gala was everything I remembered from a year ago—glittering chandeliers, champagne flutes, the buzz of conversation. But this time, I felt different. Confident. Grounded. I wasn’t just attending—I was thriving.

As we moved through the crowd, I caught glimpses of familiar faces—colleagues, clients, friends. Each interaction was a reminder of how far I’d come, how much I’d grown.

At one point, Monica pulled me aside, her smile as sharp as her dress. “Lindsay,” she said, holding up her glass. “You’ve done it. You’ve become the woman I always knew you could be.”

“Thanks to you,” I said, meaning every word.

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “Thanks to you. You’re unstoppable.”
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Stand By Me started to play and Damon took my hand. We danced to the slow, jazzy tune, as I rested my head on his shoulder, letting the moment wash over me.

“Something solid,” I said, my voice soft.

“What?” he asked.

“Just the word you said that has stuck with me in one of our meetings. A solid plan. You’re my solid plan.”

He smiled, his hand tightening on my waist. “Good. You’ll always have someone to lean on, that I can make sure of.”

And as we swayed under the golden light of the chandeliers, surrounded by the hum of the world I’d fought so hard to be a part of, I knew he wasn’t just pitching something, I could hear his heartbeat, and he was telling the truth.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy I Dare You To Be A Girl? 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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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

But will she still be willing to marry me once she sees my feminine alter ego?

Story 2 – Sissies And The City
I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.
But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

"What am I to him?"

Story 3 – All Made Up
Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.
Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.

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

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

Read Sweet Femboys


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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"I was born to inherit an empire, not to hide behind a wig and heels."

I was Ryan Kingsley, heir to a global luxury empire, but my life turned upside down when my father’s death left me the target of a ruthless rival.
Enter Vin—rugged, unyielding, and infuriatingly good at his job.
His solution? To disguise me as a woman and hide in plain sight.
At first, Reina felt like a mask I couldn’t wait to remove. But as the charade deepened, I started seeing pieces of myself I’d ignored for years. Vin was there for all of it—guarding my life while breaking down my masculine walls.
When my enemies came too close, my transformation became more than just survival. It became the key to reclaiming my power and rewriting my story.
But could I trust my identity and heart to the man who freshly vowed to protect me?

Read Save The Queen

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 I Dare You To Be A Girl.

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)

OEBPS/image_rsrc1E8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EU.jpg
ZANO MORE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F6.jpg
'l
SUB
Lsiey

volghe

MMTWOOE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DZ.jpg
[ DARE YOU TO

BE A GIRL

FEMINIZATION & TRANSGENDER TRANSFORMATION ROMANCE






OEBPS/image_rsrc1EC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EJ.jpg
&7/////1 1L





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1ET.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EW.jpg
B i AND,

4 LUST






OEBPS/image_rsrc1F8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FA.jpg
~ GIRLY,

Prescription

A GRADUAL FEMINIZATION ROMANCE






OEBPS/image_rsrc1ES.jpg
AN ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATIBN'ROMANCE NOVELLA BUNDLE

LILLY RUSTWOQOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EX.jpg
LILLY I_USOQD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F9.jpg
ILLUSTRATED NOVELLA BY

QUEEN

FEMINIZATION & TRANSGENDER SUSPENSE ROMANCE

b





OEBPS/image_rsrc1ER.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F3.jpg
AFEMINIZATION FICTION AND TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

LILLY LUSTVVOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E0.jpg
BRIEHTLIJIIKYPRESS





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EY.jpg
volighe

METW“E%@





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1FK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FC.jpg
AN ILLUSTRATED NOVELLA BY.






OEBPS/image_rsrc1F2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EF.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1EP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F1.jpg
AN ILLUS,

LILLYi_ R

< GIRLY

771:@0 fﬁm

ION ROMANCE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FF.jpg
Bl LYLUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E1.jpg
FREE SISSY mosoox

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

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

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

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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