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Introduction

“You only matter when you’re me, when you’re the hottest girl in the room.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

They shoved me into lockers. Laughed at the way I walked. Called me names I pretended not to hear. I was Liam Whitmore—ghost-boy of the hallway. Until I started blacking out. Until she showed up.

Lexa wore crop tops under my hoodie. She stole Savannah’s lip gloss and kissed the jock. She was everything I wasn’t—bold, flirtatious, fearless. She got me into trouble… but kept me alive.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains dissociative identity disorder, transgender romance, psychological feminization, enemies to lovers, popular jock and loser, 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 My She’s Inside Me.


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 ALWAYS SAT near the window in Chemistry. Not because I liked the view, but because it kept me out of the way. Everyone knew I wouldn't talk unless spoken to, and even then, it was mostly nods and mumbles. Mr. Keaton droned on about covalent bonds like he’d been doing it for forty years—and maybe he had. My eyes drifted to the glass pane. A smudge. Probably mine. My reflection looked as tired as I felt.

Jett Callahan’s voice cut through the quiet hum of the Bunsen burners.

"Yo, Whitmore. You got a tampon I could borrow? Savannah’s out."

Laughter exploded around me.

I looked up, and just like always, I tried to smile it off. Not too wide. Not defensive. Just... survive today.

Jett’s smirk grew wider. “You even hear me, bro? Or are you on mute again?”

Savannah leaned forward from her stool, perfectly manicured nails tapping the table. Her lip gloss was cherry red, the kind that always made my throat tighten for reasons I didn’t understand. She tilted her head.

“Maybe he doesn’t talk because he’s scared his voice’ll crack like his foundation.”

More laughter.

There was no foundation. I hadn’t worn anything. Not today. Not since what happened last weekend. I hadn’t blacked out since Sunday night, but something told me she had.
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I reached for my worksheet. Jett grabbed it before I could.

“‘Liam Whitmore’,” he read, dragging out the syllables. “Shouldn’t it be Lily by now?”

My stomach twisted. My hands curled under the table, nails digging into my palms.

"Give it back," I muttered.

"What was that?" he asked, holding it up. "Speak up, babe."

“Give it back.”

Jett grinned. “There it is! The legendary squeak.”

He crumpled the paper and tossed it into the trash. Mr. Keaton was at the front, adjusting something on the projector. He either didn’t notice or didn’t care.

Savannah leaned closer. Her perfume was overwhelming.

“You might want to check your locker. Someone left you a gift. Something... silky.”

She winked.

I swallowed hard. They’d found it.

The rest of the class blurred. I went through the motions. Notes. Page flipping. My heart kept slamming against my ribs, louder than anything else. When the bell rang, I moved fast—straight to my locker, fingers shaking as I spun the combination.

The door creaked open.

There it was.

A lavender thong pinned to the inside with a piece of gum. A note in glitter pen: Sluts don’t need physics.

Behind me, a phone shutter clicked.

I grabbed everything, shoved it into my backpack, slammed the locker shut, and walked away. Fast.

I didn’t stop until I was in the nurse’s bathroom. No cameras. No classes nearby. The door locked with a rusty click.

I sat on the toilet seat, buried my face in my hands, and stayed like that for what felt like forever.

My voice barely came out. “Why do you let this happen?”

Silence.

Then something stirred.

Not outside. Inside.

She whispered.

Oh baby, I was just waiting for you to ask.

I stood. Moved to the mirror. I looked wrecked. Puffy eyes. Red nose. Mess of brown hair clinging to my forehead.

“You’re not real,” I muttered.

Her voice purred through my mind like smoke.

I’m realer than your whole sad little life.

I pressed my hands against the sink, breathing hard.

“You made them notice me.”

No, I made them scared of you. You’re just mad they noticed at all.

I shook my head, but her giggle came anyway.

Tonight. We’re going out.

“No.”

Yes.

I stared into my reflection. It shifted. Just slightly. But it did. My mouth was mine, but it curled like hers. My brows twitched like hers.

“We agreed, no more parties.”

You agreed. I just waited my turn.

My heart thundered.

“Please don’t.”

Lexa smiled from the other side of the glass.

Then don’t sleep.

I punched the paper towel dispenser and left.

I told myself I wouldn’t fall asleep.

But I always did.

One moment I was scrolling Reddit in the dark, trying to find some distraction, and the next, it was 10:49 p.m., and my closet door was wide open.

I sat up fast.

My chest tightened as I saw the old trunk pulled halfway out from under my bed. Its lock undone. The lid was cracked open just enough for a glimmer of metallic pink to peek out.

“No,” I whispered.

But the air had shifted. I could feel her.

I stood, still in my jeans and hoodie from earlier, and stepped toward it like it might bite. I bent down, opened the lid fully, and there it was—everything she loved.

The wig. Blonde, shoulder-length, curled at the ends.
The red pleather mini skirt.
The cropped mesh top.
A pair of thigh-highs, snagged at the heel but still wearable.
The heels. Of course, the heels.

And at the very bottom, a tube of lip gloss labeled “Slutberry.”

I grabbed it all and stuffed it back in.

“Not tonight,” I muttered. “You’re not doing this.”

The mirror across the room caught the moonlight. I caught my own reflection. But it wasn’t just mine.

Lexa stood where I stood, but her mouth was painted, her lashes curled, her smirk dangerous.

She cocked her head.

Aw, babe. You were asleep for, like, ten whole minutes. That’s enough of a nap.

“No. Not again. You got us in trouble.”

Correction: I got me a kiss from Jett. You’re welcome.

I stepped forward, breathing hard.

“This isn’t a game.”

She rolled her eyes.

Please. Life’s a game. And I play to win.

I slammed the closet shut, locking it this time.

“I don’t want to be you.”

She tilted her head again, like she pitied me.

You don’t have to. I already am.

I turned off the light.

That was my mistake.

I don’t know when it happened exactly. It’s like the moment I shut my eyes, she yanked the wheel.

When I opened them again, I was in front of the mirror.

But I wasn’t me.

Lexa stood tall—spine straight, chin up, one foot slightly cocked in a stiletto pump. The pleather skirt hugged my hips. The mesh top barely covered anything, showing my bold-colored bra and faint outlines of skin I didn’t recognize as mine.

The blonde wig had been clipped and brushed perfectly, the hair bouncing like it had life. The gloss on her lips shimmered in the light from the vanity bulb she must’ve turned on.

She winked at me—in the mirror.

“Hi, sweetheart.”

I tried to say something, anything, but the sound stayed trapped behind my lips.

