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Introduction

“I design clothes for women, not model them.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was just a struggling art student with soft features, a fading sketchbook, and a cat named Miso who understood me better than most people.

Then came the business card.

La Luna Femme—an exclusive, midnight-only beauty brand that turned blank canvases into goddesses during midnight. I didn’t mean to sign their contract. I didn’t mean to become Cora.

But they said I looked like a muse.

What started as a job turned into a mirror I couldn’t look away from. Fame came fast. So did the whispers. And the fear that maybe I didn’t belong in the reflection everyone loved.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to  Midnight Model.


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

∞∞∞

RENT WAS DUE in four days. I had seventeen bucks left in my account and a near-empty pack of ramen sitting like a joke on the top shelf. Miso, my cat, was curled in my lap, purring without a care in the world. Her belly rose and fell with each sleepy breath as I sat on the floor, sketchpad propped against my knees, pencil smudged from gripping it too tightly.

I was drawing again. I always said I wouldn’t. Every time I bombed a portfolio review, I swore I was done. But tonight I found myself sketching a gown with a plunging back, sheer sleeves, and a high slit that would never see the light of day. Like me, it was made to be hidden.

The fabric curled like fog around a faceless model. I added longer lashes, sharper cheekbones, a softer jawline. Feminine. Beautiful. Everything I wasn’t.

Miso’s head twitched as I reached for the eraser.

“You’re no help,” I muttered.

The apartment smelled like stale laundry and Febreze. My roommate, Darren, had gone home for the weekend, so I had the space to myself. Not that I did anything with it. The walls were bare, the couch was lopsided, and my idea of decorating was shoving sketchpads under the bed.

At least my bar shift had been short. It was a weeknight and nobody in their right mind wanted cocktails on a Tuesday—except the woman in pearls and a silk scarf who had spent thirty minutes stirring her negroni and watching me like I was her personal entertainment.

She looked expensive. Not flashy, just curated. Like everything she wore had been steamed and handled by gloved hands. I figured she was one of those art wives who slink around campus, scouting nude models for their husband's oil studies.

But when she tipped me, she slid a business card under the glass. No words, just a pearlescent moon and a name written in gold script:

La Luna Femme.
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Then a whisper: “You’ve got the face.”

I didn’t sleep that night. Couldn’t tell if it was the caffeine from the shift or the pit in my stomach. The card sat on my desk like it knew something I didn’t. I stared at it until Miso batted it onto the floor.

By morning, I convinced myself it was a scam. But around 8 p.m., after microwaving the last of the ramen and digging for quarters in my laundry jar, I picked it up again.

No website. Just a number and an address downtown.

I called.

“Midnight,” the voice on the other end said. “Don’t be late.”

The train ride smelled like wet concrete and old fries. I wore my least-wrinkled black shirt and my only pair of jeans without holes. Miso meowed at me when I left, like she knew I was doing something stupid.

The building was barely marked—just a brass number above a dark oak door. I almost walked past it. Twice.

I buzzed.

The door clicked open with a hiss. Velvet carpet. Scented air. Soft jazz echoing down the hall. It was like stepping into a dream someone else designed.

A woman with copper hair and glasses met me at the elevator. She looked me up and down, not kindly.

“You must be Corey,” she said. “I’m Violette.”

Her accent was thick, maybe French, maybe fake.

“You’re early.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Subway was fast.”

She said nothing, just turned and walked.

The elevator opened into a floor bathed in moonlight—literally. The ceiling had moving projections of clouds and a full moon that shimmered as we passed through. Racks of clothing in glass cases. Makeup tables. Long mirrors with gold frames.

I blinked.

“This is... what is this?”

“La Luna Femme,” she said, as if that explained everything. “We work exclusively with femme-forward clientele. Mostly trans women. Sometimes crossdressers. Occasionally someone like you.”

“Someone like me?”

“Effeminate. But blank.” She smiled. “A canvas.”

I hated how that landed. Like I didn’t exist unless someone painted something over me.

Violette waved her hand, and a velvet chair rolled up behind me like it had wheels. I didn’t sit.

“So what exactly is the job?” I asked.

“Modeling. Lingerie. Performance. We tailor experiences for an exclusive base of clients who appreciate night-blooming beauty. You’d be one of our faces. If you’re willing.”

I crossed my arms. “But you said most of your clients are trans. I’m not one.”

“We don’t care,” she said simply. “Monet scouts for faces, not pronouns. If you can pass on camera, that’s all that matters.”

I stared at her.

“And... people pay for that?”

“People pay a lot for that.”

She handed me a folder.

Inside was a contract. Pages and pages of legal speak I didn’t understand. A clause about confidentiality. Another about aesthetic control. My eyes skimmed until I saw the number.

Six thousand. For the first week.

“Is this a joke?”

“No,” she said. “But if you laugh, I’ll offer it to the next boy who fits in a size ten heels.”

I didn’t laugh.

I looked down at my chipped nails, at the shoes I’d bought in high school, at the scab on my knuckle from scraping dishes at the bar. I thought about Miso eating off-brand cat food. About how I hadn’t told my mom I’d dropped two classes this semester.

Six thousand. Enough to cover rent, pay off the credit card, and maybe even fix the faucet that’s been dripping since March.

“What happens after I sign?” I asked.

“You’re styled. Transformed. Given a name that fits. You’ll be assigned a beauty team. You’ll live here part-time. Be on-call for certain shoots and events.”

My stomach twisted. “So I’d be... what? A fake girl?”

“Not fake,” she said. “Just... pseudo.”

I didn’t know what that meant. Still don’t. But I signed.

My hands shook.

Violette took the pen gently from my fingers.

“Welcome to La Luna Femme,” she said. “You’ll look divine in heels.”

I followed Violette down another corridor, this one dimmer and lined with mirrors. My reflection multiplied in every direction—me in oversized jeans and a thrifted jacket, trying to look like I belonged in a place where the light was filtered like perfume.

“You said this place is mostly for trans women?” I asked, still gripping the contract folder like a shield.

“Correct.”

“What if the customers find out—”

“You’re here because you look the part,” she cut in, not unkindly. “Our clientele worships illusions. They don’t care who you are, Corey.”

I winced. I hated the way she said my name. Like it didn’t suit me. Like it had an expiration date.

We stopped in front of a set of velvet curtains.

“Monet told me she found you at a bar. She has an eye. She always finds the boys who look confused.”

“I’m not confused, I’m a dude,” I said.

“No?” She pulled the curtain open. “Then why don’t you look it?”

I didn’t answer. Because I didn’t know. I was offended, but she had a point. I didn’t like dressing conventionally masculine—it bored me to no end.

