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Introduction

“It was just a prank. I didn’t mean to get court-ordered into a girls-only military academy… or end up wearing a pleated skirt with a girly name.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was Brady Lang. Seventeen. Smart mouth, bad grades, and one glitter-fueled fire too many. Instead of juvie, I got sent to Valkyrie Academy—except Valkyrie didn’t take boys. So my aunt made me into Bree. Quiet. Polished. Invisible.

Only, I didn’t stay invisible.

Not with Levi Knox—grumpy, gorgeous senior cadet—watching my every move. Not with skirts swishing around my legs, makeup softening my face, and something inside me aching every time someone called me she.

It was supposed to be fake.

But somewhere between drills and detentions, detangling my wig and losing my heart, I stopped pretending. And when Levi kissed me, I wasn’t just scared of being caught.

I was scared… I didn’t want to go back.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, gradual feminization, enemies to lovers, bully love, romantic comedy, crossdressing romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Mascara and Military School.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I SHOULDN’T have grinned. That was my first mistake. The judge was staring me down like I’d run over her cat in a monster truck, and there I was, half-slouching in the stiffest courtroom chair on the planet, with my fingers tapping the beat to a song no one else could hear. Maybe it was nerves. Or maybe I was just a dumbass who still thought this would all blow over.

“Mr. Lang,” she said, deadpan. “Do you find this amusing?”

“No, ma’am,” I said, smile still twitching like it didn’t get the memo.

Behind me, I could hear my public defender let out a little sigh—the kind you give when you know your client is toast but you still have to pretend he’s salvageable.

They replayed the footage again.

God, I hated that video.

The flaming toilet paper roll launching off the science building like a comet. The panicked screams. The janitor shrieking and diving like it was a war zone. The explosion of glitter—purple, for flair. The part where I saluted the camera and yelled, “For glory!”

Fifteen million views and counting.

The judge clicked the remote, folded her hands, and leaned in.

“You’ve had three minor offenses in the last year, Mr. Lang. Petty theft. Vandalism. And now this. A dangerous prank that endangered school property and staff. I’m inclined to give you six months at the juvenile detention center.”

My stomach dropped. That wasn’t just suspension or another slap on the wrist. That was real. Like, orange jumpsuit, head-shaved, don’t-drop-the-soap real.
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“I—Your Honor, please,” I said, sitting straighter. “It wasn’t meant to hurt anyone. It was just… a joke.”

“A joke that caused over six thousand dollars in property damage.”

“Six thousand?” I blinked. “That glitter was on sale.”

Bad. Bad joke. Shut up, Brady.

She ignored me. “However,” she said, eyeing the file like it physically offended her, “you’ve been offered an alternative.”

I blinked. “Alternative?”

She turned to some sheet in the folder, then looked at me again. “Your aunt Margot Lang has agreed to sponsor your enrollment in a private reform program under her supervision.”

My mouth went dry. Margot? The Aunt Margot?

“She’s still alive?” I mumbled.

My lawyer elbowed me.

“Do you accept the offer?” the judge asked. “It’s a structured program with discipline, coursework, and counseling. Or would you prefer juvenile detention?”

She said that last part like it was dessert on the menu.

I glanced at my lawyer. He nodded. I had no clue what “program” meant, but I was pretty sure it didn’t involve shared toilets and a cellmate named Crusher.

“I’ll take the program,” I muttered.

“Speak up.”

“I’ll take the program, Your Honor.”

She nodded once. Then banged the gavel.

Court adjourned. My life ruined.

Outside the courthouse, the air hit me like a slap. My mom didn’t come. Not surprising. My dad hadn’t been in the picture since I was ten. I didn’t even know what Aunt Margot looked like anymore. Last I heard, she ran some snobby academy up north. She and my mom stopped talking after some blow-up I only remembered from being eavesdrop-height.

But there she was, waiting by a black car like she’d just stepped out of a military-themed perfume ad. Pale suit, sunglasses, heels that looked like weapons. Her blonde hair didn’t move in the breeze. Her lips didn’t smile.

“Brady,” she said like it tasted sour.

“Aunt Margot,” I replied. “Still rocking the Cruella look. Respect.”

Her eyebrow twitched. “Get in.”

“Can we grab McDonald’s first?”

She turned and got in the car. I followed, dragging my backpack and whatever was left of my dignity.

As the driver pulled out, I tried to be casual.

“So… what kind of program are we talking about here? Like, therapy and group hugs? Or is it, like, one of those camps with ropes and yelling?”

Margot pulled out a folder from her bag. My name was printed on the tab.

“You’ll find out when we arrive.”

“Right. Cryptic. Cool.”

She opened the folder. “You were given a choice in court. That was the last one. The moment we arrive, your cooperation becomes non-negotiable.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Non-negotiable? You gonna waterboard me with juice boxes?”

Her sunglasses turned slightly toward me.

“No, Brady. But by the time I’m done with you… you’ll never pull another prank again.”

I swallowed.

She smiled, just barely.

And for the first time all day, I wasn’t sure I’d made the right choice.

The ride stretched on in silence. Outside, buildings faded into fields, trees blurring past like I was being driven into a horror movie. Inside, I was dying to ask questions, but Margot wasn’t exactly giving “chatty aunt” vibes. Her phone buzzed once. She ignored it.

“So, this academy,” I tried. “Is it, like, military?”

“Yes.”

“Will I have to shave my head?”

“No.”

“Marching? Push-ups? Screaming men in camo?”

“More or less.”

“Oh. Fun.”

I slouched deeper into the seat, trying not to groan.

“Just so you know,” I said, “I’m not really cut out for this whole rules-and-regulations thing. I’m more of a creative soul. Free thinker. Loose cannon, if you will.”

“You’re a seventeen-year-old boy with a track record of setting things on fire.”

“Okay, harsh.”

She finally turned toward me, taking off her sunglasses. Her eyes were sharp, cold, and… maybe a little tired. But there was something else too. Something unreadable.

“I’m giving you a second chance,” she said. “Don’t waste it.”

I didn’t say anything.

Mostly because for the first time in forever… I wasn’t sure I could joke my way out of this.

And something told me this “second chance” was going to be nothing like I expected.
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The estate looked like it was designed by someone who hated joy.

No joke—it was all sharp lines, stone walls, black shutters, and trees trimmed so precisely they could’ve been in the military themselves. A long gravel path led up to the house, which looked less like a home and more like a villain’s lair from a Bond movie.

“Nice place,” I said as we pulled up. “Haunted, or just naturally depressing?”

Margot didn’t respond. Shocker.

The driver opened my door and I stepped out, my sneakers crunching the gravel. The air smelled like pine and control issues.

Inside was just as stiff. Marble floors, a ticking grandfather clock, art that probably cost more than my old school’s budget for a year. A woman in a navy blazer met us in the foyer.

“This is Elise,” Margot said. “She manages the estate. She’ll show you to the study. Wait there.”

“Right,” I muttered. “Because this place definitely needed a study.”

Elise didn’t laugh. Of course she didn’t. Elise looked like she slept in spreadsheets.

I followed her down a long hallway and into a room that smelled like leather and disapproval. The walls were lined with books, and one corner held a glass display case with what looked like trophies or medals. There was a single velvet chair and a desk that screamed “do not touch.”

I sat anyway. Crossed my arms. Waited.

Five minutes later, Margot entered. She didn’t sit. Just stood there, arms folded, assessing me like I was a science project that hadn’t turned out right.

“You look exactly like your father,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said, unsure if that was a compliment or an accusation.

She walked to the desk, pulled open a drawer, and laid a folder in front of me. Another one. Great.

I didn’t open it.

“So,” I said. “This reform school… what’s the pitch? Do I learn to scrub floors with a toothbrush or something?”

She didn’t even blink. “Valkyrie Academy is a private military finishing school. It’s selective. Structured. No drugs. No violence. No boys.”

That last part took a second to land.

“…No boys?”

“Correct.”

I stared at her. “So… you’re sending me to a girls’ school?”

“No.” Her voice was sharp. “I’m offering you the chance to attend. Under conditions.”

“Oh my god.”

I leaned back, laughing. I couldn’t help it.

“You’re serious?”

“You’d receive full housing, counseling, education, and training. In exchange, you’d be required to pass as female. Consistently. Publicly.”

My mouth opened. Then closed. Then opened again.

“You’re insane.”

“Or,” she said, calm as ever, “you can go to juvenile detention.”

And there it was. The trap.

“You set me up,” I said. “That’s why you told the judge you’d take me. You never intended to just let me go to some boring bootcamp. You planned this.”

“I planned to give you a chance,” she said. “A way out of the mess you made. A clean slate. And before you complain about the ‘humiliation,’ I suggest you look up the conditions of the local juvenile facility. I assure you—this is the kinder option.”

I stood up so fast the chair wobbled behind me.

“This is messed up. You want me to be someone I’m not. That’s sick.”

