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Introduction

“Win a Hottest Sissy competition to pay for my father’s debt!? Are you nuts?”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

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.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, 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 My Sissification Sisters.


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 KNEW THE day was off the second I stepped out of the server room and saw my manager whispering to the loss prevention guy. They both looked at me like I farted in a meeting. Not that I cared much—I’d already been late twice this week, and my shirt had a mustard stain from last night’s gas station hotdog. Classy.

I worked tech support for Walmart, stuck under fluorescent lights, fixing old PCs and unlocking accounts for customers who forgot their passwords. I dropped out of college when my dad got sick, then stayed dropped out when he gambled away our house. I didn’t want to bother my mom, she seemed happy with her new husband and three kids.

I was twenty-one, living in a crummy studio apartment above a laundromat, with a futon that folded like a taco and a microwave that sparked when I made popcorn. Life was boring, but it was mine.

Until that night.

I was walking home, hoodie up, earbuds in, tapping away at a game on my phone, when a white van pulled up beside me near the alley behind the vape shop. The side door slid open before I could even blink.
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“Hey—”

Something jabbed into my neck.

I woke up groggy, head pounding. Everything was spinning. My wrists were cuffed, and my ankles too. The floor beneath me vibrated. A van. Still moving.

“Jesus,” I muttered. “Who the fuck are you!?”

“Welcome to hell.”

The voice came from across the van. I turned my head and saw a guy—early twenties, tan skin, messy blond hair, legs stretched out like he owned the place. He had a bruise on his jaw and a nose ring that made him look like he could be a part of some gang film while vaping.

He grinned. “You’re awake. That’s cute.”

“Who the hell are you?”

“Riley. And you?”

“Where are we going?” I asked.

He ignored that and leaned his head back. “Did you punch anyone before you got here?”

“No.”

“Hmm. I punched the guy with the needle. Thought I was being sex-trafficked. Joke’s on me, I guess.”

My stomach twisted. “Wait—are we?”

“Sort of. But with glitter and contracts.”

The van jerked, then slowed. Riley smirked. “Buckle up, cupcake.”

The door slid open, and light hit my face like a slap.

Two men in suits—black, tight, not Walmart-grade—stood there. One had an iPad. The other had a gun.

“Welcome, gentlemen,” the iPad guy said.

“You’ll be processed shortly.”

Riley winked at me. “Told you. Processed.”

We were hauled out like luggage and dragged through what looked like a converted mansion. The hall was marble, too white to be real. Cameras everywhere. Gilded mirrors. I caught a glimpse of myself—sweaty, panicked, hoodie half-zipped—and felt like a glitch in a designer catalog.

We were lined up with others. All dudes. Different races, builds, backgrounds. One looked like a pro wrestler. Another like he’d just come from band practice. We were twelve in total.

A woman in a red vinyl dress stepped onto the stage at the front of the hall. Her heels clacked like they had purpose.

“Hello, boys,” she purred into the mic. “Welcome to Silkstocking.”

Someone muttered, “What the hell?”

“You have all been… selected,” she went on. “Whether you’re here for your own debt, or that of a loved one, one thing’s clear: you owe. And we are here to help.”

Riley elbowed me. “She sounds like a debt fairy godmother.”

The woman smiled coldly. “This is not jail. This is a training program. A transformation experience. A competition.”

I blinked. Competition?

“You will be taught how to walk, talk, dress, and behave like the perfect woman. Or rather… the perfect sissy.”

Gasps. Swears. One guy straight up tried to bolt.

He didn’t make it far. The guards were fast.

“Each week,” she continued, “you will complete challenges. Fail, and you face punishment. Win, and you rise in the ranks.”

Someone asked, “What happens to the winner?”

She licked her lips. “The winner will have their debt erased. Completely. In exchange for one year of service… to our most elite client. A gentleman of great taste and wealth. You’ll live in luxury. The Maldives. Private jets. Designer clothes. Everything.”

“What a sicko,” Riley said under his breath.

I shivered.

“You will all obey the rules,” she said. “Or suffer the consequences.”

Another guy laughed nervously. “Is this like a kink thing? Like a fetish game?”

The woman’s smile faded. “This is a business.”

Riley leaned toward me and whispered, “Bet she eats nails for breakfast.”

Then a guard approached, tablet in hand. “Dela Cruz, Jace. Room 106. You’re paired with… Riley Vaughn.”

I froze. “We’re… what?”

“Roommates, cupcake,” Riley said with a wink. “Guess we’re in this hellhole together.”

The guard shoved us down the hallway.

“Great,” I muttered. “Silkstocking summer camp.”

Riley snorted. “More like bootcamp in a Barbie box.”

I didn’t laugh. I couldn’t.

Because deep down, I knew…

Whatever this place was, it wasn’t just about makeup.

And I was in deep.

Room 106 looked like a hotel suite from a porn parody of Legally Blonde. Pink velvet walls. Twin canopy beds draped with sheer tulle. A vanity with more makeup than Sephora. Wigs on mannequin heads. A closet stuffed with dresses in every pastel shade imaginable.
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“What the hell is this?” I said, staring at the chandelier above us.

Riley walked in like he’d just gotten home from brunch. He kicked off his sneakers, flopped on the bed closest to the window, and grabbed a stuffed unicorn off the pillow.

“Well,” he said, tossing it in the air, “it’s either Barbie’s panic room or we’re about to be turned into someone's living doll.”

I didn’t sit. My legs were too jittery. I paced the floor. “This isn’t real. This is some kind of prank show. Hidden cameras. Ashton Kutcher jumps out and tells us we’re idiots.”

“You think they roofied you, shoved you in a van, and gave that whole speech just for a prank?”

I didn’t have a comeback for that.

Riley propped himself up on his elbows. “How much does your family owe?”

I stared at the vanity mirror. “Too much. My dad… he took out a loan. I don’t know the details. They just said if someone didn’t pay, I’d pay in his place.”

He nodded slowly. “Same. But my debt’s mine. I took money from the wrong people to pay off another hacker who was blackmailing a family friend. I didn’t even spend it. Just passed it through.”

“Another? You’re a hacker too?”

“I was. For the right reasons.”

“Is that how you got that nose ring?” I asked.

He grinned. “No, that was just a breakup spiral and a Groupon coupon.”

I finally sat. My palms were sweaty. I wiped them on my jeans.

“I can’t… do this. I’m not like… this.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. Feminine. Girly. Whatever the hell they want.”

He swung his legs over the edge of the bed and looked at me, serious for the first time. “Neither am I. That’s why it’s gonna be hell. They’re not just dressing us up. They’re breaking us down. That’s how you train people. Break ‘em, reshape ‘em.”

I stared at the closet door like it was going to open and eat me alive.

“Do you think we can get out?” I asked.

He shrugged. “Not yet. But people like this? They get cocky. And cocky people make mistakes.”

Just then, a buzzer went off in the room. A speaker crackled.

“Room 106, dinner is mandatory. Uniforms are on the bed. Do not be late.”

We both turned to look. Two matching outfits had appeared like magic: short pleated skirts, white stockings, and pink crop tops with heart-shaped cutouts over the chest.

“Uniforms?” I said.

He stood up and ran a hand over the skirt fabric. “Cute. In a trauma-inducing way.”

“No way I’m putting that on.”

He looked at me. “You want your debt gone?”

“Not like this.”

“Then get ready to suffer. Because this? This is the easy part.”

He picked up the skirt and tossed mine to me. I caught it and just stared.

He pulled off his hoodie and stood there shirtless, pale but lean, some light ink on his ribs. A barcode tattoo, maybe.

“You’re really doing this?” I asked.

“I don’t have a choice,” he said. “But maybe… we can survive it if we do it together.”

And damn it, I didn’t know why… but that made me feel a little less doomed.

So I stood, unzipped my hoodie, and picked up the damn crop top.

Maybe we’d be the worst sissies to ever fake femininity.