Inside was a studio space the size of a basketball court. Soft blue lights, a massive moon-shaped chandelier, racks of silver and lavender clothing, and half a dozen people flitting around with brushes, steamers, and tape measures. They looked like stagehands preparing for a goddess to arrive.

She gestured for me to sit on a velvet stool and handed a pink cardigan to change into.

The second my butt touched the cushion, three stylists swarmed me. One brushed my hair back. Another examined my hands. A third pinched my chin between her fingers like she was about to sculpt it.

“No jaw shaving needed,” one of them muttered.

“He’s lucky. Soft features. Needs a little filler here,” another said, tapping under my eye. “How old?”

“Twenty-two.”

“Could pass for nineteen,” she said, jotting something down.

“Hormones?”

“No,” I said. “I mean, I’m not... I haven’t... I’m just—”

“Doesn’t matter,” she said. “We have lots of it.”

The phrase made my stomach knot.

I glanced at the mirror in front of me. My hair was a little too long to be masculine, a little too choppy to be feminine. I had a baby face, soft lips, and a nose that turned slightly upward at the end. Girls used to say I looked pretty, not cute.

I didn’t know if that was a compliment.

A woman in a sequined robe appeared in the reflection behind me.

“Ah,” she said, folding her arms. “So this is our new moonflower.”

She walked around me slowly, like she was inspecting a painting she hadn’t decided to love yet.

“I’m sorry,” I said, unsure who she was. “I didn’t catch—”

“Adrian Laurent is our creative director,” Violette cut in. “But I handle talent intake. This is my jurisdiction.”

The woman gave a slow smile and extended her hand. “I’m Violette’s superior in taste. But please, call me Sanya.”

“She’s dramatic,” Violette said. “But effective.”

“Like a corset,” Sanya replied.

She tilted my chin up with two fingers.

“You’ve got the bones. Now let’s see if you’ve got the soul.”

I looked away.

“First fitting in twenty. He’s signing under the name Cora.”

My mouth opened, but nothing came out.

Cora?

Violette raised an eyebrow. “Unless you object?”

I wanted to. I wanted to say no, to tell them that I was just here for the check and then I’d disappear back into my life with Miso and my ramen and my fading sketchbooks. But then I looked at myself again in the mirror.

Cora wasn’t far off.

She looked like someone who didn’t cry when she ran out of options. She looked like someone who walked into rooms like they were meant for her.

I nodded.
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“Cora’s fine.”

Violette smiled like she’d been waiting for me to agree all along.

The stylist returned with a long white robe, pressed and perfumed.

“Time for your transformation shoot prep,” she said. “You’ll sleep here tonight. First light is too harsh for your face. You belong to the moon.”

I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I stood anyway.

Before I left the room, I looked over my shoulder.

Violette was speaking quietly to Sanya. Sanya nodded once, her eyes still fixed on me.

Like she knew something I didn’t.

Like she’d seen it before.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T sleep. The bed was too soft, the room too quiet. A cloud of lavender misted the sheets. I stared at the ceiling, trying not to think about the contract, the name they gave me, or the fact that I’d agreed to let strangers undress and reconstruct me like a doll.

At 6 a.m., someone knocked.

“Time to become beautiful,” a voice called from the other side.

I didn’t answer. I just sat up, rubbed my face, and whispered into Miso’s absence. “What the hell did I do?”

They led me into a white-tiled room that looked like a cross between a spa and a surgical suite. Too clean. Too quiet. I tried to shrink into the robe they’d given me the night before, but it didn’t help. My knees were already shaking.

Two women waited—one blonde, one with teal hair in space buns. Both in black. Both smiling like they’d done this a hundred times and weren’t nervous at all.

“You’re Cora, right?” the teal one asked.

I hesitated.

“Uh… sure.”

“Cute,” the blonde said, snapping her gloves on.

“First-timers always look like deer before the waxing.”

I blinked. “Wait, what?”

They didn’t give me time to panic. The robe came off. I was laid down. Hot wax smeared. Skin yanked. I gritted my teeth until my jaw locked. Chest, arms, stomach, back, thighs—anywhere there was hair, they took it like it insulted them.

“Almost done,” Teal said, holding a wax strip like it was a trophy. “You’re gonna be smoother than a marble statue.”

I didn’t respond. Just stared at the ceiling like it was something I could crawl into.
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Soon after, they gave me a gaff. I had no idea how to wear it, but they said that it’ll hide my penis. I tried, failed, tried again. Eventually, they came in and helped like it was no big deal.

“It’s okay,” Blonde said, adjusting the front. “It’s weird the first time. But you’ll get used to it.”

I looked down.

I wasn’t flat. But I wasn’t bulging either.

I looked… censored.

And for some reason, that made me dizzy.

“You okay?” Teal asked.

“I don’t know.”

She nodded like that was the answer she expected.

Next came lash extensions. The glue smelled like chemicals and citrus. My eyes watered. Then came subtle face taping—pulling the skin just slightly upward at my temples, invisible under hair but enough to change the frame of my face. It felt tight, artificial. But when I blinked and looked in the mirror, I saw someone I didn’t hate.

Not handsome. Not pretty.

Just someone… paused.

They slid me into nude shapewear—tight enough to smooth everything. My ribs pressed into my lungs. I gasped.

“Breathe from here,” Blonde said, touching my diaphragm.

“You’ll adjust.”

My voice came out thin. “Do people really do this all the time?”

She smiled. “Sweetie, some of us do this to survive. Some do it to feel alive.”

I didn’t know which one I was yet.

Teal brushed out a chestnut wig with honey-blonde highlights and placed it on my head. My hairline vanished. My jawline softened.

When they turned the chair, I saw myself under the ring light.

And I stopped breathing.

It wasn’t me.

But it also wasn’t someone else.

It was a third thing. A quiet girl with a tilted mouth, wide brown eyes, and cheeks that caught the light like they were meant to be adored. Her lashes flicked like she had secrets. Her lips—glossed and slightly parted—looked soft. Curious.

They said nothing as I stared.

Then the blonde whispered behind me.

“She’s waking up.”

The set smelled like dry ice and perfume.

Everything was black and silver—curtains, props, even the air felt darker. The studio lights pulsed gently, timed with music that had no beat. Just synth, wind, and whispers I couldn’t fully hear.

They put me in lingerie. Not cheap mall stuff—this was satin and mesh, custom-fit, and designed to feel like it came with a story. The bra had a crescent moon charm hanging from the center. The panties hugged my hips like they already belonged there.

I kept tugging at the fabric. My skin felt too exposed. I didn’t know what to do with my hands. My legs were shaved, glistening, and I couldn’t stop looking at them.

“Relax your shoulders,” someone called.

“Arch your back.”

“Not that much. You’re not a gymnast.”