“No,” she said, finally walking toward me. “I want you to learn discipline. Control. Accountability. But unfortunately, the only way I can enroll you is under a female identity. Valkyrie is private. We are discreet. But we are not co-ed.”

I ran a hand through my hair. Paced. Laughed again, short and breathless.

“This is insane. What would I even say? What if people find out? What if they look at me and just—know?”

“That’s up to you, isn’t it?” she said. “You’re an actor, aren’t you? A performer. You wanted attention. Here it is. All eyes on Bree Lang.”

I froze. “What did you just say?”

“Bree,” she said, smoothly. “It’s close to Brady. Easier for you to remember.”

“Oh my god, you already picked a name.”

She turned to the bookshelf, like she was already bored of the conversation. “I’ve arranged everything. If you agree, you’ll start training tomorrow. Presentation. Posture. Dress code. You’ll meet your roommate next week.”

“Roommate?!”

“Cadets share housing. It’s part of the system.”

I backed away like the room was shrinking.

“I can’t do this,” I said. “No. This is too far.”

“Then I’ll call the courthouse,” she said. “Let them know you changed your mind.”

Silence.

I stared at the floor. At my beat-up sneakers. At the life I didn’t want and the one I definitely didn’t ask for.

“…What happens if I fail?” I asked quietly.

“You won’t,” she said. “Not if you want this badly enough.”

I didn’t want to want it. I really didn’t.

But six months in juvie? Or a few weeks in a skirt?

I swallowed hard.

“Fine,” I whispered.

I thought she was kidding when she said “training starts tomorrow.”

Apparently, tomorrow meant now.

Margot led me down another hallway—because this place had like five too many—and into what looked like a high-end boutique had exploded in a walk-in closet. Racks of uniforms, drawers labeled with things like hosiery and foundation garments, and a giant light-up mirror surrounded by beauty products I couldn’t pronounce.
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She gestured to a cushioned stool in front of the vanity.

“Sit.”

I hovered by the doorway. “Yeah, I think I’m good. I’ll just… watch a YouTube tutorial and wing it.”

Margot stepped aside. Another woman entered. Shorter, sharper, with dark hair tied in a bun so tight I thought her eyebrows might lift. She wore black gloves and carried a small silver case.

“This is Natalia. She’s in charge of appearance orientation.”

I squinted. “Appearance orientation?”

“She will assist in your transformation into Bree. I’ll return when you're presentable.”

“Wait—” I turned, but Margot was already gone. The door clicked shut behind her.

I faced Natalia, who opened the silver case with a snap. Inside: brushes, razors, scissors, tweezers, sponges. It looked like a medieval torture kit for insecure people.

“Remove your shirt,” she said.

My brain short-circuited. “Sorry?”

“Top off. Pants too.”

I backed up. “Okay, hang on, nobody said anything about stripping—”

She raised an eyebrow. “Underclothes remain. You need a base.”

I hesitated. My face was hot, my hands clammy, but some weird part of me didn’t want to show I was scared. So I turned, peeled off my hoodie and shirt, then my jeans, leaving me in just my boxers and socks.

Natalia circled me like I was meat. She poked my stomach. Pinched my hips. Made a face at my arm hair.

“Turn.”

I did. Slowly.

“Sit,” she said again.

I sat.

First came the razor. She worked silently, methodically, stripping my arms, then my legs. She didn’t speak unless she needed me to move. I sat there, stiff, humiliated, my skin prickling as the hair came off in clumps.

“Back up,” she said, tilting my chin. “Your posture is poor.”

“Sorry,” I muttered.

She smirked. “You will say that a lot.”

Next came the makeup. Moisturizer. Primer. Concealer. Foundation. I lost track. She dabbed and blended like my face was a canvas. I avoided the mirror. I didn’t want to see it yet.

She clipped a wig cap over my hair and pulled out a golden-brown wig that looked nothing like me. It had soft waves and side-swept bangs. She adjusted it with military precision, then started brushing it smooth.

I shifted. “Is this what you do all day?”

Natalia’s lips twitched. “Only for those with potential.”

“Great. I’m a charity case with promise.”

“Not charity,” she said. “Experiment.”

Before I could unpack that terrifying statement, she handed me something. A bra.

I stared at it like it might bite.

“Put it on,” she said.

I turned away, heart hammering, and fumbled it over my chest. It was padded, which made it even worse. Or better. I didn’t know anymore. She gave me a matching pair of panties, then a white camisole with lace trim.

“You’re enjoying this,” I muttered.

“I enjoy precision,” she replied.

She handed me a gray pleated skirt and a button-down blouse with short sleeves. I got dressed slowly, fingers trembling. The skirt was snug. The shirt tucked in too neatly. She fastened a thin belt around my waist and then handed me knee socks and black flats.

I stood there, swaying slightly, awkward and fully dressed but not feeling like myself. Or maybe feeling too much.

“Look,” Natalia said.

I turned to the mirror.

And froze.

Bree stared back at me.

She wasn’t glamorous. She wasn’t polished. But she was real. Her cheeks had a soft flush. Her lips were glossed in pale pink. The wig framed her face so well it didn’t even look fake. The uniform cinched at the waist in a way that made her look—dare I say—feminine.

I blinked. My throat felt tight.

“That’s not me,” I whispered.

“It is now,” Natalia said.

I wanted to laugh. Or scream. Or throw the flats across the room. But I just kept staring.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T breathe the whole car ride. Margot sat beside me in the backseat, looking like she was heading to a funeral where she also happened to be the guest of honor. I, meanwhile, looked like… well. A new girl. In a gray pleated skirt. With shaved legs. And socks that reached my knees like a private school anime reject.

“Stop pulling at it,” she snapped as I tugged at the waistband for the tenth time.

“It’s digging into my spine.”

“It’s meant to. Posture.”

I groaned and slumped lower. Immediately, she elbowed me. Not gently.

When the car finally pulled through the iron gates, I swear my bladder tried to eject itself.

Valkyrie Military Academy for Girls sat like a castle—huge, cold, and too symmetrical. Perfect hedges. Stone archways. Not a single thing out of place. Even the grass looked like it had a military haircut.

“Why does it look like Hogwarts joined a cult?” I mumbled.

Margot ignored me. She opened her door, stepped out like she owned the planet, and gave a sharp nod to the driver to retrieve my single duffel bag.

And then it hit me—I was really doing this. I was stepping out as Bree Lang. No backsies. No reset button.
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I got out of the car, legs wobbly, skirt swishing around my thighs like it had a mind of its own. I tugged it down. Again.

Girls in uniforms were walking past us on the wide stone path. All of them so clean, so polished, so… confident. Not a single one had to question whether their bra was twisted or if their wig was slightly crooked. I kept imagining one of them leaning in and going, “You don’t belong here,” like a horror movie jump scare.

Instead, they glanced at me.

Some stared.

One girl, a tall blonde with a messy bun and way too much mascara, whispered something to her friend, who giggled.

I felt my face heat up.

Margot didn’t notice—or didn’t care. She was already leading me to the main building, heels clicking like gunfire.

Inside, it was even worse. Stone floors. High ceilings. Smelled like lemon cleaner and judgment. A woman at the front desk nodded at Margot and handed her a clipboard.

“Cadet Lang,” Margot said, scanning it.

“Here,” I croaked.

“Room A12. East Hall. Elise will walk you there.”

A girl appeared out of nowhere. Petite. Sharp bob. Stiff posture.

“This way.”

I followed Elise down a maze of hallways. Every door looked the same—white, numbered, plain. My shoes squeaked on the floors.

“You’ll be expected to attend drills at 0600,” Elise said, like we were already in bootcamp. “Classes start after breakfast. Schedule will be provided on your bed. You’ll be paired with a senior cadet.”

I swallowed. “Senior cadet?”

“For mentorship. Discipline. Example.”

“So, like a babysitter?”

She didn’t laugh.

We reached a white door labeled A12. She knocked once, then opened it.

“Your roommate will arrive shortly. Make yourself comfortable.”

Comfortable. Right.

The room was neat and cold. Two beds. Two desks. One closet. No posters. No TV. Just a window, a lamp, and silence.

I stepped inside and sat on the edge of the bed with the pink folder on it. My fake name was printed on the top—Bree Lang.

I opened it.

Schedule. Uniform guidelines. A damn chart for skirt length. A note about dorm etiquette. And at the bottom, in fine print: Cadets may not switch rooms without official request approved by the headmistress.

I rubbed my face and let out a long breath.

“Get a grip,” I muttered to myself. “It’s just a school. With girls. And rules. And danger of extreme public humiliation.”

No big deal.

I laid back on the mattress and stared at the ceiling, hands folded across my stomach.

My heart was racing.

My legs were cold.

And my bra strap itched like hell.

Welcome to Valkyrie, Bree. Try not to die.

I had just peeled off the blazer and unhooked my bra—don’t judge, I needed to breathe—when the door handle turned.

