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Introduction

“I didn’t plan to get breast implants to kill a billionaire. But ten million dollars and a promise of a new life can definitely change someone’s mind—and body.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

Thirty. Ex-con. With nowhere to go. I served seven years for killing the man who put my best friend in the grave. I didn’t cry. I didn’t beg. I kept my head down.

Then a handler in a perfect suit offered me a deal. One mission. A new identity. All I had to do was go undercover as a high-class escort named Maxine and infiltrate a global sex trafficking ring.

There were rules. Corset training. Lip gloss drills. Breast implants. I hated all of it… Until I didn’t.

Every time I looked in the mirror, Max slipped further away.
And Victor—the agent assigned to “manage” me—started looking at me like I wasn’t just bait… but his.

I never meant to fall for my handler. I never meant to become the girl I was pretending to be. And I definitely never meant to feel powerful in stilettos—with a pistol strapped to my thigh.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Sissy Assassin.


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

∞∞∞

THEY HANDED me a paper bag with my name on it, and that was it. Seven years in prison, out with nothing but some state-issued clothes and a bus ticket that smelled like mildew. No parole officer waiting. No Maya either. Just the sound of the gate slamming behind me and the silence of the road stretching ahead like it was daring me to trip up again.

I didn’t go far.

The letter came two hours later. Slipped under the motel door, sealed in thick black paper like some goth wedding invitation. No return address. Just a location, a time, and my name. Not “Mr. Donovan.” Not “Inmate #34719.” Just Max.

I should’ve ignored it.

Instead, I walked four blocks to the unmarked building just as the sun started to dip, coloring the sky in dying orange. The place didn’t even have a number, just a buzz-in speaker that clicked open when I said my name. No questions.

Inside, cold tile, soft lighting, and a woman in a suit that looked expensive enough to feed a family of six. She didn’t ask me to sit. She just gestured to the elevator.

“Top floor,” she said. “Room 7.”
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The elevator didn’t have buttons, just a swipe panel. Already pre-programmed. Already expecting me.

When the doors opened, he was there.

Victor Drake looked like the kind of man who didn’t flinch at funerals. Tall, pale suit, clean cut. But it wasn’t his appearance that got to me—it was the stillness. Like his body was always five seconds ahead of everyone else’s.

“Max Donovan,” he said. “You’re early.”

“Didn’t have anywhere better to be.”

He smiled, but it didn’t touch his eyes.

The room was all glass and chrome. One table. Two chairs. He didn’t offer coffee, not even water. Just sat, folded his fingers, and looked at me like he already knew how this was going to go.

“You were convicted of voluntary manslaughter,” he said. “Seven years served for killing a man who put his fists through your best friend’s skull.”

“She didn’t die right away,” I said. “Took three weeks. Three weeks of excruciating pain.”

He blinked once. I leaned back. “What the hell is this?”

“A proposal.”

“I’m not interested in whatever job you’re hiring from Craigslist in hell.”

“It’s not from Craigslist. And it’s not hell. Not yet.”

He slid a file across the table. I didn’t touch it.

“We’ve been watching you, Max. Not in the creepy way. In the government way.”

“That’s not helping your case.”

“You don’t like people. You don’t talk unless you have something to say. You’re observant. Calm under pressure. And most importantly… you’re forgettable.”

“Thanks.”

“That’s not an insult. It’s an asset.”

I picked up the file.

The first photo was of a man in a yacht. Tan. Sunglasses. Smiling like he owned the world and didn’t deserve it.

“Luka Vernet,” Victor said. “Tech billionaire. Also runs one of the most profitable and hidden sex-trafficking rings in the Western hemisphere. Young girls. Drugged, manipulated, exported.”

I said nothing.

“We have a chance to bring it down. One of our own was embedded, but she was burned. We need someone else to slip into his world.”

“Hire someone else.”

He leaned in, voice lower now. “We need someone who doesn’t look like a cop. Someone who isn’t one of the pretty young things he’s used to. Someone who can surprise him.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Surprise him how?”

Victor didn’t answer. He just opened a second file.

Inside—photos of wigs, makeup palettes, corsets. Lingerie.
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“Okay,” I said flatly. “This is where I leave.”

“You haven’t heard the offer.”

“I don’t need to. I’m not a drag queen.”

“You wouldn’t be. You’d be Maxine.”

I stood.

“You’d be trained. Prepped. Equipped. We’d fund every transformation, every operation. You’d be an asset. One job. One life changed.”

“Let me guess. Mine?”

He finally smiled again, and this time it was colder.

“Ten million dollars. Tax-free. Offshore. No strings after the job’s done.”

I sat back down.

Victor didn’t gloat. He just waited.

“I’m not a woman,” I said quietly.

“You don’t have to be. You just have to be good enough to convince a monster.”

I opened the last page of the file. A breakdown of funds, timeline, procedures.

“Why me?”

“Because you’re angry enough to do something dangerous… and desperate enough to save lives.”

He wasn’t wrong. Seven years took everything but my rage. And Maya? She wasn’t here to stop me from doing stupid things anymore.

I rubbed the back of my neck.

“What happens if I say no?”

“You walk out that door. No follow-up. No arrest. We delete the footage. You go back to your room with a bus ticket and your trauma.”

“And if I say yes?”

“You get a second chance. A dangerous one. But a real one.”

I stared at the folder. At the photos. At the dollar amount written so plainly it looked like a joke.

Ten million.

I could buy a house. A cabin in the mountains. A grave for Maya. I could pay to forget the past.

Or I could keep being broke. Alone. Disposable.

Victor tapped a card on the table.

“One week. That’s how long you have.”

I picked up the card.

Just a phone number.

“Don’t call unless it’s a yes.”

And then he stood and left the room without another word.

I sat there for another ten minutes, holding that card like it weighed more than the file. My palms were sweating. My jaw clenched.

Ten million.

A new life.

But as a woman?

No. As a weapon.

And I had always been good at being used.

I lasted six days. Six days of staring at the motel ceiling like it owed me answers. Six days of pacing with my fists clenched. Six days of looking at that black business card like it might catch fire if I stared long enough. But it didn’t. It just sat there, smug and silent.

On the seventh day, I dialed.

I didn’t say a word when the line picked up. Didn’t need to.

The voice on the other end just said, “Be ready in thirty minutes.”

A black SUV pulled up to the curb like I was being kidnapped. Two men in suits, no small talk, no eye contact. Just opened the door and waited. I didn’t ask where we were going. I figured if they were going to kill me, they would’ve done it quieter.

We drove two hours in silence.

When we arrived, the building didn’t look like much—glass walls, smooth white halls, nurses who didn’t smile. A private clinic tucked away on the coast, the kind of place rich people went to disappear and wake up someone else.

Victor was waiting inside.

He didn’t bother with pleasantries. Just handed me a folder labeled “Phase One.”

“You’re sure,” he said.

“No,” I said. “But I’m here.”

He didn’t smile. “That’s enough.”

The doctor’s name was Evelyn Lau. Mid-forties, cool voice, gloved hands. She talked like I wasn’t in the room, flipping through charts like they were groceries.

“Stage one: feminizing facial surgery. We’ll soften the brow ridge, lift the cheeks, and contour the jaw. Nothing cartoonish. Just enough to pass under surveillance.”

I cleared my throat. “And that’s necessary because?”

Victor answered for her. “Because Luka is detail-oriented. If he sees five o’clock shadow or a square jaw, he’ll smell the trap.”

Dr. Lau continued. “Laser hair removal begins today. Beard, chest, arms. Three rounds. You’ll also begin a low-dose hormone regimen. Not enough to affect strength or stamina. Just enough to tilt your skin, your scent, the way your body moves.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

She looked up for the first time. “Your role is to seduce, but to also be able to fight. You’ll need curves, lots of them, that’s what Luka’s into. Yes, he’s known for selling skinny teen girls, but he’s also known to have a taste for… big breasts.”

I crossed my arms. “You’re giving me tits?!”

Victor exhaled through his nose. “Surgical implants. C-cup. Moderate projection. Realistic, not exaggerated.”

My jaw tightened. “And if I say no to that part?”

“You don’t,” he said simply.

Dr. Lau snapped her gloves off. “You’ll be sedated. When you wake up, you’ll be in recovery. Compression garment for your chest. Facial swelling will peak at forty-eight hours. You’ll be able to see by day three.”

“Jesus.”

Victor stepped closer. “You agreed to disappear. This is how it starts.”

My throat was dry. I didn’t sit. I didn’t move.