She patted them twice and blew a kiss.

Then grabbed the purse from under the bed—cheap faux leather, but she wore it like Chanel—and strutted out the front door without even checking if Dad was home.

Turns out, he wasn’t.

The night air was cool, almost too quiet. The town always slept early. Except the weirdos. And Lexa liked the weirdos.

She walked with her phone clutched tight and confidence in every step.

By the time she reached 7-Eleven, the heels had clicked across four side streets and one intersection.

The store lights were garish and fluorescent. Just how she liked it.

Inside, she pretended to browse the energy drinks. She knew who worked the register tonight.

Savannah’s boyfriend, the son of the store’s owner—Chad or Chaz or something equally forgettable.

He spotted her the second she stepped in.

Lexa pretended not to notice him.

She reached for a can, turned sideways so he could get a full view of the curve, then dropped the can on purpose.

It rolled.

He picked it up.
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She bent slightly, arching just enough, and whispered, “Oops. Clumsy.”

He blinked. Looked confused. Looked interested.

Lexa took the can from his hand and grazed his fingers.

“You work nights often?”

“Uh... sometimes,” he said, clearly trying to place her. “You new here?”

She smiled.

“Something like that.”

He chuckled. “Cool. I, uh… I haven’t seen you at—wait. Do I know you?”

Lexa leaned in. Close enough to let him see her eyes, but not enough for certainty.

“Don’t you wish you did?”

He went red in the face.

Behind him, a beep rang from the register. Someone else had walked in.

Lexa turned, blew him a kiss, and walked out.

As the door shut behind her, she giggled to herself.

Not bad for a Monday.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I WORE HIS hoodie like a curtain—oversized, black, boring. It covered the crop top barely clinging to my chest and the little sliver of fishnet riding up my ribs. The skirt underneath wasn’t even that short, not by my standards, but I knew if Liam were in control, he’d be screaming inside.

Which, let’s be honest, he was.

You’re going to get us caught.

I tugged the hood lower. Chill, babe. No one ever looks at us unless they want to make fun of you.

The hallway buzzed with its usual morning mess—people yelling, lockers slamming, phones out for selfies. I strutted past it all, pretending to text, but my reflection in the trophy case caught my attention. Just a flash of lip gloss and lashes beneath the hood. It was enough to make me smirk.

Someone whistled.

"Hey, cutie."

I didn’t even glance. Let them wonder.

I walked straight into the girls’ bathroom.

The lights were way too bright, and the walls were lined with crusty motivational posters. “You Are Enough” next to a cracked mirror felt like an inside joke.

Two cheerleaders were fixing their hair by the sinks. They side-eyed me, but I ignored them.

I walked into the farthest stall, locked it, and pulled off the hoodie.

My heart raced, but it wasn’t nerves. It was adrenaline.

Underneath, the top shimmered. The fabric was tight and cheap and made my chest look a little fuller than it was. Thank you, push-up bra and stolen socks. The skirt was pleated, flirty. I adjusted it, tugged it down, then sat on the toilet lid and dug through my little makeup pouch.

The lip gloss I’d brought wasn’t enough. I wanted more. I wanted hers.

I waited until the cheerleaders left, then stepped out, eyes darting around. The door clicked behind me.

That’s when I saw it.

Savannah’s makeup bag. Left unattended on the sink. Open. Stupid.

I walked over and plucked out the tube labeled Cherry Tease.

It was the one she wore every day. I uncapped it and smeared it across my lips, careful, deliberate. It tingled.

The door swung open behind me.

I turned.

Savannah.

She froze when she saw me.

I didn’t flinch. I didn’t blink. I smiled.

Her eyes scanned me up and down.
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“Who the fuck are you and what are you doing with my lip gloss!?”

I took a slow step toward her, heels clicking on tile.

“It looks better on me.”

She tilted her head. Her voice dropped. “You fucking thief.”

I licked my lips. “I just tried it on. Chill.”

She didn’t look chill. She looked like she wanted to throw up.

“You think this is funny?” she snapped. “Stealing shit, my shit!?”

I leaned closer. “You’re just mad I look better in it.”

She reached for her phone.

I stepped in and whispered, “You really want me to explain to your boyfriend why he couldn’t stop staring at me?”

That shut her up.

For now.

I gave her a wink, tossed the gloss back into her bag, and walked out.

The hallway felt ten degrees colder when I stepped into it. Eyes turned. Maybe they knew. Maybe they didn’t.

Either way, I was electric.

The next morning, I woke up on my bedroom floor. Again.

My throat was dry, and my hoodie was missing. My jeans were still on, but something about my skin felt sticky, like I’d been sweating through someone else’s night.

I sat up slowly. The room spun once, then settled.

“Lexa,” I croaked. “What did you do?”

Silence.

That always made it worse. When she ignored me. When she left me to clean up the mess like a drunk roommate with no sense of boundaries.

I scrambled to the mirror.

The wig was gone. Good. Maybe she didn’t go out. Maybe it was just one of her little head games.

Then I saw it.

On the desk chair—folded neatly like some kind of twisted souvenir—was the mesh crop top. A red stain clung to the collar.

My stomach dropped.

“Lip gloss,” I muttered. “You wore the gloss.”

There was glitter on my cheekbones. Mascara flakes beneath my eyes.

I rushed to the closet, dragging out the trunk, heart racing, breath shallow. The blonde wig was inside, but freshly brushed. The heels were spotless. And that meant she’d taken the time to wipe them down before slipping back into me.

I peeled off my shirt and tossed it aside, digging for a towel. I wiped my face furiously, trying to erase what I couldn’t remember.

A knock hit the door.

Shit.

“Liam?”

My dad.

I froze.

He knocked again. “What’s that noise. Everything okay?”

My voice cracked. “Yeah. Just doing last-minute homework.”

“You decent?”

No.

“Yes!”

He opened the door anyway, and I barely had time to toss the towel over the glitter-stained top.

He stepped halfway in, phone in hand, looking half-distracted.

“School starts in twenty. I’ll drop you off.”

I nodded too fast. “I’ll be ready.”

His eyes lingered on me. I could tell he wanted to say something, but instead, he just gave a tight nod and shut the door.

I waited until I heard his footsteps fade before turning back to the mirror.

There it was.

Written in bold red across the glass:

You need me.

It was written in curves. Not my handwriting. Not even close.

“Stop it,” I whispered.

I wiped it away with my sleeve, but the smear it left behind looked like a mouth. Smiling.
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I grabbed my journal from under the bed. I hadn’t written in it in weeks. Every time I tried, it turned into a back-and-forth argument between me and her. But today… today I had to say something.

