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Introduction

"I hated my dorm. I hated my disgusting roommate. But I never thought escaping them would mean becoming a sorority sister."

This is an illustrated romance novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

My dorm was a nightmare—trash piles, weird smells, and a roommate who thought hygiene was optional. I was desperate to get out. When my best friend Linda offered me a place at Sigma Tau Phi, I thought it was my perfect escape.

There was just one catch: I had to live as Abby.

At first, it was just a disguise—a way to survive. But life in the sorority house changed me. The girls treated me like one of their own. I wore skirts, did my makeup, and for the first time, I looked in the mirror and felt… right.

Then came Ryan—frat president, campus heartthrob, and the one guy I couldn’t fall for. But he saw me—the real me. And just as I started to believe I belonged, a sorority sister exposed my secret to the entire university.

Suddenly, I was the center of every rumor, every whisper. I was supposed to run. I was supposed to disappear. I was supposed to accept the label of a weird pervy guy who snuck into a sorority house.

But this time? I wasn’t backing down.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, gradual feminization, medical transition, transgender 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 Sorority Secret.


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

[image: A screenshot of a book  Description automatically generated]

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

∞∞∞

THE WIND CUT through my hoodie as I slumped on the bench under the oak tree, staring at the ground. The campus was alive with the usual afternoon chatter, but it all blurred into background noise. I didn’t even look up when Linda’s bright pink sneakers came into view.

“You look like you’re about to cry,” she said, plopping down beside me. “What’s wrong now? Dawson?”

I groaned, burying my face in my hands. “Linda, I can’t do this anymore. I can’t.”

“Okay, calm down.” She pulled out her water bottle, unscrewing the cap like she had all the time in the world. “Start from the beginning.”

“Where do I even start?” I threw my hands in the air. “The guy is… he’s disgusting. He’s like a walking, talking trash can. No, worse—a trash can at a carnival, where people throw in cotton candy and soda and it all melts into this sticky, moldy—”

“Alright, I get the picture,” she said, cutting me off with a laugh.

“What did he do this time?”

“Do you really want to know?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

Linda nodded. “Of course. Lay it on me.”

I took a deep breath. “Okay, so last night, I got back from the library. It’s, like, midnight. I’m dead tired. I open the door, and the first thing I see is Dawson sitting on his bed, shirtless, eating barbecue ribs.”

Linda blinked. “Ribs?”

“Ribs,” I confirmed. “And he’s just throwing the bones on the floor, like it’s normal. Like our dorm is some kind of medieval banquet hall.”

Her jaw dropped. “No way.”

“It gets worse.” I leaned forward, my voice dropping like I was sharing some dark secret. “The floor was already covered in stuff—pizza boxes, old socks, wrappers. I could barely see the carpet. And the smell, Linda. Oh my God, the smell.”

She gagged, clutching her water bottle. “That’s so gross! Why haven’t you reported him to the RA?”

[image: Mage media]

I sighed, leaning back against the bench. “I did. Twice. The first time, they gave him a warning. The second time, they sent someone to ‘inspect’ the room, but Dawson cleaned just enough to pass. Now they think I’m overreacting.”

Linda shook her head. “You’re not overreacting. That guy sounds like a nightmare.”

“You don’t even know the half of it,” I muttered. “There’s the time he spilled soda on his desk and didn’t clean it up for weeks. I thought the ants were bad, but no—last week, I found a cockroach in my backpack. My backpack, Linda.”

Her eyes widened. “Are you serious?”

“Dead serious,” I said, shuddering at the memory. “And when I confronted him about it, you know what he said? ‘Bugs are just nature’s little helpers.’”

Linda burst out laughing. “No way he said that!”

“Oh, he said it. With a straight face.” I shook my head, running a hand through my hair. “I don’t know how much more I can take. I’ve started sleeping in the library just to get away from him.”

She frowned, her laughter fading. “You’ve been sleeping in the library?”

“Sometimes,” I admitted. “It’s quiet, and it doesn’t smell like a dumpster. But I can’t keep doing it. I’m exhausted, Linda. I can’t focus in class, and I feel like I’m falling apart.”

Her face softened, and she rested a hand on my shoulder. “You’ve got to get out of there.”

“Gee, you think?” I said, rolling my eyes.

“No, I mean it,” she said, ignoring my sarcasm. “You can’t live like this. What about getting a single room?”

I laughed bitterly. “Do you think I haven’t thought of that? I can’t afford it. My parents are barely scraping by to pay for this dorm. I’m stuck.”

For a moment, neither of us said anything. The wind rustled the leaves above us, and somewhere in the distance, someone was playing a guitar. I stared at the ground, feeling the weight of it all pressing down on me.

“Okay,” Linda said finally, her tone shifting. “What if I told you I had an idea?”

I glanced at her. “What kind of idea?”

“A solution to your Dawson problem.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I’m listening.”

She grinned, a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

“Move into Sigma Tau Phi.”

For a second, I thought I hadn’t heard her right. “Move into… what?”

“My sorority,” she said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “We’ve got an extra room. You could stay there, and you’d never have to deal with Dawson again.”