Victor’s eyes flicked toward the nurses. “He’s ready.”

“No I’m not,” I said, louder than I meant.

Victor just turned away.

Two orderlies came in. Not rough, but firm. I didn’t fight them. There was no point. I laid down on the cold gurney, breathing shallow as the IV needle slid in. Everything around me blurred at the edges, the white ceiling warping like I was falling into it.

Victor’s voice was the last thing I heard.

“You’ll play a girl, Max. But you’ll do it well.”

The world vanished.

—

When I came to, I wasn’t sure how long it had been. The lights were low. My head throbbed like a concrete block had been stapled to my face. My chest was tight—no, more than tight. It felt like someone had strapped bricks under my skin and wrapped them in a belt.

I tried to sit up. Failed.

A nurse appeared, silent and gloved, checking my vitals. I opened my mouth to speak, but my lips felt swollen and numb.

“Don’t try to talk,” she said gently. “You’re stable. Dr. Lau will be in shortly.”

I looked down.

Bandages. White and snug, wrapped around my chest like a vice. I could barely see the shape underneath, but it was there. Full. Real.

I squeezed my eyes shut. What the hell had I done?

I don’t know how long I laid there before someone finally said my name. Not “Max.” Not “sir.” Just a low voice cutting through the fog.

“You’re awake.”

I turned my head slowly. The world tilted. My vision was still swollen at the edges, like someone had pushed cotton balls behind my eyelids. But I’d know that voice anywhere.

Victor.

He stood by the window, arms folded. No tie today. Same watch. Same unreadable stare.

I tried to swallow, but my throat was dry. My lips stung when I moved them.

“Hurts,” I rasped.

He walked over and sat beside the bed. Close enough to see the faintest wince behind his otherwise perfect expression.

“You’re healing. Dr. Lau said it went smoothly. Minimal bruising. No complications.”

I nodded slowly. Everything felt heavier.

My arms. My face. My chest.

Especially my chest.

I moved my hand toward it and stopped halfway. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what I’d feel.

Victor watched, unmoving.

“You’ll see it soon. Just not yet.”

“Good,” I muttered. “Might throw up.”

He looked away, jaw tight.

“Mirror?” I asked.

He didn’t answer.

“I said—”

“You won’t like what you see.”

That shut me up. I stared at the ceiling, jaw clenched. The silence between us sat heavy and sharp.

Eventually, he stood. Walked to the door. Said something to someone outside. When he came back, he was holding something.

A mirror. Full length. Slim. Cold. Brutal.

He propped it up at the foot of the bed and clicked the wheels on the base so it faced me. I could barely sit up, but I lifted my head enough to see.

There I was.

Short hair still clung to my scalp, matted and damp. My face was puffy, cheeks bruised and lifted, lips plumper than I remembered. There was a strange softness to my chin. My brow looked higher, smoother. Less square. Less… mine.

But it was my chest that knocked the wind out of me.

Even through the bandages, it was obvious. High, rounded, pushed forward like they didn’t belong to my body—but they did.

Jesus.

I dropped my head back against the pillow, heart hammering.

“This is temporary,” I said.
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Victor chuckled, then raised an eyebrow. “It’s permanent.”

“Fuck you.”

He stepped closer. “This is part of the job. You don’t look half bad.”

I glared at him. “You think this is funny?”

“I think it’s necessary.”

“And what happens after?” I snapped. “I take out Luka, the mission ends, and then what?”

His face didn’t change. But his voice did.

“It ain’t that easy. Not with the way Luka treats his girls. You’ll become one of them to him. And when he trusts you, when he’s close… that’s when you end him.”

I looked back at the mirror.

She looked like a stranger.

But not completely.

There was something behind the eyes. Something quiet. Something scared.

Victor’s voice cut through again.

“You’ll be Maxine now.”

I turned toward him slowly. “Say that again.”

He didn’t blink.

“You’ll be Maxine now.”

Something inside me cracked, but I didn’t show it. I couldn’t.

Instead, I whispered, “Fuck you.”

Victor didn’t flinch.

He just reached for the light switch.

“Rest up. We start training soon.”

The room went dark.

But the mirror stayed.

And she stared back.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS to heal was all they gave me. Not enough time. My face still felt alien when I shaved—less bone, more curve. My chest, bound tight in a compression vest, throbbed with a dull ache that never fully left. Every time I moved too fast, the weight shifted and reminded me what I’d agreed to. What I’d become.

And then Vivienne showed up.

She walked into the training room like she owned every square inch of it. Tall, draped in red silk, heels clicking across the hardwood floor like a countdown. Her French accent was the kind that made men ruin marriages.

“Bonjour, Maxine,” she said. “You look… unfinished.”

“Good,” I muttered. “I wasn’t aiming for pretty.”

She smiled like that was cute. “No. But I am.”

Victor stood at the back wall, arms folded. He gave a small nod.

Vivienne didn’t waste time.

The room looked like a stage dressing area exploded. Racks of clothes, heels in every height, wigs, accessories, makeup kits that could arm a Sephora army. There was also a padded bench, a full-length mirror, and, worst of all, a waist-high mannequin wrapped in corsetry.

“Strip,” she said.

I froze. “What?”

“Take off your clothes. We start with posture and silhouette.”

Victor didn’t move, but I felt his stare.

I peeled off my hoodie, then the T-shirt beneath it. The compression vest underneath clung to my ribs like a second skin. Vivienne stepped forward, fingers quick and cold as she unbuckled the vest.

I flinched.

“You must get used to being touched,” she said. “It will happen often.”

“Don’t push me.”

“I will push you. That is my job.”

She yanked the vest away, and I felt the room breathe against my bare skin. I didn’t look in the mirror. Couldn’t.

Vivienne slipped the corset around my waist like she’d done it a thousand times. Probably had.

“This is steel-boned. Imported. It will teach you how to hold yourself.”

She pulled the strings.

My ribs screamed.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

“You will not swear in heels. Or in corsets. Or in front of men you’re meant to seduce.”

“I’m not seducing anyone.”

She tied the laces tighter.

“You will,” she said. “And you will win.”

The first step in heels felt like my knees didn’t trust me anymore.

Vivienne handed me a pair of black stilettos—five inches high, no platform. “You will wear these for four hours today. Next week, six.”

“I’m not a goddamn ballerina.”

“No,” she said. “They have grace.”

Victor’s voice cut in from the corner. “Walk.”

I looked at him. “This is a joke.”

“Walk.”

I did.

I took five steps, wobbled on the sixth, and nearly toppled into the mirror.

Vivienne caught me by the arm. “Too heavy on your heel. Lead with the ball. Like a whisper, not a stomp.”

I tried again. Slower. Softer.

The corset forced my spine straight, and the heels forced my hips to move. Not swaying—but there was rhythm. Like my body was learning a new language.

After fifteen minutes, I was sweating through my sports bra.

“Again,” Vivienne said.

“No.”

Victor stepped forward now. “Again.”

“I’m not a fucking dress-up doll.”

He didn’t blink. “You think those girls you’re saving had a choice?”

That stopped me cold.

He kept his eyes on mine. “You want to burn this ring to the ground? Then earn it.”

I gritted my teeth and walked again.

Vivienne clapped once. “Better. Now we begin your voice.”

The rest of the day was a blur of drills.

How to laugh without showing gums. How to drop your pitch at the end of a sentence to sound sultry. How to compliment without sounding desperate. How to flirt like you mean it, even when you’d rather spit.

Vivienne cupped my chin at one point. “You have good cheekbones now. Use them.”

She applied a touch of highlighter under my eyes, smudged my lips with something glossy.

“Now say it,” she whispered.

I looked in the mirror. Max was gone.

Only Maxine stared back.

“Hi there,” I said, voice softer, fake. “Can I get you something… sweet?”

Vivienne grinned.

Victor didn’t.

He just said, “You’re still not good enough.”

And walked out.
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Three months in, I stopped recognizing my own reflection.

The facial swelling had long gone. They also attached permanent hair extensions to my hair. The bruises faded. What remained was… different. My jaw, once sharp and wide, now tapered clean toward a narrower chin. My brows arched higher. My lips were full without needing gloss. The implants, once foreign, had settled into my frame like they'd always been there.

I still called them “the weights” in my head. I didn’t touch them much. But they moved with me. I felt them every time I bent down, rolled over, or got out of bed. They pulled my shoulders back, forced me to stand differently. Made me slower in fights, but more noticed in rooms.

Victor said it was working.

Vivienne said it was blossoming.

I said nothing.