I froze mid-shoulder-shimmy, like a deer caught halfway through a crime.

The door swung open, and in walked... him.

Not “him” like a teacher. Not “him” like a cleaning guy.

No.

This was a boy.

Tall. Muscular. Buzz cut. Black boots. Rolled-up sleeves showing off arms that looked like they could bench-press my fears. He had a duffel bag slung over one shoulder and this permanent frown like smiling was something he charged for.

He walked in like he owned the room. Then he saw me.

Bra dangling from my hands.

“Oh god,” I gasped, scrambling to hide it behind my back while practically throwing myself at the closet.

He didn’t say anything. Just stared with this unreadable expression.

I cleared my throat, cheeks on fire. “Hi. Um. Sorry. That wasn’t—it’s not what it looked like.”

He tossed his bag on the other bed. “Really? What was it, then?”

I blinked. “It was... an emergency.”

He snorted. “You having a bra emergency, princess?”

My jaw locked. “I’m not a princess.”

He started unpacking. Slowly. Deliberately. Like he wasn’t just sharing a room with someone who might combust from nerves.

I backed into my bed, still holding the cursed bra behind me.

“You’re my roommate?”

“Looks like it.”

“But I thought this was a girls’ school.”

He glanced over, raising an eyebrow. “You are a girl, right?”

“Y-yeah,” I said quickly. “Totally. One hundred percent.”

He gave me a long look.

I gave him a longer lie.

Then he shrugged like he didn’t care. “Then what’s the problem?”

I dropped the bra onto the mattress like it was on fire and grabbed my hoodie, throwing it on.

“I didn’t know it was co-ed,” I muttered.

“It’s not. I’m a cadet lieutenant. Senior rank. I get assigned to first-years for oversight. If you’re in my room, it’s because someone higher up thinks you’re the type who needs babysitting.”

I bristled. “I don’t need babysitting.”

He smirked without looking at me. “Sure you don’t. That’s why you’re already stripping in shared housing on day one.”

“That’s not fair—”

“You want fair? Try chess club.”

I huffed and crossed my arms. “Do you treat all your roommates like this?”
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“You’re not my roommate. You’re my assignment.”

“Wow. That’s worse.”

“Glad we agree.”

He finished unpacking in silence, shoving folded clothes into drawers with military-level precision. I tried not to stare, but he moved like someone who had done this a million times. Like every step had purpose. Control.

It was kind of... hot.

Not the point, Bree. Focus.

He opened a mini locker and shoved in a container labeled “PROTEIN.” Of course he did.

I tried to act cool. “So what’s your name, officer charming?”

“Levi.”

“No last name?”

“Knox.”

Levi Knox.

Of course it was.

“That sounds fake.”

He shrugged. “Says the girl with a wig line showing.”

I gasped, hands flying to my scalp.

He smirked again—barely—but it was there. The first sign that he was maybe, just maybe, not a complete statue of rage.

“Relax,” he said. “I don’t care.”

“You don’t care?”

“Look, I don’t care if you’re clumsy. Or new. Or weird. Or wearing a wig. My job’s to make sure you follow rules, don’t flunk out, and don’t embarrass me. You stay out of my way, I stay out of yours.”

I nodded slowly. “Okay. Deal.”

He grabbed his towel. “Drill’s at six. Lights out by ten. Don’t snore.”

“Got it.”

He turned to leave, then paused.

“By the way,” he added, “I’d start hiding your bras somewhere less obvious.”

Then he walked out.

I sat down on the bed, legs still shaking.

Rooming with Levi Knox was going to be a nightmare.

But the worst part?

He didn’t even seem surprised.

Later that night, the room felt like hell. Not juvie hell, but still. I laid there stiff as a board, in my itchy pajamas and face packed with moisturizer Natalia made me swear to use nightly. I could hear Levi breathing across the room. Calm. Even. Like he was already asleep.

Meanwhile, I had the most insane combo of fears running through my head: What if my wig fell off? What if I snored in a masculine way? What if I accidentally said “bro” in my sleep?

I barely blinked before the alarm blared at 5:30.

Drills were at six. Levi wasn’t kidding.

He was already up, shirtless, stretching like he was in some kind of underwear ad. I turned away so fast I whacked my head on the bedpost.

“You good over there?” he grunted.

“Yeah,” I said, voice cracking. “Just... super ready to serve and protect or whatever.”

“Wrong branch,” he muttered.

I scrambled into my uniform—skirt, blouse, blazer—and tried to fix my wig without using the mirror in front of him. When I bent over to lace up my shoes, I realized too late the skirt rode up. I yanked it down, face flaming.

Levi didn’t say a word.

But I felt his eyes.

At drills, I learned three things:

One, Valkyrie girls didn’t mess around. Two, standing straight with a tight bra on was torture. And three, I sucked at following in-step.

We were marching in lines, boots echoing on the pavement. My legs were burning, and my arms swung awkwardly like I didn’t know what to do with them. Because I didn’t.

Instructor Callahan, a woman who looked like she could kill with a whistle, stalked the rows shouting things like “Posture!” and “Precision!”

I fumbled every command.

Afterwards, as we stood lined up for inspection, Levi walked by with a clipboard, checking us one by one. He was wearing his cadet uniform now, all pressed lines and polished buttons, like a real-life GI Ken doll.

He stopped in front of me.

His eyes trailed from my shoes to my neckline.

I resisted the urge to adjust anything.

“You gonna faint, Lang?”

“No, sir.”

“Good. You looked seconds away from passing out.”

“I’m just... really passionate about standing still.”

He didn’t smile. Not even a twitch. He wrote something on his clipboard and moved on.

The day went downhill from there.

In etiquette class, I knocked over a tray of teacups. In PE, I forgot to wear a sports bra and spent the entire run obsessing if they noticed how flat my chest was. In chem, my wig slipped when I leaned over the burner.

And Levi? He was everywhere.

Hallways. Cafeteria. Library. Like he had a sixth sense for watching me mess up.

By the time lights-out came again, I was mentally and physically fried. I collapsed onto my bed and groaned into my pillow.

“Rough day?” Levi asked from his side.

“I feel like I’m starring in a reality show where the prize is public humiliation.”

There was a pause. Then: “You signed up for this.”

“Correction—I was blackmailed into this.”

Another silence.

Then: “Why’d you agree?”

I sat up slowly. “What?”

“This place isn’t easy,” he said. “People fake their way in. Doesn’t last. They quit. Fast.”

I hesitated. “So... you think I’m faking?”

“I think you’re trying.”

He was watching me again. Not with suspicion this time. Something softer. But still guarded.

I pulled my blanket up to my chest like it could shield me.

“Trying doesn’t mean I know what I’m doing.”

He didn’t reply.

Eventually, I rolled onto my side, heart thudding.

I hated that I wanted his approval.

Even more, I hated that part of me—some tiny, terrifying part—was starting to like being here. Like being Bree.

I reached under my pillow, feeling for the notecard Natalia had slipped me on the first day.

It read:

“Practice posture. Smile with your eyes. And remember—Bree isn’t a lie.”

I folded it back and whispered into the dark.

“I didn’t think it’d be this hard.”

Levi’s voice came back, low and rough.

“Nothing worth staying for ever is.”


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

“LEFT!” someone shouted. I went right. That was the beginning of the disaster. We were in the courtyard, lined up under the hot sun like a squad of obedient little soldiers. Only, I was the one cadet who apparently had two left feet and a death wish. Our group was running drills—step, pivot, march, halt. It was supposed to be simple.

But no one mentioned timing.

Or coordination.

Or how hard it was to swing your arms at the same angle when your bra strap was riding up like it had a personal vendetta.

So when everyone spun to the left, I spun the wrong way, bashing into a girl named Porter and knocking her into the girl behind her.

Like dominoes. In skirts.

Instructor Callahan blew the whistle so hard I thought my brain might rupture.

“Lang!”

I flinched. “Yes, ma’am?”

“Out. Front.”

Everyone stopped. Eyes on me. My stomach dropped.

I stepped forward, stiff-legged and sweating. My socks had slipped down my calves, and my blouse was half-untucked. Not exactly the poster girl for Valkyrie excellence.

Levi was standing to the side, clipboard in hand, jaw tight. His eyes were locked on me.

Oh no.

Callahan didn’t even look at him. She pointed her finger at my chest. “Explain.”

“I… misheard the command.”

“Mmhmm.”

Silence.

Then Levi stepped forward.

“Cadet Lang has misheard commands six times this week,” he said. “That’s the generous count.”

I turned my head sharply. “Excuse me?”

He didn’t flinch. “This isn’t a playground. You don’t get points for trying. You either get it right, or you get out.”

Something inside me snapped. Maybe it was the heat. Maybe it was the fact that I hadn’t had carbs in three days.

Or maybe I was just tired of his constant hovering.