The stylist, a tall guy with gold eyeliner and a feathered collar, adjusted my posture every five seconds. I tried to hold still, but my spine felt like it was made of Jenga pieces.

“Cora,” he said.

“You’re not on trial. You’re on a pedestal. Show me you know that.”

I didn’t.

They gave me heels—silver stilettos that made me feel like a baby deer. My ankles wobbled. My calves burned. But when the flash went off, I forgot how much I hated it.

Just for a second.

They handed me a crystal cigarette holder. A sheer robe that floated behind me like fog. Pearls draped over my shoulder.

I posed beside a vintage lamp, then on a crushed velvet couch, then against a mirror with moon decals.

With each pose, something slipped. Not my clothes. Not my nerves.

Something internal. Something that kept me locked in place for years.

“Look down like you’re bored,” the photographer called.

I did.

“Now look up like you want to be kissed.”

I hesitated.

Then did that too.

The camera clicked. The lights flashed.

I felt stupid, but also... bold.

I’d never been bold in my life. Never been the type of person anyone looked at for more than a second. I was the blurry kid in the background of yearbook photos. The shadow in someone else's frame.

Now I was the subject.

“Hold that,” the photographer said.

So I did.

“Again.”

Again.

The flash caught something in me. Not confidence—something quieter. Surrender, maybe.

I didn't feel like Corey in those shots. And I didn't fully feel like Cora either. But whoever I was... she was trying.

At one point, I lost my balance and fell straight into a faux fur beanbag. Laughter broke out. Someone dropped a light filter.

I felt my face heat. “Sorry—”

A voice cut through it all.

“She’s raw,” it said. “But captivating.”

Everyone turned. I turned.

There he was.

Adrian Laurent.
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He was taller than I expected, in an all-black suit without a tie. Hair slicked back. Sharp jaw. Eyes like slate—cold, serious, but curious. He leaned against a pillar like he owned the room. Maybe he did.

Our eyes locked. I froze.

He didn’t smile. Didn’t nod.

Just said, “Continue.”

The room moved again, as if he’d pressed play.

The rest of the shoot blurred. Outfits changed—lace bralette, body chain, moon-and-star appliqué gloves. I stopped protesting when they adjusted my hips, when they told me to purse my lips. I stopped correcting them when they called me “she.”

At some point, I whispered it to myself too.

“She.” It didn’t sound wrong.

By the end, I was shaking. My legs were jelly. My hairline was damp. My lips were smudged. I was helped out of the heels, out of the robe, into a silk slip. Someone removed the lashes with steady fingers. The tape at my temples peeled slowly.

“You did good,” the stylist said. “Better than some girls who've been in this for years.”

I didn’t answer. I just sat there, breathing.

My reflection looked back at me like she’d been waiting.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

A WEEK later, I got the text at 9:42 p.m. “Be ready by 11. Showroom debut. Midnight.” No explanation. No details. Just a room number and a time.

My stomach flipped. I wasn’t ready. I hadn’t walked since my last stumble in those heels during the photoshoot. Violette had said nothing. I assumed I was benched—sidelined until further notice. I didn’t think they’d throw me into something that actually mattered.

I should’ve said no.

Instead, I showed up in a black zip hoodie, faded jeans, and my hair tucked into a beanie. I looked like I’d wandered into the wrong building until the security guy nodded and let me up.

The showroom was buried in the top floor of the La Luna building. No signs. No music. Just an unmarked elevator and a hallway with a single candlelit door at the end.

Inside, everything buzzed.

Stylists were ironing gowns, pinning fabric, steaming silk. Someone was rolling a rack of moonstone jewelry across the floor. It didn’t look like a secret show. It looked like a ritual.

“Cora!” someone called.

I turned. Violette motioned me over with a clipboard.

“You’ll be our sixth girl. One walk. Center aisle. Stop. Pose. Turn.”

I nodded slowly. “Do I get to rehearse?”

She gave me a look. “You’ve watched enough shows.”

“That’s not the same as walking one.”

“It’ll be fine,” she said, already looking past me. “Go to styling. Sanya will help you.”

My pulse jumped.

Sanya.

The name alone made me feel like I should be wearing better underwear.

She was everything I wasn’t—tall, sculpted, confident like she had a contract with gravity. I’d only seen her once before, during my transformation shoot. She hadn’t spoken to me then. Just looked. Like I was a bug on her windshield.

She sat at a makeup station now, legs crossed, phone in one hand, a glass of something sparkling in the other.

I approached like I was entering a lion’s cage.

“Hi,” I said. “I think I’m supposed to—”

“Change,” she said, not looking up.

A stylist handed me a hanger with a gown I could only describe as naked-with-glitter. Sheer black mesh, plunging front, no bra, just glued-in support cups. The skirt was flowy and floor-length, but I could tell it was designed to move—not hide.

I changed in silence, my fingers trembling.

Sanya finally stood and circled me once.

“It’s a little big on top,” she muttered.

“No time to tailor.”

She pulled out a pair of heels from under the table. They were metallic silver stilettos. Higher than any I’d ever worn.

She handed them to me.

“These are… tall,” I said.

She smirked. “They’re standard.”

I tried to slide my feet in. They didn’t fit.

“Do you have a size up?”

“They run small,” she said. “You’ll be fine.”

My toes screamed in protest, but I forced them in. I could barely stand, let alone walk.

“You’re not gonna want to take big strides,” she added, adjusting my hair. “Smaller steps. Think delicate.”

I nodded, trying to hide the pain already blooming in my arches.

“You look… passable,” she said.

“Thanks.”

It wasn’t a compliment.

Minutes later, we were lined up near the curtains.

I could hear murmurs from the audience. The air felt thicker with every second.

I peeked around the velvet.

Ten rows of folding chairs, each with a guest dressed like royalty. Shimmering dresses, suits with satin lapels. No cameras, no press. Just the elite.

“Five minutes,” someone called.

Sanya leaned over and whispered in my ear.

“Don’t lock your knees, sweetheart. You’ll faint. And if you fall? Smile.”

Then she stepped forward and vanished through the curtain like a queen.

I stood there alone, shoes too tight, heart too loud, skin crawling.

Then I heard it:

“Walk.”
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I stepped out.

The lights blinded me instantly. I couldn’t see faces. Just outlines. Flashbulbs. Shadows leaning forward.

The music was slow and strange. Like lullabies run through reverb.

I took my first step.

Wobble.

Another step.

Worse.

My left heel buckled slightly, but I caught it.

I kept walking.

One foot in front of the other. Arms light. Eyes up.

But then it happened.

The arch of my foot spasmed. My ankle rolled.

And I stumbled.

Hard.

Gasps filled the room.