What I couldn’t deny was the change beneath the surface. My skin was smoother. Body hair grew back thinner. I’d lost muscle in my chest and arms, enough that clothes started hanging differently. The hormones were mild—low dose, “just enough to soften,” they said. But it added up.

The body obeyed even if the mind didn’t.

The worst part was the lingerie.

Every morning, Vivienne left me a fresh set. Lace bras that fit too well. Thongs I had to tape myself into. Garters that bit into my thighs just right. Every pair had a note tucked inside.

“Wear this for confidence.”
“For seduction.”
“For yourself.”

I never asked who picked them. I knew it wasn’t Victor. He was too clinical. But he noticed. His eyes dropped when I walked into the training room wearing stockings under my pencil skirt, lips painted redder than usual. He never said a word.

Vivienne noticed too.

“Tell me how you feel,” she said one afternoon, pushing a new blush compact into my hand. “And don’t lie.”

I looked down at my outfit. A silk camisole. Tight slacks that hugged in a way that made my hips look curved, even if they weren’t. The padded bra pushed the implants forward, full and perky. My heels today were only three inches—merciful—but they still made my calves ache.

“I feel like a joke,” I said.

She tilted her head. “You walk like a woman. You look like one. You’ve started brushing your hair without being told. The only joke here is that you’re pretending you hate it.”

I snapped the blush compact shut. “I’m not pretending.”

“No?” She leaned in, eyes sharp. “Then why did you touch up your lip gloss twice before you came in here today?”

I said nothing.

Vivienne smiled. “That’s what I thought.”

Makeup drills were the hardest. Not because I couldn’t learn, but because the more I learned, the more natural it became. Foundation, contour, highlight, mascara—second nature now. Like I was sculpting someone else onto my face. But that someone started smiling back too easily.

The lip gloss was my tell.

Not because it made me feel sexy.

Because it made me feel seen.

Vivienne had me practice moaning next.

“Not porn,” she said, adjusting the mic on the training rig. “This is about realism. Breath. Body. The little tremble when you’re about to lose it.”

“This is stupid.”

She raised an eyebrow. “No man believes you like it if you sound like a dying cat.”

I sat on the edge of the velvet chaise in the corner, legs crossed like she taught me. The mic was on. A camera watched from the corner. It was just a test, not a real audience, but it still made my stomach knot.

“Pretend someone’s touching you,” Vivienne said, “and you like it. Now breathe. Let the sound catch.”

I closed my eyes.

Let out a soft exhale.

Then, the tiniest noise.

A whimper.

Too real.

Too easy.

I hated how fast my body followed the script.

Vivienne nodded. “Again.”

We did that for twenty minutes. When we finished, I felt flushed, ashamed, and just a little wet between my thighs. Even if I told myself it was sweat.

Later, in the hall, I caught Victor staring through the two-way mirror.

“Enjoy the show?” I asked, voice dry.

His jaw twitched. “You’re improving.”

“Should I be flattered or worried?”

“You should be ready.”

I pushed past him, heels clicking sharp on the floor, heart racing for reasons I didn’t want to admit.

The lights were low. The room smelled like sandalwood and fake roses—whatever Victor thought passed for seduction. There was a two-seater velvet couch in the middle and a bar cart to the right, stocked with glasses that had never seen liquor.

He stood by the wall with a clipboard like this was any other mission briefing. He wore all black, of course. No tie. No smile. Eyes sharp.

“You’ll be practicing on me,” he said.

I crossed my arms. “Of course I will.”

“This is a test of presence, control, timing. You enter the room. You’re Maxine. I’m the mark. You want my trust. My attention. My desire.”

“And then what?” I asked.

“Then you get the keycard,” he said. “Or the password. Or the footage. Depends on the mission.”

I sighed. “But today it’s just your ego.”

His mouth twitched. Not quite a smile.

Vivienne stepped in from behind a curtain and adjusted the mic on my chest. I wore a black dress. Tight. Off-shoulder. The kind that hugged all the places I still didn’t quite believe were mine. My heels clicked with every step. Red soles. Five inches. I could barely breathe, let alone plan a seduction.

Vivienne whispered, “He’s just a man. Most are.”

Then she stepped back into the shadows.

Victor cleared his throat. “Begin.”

I took a breath, rolled my shoulders, and stepped into character.

“Hello, darling,” I said, walking toward him. “Hope I’m not late.”

His gaze dropped. Trailed from my lips to my chest, lingering for a beat before snapping back to my eyes.

“You’re on time.”

I walked a circle around him, fingers lightly trailing along the couch. “Nice place. Bit cold. You live here?”

“For the moment.”

“Alone?”

“For now.”

I stopped behind him. Let my voice dip lower.

“That sounds lonely.”

I was supposed to move in front of him. Instead, I leaned closer. My breath near his neck. I could smell his cologne. Subtle. Clean. Male.

“Maybe I can keep you company,” I said.

Victor turned slowly. Face unreadable. But his body didn’t lie. The shift in his stance. The slight part of his lips.

I stepped forward until my chest brushed his.

He didn’t move.

I reached for his tie—only he wasn’t wearing one. My hand landed flat against his chest instead. Warm. Steady.

Then he grabbed my wrist.

Not rough. But firm.

His voice was lower now.

“What do you want from me, Maxine?”

I swallowed.

I didn’t know anymore.

The line between the mission and whatever this was had started to blur weeks ago. But now, here, with his body so close and my heels rooted to the floor, I wasn’t pretending.
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“I want…” I started.

His grip loosened.

I didn’t finish.

Instead, I looked up at him, waiting.

He leaned in.

Not a kiss. Just his mouth near mine.

“You’ll do,” he whispered.

Then he stepped back.

The room felt colder again.

“Test complete,” he said, turning away. “Take the rest of the night off.”

I stood frozen in place.

Not because I failed.

Because I wasn’t sure I wanted to stop.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE JET touched down a month later in Nice just after midnight. The drive to Monaco took under thirty minutes, but I barely remember it. My head was full of noise, static from my earpiece, my nerves, the pressure in my chest. And not just from the implants.

I wasn’t Max anymore. Not even in my own head. The name hadn’t fit in weeks. But tonight, in this city full of glass towers and money laundering, Maxine was expected to perform.

They set me up in a penthouse suite that overlooked the sea. Slick floors, high windows, mirrors that made you confront yourself whether you wanted to or not. The heels I wore echoed with every step. Five-inch stilettos in crimson patent leather, the exact color of the dress hanging off the back of the velvet chaise.

Red. Tight. Slit to the hip.

Victor said Luka liked drama.

I changed slowly, deliberately. The silk clung to me like it was part of my skin, dipping low in the front and leaving my back bare. It had no zipper—just a single clasp at the neck. I clipped it with shaking fingers. My chest pushed out against the fabric like I was begging to be stared at.

I stepped into the heels.

My reflection stared back from three angles. Curves. Shadowed collarbones. Red lips that looked like they belonged to someone with better control.

I looked stunning.

I felt sick.

Vivienne’s voice came in through the earpiece earlier during the flight. “Maxine, you are no longer pretending. You are already her.”

She hadn’t seen the tremble in my hand when I picked up my fake ID. Or the way my knees locked the second I thought about what I had to do tonight.

Luka Vernet liked girls who listened.

Girls who flirted. Girls who didn’t fight back unless it was in bed. Girls who played dumb. Girls who didn’t look like they could shoot you between the eyes while biting your lip.

But just in case… I practiced.

I rolled out the mat in the center of the suite. Slipped a combat knife from my clutch and strapped it to my inner thigh with a garter clip.

Then I started with balance drills.

Three weeks of training in heels had paid off. I could pivot, spin, kick from the knee, drop to a crouch without falling flat on my ass. The heels added difficulty—but they also added an edge. Men underestimated women in heels. They stared at your legs and forgot about your hands.

I jabbed at the air. One-two. Elbow to the nose. Twist. Stiletto heel to the inner ankle. It wasn’t about brute strength anymore. It was about placement. Distraction. Seduction as a weapon.

Victor said Luka carried a knife in his ankle boot. That he had a taste for control, for bending girls over and pulling their hair while making them say thank you. That he’d never been denied.

Good. I liked firsts.
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I turned toward the window and stared out at the ocean. My own reflection glowed back, red and lethal.

Then I whispered to the dark glass.

“You want Maxine? You got her.”

The second dress of the next night was even worse than the first.

Pink. Tight. I had to make sure that my tuck was immaculate. Short enough that sitting required geometry. The neckline dipped so low it felt like an invitation with my new tits signed across it in glitter. Vivienne called it “disarming.” I called it bait.