But at least I wouldn’t be alone.

They made us line up outside the ballroom like we were going to prom, except prom didn’t come with armed guards and cameras in every corner. The hallway reeked of perfume and floor wax. The lights overhead were soft and pink, like everything here was dipped in cotton candy and lies.

I kept fiddling with the hem of my skirt. It barely covered my thighs, and every time I tugged it down, it bounced right back up like elastic regret. The stockings were itchy, the crop top was tight, and the whole look made me feel like a glitch in someone’s kinky fashion show.

Across from me stood Trixie—according to her name plate.

I didn’t know her real name yet, but I knew a bitch when I saw one. She had the walk, the smirk, the eyes that scanned you like a file she was already bored with. Her makeup was flawless. Smoky eye, contoured cheekbones, a pout that looked injected. Like she was born to win this thing. She had the body of someone who already lived in heels and wasn’t afraid to use them as weapons.

She looked me up and down and snorted.

“What a pity,” she said. “Your first skirt?”

“Is it your first personality?” I snapped back.

Riley chuckled next to me. He was dressed the same as me—same skirt, same top—but he somehow made it work. His face was softer, his eyes looked like they already had eyeliner on, and his lips were tinted a subtle pink. Not too much. Just enough to mess with my brain.

He leaned in. “Good comeback.”

“I’m in a skirt. Might as well play the bitch to a bitch.”

The double doors opened.

A voice called out, “Ladies, welcome.”

We were led into a massive ballroom-turned-theater. Marble floors. Velvet chairs arranged in a half-circle facing a stage with glittery curtains. Spotlights. Mirrors on every wall. It felt like we were about to be auctioned off at a drag queen convention run by the mafia.

We sat. No talking.

The woman in red from earlier walked onto the stage. Her heels echoed. Her smile didn’t reach her eyes.

“Good evening, girls,” she said, voice smooth like poison in champagne. “My name is Madame Camille. You may call me Mistress, Ma’am, or Queen. I won’t answer to anything else.”

Trixie clapped. No one joined her.

“Over the next few weeks,” Camille continued, “you will be molded, trained, and corrected. You will forget the boy you were. That version of you was flawed. Poor. Worthless. This—” she gestured to us “—is your only value now.”

Riley stiffened beside me.

“You will walk in heels. Speak in sweetness. Dress in decadence. You will learn to please, pout, sway, and obey. There will be challenges. Punishments. Rewards.”

She turned toward the guards. “Ladies, display the punishment tiers.”

A projection lit up on the wall.

Tier 1: Makeup Fail = Electric Lipstick Correction (some kind of vibrating lipstick device)
Tier 2: Attitude Violation = Gag Girdle for 8 hours
Tier 3: Masculine Behavior = Forced Diaper Duty
Tier 4: Rebellion = Solitary “Reprogramming”

“What the hell…” someone whispered.

Riley muttered, “They’re not kidding around.”

Camille smiled again. “Some of you may think this is a game. That’s cute. But let me be clear: there is only one way out.”

She lifted a remote and clicked.

The screen changed.

THE PRIZE

A video played. Ocean waves. Palm trees. Rose petals on a bed. A glowing silhouette of a man holding a cocktail on a private yacht.

Voiceover: “Live one year in total luxury. In the Maldives. With a billionaire benefactor. Your debt? Gone. Your needs? Met. Your body? Owned. Your transformation? Worshipped.”

Camille looked at Trixie, then at me.

“One winner. The rest… stay in training. Until further notice.”

She then stepped back. “Let that sink in.”

It did.

Trixie crossed her legs and smiled like she’d already won. Riley stared blankly at the screen. I looked at my reflection in the mirror behind Camille, at the boy in a skirt pretending not to shake.

She walked the stage again. “This is not a prison. You are not chained. You are here because you owe. And this is how you pay.”

She turned toward Riley.

“Vaughn. Step forward.”

He rose slowly.

I watched him walk—no, glide—to the center of the room. His skirt swayed just right. His posture was tight. Feminine. Practiced by adrenaline rush.

He didn’t look like a dude in a costume.

He looked… beautiful.

“Twirl,” Camille said.

He hesitated.

The room held its breath.

Then, with a soft exhale, Riley spun once.

His hair caught the light. His lashes fluttered.

Camille nodded. “Room 106. Promising.”

Then she looked at me.

“Dela Cruz. Stand up.”

Shit.

I stood. Wobbled a bit.

“Walk to me. Sway your hips.”

I tried. Badly.

Laughter from Trixie. Giggling from two others.

Camille didn’t laugh. “You’ll need work. You’re stiff. And scared. But we can fix that.”

I hated how my ears burned.

“Room 106 will be… interesting,” she said, almost to herself.

I sat back down.

As Riley returned to his seat, he whispered, “Well, that was horrifying.”

“Shut up,” I said, but I couldn’t stop staring at him.

He didn’t look scared anymore.

He looked like someone who had survived worse.

I didn’t know his full story yet.

But I was starting to really want to.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THEY WOKE US up with music. Not a buzzer. Not yelling. Just music. Britney Spears. “Gimme More.” I sat up, confused, disoriented, and still in the dumb crop top from yesterday. Riley rolled over, blanket tangled between his legs, and groaned.

“Are we being serenaded or summoned?” he mumbled.

I rubbed my eyes. “Please let this be a weird dream.”

“Dreams don’t come with assigned panty drawers.”

He pointed toward the foot of the beds. Each of ours now had a little white dresser with a brass label that read “INTIMATES.” A folded note sat on top.

I picked mine up and read aloud: “Today’s challenge: The Pantie Parade. Select the underwear that best expresses your new identity. Tuck. Walk. Pose. Judges will evaluate poise, femininity, and visual appeal.”

I blinked at the words like they’d rearrange themselves into something more sane.

Riley let out a soft snort. “You ever think you’d get a report card based on your bulge control?”

“Nope. This was not on the IT career path.”

I got up slowly, every muscle in my back reminding me I slept on a mattress that belonged in a dollhouse. The dresser drawer slid open with a little musical chime—because of course it did.

Inside were panties.

Not boxers. Not briefs. Not unisex, not neutral. Straight-up panties.

Pink lace. Cotton candy bows. Mesh sides. A pair with the words “Daddy’s Girl” in rhinestones.

“What the hell…” I muttered, picking one up like it might bite.

“Pick one,” he said, already holding up two options: one black and strappy, the other pastel with frills. “Your junk’s about to go on display for the world. You might as well dress it up nicely.”

“How are you so chill about this?”

“I’m not chill,” he said. “I’m just compartmentalizing.”

I looked at him. He wasn’t smiling.

I stared down at the drawer again. My skin felt hot. I grabbed the least offensive pair—a lavender bikini cut with tiny bows on the sides. Still humiliating, but it didn’t scream I-just-joined-a-sissy cult as loudly as the others.

I turned around to step into them.

“Wait,” he said. “You’ve got to tuck.”

I paused. “Excuse me?”

He stood and pulled a tiny strip of fabric out of the selections. A gaff, he explained. He held it up between two fingers like a weapon.

“You need one of these. Otherwise, you’re gonna look like you smuggled a stapler onto the runway.”
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“I don’t know how to tuck.”

He came closer, his expression serious. “Okay. I’ll walk you through it. Just… don’t freak out.”

I swallowed hard. “This feels like a weird bonding moment.”

He smiled. “That’s because it is.”

He knelt in front of me, like he was adjusting a dance costume, and gently pulled the lavender panties out of my hand.

“Alright. Step one: push the boys up. You know—up into the canal.”

“The what?”

“You’ve got a little space above them. Just trust me.”

I winced. “Riley, I swear to God—”

“Trust me.”

I followed his instructions, awkwardly trying to push everything into place. My face burned. I was sweating. It was awful. It was tight. And then… it worked. Sort of.

He looked up. “Not bad. Now hold it and step into the gaff.”

I did.