“I’m sorry, am I the only one making mistakes here?” I said. “Or do you just have a thing for pointing out mine?”

The air went dead quiet.

Porter gasped. Someone whispered, “Oh my god.”

Levi stepped closer, eyes sharp.

“You think I’m singling you out?”

“Well, you don’t exactly have a subtle way of showing support,” I said. “It’s like you’re waiting for me to fail so you can write a whole essay about it.”

“I’m waiting for you to focus.”

“I am focusing!”

“On what? Tripping over your own damn shoes?”

Oof. That one stung.

My face burned. I crossed my arms and stood my ground.

“I didn’t ask to be here,” I said. “I’m doing the best I can, which—spoiler alert—is kind of a miracle, considering none of this feels normal.”

“You think it feels normal to anyone?” he snapped. “You think the rest of them just woke up flawless?”
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“Some of them kinda did,” I muttered.

He didn’t smile.

Callahan raised a hand. “Enough. Lang, report to your advisor. You’ve earned yourself a write-up.”

Great.

Levi didn’t say anything else. He just walked off with his clipboard, boots crunching the gravel with every step like punctuation marks to his disappointment.

I stood there, alone in front of the whole formation, wanting to melt into the ground.

Or maybe throw a glitter bomb in his locker.

Honestly, either one worked.

The rest of the squad marched away while I stood there, pretending the sun in my eyes was the reason they were watering.

After drills, I stormed back to the dorms and slammed the door harder than I meant to. My whole body was buzzing, like I'd just sprinted through a minefield. I dropped my bag, kicked off my flats, and collapsed on the bed, staring at the ceiling.

What was his problem?

Okay, sure, I messed up. Again. But Levi didn’t have to humiliate me in front of everyone like I’d committed a felony. He was acting like my clumsiness was some personal attack. Like I was trying to make him look bad.

I wasn't.

I was just trying to survive.

Ten minutes later, the door opened.

Speak of the devil.

Levi walked in, chest rising and falling fast, still in uniform. His jaw was clenched so tight I could hear the tension before he said a word.

“You want to talk about it?” he asked.

“Nope.”

“You sure?”

“Super sure.”

He crossed the room, standing near the foot of my bed. “You embarrassed the unit.”

I sat up. “I embarrassed myself. You just decided to make it a group event.”

His brows pulled together. “This isn’t a joke.”

“Yeah, I figured that out around the fifth time you called me out today.”

He stepped closer. I hated how tall he was. How clean and composed and... annoying.

“You’ve got potential,” he said quietly.

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me. You’ve got potential. But you’re lazy. And sloppy. And more concerned with how people are looking at you than how you carry yourself.”

I stood up. “Oh, I’m sorry, was that a compliment wrapped in an insult? Because my brain can only process one crisis at a time.”

He didn’t move. Didn’t blink.

“You want to prove me wrong?” he asked.

My heart skipped.

“What if I do?”

His voice dropped. “Then stop flinching every time someone looks at you. Stop hiding behind sarcasm. Own your space.”

I swallowed.

The room felt smaller.

And hotter.

I hated how close we were. How my body reacted to him. The way my stomach tightened whenever he looked at me too long.

He tilted his head slightly. “You gonna cry?”

“No,” I snapped.

“You look like you’re gonna cry.”

“I’m not.”

“You’re flushed.”

“It’s hot in here!”

He stared at me for a second more.

Then he stepped back. “Then cool off. You’ve got etiquette at three.”

I blinked. “Wait, what?”

“Your punishment. Margot’s orders.”

“You’re joking.”

He opened the door. “Do I look like I joke?”

I was too busy mentally combusting to answer.

He left without another word.

And I stood there, furious... and maybe a little bit flustered.

Because the worst part?

Somehow, I still wanted him to think I was doing okay.

The worst part about punishment at Valkyrie? It came in heels. I stood outside the East Wing practice hall at three sharp, wearing the world’s tightest navy dress and a pair of kitten heels that felt like medieval torture. Natalia had given me exactly six minutes to change. She also handed me a headband with a fake little bow on it.

“You’ll wear this,” she said. “To appear less... volatile.”

“I look like a rejected doll.”

“Precisely.”

When the doors opened, I was hit with a wave of Baccarat Rouge 540 and judgment.

Six girls stood in formation, each more terrifying than the last. Long legs. Glossy ponytails. Matching smirks. At the front was Ava Sterling—Valedictorian, squad captain, and the kind of girl who probably ironed her bedsheets. She looked me over once and sighed.

“Oh. It’s you.”

“Hi,” I said, as brightly as I could. “I’m here to be transformed into a proper lady or whatever.”

Ava rolled her eyes. “You can start by not slouching. And burning that bow.”

I took my place at the end of the row, wobbling slightly as we all turned toward the mirrored wall. The instructor, a woman named Miss Claiborne, clapped her hands.

“Today, we polish our entrances. Curtsies. Poise. Eye contact. You will glide. You will not stomp. And you will smile like your future depends on it.”

I was doomed.

We began with walking drills.

One foot in front of the other. Chin up. Shoulders back.

I stumbled on the third step.

“Lang,” Miss Claiborne snapped. “You’re not on a treadmill. Control your hips.”

“They move on their own,” I muttered.

“Then tame them.”

Next came curtsies. Deep bend, soft gaze, graceful recovery.

I looked like I was squatting for a weird photo.

Ava leaned over and whispered, “You move like you’re dodging landmines.”

“I probably am.”

She smirked. “Cute shoes.”

“They’re eating my toes.”

“They’re supposed to.”

By the end of the hour, my feet were raw, my dignity was gone, and my thighs were trembling in ways no curtsy should cause.

Miss Claiborne dismissed us with a glare and a single word: “Again. Tomorrow.”

As the other girls gathered their purses and floated toward the door, Ava lagged behind.

“You know,” she said, leaning against the wall, “I thought you’d cry. Or bail. But you’re still here.”

I blinked. “Are you... complimenting me?”

“God, no.”

She stepped closer, arms crossed.

“But you don’t belong here,” she said. “Not because you’re awful. But because this place eats people who pretend.”

I stiffened. “I’m not pretending.”

She tilted her head. “Aren’t you?”

For a second, I didn’t answer. Then I squared my shoulders.

Ava studied me like I was an equation she hadn’t solved yet. Then, finally, she said:

“Fix your wig, Bree. You’re halfway to passing.”

And she left me there, barefoot and stunned.

Halfway.

Was that good?

Or terrifying?

I couldn’t care less anymore. I didn’t have the answers if they found out, and to be honest, I just wanted to be left alone.

Later that night, I wasn’t supposed to be in the ballroom. Technically, it was off-limits after hours unless you had a drill card or event duty. But I couldn’t sleep, and I couldn’t stop thinking about Ava’s words.

“Halfway to passing.”

She totally knew.

So here I was, barefoot on the polished floor, wearing a silky lavender slip dress I wasn’t sure I was supposed to have access to, and a face full of smudged makeup. Natalia had left the wardrobe room unlocked by accident—or maybe on purpose. She was chaotic like that.

The lights were dim. The moon filtered through the massive arched windows. I could see my reflection in the glass. Wig brushed. Lip gloss faded. Heels nearby. I didn’t wear them tonight. My toes were still recovering from yesterday’s murder shoes.

I took a deep breath, stood straight, and tried again.

One foot back. Bend. Hands out. Chin down. Rise.

Not bad.

I turned, curtsied again.

Turned, repeated.

Turned—
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The door creaked.

I froze.

There, in the doorway, was Levi.

In sweats. Holding a water bottle. Eyes wide.

His gaze landed on me in one slow drag—from my bare shoulders to the sheen of the dress to my glossy lips—and stuck there.

I felt like I’d been slapped with ice.

“Get out,” I blurted.

He didn’t move.

“I said get out!”

Still nothing.

I backed away, tripping over my own heel.

“Levi, I swear to god, if you laugh—”

“I’m not laughing.”

He said it so softly, I almost didn’t hear it.

My whole body was on fire. I was still holding the side of the dress like it could protect me. My lashes itched. My cheeks were burning.

He stepped into the room, slowly, like approaching a scared animal.

“You look... different.”

“No kidding.”

I turned away, humiliated, ready to combust.

But then he said, “You look... good.”

I stopped.

“What?”

“You look... calm. Like you’re not trying so hard.”

I turned back to him. “That’s your takeaway? Not the fact that I’m dressed like a backup dancer in a perfume ad?”

He shrugged. “You wear it better than you think.”

“Are you messing with me?”

“No.”

I stared at him, waiting for the punchline.

It didn’t come.

“I was just practicing,” I mumbled, picking up a heel. “They said my walk sucks.”

He nodded once. “It did.”

“Thanks.”

“But it doesn’t now.”

I blinked. “You were watching?”

“Not the first time.”

My mouth opened. Then closed. Then opened again.

“What does that mean?”