My knees hit the carpet. The gown twisted under me. One of the glued-in cups shifted sideways.

I froze.

Every second felt like it lasted a year.

I could hear someone snort. A quiet whisper. Laughter.

And somewhere—someone clicking a photo.

My palms pressed into the carpet as I pushed myself up. My whole body flushed, sweat sticking to the inside of the gown.

I didn’t smile. I didn’t play it off.

I turned and walked offstage before they could ask me to do anything else.

No applause.

No second chance.

Just heat behind my eyes and the sinking weight of the name I wasn’t sure I deserved.

Cora.

Who the hell was she?

I locked the dressing room door behind me and dropped to the floor.

The shoes were the first thing to go. I kicked them off so hard one hit the wall and bounced. I peeled the gown over my head, tearing one of the seams. The glued bra cup popped off and stuck to my forearm like a cruel sticker.

I sat in my underwear, gasping, arms tight around my knees.

I could still hear the muffled music playing on the other side of the wall. Still feel the heat of the lights on my skin. Still see the look on Sanya’s face when I fell. That flicker of delight she didn’t bother hiding.

She did it on purpose.

The shoes. The smirk. The way she handed them to me like they were candy laced with glass.

I was stupid for trusting her.

But more than that—I was stupid for thinking I belonged out there at all.

Someone knocked.

“Cora?”

I didn’t answer.

Another knock. Firmer this time.

“It’s Adrian.”

My breath caught.

I scrambled for the robe they’d left hanging behind the door, cinched it tight, and wiped my face with the hem. My eyeliner was probably wrecked. My lashes unglued. My pride somewhere in the hallway.

“Go away,” I said, voice raw.

“Open the door.”

“I’m fine.”

“That’s not what I heard.”

I leaned against the wall, legs curled under me.

“I fell. That’s all.”

“That’s not all.”

I hesitated.

Then, slowly, got up and unlocked the door.

Adrian stepped inside and shut it behind him.

His suit was still perfect. His tie straight. His expression unreadable. He didn’t look angry or disappointed—just… sharp. Focused. Like he was studying me again, deciding if I was still worth the investment.

I didn’t meet his eyes. Just sank back onto the bench.

“Are you here to tell me I’m cut?”

“No.”

“To remind me I embarrassed the brand?”

“No.”

He paused. “I came to make sure you weren’t dying.”

I gave a humorless laugh. “Too late.”

He crossed the room slowly and crouched in front of me, hands on his knees.

“You’re not an imposter,” he said.

I flinched. “I never said I was.”

“You don’t have to. I can see it.”

“See what?”

“The way you hold yourself. Like you’re afraid someone’s going to find the zipper and rip the costume off.”

I looked down.

He reached up and lifted my chin gently.

“You’re not pretending, Cora. You’re becoming.”

The way he said my name—it didn’t sound fake when he said it. It didn’t feel like a lie.

I met his gaze and wished I hadn’t. He looked at me like I mattered. Like I wasn’t a joke. Like I wasn’t broken in three places.

My throat tightened. “I looked like a fool.”

“You looked vulnerable. That’s different. And honestly... it’s more beautiful.”

My mouth parted slightly.

He didn’t blink. His fingers still rested just below my jaw.

Everything in me froze. Not from fear. From wanting.

And I knew he felt it too.

His eyes dropped to my lips for half a second.

Then I panicked.

I pulled back, stood up too fast, nearly knocked over a lamp.

“I—I should go,” I stammered. “I have to feed my cat.”

Adrian didn’t move. He just nodded once, like he understood something I didn’t.

“Tomorrow’s another night,” he said.

I was already out the door before he finished the sentence.
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Back home, I didn’t even bother turning on the lights.

Miso met me at the door, wrapping around my ankles and meowing like I’d been gone for days.

“I’m fine,” I whispered to her, bending down to scoop her up. She was warm and soft and made no judgment.

She followed me to the bedroom, leapt onto the bed before I even sat down.

I peeled off the robe and slipped into the satin nightgown they’d sent home in my welcome kit. I hadn’t planned to wear it. But now it felt like the only thing that didn’t make me want to crawl out of my skin.

The fabric hugged my chest. Not tight. Just right.

Miso curled beside me, her little paw tucked under her chin, purring like nothing had gone wrong.

I stared at the ceiling again.

I wasn’t sure who I had been on that runway.

But I wasn’t sure I wanted to go back to who I was before it either.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE SHOOT was called Aphrodite’s Twin. They didn’t tell me that until I was already in the makeup chair with ten pins in my hair and glitter dust settling into my collarbones.

“No clothes?” I asked, voice flatter than I meant it.

Violette didn’t flinch. “Just the wig.”

I stared at the rack of garments nearby, all untouched.

“Full nude?” I said again, like maybe I’d misunderstood.

“Editorial nude,” she replied. “Your hair will cover everything. And we’ll position you tastefully. Think mythology, not porn.”

I didn’t reply. Mostly because I didn’t trust what would come out.

The makeup artist was already blending something soft and pink into my cheeks. My lips were plumped with a gloss that tasted like mint. Gold foil flakes were applied to my shoulders, like I’d been kissed by the sun. I didn’t recognize the girl in the mirror.

She looked expensive.

Beautiful, even.

But not like me.

The wig was the last thing to go on—a honey-blonde cascade of waves that reached my lower back. It was thick, brushed out until it gleamed. I touched it once and startled myself.

“This is a La Luna signature,” the stylist said proudly.

“Our Aphrodite wigs have history.”

“Yeah,” I muttered. “So did Medusa.”

Nobody laughed.

I stripped slowly, turning my back as I stepped out of the robe. The room was warm, but my skin goosebumped anyway. One of the crew draped a silk blanket over my shoulders while I was positioned on set.

The backdrop was pale ivory. The lighting was low and diffused. There were marble blocks positioned like ancient ruins, and fake ivy climbing around a broken pillar.

“Lie back,” someone said gently.

I did.

They arranged the wig like a waterfall across my chest. Gold bangles were slipped onto my wrists. My legs were folded in a way that preserved some dignity, though I felt anything but dignified.

“You’re not playing a model today,” the photographer said.

“You’re playing a goddess.”

“I don’t feel like one,” I whispered.

“Then pretend. It’s what goddesses do.”

The first shot flashed. I didn’t blink.

They played music in the background—slow, heavy with violins, like something out of a perfume commercial. It helped. I relaxed one shoulder. Tilted my chin. Closed my eyes.

Time blurred.

The gold flakes shimmered under the lights. The wig stuck to my skin with humidity and hairspray. I was touched, brushed, adjusted, whispered to. I was told I looked “divine,” “ethereal,” “otherworldly.”

It was the most vulnerable I’d ever been.