When I let go, everything was… flat.

I looked down.

He tilted his head. “Honestly? Kind of impressive.”

I couldn’t look at him. I couldn’t even breathe right.

Then I felt it.

I was getting hard.

No.

I panicked and turned away. “Shit—”

“Relax,” he said. “It happens.”

“I didn’t mean to—I’m not turned on by—this isn’t—”

He stood up and grabbed his own gaff. “I used to do ballet when I was a kid,” he said, like it was nothing. “Didn’t last long. Boys in tights get stared at a lot. Got sick of people looking at my crotch before I even hit puberty. That’s how I learned to tuck.”

I blinked. “You were a ballet dancer?”

He rolled his eyes. “I was twelve. My mom’s dream was to have a ballerina daughter, but she only had me.”

He stepped into his own panties with practiced ease, tucked perfectly, and smoothed down the waistband like he’d done it a hundred times.

“Let me guess,” I said. “You looked like a princess?”

“No,” he said, glancing at the mirror.

“I looked like an extra in Pirates of the Caribbean.”

I didn’t know what to say to that.

A voice crackled over the intercom.

“All contestants report to the runway hall in five minutes. Full heels. Full tuck. Full confidence.”

I looked at the heels waiting by the door. Four inches. Patent leather. Pink bows at the ankle.

I groaned. “They’re gonna kill me.”

He picked his up. “You fall, you fall. Just fall pretty.”

He looked at me again, and this time, there was something soft in his expression.

“You’ll be fine, Jace.”

I didn’t feel fine.

But I followed him anyway.

The runway hall looked like a fever dream. A long stretch of glossy white floor lit from below, flanked by two rows of throne-like chairs. Spotlights glared from the ceiling. A disco ball spun slowly, casting flecks of glitter across the walls like we were about to walk into a nightmare prom.

Trixie stood near the front, posing like she was born under stage lights. Her strut was vicious. Arms crossed, one heel tapping. She was already in character, like she didn’t see us as competition—just as background extras.

I wobbled to the starting mark. Heels were hell. My feet felt like they’d been shoved into Barbie’s stilettos and told to run a marathon.

“Contestant 106,” a voice boomed.

“Jace Dela Cruz. Show us your panties.”

I nearly fainted.

Riley nudged me from behind. “You got this.”

“Easy for you to say. You’re built like a swan.”

He smirked. “More like a flamingo with anxiety.”

Still, it helped. I took a breath and stepped onto the runway.

One foot in front of the other. Walk, sway, hips loose. I focused on the floor, not the stares. The judges watched from their seats—Camille in the center, flanked by two guys in pastel suits and sour expressions.

“Poise. Posture. Panty reveal,” Camille commanded.

I reached the end of the runway, turned awkwardly, and did a little half-curtsy while lifting my skirt just enough to show the lavender lace waistband. I swore I heard someone snort.

A screen behind them flashed with scores.

Femininity: 4.3
Confidence: 2.5
Tuck Execution: 6.0

“Corset training recommended,” one judge said without looking up.

“Next,” Camille called.

I shuffled back, cheeks burning. Riley met me halfway, his walk much smoother. He whispered, “Hey. That tuck score? You crushed it.”

“Yeah. My crotch is winning awards while the rest of me crashes and burns.”

His turn came. He took a deep breath, shook out his arms, and stepped forward.

And he walked like a dream.

Light, controlled, fluid. He twirled once at the end and gave a playful wink. When he lifted his skirt, the pastel pink panties barely peeked out—but the impact was there. Subtle. Teasing. Sexy in a way I couldn’t even define.

Femininity: 8.9
Confidence: 7.7
Tuck Execution: 9.5

Trixie clapped once, slowly.

“Adorable,” she said. “If this were a junior pageant.”

Riley ignored her. He returned to me and whispered, “Was that too much?”

I shook my head. “You’re gonna win this whole damn thing.”

He smiled, but his eyes flicked toward Trixie, who was next.

When she stepped out, it was like the room tilted toward her.

Her heels were six inches. Her panties—red lace, barely there—were revealed with a full squat that made the judges lean in. She blew a kiss.

Scores flashed:

Femininity: 10.0
Confidence: 10.0
Tuck Execution: 10.0

The judges stood and applauded.

“Wow,” I muttered.

“Yeah,” Riley said. “We’ve got a problem.”

Trixie turned on her heel and strutted back down the runway like she owned it. Her hair bounced with every step, and when she passed by us, she didn’t just smirk—she lingered.

“Aw,” she purred, looking right at Riley.

“Did you try your best, sweetheart? I almost saw effort.”

He kept his face still. But his fingers twitched.

“Better luck next time,” she added, then looked at me.

“And you—cute panties. My grandma wears the same ones.”

She walked off before I could come up with anything worth saying.

“Do not let her get to you,” I said.

Riley just stared at the floor.

Camille’s voice echoed through the hall.

“Top score of the day: Trixie. Bottom score: contestant 109. You will report to Corset Room B for eight hours of posture training. Your back will thank us.”

A pale guy in the back groaned as two guards dragged him away. His walk was stiff, forced, robotic. He hadn’t even made it to the end of the runway. I was barely above him in score. That could’ve been me.

Camille gave us one final smile.

“You’ve all taken your first steps,” she said. “Some of you are meant to strut. Others will be bent into shape. Either way, our sissy sisters are rising.”

The lights faded. The disco ball stopped turning.

“Dismissed.”

We followed the pink line back to our rooms. My feet were aching. My thighs were chafed. And my stomach hadn’t stopped doing flips since Trixie’s little dig.

When the door closed behind us, Riley took his skirt off and untied his heels. He didn’t say anything. He just stared at the wall.

“You okay?” I asked, peeling my stockings down.

He nodded too fast.

I crossed the room and crouched in front of him. “Hey. She’s just a bully with good lighting. Don’t let her live in your head.”

He looked at me, jaw tight.
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“It just feels weird,” he said. “I used to be invisible. I learned to disappear. So, when someone like her sees me—actually sees me—I can’t tell if I want to vanish or scream.”

I didn’t know what to say. But I sat beside him. Close enough that our knees touched.

“You didn’t vanish today,” I said.

“You walked like you were born in heels. They saw you because you were… kind of amazing.”

He let out a breath and looked down.

“Thanks,” he said.

Then, quieter, I asked, “Can you help me zip out of this top before it cuts off my lungs?”

“Only if you promise not to get used to the attention.”

I snorted. “Too late.”

They didn’t let us sleep in. Again.

At 6 a.m., the intercom blared with fake birdsong and a woman’s voice so chipper I wanted to punch the ceiling.

“Rise and shine, my lovely dolls! Today’s challenge is all about glam. Full face. Ten minutes. You’ll be judged on precision, creativity, and femininity. Remember: flawless queens are kept. Sloppy sissies are punished.”

I groaned and pulled the pillow over my face.

Riley was already up, brushing his teeth with a plastic pink brush that looked like it belonged to a toy set. He spit into the sink and said, “This is gonna be ugly.”

“No shit,” I said. “I can barely draw a straight line with a Sharpie. Now they want me to draw eyebrows?”

He turned to me, foam still on his lips. “Oh no. We’re going to war. This is beauty bootcamp.”

Ten minutes later, we were in the glam hall.

A massive studio lined with vanities. Each station had a ring light, a mirror, and a basic kit: foundation, eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara, lip gloss, and blush. Brushes were cheap. Lighting was harsh. There was a timer on the wall.

Camille stood on the catwalk in an emerald dress, hair pulled back like she was running a courtroom.

“Ten minutes. Starting… now.”

A buzzer rang.

Chaos exploded.

Everyone lunged for their kits like they were diffusing bombs. Lipsticks rolled. Someone dropped their sponge and nearly cried. I stared at the tools like they were alien weapons.

Next to me, Riley worked fast. He applied primer with two fingers, tapped concealer under his eyes, swept powder like he’d done it a thousand times.