I stared at her, waiting for the punchline. When it didn’t come, I laughed nervously. “Yeah, right. Like that’s going to happen.”

“I’m serious!” she said, her grin widening.

“You can’t be serious.”

“I am!”

“You know I’m not a girl, right?”

Linda rolled her eyes. “Obviously. But I can talk to Anna Mae—she’s the president. She’ll understand.”

“Oh, sure,” I said sarcastically. “I’m sure she’ll be thrilled to let a random guy move into a sorority house. That won’t raise any eyebrows at all.”

“You don’t give Anna Mae enough credit,” Linda said, crossing her arms. “She’s a lot more reasonable than you think. Besides, you’re my best friend since the fourth grade. If I tell her you’re cool, she’ll trust me.”

I shook my head. “Linda, I appreciate the thought, but there’s no way this is going to work. It’s insane.”

“Maybe,” she said with a shrug. “But isn’t it worth a shot? I mean, what’s the alternative? Spending the rest of the semester with Dawson?”

I hesitated, her words sinking in. The thought of another day in that room, let alone another semester, made my stomach churn.

“Just think about it,” Linda said, giving my shoulder a squeeze.

“Let me talk to Anna Mae, and we’ll see what she says. Worst-case scenario, she says no, and you’re no worse off than you are now.”

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. “Fine. But don’t get my hopes up, okay? This sounds too good to be true.”

“Trust me,” she said with a wink. “I’ve got this.”

Later that night, I pushed the dorm door open with my elbow, arms full of books and a half-eaten granola bar clamped between my teeth. The instant I stepped inside, the smell hit me—something sour and rotten. My nose wrinkled as I surveyed the room. Dawson was sprawled on his bed, headphones on, surrounded by what I could only describe as chaos.

“Seriously?” I said, muffled by the granola bar in my mouth. I dropped my books onto my desk with a loud thud, hoping it would catch his attention.

No reaction.

I yanked the headphones off his head. “Dawson!”

He blinked at me, dazed. “What’s your problem, bro?”

“What’s my problem?” I gestured wildly at the room.

“What’s your problem? It smells like something died in here!”

He sniffed the air casually, then shrugged. “It’s not that bad.”

“Not that bad?” My voice rose with every word. “Dawson, there’s a moldy sandwich on your desk, and I think it’s growing legs!”

He glanced over, saw the offending sandwich, and laughed. “Oh, yeah. I forgot about that. I’ll throw it out later.”

“Later?” I threw up my hands.

“No! Not later, Dawson. Now! You can’t just leave food out like that!”

“Relax, bro,” he said, leaning back on his pillow. “You’re always so uptight. Just chill.”

“Chill?” I was practically shaking with anger.

“How am I supposed to chill when this room looks—and smells—like a garbage mountain?”

He rolled his eyes. “You’re so dramatic.”

“I’m dramatic?” My voice cracked. “You have empty pizza boxes piled in the corner! There’s a cup of something green on your nightstand, and I don’t even want to know what it is. This isn’t normal, Dawson. This isn’t okay!”

He sat up, his expression hardening. “You don’t like it? Then leave.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. For a second, I just stood there, stunned.

“Excuse me?” I said finally, my voice low.

“You heard me,” he said with a shrug.

“If you hate it so much, why don’t you just move out?”

“You think I haven’t thought about that?” I shot back. “Do you think I want to be here, living in this nightmare? Do you have any idea how hard it is to even step into this room without wanting to puke?”

“Well, I didn’t ask you to live here,” he said, crossing his arms.

“You’re the one with the problem, not me.”

My hands clenched into fists at my sides. “You’re unbelievable. You know that? You don’t care about anyone but yourself. Do you even realize how disgusting this is? How hard it is to live like this?”

He smirked. “If it’s so hard, then maybe you’re just weak.”

That was it. The final straw.

I grabbed my backpack, shoved my laptop and a few essentials inside, and stormed toward the door. “You know what? You’re right. I am weak—because I’ve put up with you for this long. But not anymore.”

“Where are you going?” he called after me, but I didn’t answer. I slammed the door behind me, my chest heaving with anger.

The cool evening air hit me as I stepped outside, but it did little to cool the anger boiling inside me. I didn’t know where I was going; I just needed to get away.

I ended up at the small courtyard near the library, where a few benches were scattered around under dim streetlights. Most of the benches were empty, except for one, where a guy sat with his legs stretched out and a cigarette dangling from his fingers.

It was Ryan.

I knew who he was—everyone did. Jock, tall, broad shoulders, perfect hair, and the kind of confidence that made you hate him just a little. He was the guy everyone wanted to be or be with, depending on who you asked.

As I got closer, he glanced up, his sharp blue eyes locking onto me. I debated turning around and walking away, but it was too late.

“Rough night?” he asked, his voice smooth and casual.

I hated small talk. “Something like that,” I muttered, dropping onto the bench as far from him as possible.

He raised an eyebrow, taking a drag from his cigarette. “Not much of a talker, huh?”

“Not really,” I said, pulling out my phone and pretending to scroll through it.

Ryan chuckled, the sound low and amused. “Fair enough.”