I opened to a blank page and started scribbling.

Am I going insane?

Is this normal? Is this some kind of coping mechanism?

I didn’t ask for this. I never wanted any of this.

I paused, then added:

But she keeps coming back. And sometimes, I don’t even hate it.

I stopped writing.

Outside, my dad started the car.

Inside, Lexa hummed in my head, smug and satisfied.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T WANT to be there. The second I stepped into the school counselor’s office, I knew it was a trap. The walls were beige and soft and padded with inspirational posters like that alone could fix broken people. The scent of old paper and vanilla air freshener tried to be comforting, but it just made me sweat more.

Dr. Hart smiled like she already knew too much.

“Hi, Liam,” she said, like we were old friends.

“Thanks for coming.”

I gave her a quick nod and dropped into the chair across from her. It was too soft, like a couch you sink into and can’t get out of.

She tucked a strand of auburn hair behind her ear, notebook in hand.

“No pressure today,” she said. “We can just talk.”

I stared at the floor. The carpet had these weird gray swirls that looked like worms if you stared too long.

“You’ve been referred to me by three teachers this month. Not because you’re in trouble. Just... concerned.”

I nodded again.

She waited, giving me space. Letting it sit.
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I finally said, “I’m fine.”

She didn’t write that down.

“You’ve been missing blocks of time, Liam.”

I looked up. “What?”

“Your Chemistry teacher says you show up some days with answers already written in your notebook—questions you didn’t hear. You’ve been marked present in classes you don’t remember. That’s not nothing.”

I looked away. My fingers twitched against my thigh.

She kept her tone even. “Do you ever feel like you’re watching yourself? Like time skips?”

I licked my lips.

“No.”

She wrote that one down.

“I see.” She clicked her pen shut. “Can I ask one more thing?”

I shrugged.

“Do you ever hear someone else’s voice in your head?”

That’s when I felt it. A shift.

Not loud. Not sudden. Just a shadow that slipped behind my eyes and said, Finally.

I grabbed the edge of the seat. My hands were sweating.

“I… I don’t—”

My mouth opened again, but I wasn’t the one moving it anymore.

“She’s fishing, baby,” Lexa said. My voice, but tilted. Silkier. Confident. “Don’t lie to her. Let’s be honest, for once.”

Dr. Hart blinked. “Who am I speaking to now?”

Lexa smiled through me. I could feel it in my bones.

“He’s not ready,” she said. “But I am.”

Dr. Hart didn’t freak out. That was the worst part. She just leaned forward, curious. Focused.

“Who are you?”

“Call me Lexa,” she said, crossing our legs. “I’m the upgrade.”

She jotted something down, fast but calm.

“How long have you been here, Lexa?”

“Since middle school. He blacked out during a dodgeball game, and I got tired of hiding. Someone had to protect us.”

“And what do you do for Liam?”

“I do everything he can’t,” Lexa said. “I talk back. I dress up. I kiss the boys he’s scared of and threaten the girls who make his life hell.”

“Do you consider yourself separate from Liam?”

Lexa hesitated. I felt it. That flicker of doubt.

Then she smirked.

“Depends on the day.”

Dr. Hart studied me—us—for a moment.

“Would you mind if I asked Liam a few questions next time? Alone?”

Lexa stood up and ran her fingers through our hair, smirking in the mirror by the file cabinet.

“We’ll see,” she said. “But for now, you’ve got me.”

It always started with the music.

Soft at first. Like a whisper under my skin. I’d hear it the second he gave up.

Tonight, it was some nineties R&B I’d tucked into his playlist weeks ago. He thought it was for a joke. He didn’t know it was mine.

I waited until he was asleep—really asleep, not that fake kind where he still tried to peek out behind his eyes. Once I was sure, I slipped into the body we shared and stood in front of the mirror.

“Let’s make you beautiful, babe.”

I pulled the trunk out. Everything was where I left it. Neatly folded. My lingerie. My lashes. My soul in synthetic fibers.

The shapewear came first. Nude and tight and perfect. The moment it hugged our waist, I exhaled like I hadn’t breathed in days.

Next came the bra. Not padded. I didn’t need it. I stuffed it with the same socks he used to wipe tears with. Fitting, really.

Then the dress—black, velvet, short enough to be banned at school. It clung in all the right places, gave me hips I could swing and a back I could arch. I smoothed it down and smiled.

Now the hair.

I brushed out the blonde wig, one strand at a time. Glued it over our real hair and fluffed the sides. It looked like it belonged there. Like we were born this way.

Makeup next.

Primer. Foundation. Contour. Brows. Wing so sharp it could cut Savannah’s ego.

And lashes—dramatic, stupid, drag-queen levels of extra. My favorite part.

Last came the gloss. Not Cherry Tease. Tonight, we wore something bolder. Electric pink. Fitting for the vibe.

I turned side to side in the mirror and grinned.

“Damn,” I whispered to my reflection. “I’d flirt with me.”

Ten minutes later, I was strutting through the local mall like I owned every tile. The heels were sky-high and loud. I didn’t tiptoe. I stomped. The kind of walk that made heads turn, even if they didn’t know why.

That’s the secret.

I never had to be real. I just had to be undeniable.

A guy near the pretzel stand whistled low.

“Hey shorty,” he said, eyes roaming. “You lookin’ fine.”

I laughed.

I didn’t care that he saw a dude in a dress. I didn’t care if he didn’t. What mattered was that he looked.

I turned back and gave him a wink. “Buy me a pretzel and I might let you guess my name.”

He chuckled, shaking his head. “You wild.”

He wasn’t wrong.

I kept walking.

Then I saw him.

Jett.

Of course it had to be Jett.

He was across the food court, two bags in hand, AirPods in, looking around like he’d lost someone.

My heart—or Liam’s, whatever—jumped.

I turned away, fast.

Please don’t look. Please don’t see.

But it was too late.

I felt it. His stare. Confused. Focused.
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“Miss?” he said, though it came out more like a question.

I ducked behind a kiosk.

Inside, Liam clawed at the surface.

Let me out.

Not yet.

Let me OUT.

We argued in silence, tugging at the same string. I dropped the heel mid-step. Stumbled. The wig slipped. Everything crashed at once.

I made it to the parking lot and yanked the shoes off. Ran barefoot to the edge of the lot behind the dumpster.

Then I gave him the wheel.

When I woke up again, I was in the bathtub.

Still dressed.

Lashes stuck to my cheeks. Wig half off. Gloss smeared across my mouth like war paint.