And somehow, the safest.

Because no one called me fake. No one questioned if I belonged. No one said, “But are you really…?”

They just said, “More chin. Less smile. Tilt.”

The last setup was the boldest.

They had me kneel on a raised marble pedestal, the wig covering just enough. My back arched. One hand cupped around my hip. My head tilted slightly back like I was listening to a god.

Adrian walked in then.

I didn’t see him right away. Just felt the air shift.

His voice broke the silence.

“She’s the painting.”
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I turned my head.

He stood near the edge of the lights, arms folded, eyes trained on me like I was a revelation he hadn’t expected.

I held the pose. I didn’t know how to do anything else.

The shutter clicked.

Click.

Click.

Click.

I stayed frozen.

Because I wasn’t sure if I’d fall apart if I moved.

The crew broke for lunch. I changed back into my hoodie and joggers and avoided everyone’s eyes.

But I caught Adrian’s once.

He looked at me like he knew something.

And for the first time, I wanted to know it too.

Three days later, I was famous in circles I didn’t even know existed.

The Aphrodite shoot hadn’t dropped yet. But someone from La Luna had leaked behind-the-scenes footage. A ten-second video. Me, laughing after a take, wrapped in a robe, my hair still pinned, glitter still clinging to my clavicle. I looked… soft. Real. Like a girl whose name wasn’t borrowed.

I found it while scrolling at 2 a.m., half-asleep, Miso draped across my chest.

The caption read: La Luna’s newest trans star? Meet Cora Sloane.

I dropped my phone.

The next morning, it was everywhere.

Blogs. Indie fashion accounts. Trans modeling forums. TikToks with fairy music and edits of my face zooming in under pastel text.

I got tagged in things I never posted. DMs from people I didn’t know. A makeup influencer I used to follow in college left a comment on one post: Her bone structure? Criminal.

At first, I thought I was dreaming.

Then I started to panic.

Because the internet had decided I was something I hadn’t claimed.

Trans.

The word chased me into every room of my apartment. Every time I opened my phone, it followed.

La Luna didn’t release a statement. They didn’t need to. The silence only made the speculation louder.

I skipped a scheduled shoot. Then a fitting. Then a brand dinner I was supposed to attend with Violette.

I didn’t answer her texts.

I stayed in my room with the blinds down and the air stale. My phone buzzed every hour. I muted it.

Miso kept pawing at my sketchpad until I gave in.

I started drawing again. Not gowns this time. Just faces. Eyes, mostly. All feminine. All with that same tight-lipped expression I saw in the mirror.

I didn’t know what I was doing anymore.

Pretending?

Becoming?

Maybe both.

That night, I wore the satin robe again. Not because I was trying to feel pretty. I just didn’t want anything else touching my skin.

Around 8:30 p.m., I heard the buzzer.

I didn’t move.

It rang again.

Miso sat up, ears perked.

I peeked through the peephole and almost tripped backward.

Adrian.

He stood in the hallway in jeans and a black coat, holding a bag of takeout like he wasn’t the creative director of the place that had just launched me into an identity crisis.

I cracked the door, keeping the chain on.

“How do you know where I live?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Emergency contact form. You wrote your own address.”

“Oh.”

“May I come in?”

I hesitated. Then nodded, undoing the chain and stepping aside.

The apartment smelled like microwaved noodles and cat litter. I hadn’t cleaned in days.

He said nothing about the mess. Just walked in, placed the food on the table, and took off his coat.

Miso rubbed against his leg immediately.

“I didn’t know she was friendly,” he said, scratching her head.

“She’s not. She just likes tall people.”

He smiled. I looked away.

“Why are you here?”

“I heard you skipped your last three shoots.”

I shrugged. “Didn’t feel like playing dress-up.”

“You think that’s all it is?”

“What else would it be?”

He sat down at the edge of the couch, not close, but not far either.

“You’re more than a mannequin, Cora.”

“I’m not even sure I’m Cora.”

He looked at me for a long time.

I sat down across from him, pulling the robe tighter around me.

“I’m serious,” I said. “Everyone online started calling me this… icon. A trans goddess. They’re acting like I’ve come out, like I’ve owned something I never claimed. What if I’m just pretending?”

He was quiet.

Then he said, “Then why does Cora feel more honest than Corey ever did?”

I didn’t know how to answer that.

He leaned forward, elbows on knees.

“I don’t care if you’re still figuring it out. But I’ve worked with girls who had to lie to survive. You? You’re just scared of the truth.”

I swallowed.

“You make a beautiful woman,” he added. “That’s not up for debate.”

“Thanks,” I said softly. “I think.”

We sat there. Quiet. Miso stretched out between us.

Then I whispered, “Do you ever feel like… there’s a version of you people want, and another one that’s real, and you’re just stuck between them?”

He nodded. “Every day.”

The silence was thick. Heavy.

I looked at him.
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He looked at me.

The space between us shrank without either of us moving.

His hand brushed mine.

I didn’t pull back.

His eyes dropped to my lips.

I froze.

We leaned in—slow, uncertain.

And right before our mouths touched, I flinched and turned my head.

“I can’t,” I whispered.

He didn’t push. Just sat back, exhaled through his nose.

“Okay.”

I walked him to the door ten minutes later. No kiss. No promise.

Just something hanging in the air we both pretended not to see.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THEY DRESSED me like I belonged there. I wore a form-fitting silver gown that looked like it had been poured over me instead of zipped. It clung to my hips—what hips I had—and shimmered like moonlight when I moved.

My chest was modest, padded just slightly, and my waist was cinched tight under boning I could barely breathe through. No hip pads. I refused. I told the stylists I didn’t want to look too fake anymore.

“You’ll look straight down the middle,” one of them warned.

“I’d rather look real,” I said, though I didn’t sound as sure as I wanted to.

The gala was hosted by Femme Fleur, La Luna’s mother company, and it was ridiculous in every direction. Crystal chandeliers. Gold-rimmed glasses. Perfume so thick in the air I could taste it.

Every major brand under the Femme Fleur umbrella had a presence. Models. Designers. Editors. People who made or broke reputations with a glance.

I felt their stares before I took five steps into the ballroom.

Some smiled. Others raised eyebrows. A few leaned in to whisper.

“She’s the one from the Aphrodite shoot.”

“She’s La Luna’s new wildcard.”

“She looked curvy in the video, did she lose weight?”

I kept walking.

Sanya found me by the hors d’oeuvres. She looked like a Vogue spread—black velvet halter, diamond earrings, a slit so high I wondered how she got clearance.

Her smile was tight. Her eyes even tighter.

“No pads?” she said, blinking once.

I shrugged. “Didn’t want to.”

“You didn’t want to look finished?”