He stepped closer. “It means I’ve seen you trying. The drills. The posture. The way you’ve stopped fidgeting with your sleeves every five seconds.”

“I haven’t—” I paused. “Okay maybe I did that.”

He was standing in front of me now.

Close enough to see the flecks in his eyes.

Close enough to notice I was shaking.

I hated how still he was. How calm. Like nothing fazed him. Like this—me in a dress, a wig, and too much eyeliner—was just normal.

“You’re not gonna tell anyone?” I asked, voice barely above a whisper.

He looked me dead in the eye.

“No.”

My breath caught.

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t think you’re lying anymore.”

That stunned me more than anything else.

“I... what?”

“When you first got here, I thought you were faking it. Hiding something. Now I think... you’re just figuring it out.”

I didn’t answer.

Because he wasn’t wrong.

And that terrified me.

I turned toward the mirror again, gripping the side of the vanity.

“Sometimes I look at her and think... this isn’t me,” I whispered.

“And sometimes I think it might be.”

The silence between us stretched.

Then he stepped up behind me.

Not touching.

Just... there.

“You don’t owe anyone an answer right now,” he said.

“Not even yourself.”

I met his eyes in the mirror.

And he didn’t look away.

Didn’t flinch.

Didn’t smirk.

He just saw me.

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


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I NEVER thought I’d be the kind of person who got up early to do her makeup. And yet. There I was. Sitting cross-legged on the floor by the window with a compact mirror propped against my thigh and the sunrise lighting my face like a low-budget beauty influencer. I had ten minutes before drills and exactly one swipe of concealer left.

This wasn’t school policy. No one told me to do this.

Which made it worse somehow.

Because now I was doing it on my own.

I dabbed under my eyes and blended with my fingertip. My skin was still getting used to the products—sometimes itchy, sometimes smooth. My brows were trimmed now, my lashes curled. I swiped on a bit of tinted balm and leaned back, checking the mirror.

Not flawless. But... Bree.

I didn’t even flinch at the thought.

That scared me a little.

But not enough to stop.

Levi hadn’t said anything after the ballroom. We didn’t talk about the slip dress. Or the mirror. Or how he looked at me like I was someone worth seeing. Instead, we moved through the week like it never happened.

Except now I caught him glancing sometimes.

And I wasn’t sure if I wanted him to stop.

The locker room was always loud and chaotic before drills. Girls yelling about socks and sports bras, locker doors slamming, the faint smell of deodorant battles and burnt toast from the mess hall.

I walked through it like I belonged.

And maybe I did.

Porter nodded at me. One of the other girls even complimented my bun. I didn’t tell her it was fake hair woven into a scrunchie. Some secrets I could keep.

I got to formation with three minutes to spare, uniform crisp, lip gloss subtle, face calm.

Levi walked past the line, inspecting us as usual.

Then his eyes landed on mine.

Just for a second.

And I swear—maybe I imagined it—but I think he smiled.

A real one.

Tiny.

But there.

I stood taller.

Not for the drills. Not for the school.

For me.

And maybe... for him.
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One morning, I should’ve known it was too quiet. The locker room buzzed like always, but something about the energy felt off. Girls weren’t just chatting—they were looking. Whispering. Heads turned as I walked in, and not in the oh cute hair kind of way.

I ignored it.

Put on my usual breezy face. Slipped off my blazer. Reached for my locker.

Opened it.

And stopped breathing.

There, hanging right at the edge of the open door, was a folded pair of navy-blue boxers.

Men’s boxers.

Not just visible. Displayed.

Someone had deliberately propped them up so they’d fall out on cue.

And they did.

Right onto the floor.

Time slowed. My stomach dropped.

Laughter—just one girl—cut through the air like a slap. Then more whispers.

“Oh my god…”

“Are those hers?”

“Is she—?”

“Wait, is Bree...?”

I reached down slowly, grabbing the boxers like they were radioactive.

I shoved them back into my locker, slammed the door, and turned around, trying to keep my face neutral.

Big mistake.

Ava was leaning against the bench. Not smirking. Just watching.

She raised a brow.

“Rough laundry day?”

I stared at her. “You think this is funny?”

“Depends,” she said. “Are you gonna cry?”

“No.”

“Then maybe.”

I shoved past her, heading for the exit. But the damage was done. The girls didn’t laugh out loud—not all of them—but the energy shifted. Eyes on me. Voices lowered when I walked by.

The worst part? It worked.

Whoever did it... they got under my skin.

Hard.

Drills felt like moving through water. My arms were stiff, my head pounding. I was hyper-aware of everything—the way my hips moved, the bounce of my walk, how tight my top felt across my chest. Was it obvious? Were they guessing?

Was Levi watching?

I didn’t look for him.

Couldn’t.

But of course, he found me.

After formation, I bolted for the supply shed, pretending to check the bin assignments. I crouched behind the door, hugging my knees, trying not to freak out.

Too late.

“You okay?”

I jumped.

He was standing there, leaning against the wall like he hadn’t just startled me into heart failure.

“Levi,” I hissed. “I’m fine.”

“No, you’re not.”

“I said I’m—”

“I heard what they said.”

My mouth went dry.

I stared at him.

He didn’t flinch.

“I’m handling it,” I mumbled.

“No, you’re hiding.”

I stood up, shoving past him.

“Don’t,” I said.

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t pity me.”

“I’m not.”

“Don’t cover for me.”

“Too late.”

That stopped me.

“What?”

“I told the squad I put the boxers there as a prank. Said you beat me at inspection drills and I wanted revenge.”

I blinked. “You... what?”

“They believed me. Mostly.”

I just stared.

He stepped closer, lowering his voice.

“You don’t have to explain anything to them. You don’t owe them your truth.”

“Even if they’re guessing it anyway?”

“Especially then.”

I swallowed hard.

His voice dropped even more.

“They don’t get to define you.”

Something tightened in my throat.

And it wasn’t from fear this time.

It was from... relief.

Stupid, unexpected relief.

“I don’t get it,” I said quietly. “Why are you being nice to me?”

He shrugged. “Maybe I don’t like bullies.”

“Maybe you just like fixing messes.”

“Maybe,” he said, “I like you.”

I couldn’t breathe.

Couldn’t move.

The boxers were still burning in my locker.

But for the first time, I wasn’t burning alone.

We didn’t talk for the rest of the day.

Not because we were mad.

But because I didn’t know how to look him in the eye without melting into a puddle of confusion and maybe feelings.

Feelings were the enemy.
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By lights-out, I was sitting on my bed in my pajamas, brushing out my wig, pretending like everything was fine. Like the boxers weren’t still buried in my locker. Like Levi hadn’t just sacrificed his rep to cover for me.

He was doing pushups on his side of the room. Just... silently doing pushups. Every few minutes, I glanced over.

Okay, more than a few.

“Is that supposed to impress me?” I finally asked, keeping my tone casual.

“Is it working?”

I scoffed, tossing the brush onto my nightstand. “I’ve seen better.”

He didn’t stop.

“What would impress you?”

“A snack. A nap. A time machine.”

“Noted.”

He stood, grabbed a towel, and wiped his face. His chest glistened under the low dorm light. I looked away so fast I gave myself whiplash.

He walked over to the foot of my bed and leaned against the frame.

“You ever think about quitting?” he asked.

I shrugged. “Like, hourly.”

“But you don’t.”

I looked at him. “You trying to give me a pep talk, Lieutenant?”

“No. I’m trying to understand you.”

“That’s dangerous.”

“I like dangerous.”

My stomach did something weird.

I sat up straighter, pulling my blanket over my lap like it could shield me from whatever this conversation was becoming.

“You’re not like the others,” he said.

I froze.

“I mean,” he added, “you’re... there’s steel under your gloss.”

I snorted. “Wow. Poetry.”

“I’m serious.”

“I know.”

And I did.

Because even though the way he said it made my chest ache, it also made me feel seen.

Really seen.

“I thought I was supposed to blend in,” I said quietly.

“You don’t,” he replied. “And thank god.”

He stepped closer, one hand resting on the edge of my bedframe.

“I’ve been watching you.”

“Creepy.”

He ignored me.

“I watched you show up scared. I watched you screw up and get back up. I watched you start doing your makeup just for you. Not the rules. Not the points. Just... because.”

I swallowed. “That doesn’t make me brave.”

“Doesn’t make you weak either.”

I didn’t speak.

He took one more step.

We were way too close now.

“You ever gonna stop looking at me like I’m about to explode?” I asked.

“You ever gonna stop acting like I scare you?”

“You do.”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t know what to do with this,” I said, voice cracking. “You. This.”

He didn’t blink.

“Then don’t do anything.”

He leaned in.

His face was inches from mine.

I could smell his soap. His breath. His everything.

My heart was beating so loud, I swore he could hear it.

And then—

I chickened out.

I turned my head away.

“I can’t.”

He didn’t move back.

He just nodded. Slowly.

“Okay.”

That was it.