And I was crying.

Not Lexa.

Me.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I STARED at the mirror like it owed me something. The steam from the shower clung to the glass, leaving little streaks where water had dripped from my hair. I wiped a hand across it, clearing my reflection. But it wasn’t just me looking back.

It was her.

Lexa.

Lips parted like she was waiting to speak. Wig off. Face clean. But even barefaced, she looked stronger. Hungrier.

“You’re ruining my life,” I whispered.

Her smirk twisted up. “You’re welcome.”

I gritted my teeth. “That’s not what I said.”

“You’re just mad people noticed you for once,” she said, folding invisible arms across an invisible chest. “No one gave a damn about Liam. But Lexa? People stare.”

“They laugh.”

“They get hard.”

I slammed the counter with both hands. The bottles rattled. Water splashed up.

“This isn’t normal!”

She tilted her head. “Neither is letting people treat you like trash.”

“I didn’t ask you to exist.”

“No,” she said. “But you let me be born.”

I blinked. My throat clenched. “What does that mean?”

Her eyes narrowed. “You really don’t remember?”

A flash hit me. Like static in my brain. A weight pressing behind my ears.

“I—” I started, but my knees buckled.

The bathroom disappeared.
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I was twelve again.

Backstage at school.

The auditorium lights were out. Rehearsal was over. Everyone had left except me. I’d been chosen to play a background character—one of those kids who say three lines and disappear.

But I’d stolen a costume.

A sequin shrug.

It sparkled in the dark like it wanted to be seen.

I stood in front of the backstage mirror, arms raised, smiling at the way it shimmered when I twirled.

Then I heard the laugh.

Jett’s older brother. Zach. He was a senior. I didn’t know he was there.

“What the hell are you wearing?”

I turned, heart racing, lips parted but silent.

He pulled out his phone. “Nah, bro. Keep twirling.”

I ripped it off and tried to explain. I said it was a joke. A dare. Something stupid.

He didn’t care.

He shoved me. Hard. Called me names I hadn’t even heard before. Grabbed my phone and texted himself the picture he took.

“You smile like a bitch,” he said.

Then he left.

That night, I locked myself in the bathroom and cried until I threw up. I remember looking in the mirror, hands trembling, wishing someone else could just take over.

And someone did.

Back in the present, I clutched the sink, the pressure behind my eyes sharp.

“You,” I said. “That’s when you came.”

Lexa didn’t deny it. She leaned in close, face aligning with mine.

“I didn’t come to play dress-up,” she said. “I came to survive.”

“I didn’t want you.”

She shrugged. “Too bad. You needed me.”

I looked down at the drain, the sound of water still dripping from the showerhead like a ticking clock.

“I just want to be normal,” I said.

She scoffed. “Normal is code for miserable. You want to go back to being ignored? Mocked? Broken?”

“I want control.”

Lexa leaned forward, her face right against mine through the glass.

“Then earn it,” she said. “But you better be ready to bleed for it.”

I stared until my reflection settled.

And for once, we didn’t look like enemies.

We looked like a warning.

The party was already buzzing by the time I got there.

Bass pulsed through the walls like a heartbeat on Red Bull. Rainbow lights spilled from the windows onto the front lawn where kids in varsity jackets shouted about beer pong like they were old enough to drink and solving world peace.

I stood across the street for a second, just watching.

My heels dug into the dirt. My dress barely covered anything. Black satin, tight at the waist. No blonde curls tonight—I went with the bone straight brunette look, a side part to frame the face. Liam always hated that one. Said it looked too much like his real hair.

Which was kind of the point.

I adjusted the straps on my purse and crossed the street.

Inside, it was all noise. Sweat. Liquor on breath. Perfume and body spray mixing like chemical warfare. I moved through it like smoke. I passed three people who stared too long. One of them might’ve been in our math class. Hard to tell under the strobe lights.

The living room was packed, but I found him instantly.

Jett Callahan.

Propped against the wall with a solo cup in hand, looking bored out of his skull.

God, he was pretty when he wasn’t talking.

I made my way over. Every step was timed. Every sway of my hips purposeful.

He looked up.

At first, confusion.

Then recognition.

Then that slow, stupid grin he wore like armor.

“Well, well,” he said, eyes traveling down and back up.

“Who do we have here?”

I tilted my head. “Someone too pretty for you.”

“You aren’t.”

I sipped from my straw. The drink was trash. Vodka and something blue.
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“So why are you talking to me?”

His grin stayed. “You’re right. You alone?”

“Always.”

He stepped closer. I let him.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

I smirked. “You already know.”

“Do I?”

I took his cup, drank from it, and handed it back.

“You kissed me once,” I said. “Did you forget?”

His eyes narrowed, playful but sharp. “Hard to forget lips like yours.”

I leaned in. “Then kiss them again.”

He didn’t hesitate.

His hand cupped the back of my neck. The kiss was rougher than last time. Less curious, more hungry. His tongue tasted like beer and trouble. I let him pull me closer. I let my hand trail up his chest.

I let it all happen.

Because I wanted her to see.

When I broke the kiss, I turned my head just enough.

There she was.

Savannah.

At the edge of the stairs, drink frozen mid-sip. Her eyes locked on us like lasers.

Perfect.

“Oops,” I whispered. “Didn’t know there’d be an audience.”

Jett followed my gaze, saw her, and chuckled. “Don’t mind her. She’s a fan.”

“Oh,” I said, smiling. “Don’t you like groupies?”

Savannah shoved past someone, disappearing up the stairs.

I looked at Jett.

“Thanks for the dance. Gotta go.”

Then I walked away without another word.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

IT STARTED during second period. Whispers spread through the hallway like a fire alarm no one wanted to acknowledge. A few heads turned toward me. Some laughed under their breath. One guy even bumped my shoulder and said, “Nice brows, bro.”

I didn’t get it. Not yet.

Then Sam, one of the school’s misfits and the only person who talked to me, slid into his seat beside me and didn’t look at me for a full minute.

“What?” I asked.

He sighed and turned his phone toward me.

The screen played a low-quality video. Shaky, dim lighting, but clear enough. There I was—Lexa, I mean—posing in front of the mirror in my bedroom. The wig. The red lingerie. The way I looked straight into the camera and said, “You wish you could touch this.”

My blood went cold.
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“Where did you get this?” I whispered.

“It’s everywhere,” he said quietly.

“Snapchat. Insta stories. Even Facebook.”

I stared.

“She tagged it as ‘Local freak alert’,” he added. “Savannah posted it.”

Of course she did.