“I wanted to look like me.”

She scanned me from head to toe, then leaned in so close I could smell her lipstick.

“Sweetheart, you don’t have a ‘me.’ You’re just a blurry sketch with lip gloss.”

I laughed under my breath. “Are you always this charming, or am I just special?”

She tilted her head. “You know what your problem is? You’re obsessed with being ‘authentic’ when this entire industry is built on illusion.”

“That’s your problem,” I said. “You think illusion means faking it.”

She folded her arms. “You think being soft and wide-eyed gets you respect? Without padding, your silhouette is weak. You don’t walk like a woman. You don’t sit like one. Your arms are too lanky, and the width of your shoulders compared to your hips is a dead giveaway.”

Each word cut deeper than the last.

“You’re fabulous in photos, but you don’t pass, Cora. You just float in this uncanny valley where people squint and guess. You’re an online aesthetic, not a person.”

I swallowed. My hands curled.

She smiled sweetly. “Adrian might be protecting you now, but it won’t last. Once your novelty wears off, they’ll toss you back into whatever thrift store you crawled out of.”

“Enough.”

His voice snapped the air like a rubber band.

Adrian stepped forward, his expression unreadable but colder than I’d ever seen it.

“Sanya,” he said. “Don’t speak to her like that.”

She blinked. “Oh, I’m sorry. Did I say something untrue?”

“You said something cruel. That’s worse.”

“She’s taking your attention from every girl who actually earned it,” Sanya hissed. “You treat her like she’s made of glass. We all see it.”

He looked at me. Then back at her.

“She’s not made of glass. She’s a diamond.”

Sanya let out a bitter laugh, loud enough that the team nearby turned toward us.

“She’s not even trans,” she spat.

“She’s just crossdressing for clout. You’re all being played.”

Silence.

Absolute, still silence.

Everyone stared at me.

Stylists. Assistants. Photographers. PR staff.

Even people who didn’t know the context knew something had just exploded.

The blood drained from my face.

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

And then I ran.

Heels clicking on marble. Breath hitching.

I didn’t know where I was going.

I just knew I had to get away before I broke in front of them.

I didn’t realize I’d slipped into the men’s bathroom until I saw the urinals.

I froze, breath catching.
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The room was sleek—black tile, backlit mirrors, gold faucet handles that felt like a joke. I staggered toward the sink, heels uneven on the marble, hands trembling as I gripped the edge of the counter.

I couldn’t breathe.

My reflection blinked at me, like it didn’t want to admit I was real.

Makeup flawless. Hair pinned up with silver clips. Collarbone glistening. Gown sculpted like it belonged on a runway.

But I looked too pretty. Too perfect. Too curated to be anything but a fraud.

And yet… I was in the men’s room.

The dissonance hit me hard.

Corey looked back at me.

Not exactly—but he was there, hiding behind the lashes, the lip color, the borrowed glamour. I saw the softness in his eyes that always made people second-guess him. The mouth that tried to smile when it didn’t know what else to do. The posture of someone who’d spent too long trying to disappear.

I pressed my forehead to the mirror.

I hated how beautiful I looked. I hated that it felt like I didn’t deserve it.

The door creaked behind me.

I jumped.

Adrian stepped in and didn’t stop until he was standing behind me.

“You’re in the wrong restroom,” he said quietly.

“I know.”

“You’re shaking.”

“I know.”

I didn’t move.

“I didn’t think I’d end up here,” I said, voice breaking. “Like this. Being stared at like a freak. Being outed by someone who thinks I’m just... wearing a costume.”

He said nothing.

“I didn’t ask for this. I didn’t ask to be called anything. I didn’t sign up to be a symbol.”

“You signed up to be seen,” he said. “That’s what this industry does. And it’s brutal. But you don’t have to do it alone.”

I shook my head. “But what if they’re right?”

He didn’t answer.

So I turned.

“I don’t even know what I am, Adrian. One second I feel like a girl, the next like I’m faking it. Like I’m performing femininity for applause. For you. For them.”

“You’re not performing.”

I laughed bitterly. “Then what am I doing?”

“You’re evolving.”

His words stopped me.

“You’re in the middle of it, Cora. That’s why it feels messy. You’re not pretending—you’re growing.”

I looked up at him. My lips parted to speak, but no words came.

He reached for my face, thumb gently tracing my cheekbone.

“I see you,” he whispered. “All of you. And I’ve never seen anything more honest.”

I didn’t flinch.

I didn’t pull away.

Our mouths crashed like a breaking dam.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t tentative.

It was heat and hands and months of tension snapping like thread.

He kissed me like he’d been holding it back every time he looked at me. Like he’d memorized the shape of my mouth without permission. Like he didn’t care if we were in the wrong bathroom or the wrong timeline—he just needed me.

I kissed him back like I didn’t care what name was printed on my birth certificate.

His hands held the sides of my face like I’d fall apart without him.

Maybe I would’ve.

When we finally pulled apart, we were both breathing hard.

My lipstick was smeared. His jaw was flushed.

I leaned against the counter, dazed.

“Still think you’re pretending?” he asked.

I didn’t answer.

Because for the first time, I didn’t know how to lie to myself.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

ADRIAN WAS late. I sat in his office with a glass of water I hadn’t touched and a knot in my stomach I couldn’t name. The room was sleek, of course. Everything about him was. Polished black floors, a wall of glass overlooking the skyline, and shelves filled with art books, mood boards, and candle jars with names like “Night Bloom” and “Salted Iris.”

Miso would’ve knocked all of them off by now.

I sat with my back straight, legs crossed, staring at the framed photo near his desk. An old La Luna campaign—three models mid-laugh, their makeup glossy, their gowns backlit like halos.

I wasn’t in it. I wasn’t supposed to be.

I looked down at my hands.

Nails still faintly polished. My skin soft from weeks of oils, treatments, scrubs. I smelled like something designed.

But I didn’t feel fake. Not anymore.

Just unfinished.

While I waited, I thought about when I was eight, hiding in my mom’s bathroom with a Maybelline eyeshadow palette she never used. I smeared pink shimmer onto my eyelids with a cotton swab. Then took it off. Then did it again.

That was the first time I saw her.

Not Cora, not exactly. Just a softer version of me. The one who didn’t flinch when she saw herself.

Later that year, I spent a weekend with my Aunt Dahlia. She was the “weird” aunt. The one who wore cowboy boots with floral dresses and dyed her hair purple at fifty. My mom called her wild.

Dahlia caught me trying on one of her lipsticks in the hallway mirror. I froze. My face turned red. I waited for the joke, the shame, the correction.

She just handed me a tissue and said, “You don’t have to be a boy to be loved, sweetheart. You just have to be honest.”