Just... okay.

He stepped back, giving me space again.

And the weirdest part?

I wanted him to stay close.

I didn’t sleep much that night.

And when I did, I dreamed in colors I hadn’t worn before.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

IT HAPPENED during obstacle course training. I was halfway through the tires, already breathless, sweat clinging to the inside of my collar, when my foot slipped. I tried to catch myself—graceful as ever—but landed knees-first on gravel.

I didn’t scream, but I wanted to.

By the time I stood up, everyone else was already halfway to the next station. I brushed dirt off my leg, hoping no one saw. But of course someone did.

“Lang.”

Levi.

He stepped over with that same unreadable expression he always wore when he was mad or worried—still hadn’t figured out which was which.

“I’m fine,” I said before he could even open his mouth.

“Doesn’t look like it.”

“It’s a scrape.”

He crouched beside me, his hand reaching for my knee. I stepped back.

“I said I’m fine.”

“You’re bleeding.”

“It’s not dramatic.”

“You are.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but then I looked down.

Okay, maybe it was a little dramatic. My right knee was red, dirty, and definitely dripping. My sock had soaked up part of it.

Levi stood. “Come on. We’ll clean it in the shed.”

I hesitated.

“It’s either that or let Callahan see it and force you off drills.”

I sighed. “Fine.”
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We walked in silence to the supply shed behind the field. He opened the creaky door and pulled the cord for the light. Inside was a first-aid kit, some old mats, and the faint smell of bleach and leather.

He motioned for me to sit on the bench.

I sat, legs twitching. My skirt barely covered the top of my thighs. I tugged it down, suddenly very aware of everything.

Levi grabbed the kit, pulled out gauze, antiseptic, and a wipe.

“This might sting.”

“Great.”

He knelt in front of me, hand steady as he dabbed the wipe across the cut. I hissed.

“Told you.”

“Don’t sound so happy about it.”

He didn’t reply. Just kept working.

His hands were warm. Precise. Gentle.

“You ever consider nursing?” I asked.

“No.”

“Could’ve fooled me.”

He looked up, and for the first time all day, smiled.

It wasn’t a big one. But it hit me like a gust of wind.

“You okay?” he asked, eyes soft now.

“Define okay.”

“You didn’t cry.”

“Didn’t want to give you the satisfaction.”

“I wasn’t hoping you would.”

“Could’ve fooled me.”

Another tiny smile.

He reached for the antiseptic. I braced myself.

“Ready?”

“No.”

He sprayed.

I jerked. “Ow—okay, I take it back. I hate you.”

He laughed. Quiet. Real.

“You’re tough,” he said.

“I’m faking it.”

He looked up again. “You’re not.”

His voice was low.

I blinked at him.

Then he did it.

He brushed his fingers over the corner of my cheek. Light. Careful.

“You had dirt,” he murmured.

My breath caught.

“Is that code for something?”

“No,” he said. “Just dirt.”

I stared at him.

His hand hovered by my face. Close enough to feel the warmth.

“You’re really pretty, you know.”

I flinched.

“What?”

“Just saying.”

“Don’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because I’ll believe you.”

“Maybe I want you to.”

That silence that followed felt heavier than the air.

I looked down at my knee. Wrapped now. Clean. His hands were still on my leg.

And I wasn’t pulling away.

“Thanks,” I mumbled.

“For?”

“Not freaking out.”

He tilted his head. “Why would I?”

“Because sometimes... I do.”

He didn’t press.

Didn’t ask for more.

He just stood and closed the kit.

Later that night, I waited until the lights were off. Levi was already in bed, headphones in, arms folded under his head like he was listening to thunderstorm sounds or angry podcasts. I lay still for a while, pretending to sleep, until his breathing slowed into that steady rhythm that meant I was in the clear.

Then I climbed down from my bed, slipped on a hoodie over my tank top, and padded barefoot to the desk.

The campus was quiet. Everyone was tired. Valkyrie wasn’t the kind of place that gave you time to think. That’s probably why I needed to write it down.

I opened my notebook to a blank page and stared at it like it was going to start talking first.

It didn’t.

So I did.

Dear me,

Okay. Weird. But I guess I need to get this out.

You’ve been pretending. Not the way you used to, with jokes and noise and pushing people away. But pretending you still hate this. That you’re doing it because you have to. That you’re counting the days until you can toss the skirt and run.

But today, when Levi touched your cheek…

You didn’t feel like you were pretending anymore.

You felt real.

And scared.

So scared.

I tapped the pen against the page. My throat tightened, but I kept going.

I think you like being Bree.

I think you like the way people look at you now. Not because they’re shocked or confused, but because they see you. And you’re not as angry. Not as mean. You laugh softer. Cry easier. And maybe that’s not weakness. Maybe that’s just... you.

You didn’t plan this. You didn’t want it.

But you’re not running from it anymore.

I stopped again.

The room felt too quiet.

I looked at the bunk across from me.

Levi had shifted in his sleep, one hand now tucked under his chin, face relaxed in a way I never saw during the day.

I bit my lip and looked back at the page.

I don’t want to stop being Bree.

I read it again.

Then again.

Each time, it felt a little more like the truth.

I don’t want to stop being Bree.

I didn’t know what that meant yet. I didn’t know if it was forever. If I’d have to explain it to anyone else. If I even could.

But I knew this:

For the first time in my life, I wasn’t pretending to be someone else.

I was pretending less and less just to be me.
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The next night, it started with a light flickering in the hallway. One of those long fluorescent ones that buzzed and blinked like it was about to give up on life. We were walking back from evening drills, uniforms damp with sweat, and my arms were sore from whatever sadistic upper-body workout Levi had just put us through.

He was unusually quiet.

So was I.

My heart had been pounding since yesterday, and it had nothing to do with cardio.

He held the door open for me when we reached the dorm.

I muttered a soft thanks and went inside.

We both paused once it shut behind us.

Levi stood by his bed, unbuttoning his uniform jacket. I sat down on mine, peeling off one boot, then the other. It should’ve been like every other night.

But it wasn’t.

He cleared his throat.

I looked up.

“You okay?” I asked.

He nodded. “Yeah.”

But he didn’t move.

And neither did I.

Finally, he walked across the room and stopped in front of me.

I straightened a little. “What?”

His voice was soft.

“I keep trying not to.”

My mouth went dry. “Not to what?”

He knelt down in front of me like he had when he cleaned my knee, only this time he didn’t reach for a first-aid kit.

“I keep trying not to like you.”

I froze.

He didn’t smile.

Didn’t make it a joke.

Just looked at me like he’d been holding this in for a while.

I swallowed. “You… do?”

“I know I’m not supposed to. I know it’s complicated.”

He leaned closer.

“I know you’re figuring things out. But I see you, Bree. And I can’t stop wanting to be near you.”

The air between us thinned. My hands trembled in my lap.

He touched my cheek—lightly. Familiar now.

I didn’t pull away.

“Can I kiss you?” he asked.

I nodded.

He did.

It wasn’t fast.

It wasn’t forceful.

It was gentle.

Warm.

He tasted like mint and sweat and something I didn’t have words for yet. His lips moved slowly against mine, and when I let out a shaky breath, he smiled against my mouth.

His hands held my waist, not too tight, not too careful.

Just right.

I kissed him back.

For real.

I let my hands rest on his shoulders, let my eyes flutter shut, let myself fall into it without thinking too hard.

And when he finally pulled back, my whole face was hot.

But I was smiling.

And then… I wasn’t.

Because the fear came in fast.

Too fast.

What happens when he knows?

What if he doesn’t want me once it’s not just skirts and lip gloss and soft smiles?

What if this version of me isn’t enough?

I turned away.

“Hey,” he said gently. “You okay?”

I nodded, then shook my head, then nodded again.

Tears welled up before I could stop them.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.

He tilted my chin back toward him.

“Don’t be.”

“I just— I’m scared,” I said. “I don’t know if I’m... if I’m what you think I am.”

He didn’t flinch.

“Then we figure it out together.”

I tried to breathe.

It came out shaky and wet.

He pulled me into his chest and held me there.

And I cried, just a little.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE SUN was barely up, and I was already sweating. Morning drills were always brutal, but today my uniform clung worse than usual. My lip gloss felt heavy. My socks itched. And I couldn’t stop thinking about the way Levi had kissed me the night before. The way he touched my face like I wouldn’t disappear. The way he held me after.

Like I was real.

Not Brady-in-a-skirt real.

Just Bree.

We were lined up in formation on the field, boots clicking on stone, Callahan’s voice sharp as ever.

“Eyes front! Shoulders back!”

I obeyed on autopilot.

Next to me, Porter shifted. Someone coughed down the line. Ava stood two rows over, arms tight behind her back, gaze locked forward. She hadn’t spoken to me since the locker stunt. Not that I expected an apology.

Levi stood ahead with the clipboard, reading off cadet performance reports. His tone was clipped. Focused. He didn’t look at me once.