The room started spinning. My face got hot. I stood up too fast and knocked my chair over. Mr. Brenner barked something about detention, but I was already out the door, clutching my chest like my ribs were trying to break free.

I made it to the boys’ restroom. Locked myself in the stall. Sat on the toilet with the seat down and covered my mouth with both hands.

“She filmed us?” I croaked.

Lexa’s voice didn’t answer. She was quiet. Like even she didn’t see that coming.

“I sent it to her to know who she’s dealing with, how she could never be as hot as I am, but I forgot that I’m still using your number…”

I didn’t cry at first. I just sat there, numb, rocking slightly. Then my phone buzzed.

It was Dad.

Come home. Now.

That was all it said.

I wiped my face and left.

He was waiting in the living room when I got home, pacing like a caged animal. The TV was off. His jaw was clenched so tight it looked painful.

“Sit,” he snapped.

I sat.

He grabbed the remote, turned on the smart TV, opened YouTube. Someone had reposted it already. He played the video full screen.

My stomach flipped.

I couldn’t look.

He paused it halfway through and stared at me.

“You want to tell me what the hell this is?”

I didn’t know what to say. There wasn’t a version of this that made sense to him.

“I just wanted to…” I muttered.

“So it’s true.”

He started pacing again. He looked like he wanted to say more. Then he turned and slapped me.

It wasn’t hard. But it didn’t have to be.

The sting bloomed slow across my cheek.

“I didn’t raise a freak,” he said.

Then he left the room.

Lexa broke the silence.

Let me handle this.

“No,” I said aloud. “No more.”

But she was already pulling me under.

By the time I blinked again, I wasn’t sitting anymore. I was standing in front of Savannah’s locker, waiting.

She strutted down the hallway like she hadn’t just broadcast someone’s deepest secret. Like she was still queen.

“Hey, sweetheart,” I said, voice sweet and light.

She froze when she saw me. Her face tensed, then softened into a smug little smile.

“Oh, look. The star of the show.”

“I liked the editing,” I said. “Real cinematic.”

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t get mad you went viral. That’s more attention than you’ve had your whole life.”

I stepped closer. “You know, I was gonna forgive you.”

She scoffed. “Forgive me?”

“For posting it.”

I leaned in, whispering so no one else could hear.

“But then I remembered... Chad doesn’t know you’ve been screwing Jett in the backseat of his Prius.”

Her smile shattered.

“Oops,” I said. “Too soon?”

Savannah’s face drained of color.

“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” she hissed.

“Oh, but I do. You moan like a girl in a perfume ad. And Jett? He’s been texting me.”

Her lip trembled, just slightly. Enough to satisfy me.

“I take one step toward your boytoy and I’ll tell your boyfriend,” I added, “and then I’ll destroy your whole fake life.”

She blinked, trying to find her next move.

I beat her to it.

“Smile for the camera next time, bitch.”

Then I turned and walked away, heels clicking louder than ever.

The gym smelled like sweat and plastic. A basketball echoed somewhere in the back court, but the bleachers were mostly empty. Cheer practice had ended an hour ago. The lights were dimmer than usual, half the bulbs shut off to save power or drama, I couldn’t tell which.

I sat on the top row, legs crossed, scrolling through Savannah’s Instagram. Her latest story was a blurry pic of a smoothie with the caption: Girls who slay don’t cry over boys. I rolled my eyes.

“Hey!”

The voice came from below. Shit, he was probably going to beat my ass up knowing that he kissed a dude. I looked up from my phone. Jett was standing at the foot of the bleachers, hands in his pockets, wearing a gray jacket that probably cost more than Liam’s entire wardrobe. His head was a little damp. Maybe he’d just showered. Or maybe he just wanted to look like he had.

He smiled. “I know you’re not here for cardio.”

Good, he didn’t see the video yet.

“Not into cardio,” I said. “Unless I’m on top.”

He laughed, low and surprised, like he hadn’t expected that to turn him on.

“Damn,” he muttered. “You always talk like that?”

“Only when I want something.”

“And what do you want?”

I stood, taking my time down the steps. My heels clicked even on the rubber flooring, sharp and unapologetic.

When I reached him, I tilted my head.

“You tell me.”

He stared at my lips. Then my eyes. Then he took a step forward, closing the space between us.

“You’re not like other girls,” he said.
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I leaned in. “That’s the nicest lie anyone’s told me all week.”

He didn’t laugh this time. Just reached up and cupped my cheek.

Liam screamed in my head.

Don’t let him.

But I already had.

Jett kissed me like we were on borrowed time. No hesitation. No questions. Just lips and heat and pressure. His hand found my waist. Mine slid behind his neck.

I kissed him back.

Because I could.

Because I wanted to.

But also because I wanted him to never forget the taste of what scared him.

Inside, Liam thrashed.

Stop. Please. This isn’t you.

I pulled away, slow and smug.

“You good?” Jett asked, slightly breathless.

I ran my tongue along my teeth.

“Better than good.”

He stared a little longer, then backed off. Just a step. Just enough.

“So,” he said. “You coming to homecoming?”

“Depends.”

“On?”

“My schedule, and Savannah. I don’t think I could go with someone to homecoming knowing that he’s fucking someone else’s girlfriend.”

He froze.

He’d forgotten about her until I said it. Or maybe he just wanted to.

“I don’t kiss and tell,” he said. “But you told me all about it, didn’t you, when you were trying to impress me?”

“Forget about that bitch, I want you.”

Liam was losing it now. Curling inside himself. I felt the crack.

Jett looked like he wanted to say something else, but I turned away.

My heels echoed as I left the gym.

Back straight. Head high.

Smile fading.

Because somewhere under Lexa’s smug smile, Liam was crying.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I SAT ON the couch with my legs locked tight and my hands balled into fists. I hadn’t meant to come today. I told Sam I felt sick. I even tried faking a voice when I called the attendance line. But somehow, I ended up here anyway.

Dr. Hart didn’t look surprised when I showed up. She offered a mug of peppermint tea. I declined.

She sat across from me, not behind her desk today. Just in the chair, legs crossed, notebook in her lap.
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“How are you feeling?” she asked.

I stared at the carpet swirls again. Familiar. Worm-like.

“I’m fine,” I lied.

She let the silence stretch.

“I watched the video,” she said softly.

My breath hitched.

“I’m sorry it was shared that way.”

I didn’t respond.

She clicked her pen, then set it down like she didn’t need it. Maybe she didn’t.

“You’ve been coming here for six weeks now. We’ve spoken briefly because you haven’t been ready, but I really need to talk to the both of you.”