I hadn’t spoken to her in years.

Now I needed her.

I pulled out my phone and called.

She answered on the second ring.

“Corey?”

I winced. “It might be... Cora now. Please don’t tell mom.”

A pause.

Then a smile through the speaker. “I always knew there was a prettier name under that one.”

I laughed, even though my throat was tight.

“I just wanted to say thank you. For what you said back then. I didn’t get it. I think I’m starting to.”

“Sweetheart,” she said softly, “there’s no timeline for becoming.”
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The door opened.

Adrian stepped in, tie loosened, sleeves rolled.

“Gotta go,” I whispered. “I’ll call again soon.”

“You better.”

He walked over and sat across from me without a word, waiting.

I exhaled.

“I’m going to start paying the contract back.”

He blinked. “What?”

“I picked up bartending shifts again. Nights only. I can do it slowly.”

“You’re still in school.”

“I know.”

His brow furrowed. “Why?”

“Because,” I said, voice lower, “there are people out there who need this more than me. Who are actually trans. Who’ve been fighting for space in this industry for years. I feel like I... cheated. Like I stepped into a story that wasn’t mine.”

He leaned back, folding his arms.

“You didn’t steal anything.”

“But I’m taking up space.”

“You’re making space,” he said.

I shook my head. “I’m still figuring this out, Adrian. I can’t be anyone’s goddess until I know who I am.”

We were quiet for a moment.

Then he said, “You don’t owe me anything. Or this company. You earned what you were paid. And if you’re stepping away, we’ll respect that.”

I nodded, unsure if it hurt or helped to hear it aloud.

“We’ll still use your images from the Aphrodite shoot. They’re already slated for the next campaign. Is that okay?”

I paused. Then nodded again. “Yeah. That’s okay.”

He extended his hand.

We shook on it.

His grip was warm. Steady.

Mine trembled, just a little.

Later that day, the clinic wasn’t what I expected. No blue walls. No overly cheerful staff. Just quiet beige hallways, hanging plants, and soft lighting that didn’t feel like it was judging my pores.

Room 402 had a plaque beside the door:
Dr. Joao Pereira, Gender Specialist

I stared at it for a long time before knocking.

“Come in,” a voice said.

He was already standing when I entered.

Tall, kind eyes, blazer over a faded T-shirt, silver hair pulled into a low ponytail. He didn’t look like a doctor. He looked like someone who might run a poetry retreat in Lisbon.

“Cora?” he asked, gesturing to the seat across from his desk.

I nodded.

“No forms today,” he said. “Just talk. You okay with that?”

I sat. “Honestly? I don’t even know.”

“That’s a good place to start.”

There was no clipboard. No typing. Just a mug of tea in his hand and a warm patience in the way he looked at me.

“You’ve done modeling work recently?” he asked.

“Yeah. Accidentally.”

“How does that happen?”

I gave him the short version. The bar job. The La Luna card. The contract. The transformations. The confusion.

He nodded along, never interrupting.

“And now you’re here,” he said.

I exhaled. “Because everyone decided I was trans before I did.”

He tilted his head. “And how did that feel?”

“Like I was trespassing.”

“And now?”

“Like maybe I was looking for the door the whole time.”

He smiled gently. “That’s a very honest answer.”

I looked down at my hands.

“I keep thinking about how I used to be,” I said. “Like how I dressed, how I walked, how I talked. I never felt fully in control of it. But I wasn’t miserable. Not all the time. So does that mean I was fine?”

He waited.

“Or was I just… numb?”

“Was there ever a moment you didn’t feel numb?” he asked.

I nodded slowly. “The first time I saw myself in the mirror after the transformation shoot. Not padded. Not shaped. Just… softened. My face taped up, lashes done, lips shiny. I didn’t recognize her. But I didn’t want to look away either.”

He leaned forward slightly.

“I think that girl has been waiting for you to see her.”

My throat tightened.

“But what if I’m wrong?” I said. “What if this is all performance? What if I’m just chasing validation in the prettiest way possible?”
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“Performance isn’t the enemy,” he said. “Every identity we carry involves performance. Masculinity, femininity, even neutrality—it’s all curated. What matters is if the performance feels freeing or suffocating.”

I blinked.

That landed harder than I expected.

“So how do I know I’m trans?” I asked.

He smiled again. Not with smugness. With recognition.

“There’s no one moment. No test. No certificate. Being trans isn’t something you prove. It’s something you learn about yourself—through pain, joy, confusion, and clarity. Some people take years. Others know at five. But all of them arrive.”

“Am I arriving?” I whispered.

He paused.

Then said, “You’re knocking.”

I sat with that for a long time.

Then I nodded.

“I think I want to start hormones.”

“You don’t get to decide that today,” he said.

“I know. But I think I want to.”

He nodded, like he’d been expecting it.

“We’ll need to have more conversations,” he said.

I smiled. Soft. Scared. Hopeful.

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For not telling me who I am.”

He tilted his head.

“I don’t have to. I already see her.”


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I COULD HEAR the auditorium buzzing from behind the curtain. Laughter, clapping, someone tapping a mic too many times. I was up next. Panel discussion on LGBTQ+ representation in art and media. A last-minute addition, apparently. They wanted “someone who lived the conversation, not just studied it.”

I said yes before I thought it through.

That’s how I ended up in a folding chair backstage, one leg bouncing, lipstick slightly smudged, Miso asleep in her carrier at my feet.

She hated crowds but refused to let me leave without her. She was older now. Slower. Still clingy.

I ran my hands over my skirt, smoothing nothing in particular. It was a pale blush pink—one of those wrap styles that moved when I walked. The blouse was cream, silk, borrowed from Adrian. He liked when I wore his things. Said it made them look better.

I’d been on hormones for six months. It still didn’t feel real when I said it aloud. I had little curves now. Softer cheeks. A chest I didn’t need to pad. My skin reacted differently. My body changed slowly, but enough.

People noticed. Strangers saw Cora first now.

But I still had Corey days. I still avoided mirrors in bathrooms with harsh lighting. I still froze when someone used “ma’am” too confidently, afraid of what came next.

But I was okay.

Better than okay, most days.

And today was one of those.

I leaned down and scratched behind Miso’s ear.

Then the door creaked open.

My mom stepped in first.

She wore navy slacks and a blouse that looked freshly steamed. Her hair was shorter than I remembered, dyed a darker brown. She held her purse like a shield.

My dad followed. Neat button-down. Wedding ring still on.

I stood slowly.

We hadn’t seen each other in person since I came out. Calls had been brief. Messages infrequent. My mom liked my Instagram posts sometimes. My dad never did.

But they were here now.

My mom looked at me for a long second.

Then stepped forward and hugged me without saying a word.