I struggled to open the cap on my eyeliner.

“Why is this so small?” I muttered.

Riley said nothing.

That’s when I heard her.

Trixie.

She leaned into Riley’s station like a snake slithering into a birdcage.

“Aww. Look at you,” she cooed.

“Still going for that fresh-faced teen girl look? It’s giving... effort.”

Riley clenched his jaw.

She lowered her voice. “You know they’ll never really pick you, right? You’re damaged goods. The type that gets returned.”

He tried to blend his contour.

“You owe too much,” she went on. “You’ll be someone’s debt forever. That’s what you are. A walking IOU.”

He dropped his brush.

“Get away from him,” I snapped.

Trixie smiled at me without turning.

“He deserves to hear it. So he doesn’t get his hopes up. Hope’s the most expensive thing in here. Anyway, you guys should just quit and accept the fact that loan sharks will haunt you for the rest of your sad little lives.”

She walked away like she’d just complimented his outfit.

Riley picked up the brush again, hands trembling.

“Forget her,” I said.

He didn’t answer.

He went for his eyeliner. The pencil dragged too hard. The line smudged.

He wiped it. Tried again. Smudged worse.

Again.

And again.

“Riley—”

He was breathing faster.

His shoulders shook.

“Shit,” I muttered, moving toward him. “Hey. Look at me.”

His eyes were glassy. His chest rising in short, sharp bursts.

“Riley, hey. You’re okay. You’re safe.”

“I can’t—” he gasped. “It won’t go on right. I can’t—my hands—”

“It’s fine, it’s fine,” I said, grabbing his wrists gently.

“Screw the eyeliner. Breathe with me.”

He couldn’t.

A loud gasp came from his throat, like he was choking on air.

“Help!” I shouted.

Two guards ran over. Then a woman in scrubs appeared, kneeling beside us.

“Panic attack,” she said. “Give him space.”

“I’m not leaving him,” I said.

The medic nodded. “Hold him. Keep talking.”

I pulled him close, felt his body shaking.

“I’m here,” I whispered. “I’m not going anywhere.”

The room spun around us.

Trixie watched from her mirror, applying lipstick like none of it mattered.

When the medics led Riley away, I turned to her.

“You’re a fucking psycho.”

She dabbed her gloss and winked.

“You’ll regret that, sweetie.”


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE HALL was quieter than usual. That made it worse. It was 7:15 p.m., and Riley still wasn’t back. I asked twice—once to the guard at our door, once to the nurse with the clipboard who passed by with a cart of pills. They both gave the same answer. “He’s being monitored. No visitors.”

I tried to eat dinner. Couldn’t do it. The food smelled like warm plastic anyway. My stomach felt like it had swallowed a rock and was trying to digest worry.

By 8:30, I was pacing the room like a glitching Roomba. By 8:45, I was lying flat on my back, staring at the ceiling like it was going to give me answers. I kept thinking about the way Riley shook earlier, how he couldn’t breathe, how his eyeliner smeared over and over again like he was stuck in a loop.

I didn’t even know if he was allowed to sleep alone. What if they stuck him in some cold white cell? What if they punished him for freaking out?

By 9:03, I had drifted into some weird half-sleep, curled in a fetal position, still in my training top and socks. That’s when the door opened.

I shot up.

He stood there, slow and still, like someone just unfroze him. His eyes looked heavy. His hair was flat on one side like he’d been lying down for hours.

“What happened? Are you okay?”

He closed the door behind him gently. “Yeah. I’m good.”

“You’re not.”

“I’m… not dying. So, you know. Improvement.”

I sat up and swung my legs over the edge of the bed. “They wouldn’t let me see you.”

He nodded. “Yeah. Standard. Probably didn’t want me to infect you with feelings.”

I exhaled, trying to laugh but it came out shaky. “Are you okay? For real?”

He kicked off his shoes. “Mostly. They gave me something. Monitored me. Told me to breathe and color in a workbook like a preschooler.” He climbed onto his bed and laid on his side, facing me. “I’ve had panic attacks before. I’ve been diagnosed since college. Anxiety disorder. It’s managed, but…”

“But this place isn’t really big on mental health days.”

“No,” he said softly. “The time limit didn’t help. Trixie definitely didn’t help.”

I stared at him for a second, unsure how to sit or what to do with my hands.

“Thanks,” he said, looking at the mattress between us. “For yelling. For calling for help. I didn’t know where I was, but I remember your voice.”

My throat tightened. I didn’t know what that meant, but it did something weird to my chest.

“I’ve got you,” I said.

He looked up. “What?”

“I mean… we help each other. Right? It’s like a… sissy buddy system.”

He cracked the faintest smile. “Sure. Sissy buddy system.”

We didn’t say anything for a while. The air felt thick, but not heavy. Just real.
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He turned toward the wall. “I’m gonna sleep.”

“Okay.”

He blew his scented candles off then pulled the blanket over his shoulder.

I stayed sitting for a while, just watching the shape of him under the covers. His breathing started to slow. His fingers curled against the edge of the pillow.

I laid back down, but my mind wouldn’t stop spinning. I couldn’t tell if I was scared for him, or if something else was happening. Something stupid and complicated.

I barely slept.

The next morning, they woke us with a bell.

A new voice came through the intercom.

“Dolls, today’s challenge is one of our favorites: The Slut Test. It’s time to show us how well you perform.”

Great. Just great.

We were led into a new training room. Mirrors lined every wall. Mats on the floor. A fake bed in the corner. Props everywhere. The center of the room had a spotlight and a microphone stand. And a folding table with a dozen bananas.

Camille stood in front of it all like a proud madam.

“Today,” she said, “you will be tested on your seduction abilities. Three parts. Walk, moan, suck.”

Riley shifted beside me.

Camille smiled like this was all part of a Sunday brunch. “You’ll be evaluated on fluidity, tone, and ability to please. Whoever scores lowest will be… cleaned.”

Trixie let out a giggle behind us.

I whispered to Riley, “What does that mean?”

“I don’t wanna know.”

We lined up again.

First round: the flirty walk. One by one, each contestant had to strut across the floor, look back over their shoulder, and blow a kiss.

I went fifth. I tried to loosen my hips, tried to keep my face soft. I probably looked like a constipated model on the worst runway ever.

Riley’s walk was better than mine—elegant, shy, and natural. Not overdone. Not fake.

Trixie, of course, pranced across the floor like she was about to drop an OnlyFans link.

Next round: phone sex moans.

Each of us had to sit on a stool, hold a phone prop, and moan into the mic. Judges watched. Scored us in real time.

My legs were jelly. Riley kept tugging at his collar. Trixie stretched like she was preparing for a concert.

I sat down. The lights hit my face.

“Begin,” someone said.

I closed my eyes.

And something came out of me.

It wasn’t intentional. It wasn’t planned. It was this breathy, soft whimper that barely sounded like me. I imagined I was someone else. Someone needing. Someone wanted. A soft little thing on the other end of a voice that made promises.

I moaned again.

A second softer one. Then a long sigh.

The room was quiet when I finished.

I looked up and saw Camille nodding.

Riley blinked at me like I’d just cast a spell.

“Damn,” someone muttered.

Trixie didn’t smile this time.

She stared at me like I had stolen something.

And that’s when she moved—quiet and fast—toward the banana table.

“Final test,” Camille said. “Demonstration. One fruit. Full technique.”

We lined up. One banana each.

Riley was behind me.

“You good?” I asked.

He nodded, but he was pale.

I went first.

It was awkward. My tongue didn’t know what to do. I bobbed a little. Swirled once. Nearly choked, even though it wasn’t even peeled.

Low score.

Trixie went after me. She gagged herself, moaned into the banana like it owed her money, then wiped her mouth and said, “That’s how Daddy likes it.”

High score. Duh.

Riley was last.

He looked nervous. He picked up the banana.

Then Trixie bumped his elbow.