The party was held on the rooftop of one of Luka’s towers overlooking the harbor. VIP only. Six men with too much money and not enough morality. One of them was the target.

Luka Vernet.

Victor’s voice crackled in my ear as I stepped out of the car.

“Stay on his right side. He favors that eye. Don’t drink the wine unless it’s poured in front of you. He likes confidence, not arrogance.”

I licked my lips.

“Any tips for surviving a room full of assholes?” I murmured.

“Be the biggest fantasy there,” he said. “Then disappear before they get their fill.”

I adjusted my clutch, checked my lip gloss, and stepped into hell.

The moment Luka saw me, his eyes latched on. Blond, slicked-back hair, tan skin, tailored navy suit. Smug as hell. The kind of man who thought women were currency. The kind of man I used to fantasize about punching.

“Maxine,” he said, standing to kiss my cheek. His hand settled on my lower back like he already owned it.

“You’re even more beautiful than the photos.”

I giggled. Flirty. Light. Fake. “Flattery works best when it’s not so obvious.”

He laughed, motioned to the chair beside him.

“Drink?”

“Champagne, please. Dry.”

As I sat, I crossed my legs slowly, watching his eyes follow the motion. His hand drifted higher up my thigh. I let him. For now.

The poker game resumed. He introduced me to the others—no one worth remembering. I didn’t care about their names, only Luka’s. Only his phone. His schedule. His access to the auction next week in Prague.

Victor coached in my ear.

“Touch his arm. Smile when he talks about his boat. Ask him if he’s always been this competitive.”

I obeyed.

Luka leaned closer, his breath hot against my cheek. “Tell me, Maxine. What are you good at?”

I turned, lips barely a whisper from his. “I’m good with my mouth.”

He grinned, eyes darkening. “Attagirl, let’s save that for later. Come watch me win.”

He dealt the next hand.

Twenty minutes later, the game ended. Luka stood, whispered something to his assistant, then turned to me.

“Let’s go,” he said, voice casual but thick with promise.

I followed him into a glass hallway, heels clicking on the marble floor. I could feel Victor’s silence in my ear. He knew what was coming. Knew I was on my own past this point.

The hallway ended in a lounge—dim lights, gold trim, velvet couch too long for polite company.

Luka shut the door.

“You like the party?” he asked.

I smiled. “It was nice. The company was… intense.”

He stepped forward, hand grazing my hip.

“You’re not like the others,” he said. “They pretend to enjoy it. You actually do.”

I tilted my head. “Do I?”

He kissed me.

It wasn’t sweet. It was rough. Demanding. His hand cupped my breast through the thin fabric, thumb grazing the edge of my nipple.

“You’re not wearing a bra,” he murmured against my lips.

“Was I supposed to?”

He chuckled. “I like a girl who doesn’t play dumb.”

Then he sat down, legs apart, unzipping his pants like this was the part where I knew what to do.

And I did.

I knelt between his legs, smoothing my skirt out behind me. My hands were steady. My breath wasn’t.

“You always this forward?” I asked, voice soft.

“With girls like you,” he said, stroking himself lazily, “I don’t need to pretend.”

I leaned in, kissed the inside of his thigh. Slow. Teasing. My hand wrapped around the base of him. He was hard already. Not huge, not small. Arrogant.

“You want this?” I whispered.

“Yeah,” he growled. “Show me what that mouth can do besides talking.”

I hesitated. I never liked doing it even in prison. But looking like Maxine, feeling like Maxine, I took him into my mouth slow, letting him feel the heat, the glide, the softness. My lips sealed around him as I hollowed my cheeks. His hand tangled in my hair immediately.

“Fuck… yeah,” he groaned. “Just like that.”

I went deeper. Let myself moan, soft and pretty. Played into the fantasy. I swirled my tongue along the underside, dragged my fingers along his thighs. My eyes stayed locked on his.

“Good girl,” he breathed. “You love it, don’t you?”

I bobbed my head, let him believe it.

He grabbed my hair tighter. I moaned louder.

My knees ached. My throat tightened. But I stayed down.

Because this was the job.

Because I needed his guard down.

Because I needed him to trust me.

He was already deep in euphoria, and I could kill him at this very moment, but we didn’t expect I’d get this close to him on the first meeting. The gun wasn’t with me.

And when he came, groaning my name like it was a prize, I swallowed and wiped my mouth like a whore in a movie. Then smiled.

He slumped back, breathless.
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“You’re dangerous,” he said.

I kissed his jaw, leaned close.

“Only if you lie to me.”

He laughed.

But I wasn’t joking.

The elevator ride up to the penthouse felt longer than the entire flight to Monaco.

I didn’t speak. Didn’t breathe right. I just stared at the soft smear of lipstick across my reflection—too pink, too perfect, too fake.

My thighs stuck together. My mouth still tasted like him. Luka. I couldn’t even remember what cologne he wore. Just the weight of his hand behind my neck, the way he said good girl like he was giving me a treat.

When the doors opened, I walked into the suite, kicked off the heels, and headed straight for the bathroom. I didn’t turn on the lights. I didn’t need to see myself again.

I peeled the dress off slow. Fabric stuck to sweat and shame. My chest was red from friction. My knees hurt.

I sat on the floor for a second. Just breathed.

Then I turned on the shower and climbed in.

The water was hot. Almost scalding. I let it hit my back, then my face, then my chest. I pressed my forehead against the tile and tried not to think.

But of course, I did.

About Maya.

About the girl she used to be, the one who got into cars like I just had. Who smiled through the danger, even if the world didn’t quite accept her as a transgender woman yet. The one who was killed by an abusive boyfriend. The one who didn’t make it out.

I scrubbed harder.

Mascara ran down my cheeks. The lipstick was already gone, but I kept rubbing anyway.

I didn’t hear the door open.

Didn’t hear the footsteps until they were right outside the bathroom.

“Maxine.”

I froze.

Victor.

“What the hell happened down there?” His voice wasn’t shouting, but it was close.

I turned the water off, grabbed a towel, and stood there dripping and trembling.

“I did my job.”

“You went off protocol.”

I stepped out of the steam, wrapped the towel tight around my chest. “So what?”

He looked furious. His jaw was locked. His eyes scanned me like he was counting bruises.

“He wasn’t supposed to touch you like that,” he said.

“You didn’t stop me.”

“I couldn’t. You cut the mic.”

“Because I didn’t want to hear your voice while I had his dick in my throat.”

That shut him up.

He paced once, ran a hand through his hair, then turned back to me. His face was unreadable.

“You didn’t need to go that far.”

“Are you serious? That’s what breaks your cold little agent heart? A blowjob?”

“You don’t need to degrade yourself to get information.”

I stepped closer. “Don’t pretend like you care. You hired me to be bait.”

He glared. “I hired you to survive.”
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I laughed—short, bitter. “Then next time, don’t pick a dress that screams I swallow.”

His hand shot out and grabbed my wrist. Not hard. But firm.

I looked up at him, breathing heavy.

The silence stretched.

His eyes dropped to my lips.

Mine to his.

The space between us closed. Slowly. Uncertain.

Then he pulled back.

“This isn’t part of the mission,” he said, voice low.

“No,” I whispered.

He let go of me.

The heat in the room evaporated. The wall slammed back into place between us.

Victor walked to the door.

“Get some rest,” he said. “You’ll need it.”

Then he was gone.

And I stood alone, dripping on the marble floor, wishing I had never answered that damn phone.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THEY FLEW us in by helicopter. Luka liked drama. The beachside mansion looked like something out of a real estate wet dream—white walls, glass balconies, two infinity pools, and palm trees that were probably imported just to make the French Riviera look more tropical.

Victor hadn’t spoken to me since Monaco.

I tried not to care. I was focused on the mission. That’s what I told myself every time I looked in the mirror and saw her. The girl I became. The girl who had to play nice with monsters.

Inside the guest room, an outfit waited for me.

Gold bikini. Shimmering mesh cover-up. Barely counted as fabric. The bikini top had triangle cups, no padding. The bottoms were a scrap of lycra with gold rings at the hips. No skirt. No modesty. Just skin.

Vivienne’s voice came through the earpiece during prep.

“Don’t argue. Luka likes stuff like this.”

I stared at it like it might bite me.

“I can’t wear this,” I said.

“You can. You will.”

“He’ll know.”

Vivienne sighed. “That’s what the tape is for.”

She didn’t mean Scotch.

A medical-grade roll of Leukoplast sat beside the bikini, along with latex gloves, scissors, and a printed diagram. Professional tucking instructions.