But I caught it—the tiny flick of his eye. Just enough to say, I’m here.

And then it happened.

“I have something to share,” a voice called out.

It wasn’t Levi.

It wasn’t Callahan.

It was Hartley.

Cadet Senior Ella Hartley. Top of the ranking list. Ice in human form. And standing at parade rest with something in her hand.

A manila folder.

My stomach flipped.

“Cadet Hartley,” Callahan barked, “this is not the time.”

“I believe it is,” Hartley replied. “If one of us is lying, we all have a right to know.”

I didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

She stepped forward, holding up the folder like a winning trophy.

“This is Cadet Lang’s admissions file,” she said. “I found it behind the admin desk last night. Open. Labeled. Not even locked.”

Gasps.

Whispers.

Callahan’s jaw clenched. “You had no authority to access—”

“She’s not who she says she is,” Hartley snapped.

And then—God, I wish I could forget—she opened it.

“Full name: Brady Thomas Lang. Male. Court-appointed placement. Assigned to Valkyrie under false credentials.”

Someone whispered my name.

Another girl gasped.

Levi froze.

Hartley read more. I don’t remember what. Something about juvenile records. Something about Aunt Margot’s signature. It all blurred.

All I could hear was the wind in my ears and the blood pounding in my skull.

“She’s not Bree,” Hartley said, voice slicing the air. “She’s Brady.”

Silence.

Callahan turned to me slowly.

“Cadet Lang?”
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I didn’t answer.

My knees trembled.

Someone stared. I felt it. Porter? Ava?

Levi?

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe.

And then I did the only thing I could.

I ran.

I bolted.

Out of formation. Off the field. Past Callahan’s yell and Hartley’s smug little smirk. Past the sound of someone shouting my name—maybe Levi, maybe not.

It didn’t matter.

I didn’t stop.

Gravel crunched under my boots, trees rushed past me, and the edges of my vision blurred as I tore through the edge of the quad and into the woods.

Leaves slapped my face. Branches scratched at my arms. My lungs burned.

I didn’t know where I was going. I just knew I couldn’t be there. Not in front of those girls. Not under Levi’s eyes. Not while my secret sat wide open in the dirt like a peeled-off mask.

Brady.

The name made my stomach twist.

I stopped near a clearing, collapsed against a tree, and slid down until my skirt pooled around me. My whole body shook. My hands wouldn’t stop.

They all knew.

They saw it. Heard it.

Brady.

It sounded like shame now.

Like failure.

I buried my face in my arms and cried. Ugly, gasping, stupid sobs that echoed between the trees. I didn’t try to stop them. I let it all go.

The hiding.

The fear.

The part of me that thought maybe, just maybe, I’d be okay here.

It was over.

And I had no idea how to come back from it.

I lost track of how long I sat there.

The woods were quiet. Birds chirped somewhere far off, like they hadn’t just witnessed a social homicide. The air smelled like leaves and humiliation.

My face was wet.

I wiped it with the sleeve of my uniform blouse, which now had a lovely streak of mud across the cuff. Great. I looked like a runaway pageant contestant who’d been mugged by a tree.

Branches cracked behind me.

I flinched.

“Don’t,” I said, voice raw. “Please.”

He didn’t listen.

Levi stepped into the clearing, breathing hard, hands at his sides.

I turned away. “You shouldn’t be here.”

“Too bad.”

I hugged my knees tighter. “I mean it, Levi.”

He crouched in front of me. “You ran pretty far.”

“I didn’t mean to.”

“You always mean to. That’s kind of your thing.”

I let out a weak laugh, then bit it back. “How bad was it?”

He didn’t sugarcoat. “Hartley made a scene.”

“Awesome.”

“Callahan shut it down. Eventually.”

I sniffed. “Everyone knows.”

“Yeah.”

I didn’t speak for a while.

Neither did he.

Then I whispered, “I didn’t mean to lie.”

“I know.”

I looked up at him. “You do?”

He nodded. “You didn’t show up trying to trick people. You were just trying to survive.”

I swallowed. “I didn’t know I’d become her.”

His eyes locked with mine.

“I didn’t know I’d feel better as her. I didn’t know I’d like the way I moved, or the way people saw me, or—God, the way I saw me.”

I pressed my forehead against my knees.

“But now I do. And I think... I think I don’t want to go back.”

He didn’t move.

Didn’t interrupt.

I kept going.

“I was just some dumb kid who got in trouble too many times. Brady was angry and loud and sarcastic, and no one looked at him like he mattered.”

I wiped my eyes again.

“But Bree? She got seen. She got... kissed.”

Levi’s jaw twitched. I could tell he was holding something in.

“I’m scared,” I said. “I’m scared that none of it was real. That you’re here now because you think I’m still pretending, or broken, or something you can fix.”

He stepped closer.

I tensed.

He didn’t touch me.

But his voice dropped to a whisper.

“I don’t want to fix you, Bree.”

My chest tightened.

“I just want to know if you meant it.”

“What?”

“The kiss.”

I blinked. “Of course I meant it.”

He finally smiled. Just a little.

“Then so did I.”

I sat still.

His words hovered between us, soft and steady.

Then he exhaled like he’d been holding his breath since the day we met.

“I knew.”

I blinked. “What?”

“I knew you weren’t... what you said you were.”

My chest caved in. “Oh.”

“I knew you were Brady. Do you think the academy would allow a girl and a guy to share a room?”

The silence felt like someone had pressed pause on the world.

He looked down at his hands, then back at me. “Your aunt asked me to keep an eye on you. She thought you'd bolt. Or blow your cover. Or ruin any chance at redemption.”

I opened my mouth.

Nothing came out.

He kept going.

“I figured it out the day you showed up. The nerves. The fake laugh. The stiff posture. I knew what I was looking for. She told me enough.”

“Then why didn’t you say anything?” I whispered.

“Because I wanted to see who you'd become when you weren’t being watched.”

I stared at him.

“And you became Bree.”

My throat tightened. “So this was all some... mission?”

“No.”

He moved closer.

“This wasn’t about Margot after the first week. This stopped being about her the moment you tripped on your shoelaces during drills and swore under your breath like you invented cursing.”

“That’s not romantic.”

“It was to me.”

My lips twitched. I hated that he could still make me smile when I was broken.

“You don’t hate me?” I asked.

“No.”

“You’re not... weirded out?”

“By you? No.”

“I lied.”

“You adapted.”

“I faked everything.”

He shook his head. “You found everything.”

His hand brushed mine.

Gently. Like he wasn’t sure if he was allowed to take it.

I let him.

“You could’ve told me,” I said.

“So could you.”

He had a point.

“But you knew,” I said again, trying to wrap my head around it. “All this time.”

“I knew.”

“And you still—”

“Yeah.”
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He leaned in.

I didn’t stop him.

He kissed me again, slower this time. Like he wasn’t rushing toward the heat, but easing into it. Like he had all the time in the world for me.

I melted into him.

Because I was tired of running. Of hiding. Of waiting for the other shoe to drop.

He didn’t care who I was before.

He saw me now.

And he stayed.

When we finally pulled apart, his hand was on my cheek, thumb brushing away a tear I didn’t realize had fallen.

“I love Bree,” he said quietly.

And this time, I believed him.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I SAT in the same chair I had the day I arrived—arms crossed, legs stiff, trying not to let the room swallow me whole. Margot’s office looked exactly the same: cold walls, antique desk, stiff leather chairs, the whole vibe screaming “disappointment in human form.”

Only this time, I wasn’t scared.

Just... tired.

Margot sat across from me, perfectly composed in her fitted blazer, her hands folded like a lawyer waiting to deliver a verdict.

“You’ve caused quite the disruption,” she said.

“Wouldn’t be me if I didn’t,” I muttered.

She didn’t smile.

Didn’t frown either.

Just reached into a drawer and pulled out a thin stack of papers. She placed them in front of her and tapped them once.

“You can leave.”

I looked up. “What?”

“I’ve already cleared it with the board. Technically, your presence was always a gray area. After Hartley’s little stunt, no one would question your departure.”

I blinked.

“Oh,” I said. “Okay.”

“You’d return to your previous legal track,” she continued. “Community service. Possibly another placement. Nothing extreme.”

I nodded slowly.

“Cool.”

She waited.

And then added, like it was an afterthought, “Or you can stay.”

I looked up.
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“You what?”

“I’ve spoken to the girls. And to their parents. I explained the situation.”

I sat straighter. “You... told them?”

“Enough of it,” she said. “The rest is your story to share or keep.”

I stared at her.

“And they’re... okay with it?”

“There was less backlash than I expected.”

I didn’t say anything.

She pushed the papers across the desk. “If you want to stay, this is the application for a full scholarship. You’d no longer be a provisional cadet. You’d be Bree Lang, full status.”

I looked at the papers like they might catch fire.

“I get to choose?” I asked quietly.