It slipped. Fell to the floor.

“Oops,” she said, too sweetly.

He bent to pick it up. Everyone watched. Camille raised an eyebrow.

“Sabotage,” I hissed. “That was sabotage.”

Riley put the banana back on the table, tried to keep going. His hands trembled.

He opened his mouth… and gagged.

A judge scribbled something.

Score: 2.1

Trixie smiled.

I clenched my fists.

Riley stepped away, eyes down.

And I knew then.

I didn’t care what challenge was next.

I’d do it all again.

But I wasn’t letting her get away with that.

They dragged Riley out first.

He didn’t fight it, but his head turned back toward me the whole way, like he didn’t want to lose sight of me until the last possible second. His blond hair, still tousled from the stupid bonnet, bounced as the door shut behind him.

Then two guards came for me.

“No touching. No speaking,” one said flatly as he grabbed my arm.

“I wasn’t even—”

“Save it,” the other muttered.

They walked me down a different hallway. One I hadn’t been down before. The lights were dimmer. The air smelled like furniture polish and something sickly sweet—like candy left out in the sun too long.
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We stopped in front of Room 210.

One of the guards keyed in a code, then opened the door and shoved me inside.

It was smaller than my last room.

No second bed.

Just one twin-sized mattress, a vanity, and a tiny closet. There were no wigs on the shelf. No stuffed unicorn. Just silence.

The door locked behind me.

I turned slowly, taking it all in.

My mouth was dry. My fingers twitched.

They really separated us.

I sat on the edge of the bed, still in the dumb maid outfit. Still wearing the itchy lace gloves. The silence was louder than anything Trixie ever said.

I had never realized how much I relied on Riley being nearby—his sarcasm, his quiet bravery, the way he made hell feel like something survivable.

Now the room felt like it was caving in.

My mind wouldn’t stop racing.

What if they moved him into a punishment wing? What if Trixie pushed harder next time? What if I couldn’t protect him anymore?

I should’ve said something before they took him. I should’ve grabbed his hand harder. I should’ve kissed him—no. Not kissed him. Why the hell would I think that?

I lay back, staring at the ceiling, heart pounding. My chest felt tight, like something important had been ripped away.

I wasn’t scared of the next challenge.

I was scared of not seeing him again.

And the worst part was… I didn’t even understand why it hurt this much.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I woke up and didn’t even bother changing out of my sleepwear. They didn’t give me a new roommate. Just silence, a tray of dry toast, and a folded note on my nightstand.

Challenge: Couples Round. 10 a.m.

That was it.

They escorted me there like I was headed to court.

The training hall had been flipped into a fake “date space.” Bistro lights. Folded napkins. A little stage with two chairs and a set marked off like a park bench. I counted eleven contestants now. Riley was there. Sitting alone, hair freshly brushed, legs crossed. We hadn’t made eye contact since they split us up.

Camille stood in front of us with a clipboard.

“Today’s challenge is about chemistry. Romance. Projection. You’ll be judged on body language, emotional connection, and the kiss at the end.”

That last part hit me like a pipe.

“The pairing will be random,” she added.

I raised my hand.

“Permission to… request a partner?” I said.

Camille stared at me, then chuckled.

“No.”

Of course not.

Names were called.

Trixie got matched with a lean Brazilian boy named Luca. She looked smug.

Then Camille called mine.

“Jace Dela Cruz. Partnered with Mason Holt.”

A tall, buzzcut guy stepped forward, eyes like stone. I knew him by silence. He didn’t talk much. He looked horribly masculine even when dressed up. His makeup was always half-assed, like he wanted to flunk out without saying it.

We stepped on stage together.

Camille gave us a prompt. “You’re lovers meeting at the train station after three years apart.”

Mason stood stiff as a pole.

“Start.”

I stepped forward. “I didn’t think you’d come.”

Mason looked offstage. “Yeah.”

Pause.

“I waited every day,” I tried again.

He scratched his nose.

“You smell like coffee,” he mumbled.

What the hell was that?
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I leaned in, pretending to cry. “Do you still love me?”

He shrugged.

Camille’s voice came like a guillotine. “Thank you. Next.”

We stepped down. I wanted to crawl into a vent.

Then they called Riley.

“Riley Vaughn. Partnered with Chase Bauer.”

I didn’t know who Chase was, but he had a dancer’s body and a flirty walk. He touched Riley’s waist when they stepped onstage. Riley flinched, then played along. The prompt was something about being lovers stuck in a rainstorm.

Chase brushed Riley’s hair behind his ear.

My stomach twisted.

Then came the kiss.

It wasn’t deep. But it was soft. Intentional. Their lips met just once, and Riley stepped back fast, eyes unreadable.

Applause from the judges.

Camille made a note.

My fingers curled into fists.

I didn’t want to think about why it bothered me.

Then Camille raised her hand.

“Round two. A different pairing. Let’s see how all of you can handle kissing multiple people in one day.”

She pointed at me.

“And you.”

She pointed at Riley.

My heart dropped.

They pushed us onstage.

Riley stepped forward, slow.

Camille smiled. “You’re best friends. One of you is leaving forever. Make it count.”

Lights hit us.

I swallowed. Riley stared at me, mouth slightly parted.

“I didn’t think I’d get to say goodbye,” I said.

He took a step closer. “Me neither.”

I reached for his hand. He let me take it.

“I hate this place,” I whispered.

He laughed softly. “Then shut up and kiss me before they take us apart again.”

It was unscripted.

Instinct.

I leaned in.

And kissed him.

It wasn’t a joke.

It wasn’t an act.

His lips were warm, soft, and trembling just like mine.

He tasted like mint. Like nerves.

But it was real.

My brain screamed that this was wrong. We were both straight dudes. We were pretending to be girls in this fucked-up place. But none of that mattered. Not in that moment. Not when my body leaned into his and my fingers curled around the back of his neck.

He kissed me back.

Longer this time.

Slow. Then deeper. And it wasn’t for the judges anymore.

It was for us.

When we pulled apart, the room was dead quiet.

Camille clapped once. “Well. That was something.”

Riley’s eyes stayed on me.

I couldn’t breathe.

Trixie stood up. “Bullshit,” she snapped.

She stormed out, heels echoing down the hall.

We stayed frozen onstage.

And for once, I didn’t care who was watching.

They didn’t dismiss us right away. Camille just stared at us like she was trying to figure out if we had rehearsed it or if it was real. Like she couldn’t decide whether to be pleased or pissed.

Eventually, a buzzer sounded, and everyone was sent back to their rooms.

But instead of being escorted, Riley and I were handed envelopes.

Mine just said:

Room curfew 8PM. Return immediately. Disobedience = Discipline.

Inside was a sugar cookie in the shape of a heart.

What the hell?

I walked back to Room 210 with my head spinning.

I sat on the edge of the bed, turned the cookie over twice, then tossed it onto the nightstand like it might explode. The cookie didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except what just happened.

He kissed me.

No—we kissed.

And I didn’t stop it. I didn’t pull away. I didn’t even want to.

That scared the shit out of me.

I’d never kissed a guy. Never wanted to. But Riley wasn’t just some guy. He looked like... someone in between. He had these gentle curves, soft lips, an energy I couldn’t place. He made me feel calm and alive and terrified all at once.

I laid back and stared at the ceiling.

It was like the moment hit me late, like a bug that lands on your arm after the sting.

I liked it.

I actually liked it.

At 11:42 p.m., a slip of paper slid under my door.

“Meet me. Back of laundry room. Midnight.”

No name.

But I didn’t need one.

I crept out quietly. No cameras in the laundry corridor—just vents humming, the soft scent of detergent, and a dim light flickering overhead.

I found him behind a stacked washer unit, sitting cross-legged on the floor with his arms around his knees.

“Hey,” he said, almost like he wasn’t sure I’d come.

“Hey.”

I slid down beside him. Our legs touched.