I flinched.

“I’ve consulted with a clinical psychologist I trust. And I’ve reviewed your history. The gaps. The time loss. The behavior shifts.”

I looked up.

“You’re not broken, Liam,” she said. “But I believe you’re living with Dissociative Identity Disorder.”

The air drained from the room.

“Is that like schizophrenia?” I asked, trying to laugh it off. “That’s—that’s movie stuff. Am I crazy?”

She smiled gently. “Not exactly. And no, you’re not crazy. That’s the stereotype. But it’s real. It’s not possession. It’s not insanity. It’s a trauma response.”

I froze.

“You created Lexa to protect yourself from pain you couldn’t process at the time.”

My throat tightened. “She’s not real.”

“She is,” Dr. Hart said, “but she’s part of you. You made her.”

That’s when Lexa stirred.

She didn’t burst out this time. No sass. No lipstick. Just... showed up. Quietly.

I blinked, and the voice came.

Let me talk.

I closed my eyes. Breathed in.

When I opened them again, I was still in the chair. Still in the hoodie. Still Liam.

But the way I sat changed.

Lexa spoke softly, almost like a ghost.

“I didn’t ask to be born.”

Dr. Hart didn’t react. She just nodded. “I know.”

“I was just... a reflex.”

“I understand.”

“I don’t like being called fake,” Lexa whispered. “I’m not some wig he throws on.”

“I don’t think that at all.”

Lexa bit the inside of our cheek. She looked away.

“He thinks I ruin everything. That I embarrass him. But I’ve only ever tried to help.”

Dr. Hart leaned forward. “Do you feel safe right now?”

Lexa laughed once. “No one’s ever asked me that.”

“I’m asking now.”

Lexa’s lip trembled.

For the first time, she didn’t have a comeback.

She just shook our head.

Dr. Hart’s voice stayed warm. “You were created to protect Liam. But he’s not twelve anymore. And you’re not a secret anymore.”

Lexa blinked fast. “So what, I just disappear?”

“No,” Dr. Hart said firmly. “That’s not integration. That’s erasure. We don’t want that.”

Lexa frowned. “Then what do you want?”

“I want you to stop fighting each other,” she said. “And start figuring out how to work together.”

There was a long pause.

Then Liam came back.

I rubbed my eyes.

“So what now?”

“Therapy,” she said.

“Regularly. A plan. Grounding techniques. Trauma unpacking.”

I swallowed. “What if she doesn’t want to work with me?”

“She does,” Dr. Hart said.

I nodded slowly.

I didn’t say thank you.

But I wanted to.

I stood in front of the mirror with a bottle of micellar water in one hand and a cotton pad in the other. My fingers shook so badly I almost spilled the whole thing. I hadn’t planned to do this tonight. Hell, I hadn’t even planned to look at her things.

But after the session with Dr. Hart, something sat differently in my chest.

Lexa wasn’t gone.

She was waiting.

Not to steal the spotlight. Not to ruin my life.

Just... waiting.

I opened the trunk.

Everything inside was folded perfectly. Like she knew I’d eventually come back to it. Like she wanted me to see the care she took. This wasn’t chaos. This was control.

The lashes were lined up in a case like trophies. The wigs were on makeshift stands, hair brushed, parted, labeled. Honey blonde. Ash brown. One with bangs I didn’t remember buying.

I ran my fingers over the eyeshadow palettes. Sleek black cases. Names like “Heatstroke” and “Drama Queen.”

Lexa didn’t say a word. Not yet.

But I could feel her. Not clawing, not pushing. Just... present.

“Okay,” I muttered, setting everything out like a ritual.

Wig cap. Check.

Primer. Check.

Lotion. I paused. Then nodded. Skin needed prep, right?

I sat on the floor in front of the mirror and exhaled.

“Tell me what to do,” I whispered.

Finally, she spoke.

Start with moisturizer. You’re flaky as hell.

I snorted. “Nice to see your personality’s intact.”

Rub it in circles, babe. Don’t drag.

I did as she said. The lotion felt cool on my skin. Calming.

Now the primer. Just a little. Think of it like armor.

As I worked the product into my cheeks and chin, my reflection started to shift. Not into her—but into something I didn’t hate.

Foundation next. Damp sponge. Tap, not smear.

I tapped.

Concealer. Inner corners, under eyes, down the nose. Good.

When I grabbed the contour stick, my hands didn’t shake as much.

Blend that jawline, sweetie. We don’t do weak chins in this house.

I smiled. Just a little.

The bronzer came next. Then blush. Then highlight—Lexa loved that part.

Let me do the eyes?

I hesitated.

“Teach me,” I said.

She did.

One color in the crease. A shimmer on the lid. A flick of liner that wasn’t perfect but wasn’t tragic either.

Mascara.

Gloss.

I looked up.

And I saw... me.

Not Lexa. Not exactly. But not just Liam either.

Something in between.

Someone new.

The room was quiet.

I brushed the wig cap on and picked out the brown one with the side part. Slipped it on. Adjusted the edges. Ran a brush through it.

Lexa didn’t say anything.

She didn’t need to.
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When I stood up, the dress I picked clung awkwardly at first, like my body wasn’t ready. It was modest, not something Lexa would normally wear. But then... it settled. Fit.

Not perfectly. But enough. And didn’t scare Liam.

I looked at my reflection. Eyes rimmed in shadow. Lips glassy. Hair soft at the edges.

Not a costume.

Not a stranger.

Just... me.

I whispered it before I could stop myself.

“Maybe I’m not pretending anymore.”

Lexa sighed. Not dramatic. Just quiet.

Welcome to the mirror, babe.

And for once, I didn’t want to run from it.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE AUDITORIUM reeked of sweat and overused fog machines. Students shuffled into rows, talking over each other while the AV club panicked over cables. The “Unity Assembly” banner hung above the stage in faded colors, one of the S’s drooping like it had given up halfway through the message.

I sat near the back, hoodie up, legs bouncing under my seat.

Lexa was quiet. Not gone. Just... humming in the background.

Are you really doing this?

“I’m just watching,” I whispered.

You say that like you believe it.

I clenched my jaw.

Jett was sitting four rows down with the basketball team. Savannah was beside him, practically in his lap, whispering something that made him smirk and look away.

She saw me.

Of course she did.

Her eyes locked on mine, and her smile widened into something sharp.

The principal gave a speech about “community” and “diversity.” A slideshow played with pixelated photos of bake sales and hallway murals. Everyone clapped out of boredom.

Then it happened.

Savannah walked up to the mic.

She wasn’t on the program.