I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at it all. My throat was tight.

“He’ll know,” I whispered again.

“Only if you let him.”

The door opened. One of Vivienne’s assistants, a woman named Jelena, walked in. Tough. Gorgeous. Dead behind the eyes.

She didn’t say anything. Just handed me latex gloves.

I slipped them on with shaking fingers.

The tuck was brutal. The tape was thick, clinical, designed for zero slippage. I followed the instructions. Pulled everything back. Flattened. Secured.

I bit down on a rolled towel as I pressed the tape down hard. The sting bloomed instantly.

But it held.

The bikini slid on next. Somehow fit better than I expected. The bottoms were seamless. Not a bulge in sight.

I stared at myself in the mirror, chest rising and falling, throat dry.

I looked like someone built to decorate a billionaire’s arm.

I looked… right.

And that scared me more than anything else.

Downstairs, Luka waited by the pool in mirrored aviators and linen pants. He turned the second he saw me. Whistled.

“Maxine,” he said, stepping closer. “If I knew you’d look that good in a bikini, I’d have bought you a diamond ring earlier.”

His eyes dragged down my body. My stomach clenched.
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I forced a smile. “You’d have to fight me for my size.”

He laughed, reaching for my waist, pulling me into a side hug. His hand settled low. Real low.

The tuck didn’t budge.

He didn’t notice a thing.

“Come,” he said. “I want you to meet my inner circle. They’ve been dying to see what I’ve been hiding.”

I let him lead me across the pool deck, past music, laughter, and five other men with teeth too white and tans too even. There were girls draped across chaise lounges like accessories. Half of them looked drugged. The rest looked like they wanted to be.

I slipped into the role. Leaned on Luka’s shoulder. Giggled at dumb jokes. Sipped champagne I never swallowed.

All while the tape bit deeper between my thighs, a constant reminder.

I was undercover.

I was bait.

And Luka had no idea.

He pulled me close, lips brushing my ear.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered.

“Of course I am,” I whispered back.

But inside, I felt like I was splitting open.

By sundown, the party had slipped into something filthier. The music thumped lower. The drugs were out in the open now—trays of pills on side tables, joints passed between manicured fingers. One girl in a white bikini tripped and fell near the pool. No one helped her. They just laughed.

Luka whispered something in Serbian to one of his men. The girl was gone ten seconds later.

I kept smiling.

I kept drinking—not too much. Just enough to look like I belonged. My heels clicked across the stone floors as I floated between groups, kissed cheeks, flirted with lies. Luka introduced me as “his little obsession.”

I played along.

But something felt off. Like I was being watched.

At first, I thought it was the guards. Then I saw it—an older man in a gray suit. Sweating through his collar. Watching the girls by the cabana like they were a buffet.

Luka noticed him too.

“He likes them young,” he said under his breath, almost amused. “I told him he’d get a preview tonight.”

I felt my stomach twist.

“He’s a client?”

“He’s a donor,” Luka said. “Philanthropist by day. No one suspects a thing.”

I pressed my nails into my palm. Hard. “What’s he previewing?”

Luka just smiled.

And then he walked away.

I waited until he was out of sight, then ducked into the house.

The inside was cooler. Quieter. Still smelled like money and perfume. I passed two girls in robes heading toward the back hallway, giggling and stumbling.

I followed.

[image: Mage media]

The hallway led to a series of doors. One was locked. Two were bedrooms.

The fourth opened.

And what I saw burned into my skull.

It wasn’t a bedroom.

It was a holding room.

Five girls, no older than sixteen. Dazed. Lying on thin mattresses. One was drooling. Another kept rocking back and forth, whispering something in Russian. There was a camera in the corner. Red light blinking.

I backed out before they saw me.

Closed the door slowly.

The hallway spun a little.

Victor’s voice wasn’t in my ear anymore. I’d muted him before the party started.

But I heard him anyway.

“You think those girls you’re saving had a choice?”

No.

They didn’t.

I turned and almost walked straight into Luka’s assistant—Jelena.

She looked at me. Blinked once. Said nothing.

I forced a smile. “Looking for the bathroom.”

She pointed down the hall.

I walked calmly.

Didn’t run.

Not yet.

I locked the bathroom door behind me and turned on the sink to mask the sound. My hands were shaking, but my phone was steady.

I scrolled to camera mode.

Back to the hallway. Quiet. Heart pounding. I knew I didn’t have time.

I slipped into the room again, just long enough to snap ten photos—faces, layouts, pills on the bedside table, the security cam’s red light. Then I turned around and took a shot of the label on the tranquilizer vials. A brand you couldn’t buy over-the-counter. Shipped, not prescribed.

I stepped out and texted Victor.

SENDING PROOF. NEED OUT. NOW.

Three dots appeared.

Then nothing.

The door behind me creaked.

I turned, heart in my throat.

Luka stood there. Drunk. Sweaty. Smiling like he hadn’t just handed me the keys to his empire of filth.

“There you are,” he said.

I shoved the phone into my clutch.

“Was just freshening up.”

He leaned in, eyes glassy. “You’re too tense.”

“I’m just a little tired.”

“No,” he said, stepping forward. “You’re nervous. Excited. I know that look.”

He reached for my waist. I took a step back.

“I don’t think—”

He didn’t let me finish. His hand slid around my throat, gentle but firm. His lips crashed into mine. I froze. My body tensed. But my mouth responded. I’d trained for this.

Then he pulled back and grinned.

“Come upstairs. I want to feel all of you.”

He led me by the hand like a leash.

I followed.

Upstairs, his private suite smelled like cigars and expensive regret. He poured himself whiskey, sat on the edge of the bed, and patted his lap.

“Dance for me.”

I swallowed. “You like music?”

“No. Just you.”

I stepped closer. One hand slid to the hidden pocket in my clutch. The pill Victor gave me last week—fast-acting sedative, tasteless, odorless. The plan was to slip it into his drink.

But I didn’t have time.

Luka stood up.

He pressed against me, grinding slow, one hand groping my ass.

“I want to see you on your knees again,” he said.

I reached into my clutch. Pretended to search for lip gloss. My fingers found the capsule. I pulled it out, small and clear, and palmed it.

“Want me to kiss you first?” I asked, voice breathy.

He grinned. “Always.”

I kissed him. Hard. Pushed the capsule into his mouth with my tongue and pulled back before he could feel it.

He laughed, coughed, swallowed.

Then his legs buckled.

“What the f—”

“Shh, calm down, it’s just E, I said.”

He hit the bed hard. Struggled once.

Then nothing.

I exhaled.

Texted Victor again.

NOW. HE’S OUT. I’M DONE.

Fifteen minutes later, headlights cut across the back entrance.

A sleek black car. Back door open.

I sprinted barefoot across the gravel, heels clutched in one hand. My bikini top was askew, the mesh dress torn at the hem.

Victor was already out of the car, grabbing my arm and pulling me inside.

“Drive,” he barked to the agent behind the wheel.

The car peeled out.

I didn’t speak.

He did.

“You’re out of your goddamn mind.”

“I got the photos.”

“You were supposed to plant the tracker, not go off-script and drug the bastard.”

“He was going to take more than a lap dance.”

Victor clenched his jaw. Didn’t look at me. His hand was on my thigh. Tight. Not aggressive. Just holding.

I breathed hard. I didn’t even realize I was trembling until he pulled me into his chest.

Then he touched me.

Not the way Luka did.

Victor’s fingers traced the edge of my shoulder. Down the side of my breast. Slow. Reverent. His lips brushed my ear.

“You did good,” he murmured.

His hand slid higher.

I leaned into him, eyes shut.

His thumb grazed my nipple through the mesh.

I gasped. Quiet. But real.

“You’re shaking,” he said.

“You’re touching me.”

“Sorry, it’s just you in that bikini. Do you want me to stop?”

I didn’t answer.

I didn’t want him to.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

BARCELONA was supposed to be a cooldown. After the sedative and leaving the kingpin blue-balled, Luka vanished from his own mansion for forty-eight hours. The agency pulled me out while his anger was still manageable. They booked us in a safe house with blacked-out windows, a security grid, and a private elevator that could shut down in five seconds flat.

But the city itself was warm. Lazy. Human.

It made me let my guard down.

It started small.

I picked out my own clothes again. Not what Vivienne told me to wear, but what I liked. Soft things. A linen sundress in ivory. A pink silk robe that barely touched the tops of my thighs. I curled my hair without being asked. Glossed my lips for no one.