“I wasn’t sure they’d let you out.”

“They didn’t,” he said. “I watched the hallway for ten minutes. Guard looped around. I snuck out.”

We sat in silence for a bit.

Then he said, “You probably think I’m a mess.”

“No,” I said. “I think you’re the only person here who feels real.”

Riley looked at his hands.

“They took me somewhere yesterday,” he said.

That got my attention.

“Where?”

“I think it was underground. No windows. Same pink floors. Same air. But the walls were thicker. Soundproof.”

He rubbed the back of his neck.

“They said the billionaire wanted to see me.”

My stomach turned. “Did they touch you?”

“No,” he said quickly. “No. Nothing like that.”

He took a breath.

“His voice was filtered. Like, auto-tuned or something. But I know that voice. You don’t forget it.”

I waited.

“When I was nineteen, I worked part-time as a cleaner at some senator’s estate outside of Sacramento. I only lasted six weeks. Got paid under the table. Cleaned the guesthouse. Once, he caught me in one of the rooms trying on a silk robe for laughs. I thought I was gonna get fired.”

“You didn’t?”

Riley shook his head.

“The senator just looked at me. Smiled. Said, ‘You’re very pretty.’”

He paused.

“I know that tone. The way he speaks. I’ll never forget it.”

“Who was it?”
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“Senator Kenneth Fulham.”

I blinked. “The guy on the news all the time?”

“Yeah.”

“The anti-vice one?”

“Yep.”

He looked at me. “He’s the buyer. The billionaire. The one they’re grooming us for.”

I didn’t know what to say.

“You sure?”

“Positive.”

We sat with that for a while.

“What are you gonna do?” I finally asked.

“I don’t know,” he whispered. “But I’m not going with him.”

We sat in silence again.

Then our pinkies brushed.

He didn’t pull away.

I curled mine around his.

We didn’t talk anymore.

Just leaned on each other under flickering lights and waited for the night to pass.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THEY GAVE US plastic water bottles with curly pink straws and nothing else. No chairs. No privacy. We sat on the cold floor in a row, our backs against the wall like broken mannequins waiting to be boxed up and sold.

I could barely focus. My mind was stuck on Riley—how easily he moved, how natural he looked in all that soft fabric and gloss, how much it bugged me that it didn’t bug me. He was supposed to look ridiculous. Like me. Like all of us. But instead, he looked… right.

Camille reappeared in the hallway at exactly 3:00 p.m., heels echoing against tile like a countdown. She held a tablet in her left hand and a smug little smile in her right.

“Final rankings are in,” she said.

We all stood. Someone adjusted their breastplate. Another guy whispered a prayer. Trixie was already posing.

Camille didn’t waste time.

“In third place: Luca.”

Polite applause.

“In second: Riley.”

I flinched.

He blinked.

I looked at him—he looked shocked, like he didn’t expect that he’d make the top three.

Then Camille glanced at me.

“In first place… Jace Dela Cruz.”

My jaw dropped.

“What!?” I said before I could stop myself.

Camille turned the tablet around, showing a chart of numbers, scores, colored bars. “Top posture improvement. Highest judge growth rating. Cleanest submissive drop. But most importantly, the billionaire wants you.”

I stared at Riley. His mouth opened slightly, then closed again. He looked… unreadable. Like he didn’t know what emotion to go with.

Trixie’s laugh cut through the tension.

“You’re joking. You’re seriously picking him?”

Camille didn’t even look at her. She kept her eyes on the tablet.

“The client has made their selection.”

“So the contest is just bull? What about my scores!? It’s supposed to be me,” Trixie snapped. “I aced every single test. I’m the only one who looks like a woman.”

Camille lowered the tablet and cleared her throat.

“The client’s exact feedback,” she said, tone even, “was that Trixie ‘looks like a piranha in a prom dress. Too teethy.’”

The hallway went dead silent.

Riley choked on his own breath. Tried not to laugh.

I didn’t even try.

Trixie’s mouth fell open. Her face turned beet red.
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She let out a high-pitched screech and threw her water bottle at the floor, where it bounced and splashed her own shoes. “You’re all blind!”

She stormed off, shaking with rage, muttering under her breath about lawsuits and sabotage and botched lighting.

Camille didn’t flinch.

“Jace, report to Packing Room B. You leave tomorrow morning.”

I nodded slowly, still stunned.

Riley walked past me on his way back to his room. He glanced at me, smiled just a little, and said, “Don’t forget to write.”

But he didn’t look me in the eye.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THEY DRESSED me in silence. The staff didn’t smile. No one made jokes. Even the woman who glued on my lashes didn’t say a word, just pressed each one into place like she was fixing a crack she didn’t cause.

The corset was tighter than yesterday’s—so tight I couldn’t get a full breath unless I leaned back. My breastplate had been swapped for a newer, more realistic version. Slight bounce. My skin was airbrushed. My lips were glossy. And the heels they gave me?

Six inches.

Sky-high stilettos in metallic gold.

I looked like a prize.

Which, I guess, I was.

They walked me to a private lounge near the tarmac. The windows were tinted, but I could still make out the shape of the private jet waiting outside. It had my name taped on the seat. I didn’t even get to pick a damn seat.

I stood in front of a full-length mirror and stared at myself.

I looked flawless.

But my heart wouldn’t shut up.

It just kept yelling Riley over and over in my chest like some desperate little echo.
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I didn’t want paradise. Not like this.

There was a knock at the door.

When I turned, he was there.

Riley.

Same robe. Same soft eyes. No guards.

“Hey,” he said quietly.

My throat closed.

“You’re not supposed to be here,” I whispered.

“I know.”

He stepped in and closed the door behind him.

“They told me I had ten minutes to say goodbye.”

“Plus I promised one of the guards I’d suck him,” he joked.

“Wow, you’re really getting into character.”

I laughed once, dry.

He didn’t laugh.

Instead, he stepped closer.

I blinked hard.

“I don’t want to go,” I said.

He swallowed. “I know.”

“I can’t do this without you.”

“You don’t have to. You’ll be free. No more debt. A whole year in the Maldives. Designer clothes, not that you’re into that. Safe bed. No more Trixie. No more butt plugs.”

“I don’t care about the fucking plugs.”

“Jace—”

“I want you.”

The silence between us felt like it could crack glass.

I reached out and grabbed his hand. He flinched, then let me hold it.

“I don’t know why, but I do. I don’t care about the billionaire. Or the jet. Or the new life. None of it matters if I’m not with you.”

He looked down.

“I love you,” I said, voice raw.

He didn’t flinch this time.

“I love you too, it’s weird, man,” he whispered.

Then: “But it’s only a year.”

I shook my head. “You think it’ll just be a year? What if he doesn’t let me go? What if I get used to it? What if I become exactly what they want?”

“You won’t.”

“I’m scared,” I said.

“I know.”

I stepped closer. His eyes shined, wet and real.

“I don’t want to lose you,” I said. “Run away with me.”

His hand squeezed mine.

“I can’t,” he said.

My breath caught.

I couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe.

I kissed him.

Desperate, open, messy.

He kissed me back.

Soft at first. Then deeper.

I felt tears fall—mine or his, I didn’t know.

When we pulled away, he was shaking.

“Come back to me,” he said.

I held onto his hand like it was the last solid thing in the world. Like if I let go, everything would spin out—me, him, whatever this thing between us was that felt way too big for a place like Silkstocking.

“I mean it,” he whispered. “You’re going on that jet. You’re gonna play nice, sip champagne, take your free ride. And then you’re coming back to me.”

He kissed the corner of my mouth, so light it barely touched skin.

“They’re watching. Go. Before they think I brainwashed you.”

“Riley…”

He pulled away. I tried to reach for him again but he stepped back fast, hands raised like surrender.

“I love you,” he said.

The words hit harder than I thought they would. Like they carried something sharp tucked between the vowels.