The principal looked confused. She whispered something to him, smiled sweetly, and he stepped aside.

She adjusted the mic. Cleared her throat.
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“Hi, everyone. I just wanted to share something really important during this assembly about truth.”

I knew.

The second she said the word “truth,” I knew.

“Some of you may still live under a rock and don’t know what’s happening yet, but as a reminder, I think it’s brave when people are honest. Even when they’re freaks.”

Murmurs.

She turned and pointed.

“At the back... that’s Liam Whitmore.”

I froze.

Everyone turned to look.

“And what a lot of you don’t know is—he’s been pretending to be a girl. Dressing up. Hooking up. Going by Lexa. My socials are at Cheergirlsavvy, two v’s, not one.”

Laughter erupted. Phones came out. Someone shouted, “Wait, what?!”

Jett didn’t move. His jaw was tight. His hand rubbed the back of his neck.

But he didn’t say a word.

My vision blurred. My breath came short, fast, too fast. My ears buzzed like a swarm of bees inside my head.

Stop it.

I stood, legs shaking.

Stop it stop it stop it.

Then I bolted.

Down the aisle, toward the exit. I didn’t make it to the door.

My knees buckled, and I hit the floor.

Everything went dark at the edges.

Breathe, baby. You have to breathe.

Lexa.

She was there.

I can take it from here, but only if you let me.

I clenched my fists.

“They’re laughing at us.”

Not for long.

She rose.

But something was different.

She didn’t shove me down this time.

She took my hand.

And pulled me up.

When I stood again, my chest was steady. My eyes were open. My feet carried me back toward the stage.

Gasps.

Whispers.

“Is that...?”

“She’s still here?”

“What the hell?”

Lexa didn’t speak alone.

We did.

I climbed the stairs, grabbed the mic.

Savannah took a step back.

I looked at her. Really looked.

Then I turned to the crowd.

“Hi.”

Silence.

“My name is Lila.”

No one breathed.

“I’m not pretending. I’m not confused. And I’m definitely not afraid of you. By the way Chad, I’m so sorry that your girl’s such a slut and has slept with half the basketball team. She’s only dating you because your father owns a 7-Eleven.”

Someone near the front clapped.

Then another.

And another.

A slow, awkward ripple.

But it grew.

Savannah’s face twisted. She turned and walked offstage, arms crossed, whispering something to a teacher.

Jett watched me the whole time.

He didn’t smile.

But he didn’t look away either.

I held the mic a little tighter.

“For anyone out there who feels like they have to hide... don’t.”

Then I stepped back, handed the mic to the principal, and walked offstage.

One body.

One mind.

One name.

Lila.
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Later that night, I found my father sitting at the kitchen table, elbows propped, head down. The light above flickered like it couldn’t decide whether to stay or go. A bottle of sweaty beer untouched in front of him. I stood in the doorway for too long before I said anything.

He didn’t look up. Not right away.

"It’s me," I said.

That got his attention.

He looked at me like he was trying to see through me. Like I was both familiar and foreign. Like he wasn’t sure whether to brace or breathe.

I stepped inside. My boots echoed on the tile. I wore jeans and a cardigan. No wig. No makeup. Just lip balm. Just me.

"Your voice sounds different," he said.

I nodded. "Feels different."

He rubbed his jaw. The lines in his face looked deeper than usual.

"They’re calling," he said. "My brother. My boss. The pastor. You made a hell of a scene, Lila."

The name hit me harder than I expected. Not because he said it—but because he didn’t spit it. He just... said it.

"I didn’t mean to embarrass you," I said. "I just couldn’t lie anymore."

He exhaled slowly.

"You remember your mom?"

I sat down across from him.

"Some pieces. Mostly the sound of her singing in the car. The way she folded towels like it mattered."

He nodded. "She knew."

"What do you mean?"

"About you. About who you were becoming. Even before you could say it. She said you’d try on her earrings when you were three. You’d sit by the window and brush her hair for hours."

I swallowed. My chest ached.

"Why didn’t you tell me that before?"

He looked down at the coffee. "Because I didn’t want it to be true. Because this town doesn’t forgive people like you. And I thought—maybe if I pushed hard enough, it would go away."

I waited.

"After she died..." he continued, "I panicked. I thought, 'God, don’t let him turn out soft. Don’t let him be lonely.' So I signed you up for basketball. I yelled about your walk. I took the long way around any conversation that might let you speak."

He finally looked at me.

"And I lost you anyway."

Tears welled up in my eyes.

"You didn’t lose me. You just didn’t know where to find me."

He nodded, jaw tight.

"I didn’t know how to raise a daughter. I’m a guy. And your mother was gone too soon."

"I didn’t know how to be one," I whispered.

The silence sat between us like a third person.

Then, he reached into his wallet. Pulled out a worn photo. Mom in a sundress. Me on her lap, no shirt, but two strings of fake pearls around my neck. She was laughing. I was grinning like I’d just discovered joy.

"She called you her little ladybug," he said.

I pressed my hand to my mouth.

"If she were here," he said, "she’d slap me for taking this long."

We both laughed, even though mine was soaked in tears.

"I don’t know what happens next," I told him.

"Me either," he replied.

"But I’m not going anywhere."

We sat there. Just sat. No more yelling. No more hiding.

He reached across the table and put his hand over mine.

"My daughter’s brave. And stupid. And dramatic. But she’s mine."

I smiled.

"That’s enough for me."


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

DR. HART SLID the paper across the desk slowly, like she was offering me something fragile. “Here,” she said. “I signed it. It’s official. You’re ready.” I stared at the letterhead. The words swam for a second. My name. The approval. The recommendation for HRT. All spelled out in black ink. Permanent.

“You okay?” she asked.

I swallowed.

“Yeah,” I said. “Just... it’s a lot.”

Lexa was quiet. Not gone. Just letting me feel it.

I ran my fingers along the paper.

“This is who I am,” I said softly. “Not a boy pretending. Not a girl in hiding.”

Dr. Hart smiled. “You’ve done the work. It’s time to let yourself live.”

I nodded, folded the paper neatly, and slipped it into my bag.

Later that night, I stood in front of the mirror.

I didn’t need Lexa to take over anymore. We stood there together. Not fighting. Not switching. Just... existing.

The vanity lights buzzed above me. My skin looked clear. My jaw still sharp, but less angry. I brushed my hair back and looked at myself like I belonged in the reflection.

Tonight, I didn’t reach for the lashes. Or the shortest skirt in the drawer. Or the heels that made boys double-take and girls whisper.

I wanted something different.