And one afternoon, I shaved my legs just because I liked how the sheets felt afterward.

Victor stayed in the next room. Always working. Always muttering into burner phones, pacing barefoot across the tile in a tight black T-shirt and those goddamn cargo pants. He never looked at me the way Luka did.

But he looked.

It was early evening, golden light sliding through the curtains. I walked into the living room barefoot, mug of coffee in hand, robe tied loose around my waist.

Victor looked up.

Then quickly back down at his laptop.

“Need anything?” I asked, sipping.

His eyes flicked to my legs. “No.”

“You sure?”

He didn’t answer.

I walked over, set my coffee down next to him. “You haven’t said anything about what I wore yesterday.”
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“You want me to critique your outfit?”

“Just want to know if you noticed.”

“I notice everything.”

He stood and walked into the kitchenette. I followed.

“Victor.”

“What?”

“Do you think I’m pretending?”

He turned. His expression softened just a little. “I think you’re adapting.”

“I think I’m becoming.”

He stared at me.

And then he kissed me.

Fast. Needy. Hands on my waist, pulling me against him. I gasped into his mouth, pressed my body into his, robe parting slightly. He backed me against the counter, kissed down my jaw, grazed his teeth against my throat.

“Say stop,” he murmured.

I didn’t.

His hand slid up my side, curved around my breast, thumb grazing the nipple through silk.

My head tipped back. “Victor—”

He stopped.

Just like that.

Pulled back, breathing heavy, eyes dark.

I blinked. “Why—?”

“This isn’t who you are.”

I laughed once, sharp. “You don’t get to decide that.”

“You’re vulnerable.”

“And you’re not?”

He stepped away. “We can’t do this.”

I tightened the robe around myself and turned toward the window.

I didn’t want to cry.

So I didn’t.

But I didn’t finish my coffee either.

Three days later, I found out someone wanted me dead.

Victor got the call. I could tell by the way his voice dropped. He hung up mid-sentence and locked every window in the safe house within two minutes.

“There’s a bounty,” he said.

I was brushing my hair. “How much?”

“Too much.”

I turned toward him, brush still in hand. “How’d they trace me?”

“You drugged Luka,” he said. “He’s not stupid.”

“I had no choice.”

“No, you did.” He leaned on the counter, hands flat. “And now someone wants to put a bullet through that pretty head of yours.”

“You sound jealous.”

“Don’t joke.”

I walked over slowly. I was wearing a simple slip dress—no robe. No effort.

“I have to go tonight,” I said. “He invited me. If I don’t show, he’ll really think that I was about to get him. I need his trust so I can take his head off.”

“It’s too dangerous.”

“It’s more dangerous if he suspects I’m scared.”

“You should be.”

I met his eyes. “I’m not.”

Victor crossed the room. “Maxine—”

Later that night, dressed to kill, I reached behind my ear and pulled off the comm.

“Don’t follow me.”

He was frantic, asking me to abandon the plan. But I kept strutting before he could convince me to head back to the safehouse. The club was underground, literally. Down a spiral staircase off La Rambla. Dark velvet walls, blue lights, bass like a heartbeat. Luka was already there, lounging in a booth like he owned time.

His eyes lit up when he saw me.

“Maxine,” he said, standing. “I thought you’d run.”

I smiled. “I don’t run. I glide.”

He laughed, took my hand, kissed my cheek. Then held onto my waist too long.

I wore a black dress with a thigh slit that could cut glass and heels sharp enough to stab. Underneath, a new tuck job that hurt like hell. I hadn’t eaten all day. I needed the flatness.

“I’m sorry about that night, I didn’t know how potent it was. You passed out and I got scared… so I went home. He smirked, then grunted, and I didn’t know what either meant.

Soon after, he led me into the VIP lounge. Told the others I was “a quiet one.” Bought me a drink I didn’t touch. He leaned in, whispered something about Prague.

Then someone walked in behind me.

I saw Luka’s eyes change.

Then I felt it—heat. Awareness.

A man in a gray coat reached into his jacket.

I didn’t wait.

I threw my drink in Luka’s face, ducked low, and kicked off my heel into the guy’s chest. He flinched just enough.

The gun fired.

Chaos.

People screamed. Someone tackled me from behind. I flipped over the table, heels gone, dress torn. I crawled under the booth and grabbed a champagne bottle. My heart was in my throat. My body throbbed.

Then—gunfire again.

And Victor’s voice.
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“Maxine!”

He was in the crowd, pistol drawn, cutting through bodies.

He reached me just as a second guy lunged.

Victor fired once. Clean. Shoulder shot.

The guy collapsed.

Victor yanked me up and out through the back door. We sprinted through the alley. Me in bare feet, bleeding. Him dragging me like I weighed nothing.

We reached the car. Doors slammed.

I screamed.

He didn’t flinch.

“You’re insane,” I shouted. “You dragged me into this—”

“I told you not to go.”

“But I had to. I had to finish what you started!”

He grabbed my shoulders, breathing hard.

“I’m not losing you.”

“You don’t own me.”

“I don’t want to.”

“Then why are you looking at me like that?”

He didn’t answer.

He kissed me.

Hard.

And I didn’t fight it.

He kissed me like the world had ended.

No hesitation this time. No protocol. No rules. Just heat.

His hands were rough, calloused, grabbing my waist like he’d waited too long to do it. He backed me into the wall of the safe house, lips crashing into mine, breath shallow, teeth grazing.

I moaned against him.

He tore the dress down my shoulder with one hand, the other already sliding up my thigh. I gasped when he touched me—there, right over the tape. The tension. The place I still tried not to think about too much.

But his hand didn’t hesitate.

“You taped?” he murmured, low, voice like gravel.

“Of course I am.”

He groaned. “Fuck.”

He kissed down my neck, open-mouthed, wet, biting just enough to leave a mark. My head dropped back. His hand slid under the tape, fingers gentle—probing, learning.

I arched into him.

“Does this feel good?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Say it.”

“It feels good.”

Later, he dragged me to the bedroom, dropped me onto the bed, and pulled his shirt over his head. I stared—scars across his ribs, muscle tight under tan skin.

I was already breathing too fast.

Victor climbed over me, knelt between my legs. Pulled the rest of my dress off slow, like he was unwrapping something forbidden.

The tuck was already unraveling under his touch. He looked at me—really looked. My chest, my curves, my taped-up cock now soft and aching.

He didn’t flinch.

He bent down and kissed my breast, right over the nipple. I let out a soft whimper.

“God,” he whispered. “You’re beautiful.”

I bit my lip. “You’ve never said that.”

“I’m saying it now.”

He pressed his palm over my chest, firm, then lower, tugging the tape gently. I winced.

“I’ve got you,” he said.

It came off in one smooth pull. I cried out—not from pain. From relief.

From finally not having to hide.

He touched me again, now free, and kissed me like it didn’t matter. Like he wanted all of it.

I reached down and unzipped his pants.

He was hard already.

I looked up at him. “Do it.”

“Are you sure?”

“Victor. Do it.”
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I bent over as he pushed inside me slowly—hot, thick, steady—with only his saliva as lube. I wasn’t ready, not completely, but I wanted it more than I feared it.

The warmth of his saliva. The stretch. The heat. The weight of him moving over me, inside me, made me cry out again.

“Jesus,” he groaned. “You feel—God, Maxine—”

I wrapped my legs around him and rocked up into every thrust, nails digging into his back. He fucked me like he wanted to erase every man who’d ever touched me wrong.

It wasn’t sweet. It wasn’t slow.

It was exactly what I needed.

When I came hands-free, I shook. Loud. Messy. Bare.

He followed right after, hips slamming into mine, mouth on my neck.

After, he stayed inside me.

Didn’t pull away.

Didn’t say sorry.

He just kissed my shoulder and whispered, “You’re mine.”

And for the first time… I believed it.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE PHONE had been sitting in my clutch for two days. I told myself I was waiting for the right time to mention it. Truth was, I wasn’t ready for what might be inside. After everything with Luka, with Victor, with myself—I just needed to breathe. But breathing never lasted long in this job.

It was the morning after we made love again. Victor was still asleep, one arm slung over my waist like I was something he meant to keep. His breath was steady. Warm against my back.

I slipped out of bed quietly.

My legs ached. My chest was tender. But I felt more like myself than I had in months.

Maybe ever.

I pulled on a robe and padded into the other room, clutch in hand.

Luka's phone was locked. But Victor had shown me a few tricks. The face ID was useless now that he’d shaved. The passcode, though? I knew Luka’s ego too well.