I wanted to scream. I wanted to rip off the corset and throw the heels through the mirror. I wanted to grab his face and tell him to stop being noble and just run away with me, barefoot, half-naked, whatever.

Instead, I turned around.

A guard stood by the door, waiting.

“Time’s up,” he said.

I looked back once.

Riley was gone.

All I had left was the lip gloss he smudged and the feeling that the floor under me wasn’t solid anymore.

They led me outside.

The jet hummed. Clean. Sleek. Cold.

I climbed the steps with my chin up and my heart in my mouth.

This wasn’t freedom.

The jet’s engines were still running. They had my bags stowed, my seat cooled, and a flute of champagne already poured with a strawberry slice floating on top. I could see it through the window.

I was supposed to step forward. To board like a good little prize.

Instead, I turned around and walked back down the stairs.
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The guards didn’t stop me. Maybe they thought I forgot something. Maybe they were too shocked by how good I looked in a corset and heels. Who knows.

I found her by the SUV parked near the hangar.

The assistant.

Black suit. Perfect bun. Holding a tablet like it was her third lung.

“Hi,” I said.

She barely looked up. “You should be on the plane.”

“Yeah,” I said, pulling my phone from the clutch bag they made me carry. “Change of plans.”

I held up the screen.

A tweet. Drafted. Geo-tagged. Ready to go.

Text: “Sissy auction camp still active. Location attached. Guess who’s buying the prettiest one? #SenatorFulham”

Underneath: a link. Custom page I created. Simple instructions on how to access the entire camera system’s archive.

Her jaw twitched.

“How did you—”

I cut her off. “When they moved me into Room 210, someone forgot a phone under the vanity. Probably staff. Still logged into the Wi-Fi. Unsecured. No VPN. That’s all I needed.”

She stared at me.

“I’m not just pretty,” I said. “I worked IT for Walmart. Not glamorous, but I can sniff out a backdoor faster than your boss can pick out a wig. I may not have gotten a degree, but the internet was all I needed to learn.”

She stepped closer. “You don’t want to do this.”

“Oh, I really do,” I said.

“I could have you detained.”

I tilted my head. “Go ahead. Just know the tweet is set to auto-post in sixty seconds unless I stop it.”

Her lips parted.

“You’re bluffing.”

I turned the screen toward her. A big red bar at the bottom:
“Scheduled to post: 12:31 PM.”

It was 12:30.

She stepped back and grabbed her tablet. Called someone. Whispered frantically. Looked at me. Looked back at the screen. I reverted the schedule post as the moment stretched.

She hung up. A notification popped up on her tablet. She didn’t even try to hide it. I leaned in and read it.

ALL DEBTS FORGIVEN. ALL CONTESTANTS RELEASED. SHUT IT DOWN.

Her face drained of color.

I locked the screen and placed the phone under my breastplate.

“See? I’m not a monster.”

She didn’t speak.

I turned around.

My heels clicked across the concrete as I walked away. Not toward the jet. Not toward the SUV.

Just away.

And damn, for the first time in weeks, I felt taller than six inches.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE BUS SMELLED like hairspray and old wigs, but I’d never been happier to sit in it. We were all there, twelve of us, makeup smudged, corsets half-untied, stockings rolled down to our ankles. The camp gates had swung open just ten minutes earlier, and now we were flying down a road none of us thought we’d ever see again. It didn’t even feel real.
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Riley sat next to me, head leaned against the window, wiping his eyes on the back of his hand.

“You crying?” I asked.

“Shut up,” he mumbled, voice cracking.

“My butt plug was just too big, that’s all.”

I laughed. I couldn’t help it. A real laugh, not the dead-souled giggle we learned to give when the guards made jokes.

He turned to me, tears still in his lashes. “You did it,” he said.

Before I could stop myself, I leaned in and kissed him.

It wasn’t like the one we shared in front of the judges. That one was soft, careful. This was messy. Teeth, lips, wet from his tears. I kissed him mid-laugh and he kissed me back like he didn’t care who saw.

Some of the others clapped. Someone groaned.

Trixie, of course, rolled her eyes. “Oh please.”

She was in the seat across the aisle, arms crossed, still wearing her rhinestone choker and a face full of denial.

“I’m just saying,” she added, loudly, “they don’t just let people go and erase millions in debt unless someone gave a blowjob to God.”

“Shut up, Trixie,” Luca said from the back.

“No, no, I mean it,” she went on. “One minute we’re fighting over runway scores and the next—boom! Freedom? Who’s dick did y’all suck? Riley? Was it you?”

Riley opened his mouth, ready to tell the truth.

“It was Jace,” he said, pointing his thumb at me. “All thanks to—”

“Nope,” I cut in. “Nope, we’re not doing that.”

“But—”

“I didn’t do anything.”

“Bullshit,” someone from the back said. “Come on, man, tell us.”

I sighed. “I didn’t do anything. I guess I begged?”

Trixie stared at me for a long beat, lips twisted like she couldn’t decide whether to punch me or kiss me. Then she sighed, looked out the window, and muttered, “Whatever you did, Jace… thanks.”

A quiet pause followed.

Then someone clapped. Another joined in.

And suddenly, the bus was full of applause. For me.

I wanted to hide under the seat.

Instead, I rested my head on Riley’s shoulder and smiled.

The bus slowed and pulled into a gas station.

The driver turned in his seat.

“End of the line. Get out. Disperse. Don’t come back.”

We gathered our stuff—cheap duffel bags, purses, leftover wigs. The driver popped the side door open.

Riley and I stepped forward.

Trixie blocked us at the door.

For a second, I braced myself.

But she didn’t say anything right away.

Then she sighed again and looked at me.

“This doesn’t mean we’re friends,” she said.

“Wouldn’t dream of it.”

She smirked. “But seriously… thanks. I mean it.”

We stepped past her, into the sunlight.

The air smelled like freedom. And gas.

Inside the store, Riley picked up two strawberry shakes. I grabbed a pair of matching pink lighters even though neither of us smoked.

“Guess we like pink now, I need something else,” he said, eyeing a display of lip gloss tubes near the register.

“What?”

He tossed me one. “It’s your color.”

I twisted the cap, applied it without thinking, and smacked my lips.

“I don’t hate it,” I said.

He smiled. “I know.”

We walked out holding our shakes and our matching gloss, two ex-sissies with no plan, no debts, and no more rules.

We found the motel off a side road just before sunset. Neon vacancy sign flickering. Red door. No frills. Riley paid cash—$62—and asked for a room with just one bed. I didn’t bother to ask him why he had cash with him but all I knew was he was resourceful. The guy behind the desk didn’t ask questions. He didn’t even blink when he saw Riley’s lace tank top or the pink gloss smeared across my bottom lip.

Room 7 smelled like air freshener and faded cigarette smoke. There was one bed. Queen-sized. Sheets tucked military tight. A TV mounted crookedly on the wall. A fan humming just loud enough to drown out nerves.

We dropped our stuff in silence. Riley sat on the edge of the bed, kicked off his sneakers, and rubbed his temples. He blew me a kiss and it instantly turned me on. Slowly, he sauntered towards me.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” he muttered.

I leaned against the dresser, watching him. My heart was pounding and my throat felt dry.

“I, uh,” I said. “I’ve never…”

He looked up. “Me neither.”

We stared at each other for a second.

Then he stood up and walked toward me.

Slow. Careful. Like he was giving me time to change my mind.

But I didn’t move.

He lifted his hand and brushed his fingers along my jaw. I leaned into it without meaning to.

“You sure?” he asked.

“No,” I whispered. “But I want to be.”

He kissed me again. This time, it wasn’t rushed. It wasn’t desperate. It was deep and warm and deliberate.

His hands moved to my waist. Slid under my corset. I shivered.

“You’re still wearing the gloss,” he murmured against my lips.

“Yeah. You like it?”

“Looks better on you than on me.”