I pulled open the bottom drawer of the trunk—the one I always ignored—and pulled out a denim jacket. I slipped it on over a white tee, then traded the pleather skirt for a pair of black jeans.

It felt weird. Like dressing for the first time all over again.

But it also felt... right.

Lexa murmured, Cute.

“Thanks,” I whispered.

I left the house quietly. Not to hide. Just to stay warm.
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The bus took me two stops down to a strip mall.

There was a clearance boutique tucked between a vape shop and a dentist. I’d Googled it earlier—they had a rack labeled “soft girl,” and that felt like a good start.

Inside, it smelled like cotton and fake vanilla.

I browsed slowly. A-line skirts, soft knits, pastels. I didn’t want to disappear into someone else. I just wanted to step into myself.

I picked out a baby blue cardigan. A knee-length cream dress with tiny flowers. A pair of sandals that didn’t scream “watch me,” but still made me smile.

The cashier rang me up without blinking.

“That dress is gonna look so cute on you,” she said.

I froze.

Then smiled.

“Thanks,” I said.

And meant it.

Later that night, as I was scouring for the key in my purse…

“Hey.”

Jett.

He stood on the porch with his hands in his jacket pockets, lips parted like he hadn’t figured out what to say yet.

I blinked. “What are you doing here?”

He shifted on his feet.

“I wanted to say I’m sorry. For... not defending you. For not standing up when Savannah outed you.”

I crossed my arms. “You just sat there.”

“I know.”

Silence.

“I knew it was you,” he said. “Even before she said it. I knew all along.”

My chest tightened. “Then why didn’t you say something?”

He looked down. “Because I didn’t want to be teased. Because I didn’t want to accept the fact that I was attracted to someone like you. Because I was scared. Because I thought... if I pretended not to care, it would go away. But it didn’t.”

He looked up again.

“Now, I just don’t care anymore. I want you.”

The words hung between us.

I swallowed. “What about Savannah?”

He stepped closer.
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“She’s not even my girlfriend. And she could never measure up to you.”

I didn’t answer right away. I didn’t know how to. The wind moved through the trees behind him. His eyes didn’t flinch.

He meant it.

I reached out and took his hand.

We didn’t kiss like it was a movie. There was no dramatic music. No slow spin. Just two people standing in a doorway, learning to breathe together.

He leaned in slowly.

And I met him halfway.

Soft.

Steady.

Real.

“I love you, Lila…”

“Jett…”


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE MALL LIGHTS flickered too bright overhead. Fluorescents always made my eyeliner look a little harsher, but I’d learned to blend around them. I stood behind the MAC counter with a smile so polished it felt like part of my uniform. I wore the same shade of red I sold the most—Retro Matte. Never failed on lips or commission.

“Would you like to try our new velvet-finish line?” I asked the woman with her daughter clinging to her arm.

She smiled politely and shook her head. “Just looking.”

I nodded and let them pass. Retail had a rhythm. Some days you swore you could hear a beat behind the heels on tile. Other days it was all noise.

I glanced at the clock. Fifteen minutes to closing. My feet ached. I wanted water. But mostly, I wanted to see him.

Jett showed up at 6:45 sharp, same as he had every weekday since school started. He wore that navy hoodie with the fraying sleeves, his head still damp from practice, and a smile that made my chest loosen.

“How’s my favorite girl?” he asked.

“Tired. My foundation is doing the Lord’s work right now.”

He leaned against the counter and handed me a matcha latte. “I was gonna bring flowers, but I figured caffeine lasts longer.”

“You know me too well.”

I looked at him. Really looked.

He had a psych quiz the next day. Sports therapy major, just finished his first semester. Still dumb as ever about skincare, but somehow knew exactly when I needed him to show up.

“You applying for college yet?” he asked.

I nodded. “I want psych. I want to help people like me. People who think they’re broken.”

“You’re not broken.”

“I know. But it took me too long to believe that. Maybe I can make it faster for someone else.”

He took my hand over the counter.

“We’ll figure it out. Student loans, whatever. We’ll make it work.”

I smiled.

He always said “we.”

It had been seven months since Dr. Hart signed the letter. The changes were slow, but I could feel them. My skin was softer. My chest fuller. My waist curved a little more when I looked in the mirror, and my hips weren’t just in my head anymore. My emotions hit harder, but I liked it. I felt everything. I wasn’t numb. I wasn’t pretending. I existed.

[image: Mage media]

That night, after my shift, we walked past the fountain near the food court. A few guys passed by, one of them glancing too long. The way he looked made something itch in the back of my head.

And then I heard her.

Hi boys.

My heart stopped.

Not Lexa.

Someone else.

My heel clicked too hard on the tile. My hips swayed without permission. Jett looked at me sideways.

“You okay?”

I forced a nod.

Inside, she purred.

Lilly. That’s me. You left the door wide open, sweetheart.

My skin prickled. My chest tightened.

“No,” I muttered under my breath.

Jett frowned. “What?”

“Nothing. I’m fine.”

Lilly giggled.

God, he’s hot. Are we still pretending we don’t want other men?

“Shut up,” I whispered.

Jett stopped walking.

“Lila. Talk to me.”

I blinked fast.

Lexa used to roar. Lilly whispered—but all the things she wanted to talk about involved multiple men… and the excretions they could feed her.

The mall lights buzzed overhead.

I looked at Jett.

“I think... there might be someone else in here.”

He didn’t flinch. Just stepped closer.

“Then we meet her together.”

I shook my head. “She’s not exactly into you…”

Lilly blew a kiss to a passing stranger.

This is going to be hell.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.

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

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


Hello Lilly

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

[image: A person in a white dress  Description automatically generated]

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 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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“Win a Hottest Sissy competition to pay for my father’s debt!? Are you nuts?”

I thought I was just another broke IT dropout with overdue bills and zero prospects—until a couple of thugs tossed me in the back of a van and dumped me into what they called a “debt-payment facility.”

Translation? A secret sissification camp run by loan sharks to pay for my late father’s gambling debt. Twelve guys. One year of luxury promised to the prettiest “girl.” One winner who’ll be clear of his debt forever. A billionaire bidder hiding behind a screen. Corsets, lip gloss, punishments, and challenges designed to break us—and reshape us.

I was ready to fight my way out. Until I met Riley. Smart-mouthed. Soft-eyed. Hacker. Hotter in panties than anyone had the right to be. We were supposed to compete. Instead, we helped each other survive. Tucked each other. Did each other’s makeup. Moaned together. Fell hard.

Read Sissification Sisters

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 She’s Inside Me.

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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