I tried 6969.

Nope.

Then 1986—his birth year.

Still nothing.

Third guess: 0007.
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Because of course he’d think he was Bond.

It unlocked.

The contacts were full of aliases. Cities as names. Girls listed by numbers. But the real gold was in the encrypted file titled "Silver Parade."

It took twenty minutes to crack it. My palms were sweating by the time it opened.

Buyers.

Dates.

Photos.

Shipment orders.

Flight paths.

And a name that made me stop breathing.

Senator Richard Benedict Holtz. United States. Committee on Human Rights.

I read it again.

Holtz. He was on every TV screen back home. Denouncing crime. Preaching morality.

I felt sick.

This wasn’t just about Luka anymore. This was global. Protected. Hidden under layers of bullshit and blood.

I called Victor.

He answered groggy. “What’s wrong?”

“I have Luka’s phone.”

Silence.

“You what?”

“I took it before I left the club.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?”

“Because I needed to see for myself.”

“You could’ve been killed.”

“Well, I wasn’t. And now we have leverage.”

He exhaled. “What’s on it?”

“Everything.”

I sent him a few screenshots. The one with Holtz first.

There was a pause.

“Shit,” he muttered.

“Yeah.”

I didn’t wait for him to argue. I called Luka next.

He answered on the second ring.

“Well, well,” he said. “Didn’t expect to hear from my little Judas.”

“I have your phone.”

He was quiet.

“I know about Holtz. I know about the auction. You know what I could do with this.”

He laughed once. “And what do you want? Money? A title? Protection?”

“I want the girls.”

“All of them?”

“Yes.”

He made a low humming sound, like he was considering a menu item.

“Release them. Every one of them. Fly them out. Drop them somewhere safe. And I won’t burn your world to the ground.”

“That’s cute, Maxine. Really.”

“I’m not joking.”

“No. I know you’re not. That’s why I’m listening.”

I tightened the robe around my waist.

“You’ll get the girls,” Luka said. “But I want my phone back. You give it to me, in person. No copies. No leaks. Just you, me, and the trade.”

“No weapons?”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.”

I didn’t answer right away.

“Do we have a deal?” he asked.

I said yes.

But I knew the second I hung up—I’d just walked into a trap.

Victor stared at the screen like it had slapped him.

“You told him yes?”

I nodded. “I’m going to the meet.”

He stood. “No, you’re not.”

“He’ll release the girls.”

“No, he won’t. He’ll shoot you in the face and dump your body in the Mediterranean.”

“He said—”

“I don’t give a shit what he said.” He paced once, ran a hand through his hair. “You think this is a trade? This is a setup. He wants the evidence back, and he wants you gone.”

“I know he wouldn’t let them go—but I’ll take them out of there.”

“Jesus, Maxine, wake up!”

I flinched. Not from the words. From the fear behind them.

He exhaled. Looked at me softer. “I’m not letting you walk into that.”

“You don’t get to let me do anything.”

“This isn’t justice anymore. This is suicide.”

“No.” I stepped closer. “This is justice.”

“You already got what we needed. We have names. We have Holtz.”

“And we still have the girls.”

His jaw tensed. “If you die, that list dies with you.”

I tapped the phone. “You have backups. I know you made them.”

He didn’t answer.

I stepped back, hands on my hips, the robe sliding open just a little. I didn’t care.

“This is bigger than you. Bigger than me. You said you wanted to burn this all down.”

He looked away.

“I’m not going there to die,” I said. “I’m going there to finish it.”

He stayed quiet.

“The agency won’t support this.”

“Yes, but I know you’ve got my back,” I said.

I crossed to the closet and started changing. The catsuit was black, tight, and glossy. A shoulder holster lay across the dresser. I strapped it on without flinching.

Victor finally spoke.

“You’re wearing that?”

“It’s flexible.”

“You look like Catwoman.”

I smirked. “You say that like it’s a problem.”

He didn’t speak for a moment.

Then he moved to the drawer, pulled out a second pistol. Held it out.

I took it without hesitation.

“Fine,” he muttered. “But we’re doing this my way.”

“No.”

He looked at me, surprised.

“We’re doing it mine.”

We moved at dawn.

No agency support. No backup. Just me, Victor, two silencers, and everything we couldn’t say last night pressed between our shoulders.

Luka’s compound sat carved into the cliffs like a villain’s wet dream. Palm trees, security gates, motion sensors. Inside, who knew how many guards. How many girls.

I wore the catsuit. Tight enough to make men forget their job. The slit down my leg showed thigh holster and just enough skin to distract. I painted my lips deep red. Not for Luka. For me.

Victor parked the car half a mile off and gave me one last look.

“Kill fast. Don’t hesitate.”

“I won’t.”

“Maxine…”

I kissed him. Quick. Then slipped out.

The guard at the west gate was scrolling on his phone, leaned against a pillar.

I approached slow.
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“Hi,” I said, voice soft.

He looked up. His eyes widened. “Who—?”

I smiled. “Special delivery.”

He opened his mouth to call someone. Too late.

I slammed him into the wall, twisted his wrist, grabbed his pistol, and cracked it against his skull. He dropped. I dragged his body behind the bushes.

One down.

Inside, I moved like smoke. Low, silent, sure. My heels made no sound on the marble. The catsuit clung to every curve. The second guard saw me and paused too long.

I giggled. “Don’t worry. I’m just here for him.”

He let his eyes drop.

I stabbed him in the neck.

I found the first girl in the east wing. Alone. Drugged. Barely conscious. I carried her over my shoulder, one hand on my gun.

Victor met me near the staircase. Took her without a word.

“One by one,” I said.

“Got it.”

We moved fast. Two more girls from a locked room—barefoot, crying. I told them they were safe. Lied with confidence. Victor took them. I kept going.

Fourth room, a guard lunged at me from behind a door.

I ducked, kicked back, his nose cracked against the wall. He swung a baton. I blocked it with my forearm, twisted his wrist, and shot him in the gut. He fell screaming. I didn’t look back.

Then I heard her.

A scream.

Tiny. Terrified.

Top floor.

I sprinted up the stairs.

And I found him.

Luka.

Covered in sweat, sleeves rolled up, knife in one hand, dragging a girl by her hair with the other. She couldn’t have been older than twelve. Her dress was soaked in blood. Some of it hers. Some of it wasn’t.

Luka smiled when he saw me.

“You think you won?” he said.

I raised my gun.

He pressed the blade to her neck.

“One twitch,” he said, “and she dies. You can’t save everyone, sweetheart. So I’ll take this one to the grave.”

My heart jumped.

“Let’s talk about this, Luka. Let her go.”

He licked the blade and looked intensely into my eyes before tracing the girl’s neck.

“Soft, delicate…”

I didn’t speak.

I just let him think that he had me mesmerized by his little show.

And just like that, I aimed.

And I pulled the trigger.

“Alright sugar, it’s time to di—"

The bullet ripped through his temple before the word “die” even finished leaving his lips.

He collapsed.

The girl screamed and bolted out of the room. Gone.

I walked up to his body.

His head lolled, one eye gone. Blood slicked the floor.

I crouched.

Spat.
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“You’re a fool,” I whispered, “for thinking your hand is faster than my bullet.”

Then I stood, wiped my mouth with the back of my gloved hand, and walked out without looking back.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE PLANE touched down on a private strip in Switzerland. Victor hadn’t said much since the mission. He stared out the window most of the flight, fingers tapping the armrest, jaw tight. I didn’t ask. I was too tired to fight. Too wired to sleep.

The agency’s European branch was built like a modern monastery—glass, silence, and secrets. Everyone walked fast and said nothing. Suits. Earpieces. Cold hands in latex gloves. It didn’t feel like coming home. It felt like checking into purgatory.

They separated us the second we entered.

I was escorted to Medical. Blood draw. Reflex test. Physical exam by a man who looked like he hadn’t blinked since the Cold War. Then a woman—Agent Sloane, dark hair, square shoulders—walked in with a folder marked “Maxine Donovan.”

She flipped it open.

“Do you know what you’ve done?”

“Saved seventeen girls.”

“Exposed a trafficking network with high-level government protection.”

“You’re welcome.”

She smiled thin. “You also disobeyed direct orders, went off-grid, and compromised your handler.”

I crossed my arms. “You can’t fire me. I don’t work here.”

She didn’t answer right away. Just pushed the folder across the table. “We’d like to change that.”

Inside: a badge. A burner phone. A black card. And a new name.

Maxine.