I tugged his dress up. He raised his arms, and I peeled it off. His chest was lean under his breastplate but soft in places, a little curve to his sides, light freckles across his collarbone.
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He went for mine next, and I let him. I stood there in my panties, already feeling the pressure inside them build.

He noticed.

“Still nervous?” he asked, eyes flicking down.

“I’m hard, not scared.”

He smirked. “That’s new.”

“Shut up.”

He kissed me again, slower this time, one hand sliding down to remove my panties. My body jerked.

“Relax,” he said. “We’ve been undressed a hundred times. Just never like this.”

He pushed my panties, then tugged off his own.

We stood there, fully naked, and just our wigs on. I could see his dick twitch. He wasn’t nervous. He was excited too.

He stepped forward, chest against mine, and pushed me gently until the backs of my knees hit the bed. I sat. He climbed onto my lap, straddling me. The heat of him against me made me gasp.

He kissed my neck, then whispered in my ear.

“Do you want me like this?”

I nodded. “God, yes.”

“Then touch me.”

I slid my hands up his thighs, around his waist, then squeezed his butt cheeks. He groaned softly into my ear.

“You’re so fucking hot like this,” I said, voice rough.

He pulled back just enough to meet my eyes.

“Just imagine we’re both girls…”

Then he smirked.

I grabbed his ass tighter with both hands.

“You’re hot in girls’ clothes. But you’re even hotter naked.”

He laughed, low and throaty. “Same.”

Then he leaned in again, lips at my throat.

“Round one,” he whispered, “starts now.”

His lips were on my neck, warm and hungry, and I tilted my head without even thinking, letting him kiss and suck his way down to my collarbone. My hands gripped his hips tighter, fingers marking his skin. I was cupping him fully—heat, weight, everything. He gasped, right against my skin.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re good at this.”

“I’m winging it.”

“Don’t stop.”

I looked down, examining his dick inch by inch, and when he twitched in my hand, I looked up and caught his face—flushed, lips parted, eyes glassy. He looked wrecked and perfect.

“Lie down,” I said.

He climbed off me, laid back across the bed, and propped himself up on his elbows. His cock stood straight against his stomach, leaking already. He was so hard it made my mouth dry.

“You gonna keep staring?” he teased.

“Yeah.”

I crawled on top of him, pushed his legs apart, and lowered myself between his thighs. He flinched when I licked the head. Just one quick flick of my tongue, then another.

“Oh my god,” he whispered, grabbing the sheets.

I took him in slow, inch by inch, until my nose brushed the soft curls at his base. I wasn’t perfect at it. I gagged a little. But I didn’t stop.

He moaned, one hand tangled in my hair, the other covering his face.

“You’re gonna make me—shit—Jace—”

I pulled off and climbed back up to kiss him.

“You’re not coming yet.”

“You trying to kill me?”

“No,” I said, lining us up. “I’m trying to fuck you.”

His breath caught.

“Are you—?”

“Yeah. I want to.”

We had lube from one of the many butt plug challenges. He always packed smart. I slicked myself, then lifted his legs and angled us just right.

His eyes never left mine as I pushed in.

He winced.

“I’m okay,” he whispered. “Just go slow.”

I did.

It was tight. Warm. Alive.

And when I bottomed out, he exhaled like he’d been holding it forever.

I leaned down and kissed him as I started to move.

“Say something,” I breathed.

“Harder,” he said.

So I gave him everything.

Fast. Deep. Desperate. I wasn’t quiet. Neither was he.

The bed creaked. The headboard tapped the wall. Our skin slapped together in messy rhythm.

“Riley,” I gasped.

“I’m close—oh fuck—I’m—”

He came between us, hot and messy across his chest.

I followed, hips jerking hard as I buried myself inside him.

We stayed like that for a long time. Breathing. Sweating. Holding each other like the world didn’t exist beyond that ugly motel wallpaper.
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Eventually, he spoke.

“Round two? My turn?”

I was already getting hard again.

“Bend over,” he said.

I did.

And yeah—freedom looked good on us.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

TWO YEARS LATER, I could still remember the exact moment we stepped off that bus, free. Riley’s hand had slipped into mine, cold and trembling, but his grip never wavered. We were out. Really out.

And now here we were, in our tiny shared apartment above a laundromat that always smelled like fabric softener and detergent pods, running the damn website that changed everything.

Find Femboys. Yeah, that was our idea.

We didn’t mean for it to blow up the way it did. It started as a joke between two broke former sissy contestants trying to avoid going back to dead-end IT gigs. But Riley worked his hacker magic and was able to advertise without paying for anything. I built the front-end, and we launched it with a barely-working server and a pink logo we designed half-drunk on strawberry wine. Now it had over 100,000 active members.

"Babe, the new moderator applications came in," Riley called from the corner of our living room, tapping away at his keyboard. He had a pink scrunchie holding back his longer hair and a clear gloss shining on his lips. Barefoot, in matching cupcake pajama shorts like me.

"Tell me none of them look like Trixie," I said without looking up from my laptop.

He snorted. "God no. I think she’s too busy trying to become an influencer in Paraguay or some shit."

I smirked. "Good. I don’t want shade in our inbox every morning."

He stood and crossed the room to plop beside me, our thighs touching. His body was still lean, but softer now. Happier. We both kept some of the femme habits: shaving, skincare, gloss, heels on Fridays. We weren't trying to be women. We were just... us. Femme, flirty, and in love.

"So," Riley said, nudging my shoulder.

"Think it’s weird we still call each other sissy sister even after all this time?"

I glanced at him. "Not really. It’s ours. Nobody gets to weaponize it anymore."

His eyes softened. "Damn right."

We leaned in at the same time. It was instinct now. The kiss was quick, sweet, and tasted like the cherry balm I knew he stole from my drawer.

"You’ve got class at eight," I reminded him.

"So do you, Ms. Cybersecurity Basics."

Yeah. We’d gone back to school—online certs, part-time coding gigs, learning legit ways to earn money in tech that didn’t involve stilettos and secret auctions. Though, let’s be honest, Riley still looked better in a corset than most girls I knew.

Later that night, we curled up on the couch, wrapped in a giant throw blanket, watching RuPaul reruns and whispering business plans into each other's ears. There were ideas for sissy merch. Sissy retreats. Even sissy game nights with Zoom meetups.

I glanced over at him, his head resting on my shoulder, his lashes brushing his cheek.
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"Hey, Riley?"

"Yeah?"

"Do you ever wish things turned out different?"

He blinked sleepily. "You mean, like, if we didn’t get taken?"

"Yeah. If we never met. If there was no camp. No—everything."

He reached for my hand and held it tight. "Then I’d still be stuck doing shady gigs in basements. And you’d be resetting Walmart passwords for customers."

"Fair point."

He grinned. "Besides, I like me better in panties anyway."

I laughed and kissed his cheek. "Right back at you, sissy sister."

We weren’t owned by anyone now. Not by loan sharks. Not by perverted senators. Not by labels. We were just two sissies. Building a life. Together.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Sissification Sisters? 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 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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“He said it was a testosterone shake. But why was I growing boobs!?”

I tried to sabotage a Pride march with a fake bomb threat. I thought I’d get away with it—until Noah Hart, the local co-op owner and ex-pharma genius, caught me red-handed with blue chalk on my fingers.

Instead of turning me in, he offered me a deal: taste-test his new ‘testosterone-rich’ smoothie line. Desperate to keep my job and reputation, I said yes. What I didn’t know? It wasn’t testosterone. Not even close.

The mirror changed. My thoughts changed. My body changed. Now I dream in lipstick. Tuck into bras. And every time Noah looks at me, I forget who I used to be—because the girl in the mirror looks nothing like the gym bro Colby.

She looks like Cleo.

Read My Girly Diet

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.

	[image: A person in a dress  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in glasses and garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person holding a lipstick  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person in a cheerleader outfit  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a swimsuit on a beach  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]



Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Sissification Sisters.

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

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

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

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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