“You do.”

I swallowed. “You think I belong here?”

“I think,” she said, “you’ve earned more than you ever thought you could.”

That hit harder than I expected.

I sat there for a while, not touching the forms. Not speaking. Just letting it settle.

I could go back.

Or I could stay.

Be Bree.

For real.

The silence stretched.

Then I nodded once.

“I’m not done yet,” I said.

Margot didn’t smile.

But her eyes softened.

“That’s what I thought.”

Walking back into the mess hall was way worse than walking into a courtroom.

I wasn’t wearing anything fancy. Just my usual uniform. Skirt. Blouse. Hair pulled into a low bun that actually looked kind of decent. But everything felt... heavier.

Because now, there were no secrets.

They all knew.

Every stare could be a judgment. Every smile could be fake. Every whisper could be about me.

But when I stepped in, something weird happened.

Nothing.

No one screamed. No one threw food. No one shoved a tray at my chest and told me to get out.

In fact, Ava was the first person who looked up.

And nodded.

Like, actually nodded.

Then she scooted over.

I stood frozen.

She rolled her eyes. “Sit down before I change my mind.”

I blinked. “You’re serious?”

“Unfortunately.”

I slid onto the bench, barely breathing.

Porter handed me a juice box.

“You know,” she said, “you handled that like a pro.”

“Like a crying-in-the-woods pro?”

“You ran in four-inch heels. That’s badass.”

I stared at her.

She shrugged. “I don’t care who you were. You’re Bree. And honestly? You’ve got better legs than me.”

That made me laugh. It bubbled up before I could stop it.

A few other girls chimed in—one asked what mascara I used. Another said my eyeliner stayed on better than hers during drills. Someone else asked if I wanted to join the prep team for the next school dance.

It was weird.

And kind.

And way too much for my heart to handle.

After lunch, I stepped outside for air.

Levi was already waiting.

He leaned against the stone wall like he always did—annoyingly calm and handsome, arms crossed, eyes steady.

“So,” he said, “you staying?”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

His lips twitched. “Didn’t doubt it.”

I walked over and stood beside him.

“They were... nice,” I said, still processing.

“They should be.”

“I thought it’d be worse.”

“It usually is,” he said. “But sometimes... people surprise you.”

I turned to him. “You’re not surprised.”

“No,” he said. “I’m just proud.”

I blushed, which was unfair.

“Stop,” I mumbled.

“Can’t.”
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We stood in silence a minute longer, the wind tugging at my skirt, the sun hitting just right on the quad.

Then he added, quiet and serious, “You did something brave.”

I looked at him.

“You’re the brave one,” I said. “You kissed a girl who might’ve been a boy to everyone else.”

He shook his head. “I kissed Bree. Always knew who you were.”

I smiled.

Soft. Sure.

And finally... okay.

The next morning, I woke up before the alarm. The dorm was quiet, soft morning light just starting to pour through the windows. For the first time, I didn’t wake up nervous. Or ashamed. Or afraid someone would find me out.

They already had.

And I was still here.

I climbed down from my bunk, heart beating fast. Today wasn’t graduation. It wasn’t a ball or a party or anything big.

It was just morning drills.

But it felt like everything.

Natalia had left me a little note on my desk. In her sharp, pointy handwriting, it said:

“It’s time. Be her.”

I opened the drawer.

Inside was a pale lavender blouse—just a bit softer than the standard one—and a pleated skirt that hugged at the hips and flared out just slightly more. Tailored. Fitted. Feminine in a way I hadn’t dared wear until now.

There was also a soft pink lip tint. A compact with pressed powder. And my favorite: a little pair of silver clip-on earrings shaped like stars.

I took my time.

Smoothed out the blouse.

Stepped into the skirt.

Brushed my wig until the waves flowed over my shoulders like it had always been mine. It didn’t feel like a costume anymore.

It felt like hair.

I dusted on powder. Added the lip tint. Fastened the earrings.

And then I smiled at my reflection.

Not because she looked perfect.

But because she looked like me.

I walked down the hallway alone.

Every step made a soft swish from the skirt. My socks were crisp white. My posture was tall. I didn’t try to shrink or walk like Brady.

I walked like Bree.

And when I stepped onto the quad, the girls were already in formation. A few heads turned. A few jaws dropped. I saw Ava give the tiniest smirk.

“About time,” she mouthed.

Then I saw him.

Levi.

Standing by the flags, arms crossed, watching me like the whole field didn’t exist.

Only me.

I walked up to him.

He didn’t speak right away. Just looked.

Like he was seeing something he’d been waiting on for a long time.

Finally, he smiled.

“Ready, cadet?” he asked.

I nodded, cheeks warm. “More than ever.”

He stepped in closer. Not touching, not yet, but close enough that I could smell the faint soap he always used.

“You’re glowing,” he said.

“Don’t make me cry, my mascara’s not waterproof.”

“You could win a war in that skirt.”

“I’d rather win you.”

He blinked. I blinked.

That came out fast.

But he didn’t flinch.

He just leaned in and kissed me, right there in front of everyone.

Soft, steady, like we had all the time in the world.

And when he pulled back, he said it like it was a fact.

“I love you, Bree.”

I smiled so hard it hurt.

“I love you, too.”


Epilogue

∞∞∞

ONE YEAR later, I woke up in my dorm room, stretched my arms above my head, and smiled into the sunlight pouring through the windows of my new life.

Today was nothing special.

Just a Monday.

Just another day at Ardenhill Academy—a quiet, co-ed prep school tucked into a green hillside two towns over. A school for second chances. A real one this time.

And I got in as me.

Bree Lang.

Not a provisional cadet. Not a reform case in disguise. Just… a girl with decent grades, a scholarship, and a really great personal essay.

Okay, and maybe a glowing recommendation letter from a certain very strict aunt named Margot, who now signs her emails with things like “Keep leading with courage.”

The skirt I wore now wasn’t a uniform.

It was mine.

A navy pleated one I bought on a weekend trip with my mom.

Yeah. My mom.

It took her time. It took a lot of silence. But one night, I showed up to dinner in jeans and lip gloss, and she just… reached across the table, took my hand, and whispered, “Hi, sweetheart.”

Now she sends me hormone-friendly vitamins, the occasional blush palette, and calls me every Sunday to hear about my week. She calls me Bree like she never knew any other name.

I started HRT seven months ago.

My gender specialist, Dr. Sadiq, was the first adult who ever said the words “trans girl” to me without blinking. She never asked if I was sure.

She just asked what I needed.

Some changes are slow. The softening of my face. The tenderness in my chest. My emotions hit harder, but that might just be growth, not hormones. I cry more now.

But I laugh more, too.

And I still get snappy when I’m tired.

Old habits.

Levi and I don’t live together—he’s in the senior dorms—but we go to the same school now. He got in on academic merit and leadership credits. I got in for “potential,” according to my orientation packet.

He makes fun of that word.

“You’re more than potential, Bree. You’re kinetic. You move through rooms like lightning.”

I told him that was the nerdiest compliment I’d ever gotten.

He kissed me for it.
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This morning, I curled my hair a little—my real hair, now shoulder-length and fluffy when I don’t fight it. I wore a soft yellow sweater, tucked into my skirt, and added just a touch of mascara.

Not for anyone else.

Just for me.

The dorm kitchen smelled like cinnamon toast. I grabbed a piece, waved at my roommate Leila (who had no idea what a gift she was just for being chill about literally everything), and jogged across the quad to where Levi always waited.

He stood under the tree outside the science wing, holding a daisy.

One single daisy.

He said he liked giving me just one. Said it reminded him of the first time he saw me cry and didn’t run away.

I took it and tucked it behind my ear.

“You’re early,” I said.

“You’re stunning,” he replied.

I rolled my eyes. “You’re extra.”

“You love it.”

I didn’t argue.

We walked together toward class. No big declarations. No fanfare.

But halfway there, I stopped him.

“I never thought I’d make it here,” I said. “As her.”

He turned to me, eyes soft. “You didn’t make it here as her.”

He tucked my hair behind my ear.

“You made it here as you.”

And right there on the walkway, backpacks and bell ringing and all, I kissed him.

Not because I had something to prove.

But because I finally had something to be proud of.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

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



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.

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“I only wanted one selfie. I didn’t mean to break his iPad—or agree to pretend to be a girl online just to pay him back.”

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

To pay him back, I became LuluStar22 on Cyber Darling—flirty, girly, and completely fake. At least, I thought it was fake. But every bralette, every swipe of gloss, every time I said “hi boys,”… something shifted. Especially when Dylan started looking at me differently. Softer. Protective. Like maybe he wasn’t seeing Luke at all anymore.

I never meant to keep dressing up after the stream ended. I never meant to feel more me as Lulu than I ever did as Luke.

And I definitely never meant to fall for the guy who blackmailed me.

Read Digital Doll

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 Mascara and Military School.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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