“Permanent field agent,” she said. “Same pay as Victor. Same access. We’ll relocate you. Redesign you. You’d work as Maxine from now on. Full femme detail. You’re valuable like this.”

I didn’t know what to say.

She stood. “Think about it.”

They moved me to a guest suite upstairs. White walls. No windows. A closet full of new clothes, all my measurements, tags still on. Red dresses. Lace bras. Lipsticks in little black tubes.
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I was halfway through a glass of wine as I looked out the window when I heard the voices through the vent above the bed.

Victor and Sloane.

“We can’t have you working together again.”

“She’s my asset.”

“You compromised objectivity.”

“She was in danger.”

“She was yours. That’s the problem.”

I sat up.

“From this point forward,” Sloane said, “we recommend you cut ties. For both your records.”

Victor didn’t speak.

“Don’t make me write you up.”

Still nothing.

Then footsteps. A door shutting.

And my stomach dropped.

He hadn’t said no.

I shut the vent.

I didn’t cry. I just sat there for a long time, staring at the closet door.

Inside were pieces of her. Maxine. The woman I built for a mission. Who wore pain like perfume and seduced monsters with a smile. She was real. She was mine. But now… I didn’t know where she ended and I began.

I stood, walked to the closet, and opened it.

Dresses. Sequin, satin, ruched and sleeveless. Gowns that looked like armor. Heels arranged by height, color-coded. Lingerie I remembered loving.

I used to love all of it and now, I want them burned to the ground.

I pulled a red dress off the hanger and let it drop to the floor.

Then another.

And another.

I kept going until the whole rack was bare, like I was tearing down a stage set after the final act.

I caught my reflection in the mirror.

Still Maxine. Full lips. Feminized jaw. C-cup breasts under a camisole. Hair past my shoulders now. I looked like someone who knew exactly who she was.

But inside, it felt like noise.

The agency had offered me purpose, a job, a future. Victor had offered me… something else. I didn’t know if it was love. But it was real. And yet here I was, alone, feeling like both offers were cages.

I stepped back from the mirror. Laid down on the bed.

Stared at the ceiling and whispered, “I don’t know who the fuck I am.”

I slept for twelve hours.

The next morning, I packed.

I didn’t leave a note. I didn’t send a message.

I just walked out.

No badge. No black card. No Maxine.

Just a hoodie, jeans, and sunglasses.

I walked until my feet hurt. Then I took a cab to a hotel under a fake name. Paid cash. Threw the burner phone in the trash.

And I told myself it was over.

That I’d figure it out somewhere else.

Somewhere quiet.

Somewhere far from Victor.

Three days passed.

I didn’t check the news. I didn’t reach out. I wore a baseball cap in public and tied my hair in a knot so I wouldn’t recognize myself. The hotel smelled like cheap soap and fried rice. I didn’t care. I didn’t leave the room unless I needed coffee.

I told myself I was starting over.

But every time I saw my reflection in the black TV screen, I saw him. Victor. The way he looked at me right before I walked into Luka’s compound. Like I was the only thing in the world that made sense.

I was brushing my teeth when I heard the knock.

Three soft taps. Not room service.

I opened the door in a towel, half-ready to yell.

It was him.

Victor.

Dark circles under his eyes. Clothes wrinkled. Unshaven. Hands in his pockets like he wasn’t sure I’d let him in.

I didn’t say a word. I just stepped aside.

He came in, stood near the bed, didn’t sit.

“I know you hate me,” he said.

“Which part?” I asked. “The silence, or the betrayal?”

He winced. “I was as shocked as you were.”

“So you didn’t fight it.”

“I wanted to. But I’d been an agent my whole life. And… I didn’t know if you wanted me to.”

I crossed my arms. “I wanted to not be abandoned.”

He looked at me then. Fully. Like he’d memorized every part of me already and was still afraid I’d vanish.
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“I love you,” he said.

It wasn’t clean. It wasn’t timed. It was just there. Raw.

I blinked.

He took a step closer. “I didn’t say it before because I didn’t want it to mess up the mission. But it’s been messing me up ever since.”

I looked down. My throat closed.

“I love you,” he said again, softer now. “And I’ll quit. I’ll walk away from all of it. I don’t need it.”

I let out a shaky breath. “You’re an idiot.”

Then I punched his chest.

And then I kissed him. Hard.

He laughed against my mouth. “I missed you.”

“Shut up.”

We fell to the bed. The towel dropped. He didn’t care. I didn’t either. We kissed like we meant it. Like we’d fought for it. His hands were everywhere—respectful, greedy, gentle, sure. I pulled him on top of me, legs wrapping around him, both of us tangled in silk sheets and unfinished questions.

After, we lay there. Our breath slowing. “You don’t have to quit,” I said. He turned his head. “What?”

“I’ll do it. I’ll be the one who leaves. I need to find out if Max is still in here. I want to know if I’m a sissy, a femboy, a crossdresser, I don’t know, I need space. I need to be on my own. And I need to know you’ll still be there if I come back.”

He reached over and brushed a strand of hair behind my ear.

“I’ll wait forever.”

A week later, I was in Dr. Lau’s clinic.

She looked at me with a mix of surprise and curiosity. “You understand what detransition means, yes?”

I nodded. “I remember everything.” She tilted her head. “Then why are you smiling?”

I looked at my reflection. Then back at her.

“Because I’m not here for that. I want a bigger ass.”

Dr. Lau smirked. “Now that sounds like the real you.”


Epilogue

∞∞∞

I WORE a linen dress that clung to the right places and flowed around the rest. It moved when I walked, like it knew I had nothing to prove. My hair was lighter now—bleached blonde, shoulder-length, tousled on purpose. I hadn’t worn a gun in six months. Hadn’t needed to.

The Istanbul heat wrapped around me like a lazy lover. The bazaar was chaos: voices calling, copper lamps hanging like stars, colors everywhere. I didn’t flinch. I walked through it like I belonged. Because now, I did.

Maxine.

It wasn’t just a name anymore. It was home.

Victor walked a few paces behind me, pretending to look at rugs. He was in a thin white shirt and aviators, looking like trouble with a retirement plan. I knew he hated crowds. He said people made him twitchy. But he followed me anyway.

We’d been stationed here for six months. I wasn’t an agent anymore. Just an assistant. That’s what I told the agency. “I’ll work in the office, no weapons. I want to help, not kill.”

They agreed. Quietly. But little did they know, I was planning to be an agent again after my remaining sessions with my gender specialist.

I hadn’t fired a shot since Luka.

I hadn’t wanted to.

I was enjoying life as a civilian.

Victor caught up when I paused near a vendor selling silver earrings. The man looked at my chest, then my face, then smiled too wide.

Victor stepped beside me. Not possessive. Just close enough.

“Careful,” he muttered. “He’s eyeing you like you’re dessert.”

“I am dessert,” I said. “Just not for him.”

Victor grunted.

We walked on, past stalls full of saffron, spices, scarves I didn’t need but loved to touch.

“How’s your specialist?” he asked.

“Nosy,” I said. “Smart. Patient.”

“She still asking about Maya?”

I nodded once. “She says I grieved harder because I understood something I wasn’t ready to say out loud.”

He looked at me.

“She was also trans, you know.” I added. “I think part of me always knew. She got beat for wearing lipstick to school once. I remember how I felt when I saw the bruise. I wanted to die. Or kill. I didn’t know what it meant then.”

“And now?”

“Now I get it.”

I took his hand. Let our fingers lace.

“I wasn’t just angry for her. I was angry because I was her. And I didn’t know it yet.”

Victor said nothing for a while.

Then, gently, “You okay now?”
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I smiled. “Closer.”

We passed an alley where a boy was selling knockoff watches. A woman in a full abaya bartered with a butcher. The air smelled like cumin and meat and the sea.

It was loud. It was alive. And I wasn’t hiding anymore.

I leaned in. “Let’s go home, love?”

He turned to me, tilted his head.

“What did you call me?”

He then raised an eyebrow. “Love?”

“It’s sir, or boss,” he continued.

I groaned. “Don’t start.”

He giggled. “Just kidding, love.”

And just like that, the world felt lighter.

I didn’t need a mission—at least for now.

I was one.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy The Sissy Assassin? 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

[image: Two femboys taking a selfie.]

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…

[image: A person in a garment  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“It was just a prank. I didn’t mean to get court-ordered into a girls-only military academy… or end up wearing a pleated skirt with a girly name.”

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

Only, I didn’t stay invisible.

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

It was supposed to be fake.

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

Read Mascara and Military School

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 The Sissy Assassin.

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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