I stiffened. Then melted.

Her hand rubbed slow circles between my shoulder blades.

When she pulled back, her eyes were glossy.

“You look… so lovely,” she whispered.

My throat burned.

My dad cleared his throat behind her.

“I don’t understand it yet,” he said quietly. “But you look happy. That’s enough for me.”

That cracked me open.

I nodded, lips trembling, and turned away before they could see too much.

I wiped under my eyes and crouched beside Miso, burying my face in her fur.

She purred like she always did. Loud. Steady. Unbothered.

I breathed with her. Slow. Careful.

Someone called my name from the wings.

“Cora, you’re up.”

I stood.

My mom smiled. My dad nodded.

I walked toward the light.

After the talk, Adrian didn’t tell me where we were going. Just took my hand after the panel and led me out through the side doors of the auditorium, Miso’s carrier slung over my other arm. He’d stayed in the back, sunglasses on, nodding quietly through my answers. He was proud. I could feel it.

The car ride was short. Quiet.

We didn’t talk much when it mattered. We never had to.
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The gallery was tucked into an alley off Pine Street. Black-painted door, no signage, windows fogged slightly from the inside. It looked closed.

But he had the key.

“Is this new?” I asked.

“No.”

I waited for him to unlock it. The door creaked open. Warm light spilled onto the sidewalk.

Inside, it smelled like clean wood, dust, and citrus polish. Track lights pointed at blank white walls. Except they weren’t blank.

They held me.

Photos from the Aphrodite’s Twin shoot. But not the campaign edits—the raw ones. The outtakes. The ones where my eyes looked uncertain, or fierce, or soft in ways I didn’t realize had been captured.

In one, I was mid-laugh, the wig half off, robe loose around my shoulders.

In another, I was staring straight into the camera, no smile, no pretense.

He hadn’t framed me as a model.

He’d framed me as a person.

I walked slowly, Miso quietly pawing from inside her crate as we moved.

He stayed by the door, letting me take it in.

Each photo had a simple silver frame. No captions. No titles.

Just me.

Unfiltered. Honest. Messy. Becoming.

When I reached the last one—just a close-up of my hand resting over my chest, collarbone bare, lashes lowered—I turned.

“You did this?”

He nodded.

“I thought they only used three of these.”

“They did. For the campaign.”

I looked around again.

“You saved all of them.”

He walked to me, slid his hand along the edge of the closest frame.

“You’re more than what they picked,” he said. “More than what they posted.”

I felt my throat tighten.

“You always saw me,” I said. “Even before I did.”

“I didn’t see you,” he said. “You showed yourself. I just had better frames.”

I smiled through the sting in my eyes.

I stepped closer.

Then I kissed him.

No hesitation.

I kissed him like I finally knew what it meant to want someone while fully being myself.

No padding. No pretending.

Just Cora.

He kissed me back with both hands on my waist, pulling me close like I was gravity.

When we pulled apart, my voice came soft.

“I love you.”

His forehead rested against mine.

“And I love the woman you’ve helped me see,” I said.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE DRESS was too tight across the chest. “Careful,” I whispered, wincing as I adjusted the strap. “New girls always do this,” Violette said, rolling her eyes but still gently fixing the fabric. “You pay thousands for beautiful breasts and then try to squeeze them into a child’s dress.”

“They’re still sore,” I said, laughing softly. “I feel like two bricks are taped to my chest.”

“Well, they look expensive. So they’re doing their job.”

We were backstage at the launch event for Transcendance, La Luna Femme’s newest and boldest line—designed by and for trans women. I was the face and one of the designers. Literally. My photos were everywhere. Street banners. Billboards. Digital screens cycling through my poses like I was a rotating saint.

I still couldn’t believe it.

Adrian had fought for me to front the campaign. Said no one else could do it justice. Violette said the same thing—but with more grumbling and less hugging. Even the brand execs, cold and sleek in their tailored neutrals, nodded when I entered meetings now.

It had been almost two years since I first stepped into their studio.

Now I stood in a mirror in a pale violet gown, my new body stiff and healing, my hair curled softly over one shoulder. My makeup was simple but luminous. My lips matched the Transcendance logo.

“You look like a woman who knows who she is,” Violette said behind me.

I glanced at her in the mirror. “Took me long enough.”

She smirked. “Perfection takes time.”

There was a knock.

Five minutes.

I stood still, Miso’s collar tag jingling quietly from her carrier on the makeup table. She’d been sleeping through most of my events lately, like she’d finally decided this was all normal.

I rubbed the front of my dress again, adjusting.

“I’m scared,” I whispered.

Violette met my eyes. “That’s how you know it’s real.”

I nodded.

Then walked out into the light.
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The room was huge. Hundreds of people. Designers. Models. Press. Queer kids in glitter. Executives pretending not to cry.

I walked to the podium slowly, aware of the flash of every camera. My chest ached a little as I breathed in, but I stood tall.

“I’m not going to talk about beauty,” I began.

“Or bravery. Or identity.”

The room stilled.

“I’m going to talk about becoming. About slow changes that don’t ask for attention. About the quiet moments no one claps for. About soft, persistent evolution.”

I scanned the crowd.

“When I started this journey, I didn’t know what I was. I only knew what I wasn’t. I wasn’t confident. I wasn’t proud. I wasn’t even visible. But over time—through mirrors, through cameras, through messes—I saw her. The girl who’d been waiting.”

I exhaled.

“And today, thanks to this brand, this team, and this terrifying little thing called self-love—I get to live as her.”

Applause.

Smiles.

Some people stood.

I spotted Adrian near the back, hands tucked in his pockets, eyes soft.

And then I saw her.

Sanya.

In the middle of the audience.

Hair slicked back. Red lips. Classic black dress. Arms folded.

But smiling.

Not bitter. Not smirking.

Just... proud.

Our eyes locked for half a second.

She gave me a nod.

I didn’t smile.

But I nodded back.

Because forgiveness isn’t always loud.

And growth can be quiet.

Like a breath before a new name.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Midnight Model? 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!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“Why do you like me? I’m not even a girl… yet.”

I didn’t mean to cause drama—I just said yes to a role no girl wanted. A cigarette-twirling, fishnet-wearing streetwalker in the school play. But one photo. One whisper. One jealous cheerleader named Venice Fletcher—and suddenly Monty Hiddleston in a corset became everyone’s favorite gossip.

The bullying came fast. Louder. Crueler.

But so did Kristoff Hilton. He stood up for me when no one else did. Held the umbrella when I got soaked in the rain. Sat beside me when I didn’t have the words. And when I told him, “I’m not even a girl… yet”—he kissed me anyway.

Read Femboy’s First Love

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 Midnight Model.

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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