For a moment, we sat in silence. I could feel him watching me, but I refused to look up. I didn’t want to acknowledge the fact that maybe, the attention he was giving me made me feel a little tingly inside.

“Love problems?” he asked, breaking the silence.

I shot him a quick glance. “What makes you say that?”

“You look pissed off,” he said with a smirk.

“Figured it had to be something like that.”

I sighed, leaning back against the bench. “It’s nothing like that. Besides, you’d never understand.”

“Try me,” he said, leaning forward with his elbows on his knees.

I hesitated. Talking to Ryan wasn’t exactly on my list of things to do tonight, but the frustration bubbling inside me needed an outlet.

“Dawson,” I said finally. “My roommate. He’s a slob. No, worse than a slob—he’s a health hazard. The guy hasn’t cleaned a thing since we moved in. There’s trash everywhere, the room smells like death, and he thinks it’s hilarious.”

Ryan let out a low whistle. “That sounds rough.”

“Rough doesn’t even begin to cover it,” I said, shaking my head.

“And when I called him out on it, he told me to leave. Like it’s that easy. Like I can just snap my fingers and find another place to live.”

Ryan took another drag of his cigarette, exhaling the smoke slowly.
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“Why don’t you?”

I snorted. “Because I’m broke, that’s why. My parents are barely covering my tuition. I can’t afford a single room, and I definitely can’t afford off-campus housing.”

He nodded, like he actually understood. “Tough spot.”

“Yeah,” I said bitterly. “Tough spot.”

For a moment, neither of us said anything. The quiet was almost comforting, even if I wasn’t thrilled about the company.

“Well,” Ryan said finally, standing up and flicking his cigarette into the trash.

“Good luck with that. Hope it works out for you.”

“Thanks,” I said, not bothering to look up.

He hesitated, like he wanted to say something else, but then he just shrugged and walked away, his hands in his pockets. I stayed on the bench, staring up at the stars and wondering how the hell I was going to get through the rest of the semester.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS AFTER my blow-up with Dawson, I sat in the crowded campus cafeteria, poking at a plate of underwhelming spaghetti. The sauce was watery, the noodles overcooked, and it somehow managed to match my mood perfectly.

“Cheer up,” Linda said, sliding into the seat across from me. She dropped her tray on the table with a loud clatter, drawing the attention of a few nearby students.

“I’ve got news.”

I raised an eyebrow, still twirling the limp spaghetti around my fork. “If it’s about Dawson spontaneously learning basic hygiene, I’ll believe it when I see it.”

“It’s not about Dawson.” She leaned forward, her voice dropping conspiratorially.

“I talked to Anna Mae.”

I froze, my fork mid-air.

“Anna Mae? As in, your sorority president Anna Mae?”

“The one and only.” She grinned like she’d just won the lottery.

“And?” I asked, dread settling in my stomach.

“Because I told you I’d fix your living situation,” she said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

“Linda...” I started, shaking my head.

“Relax,” she said, waving me off. “I just told her about your roommate situation and suggested that maybe—just maybe—you could move into Sigma Tau Phi.”

I stared at her, my jaw slack. “And she didn’t laugh in your face?”

“Nope.” Linda popped a fry into her mouth. “She agreed to meet you.”

“She what?” My voice cracked, and a few people turned to look at us.

Linda rolled her eyes. “Will you calm down? She’s over there.” She nodded toward a table by the windows.

I followed her gaze and spotted Anna Mae immediately. She looked exactly like the picture-perfect sorority president: glossy black hair, perfectly arched eyebrows, and a blazer that somehow made her look like she ran a Fortune 500 company instead of a sorority.

“I can’t talk to her,” I said, panic rising in my chest.

“Yes, you can,” Linda said, standing up and grabbing her tray.

“Come on.”

I wanted to argue, but before I could, she was already walking toward Anna Mae’s table. With a deep breath, I grabbed my tray and followed her, feeling like I was marching toward my doom.

“Anna Mae,” Linda said brightly as we reached the table.

“This is Abraham.”

Anna Mae looked up from her phone, her dark eyes scanning me from head to toe. I suddenly felt very small.

“Hi,” I said, my voice barely audible.
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She didn’t smile. “Sit.”

I obeyed, setting my tray down and sinking into the chair across from her.

“So,” Anna Mae said, folding her hands on the table.

“Linda tells me you’re having roommate problems.”

“That’s putting it mildly,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

“And she thinks the solution is for you to move into Sigma Tau Phi.” Her tone was unreadable, but her raised eyebrow spoke volumes.

“Uh... yeah,” I said, glancing at Linda for support. “But I get it if it’s not possible. I mean, it’s a sorority, and I’m not exactly—”

“A girl,” she finished for me.

I winced. “Right.”

She leaned back in her chair, studying me. “You realize what you’re asking for isn’t exactly normal, right? Letting a guy live in a sorority house? It could cause... issues.”

“I understand,” I said quickly. “And I don’t want to cause any trouble. It’s just... I don’t have anywhere else to go. My roommate—he’s unbearable. I’ve tried everything, but nothing works. I’m desperate.”

Her expression didn’t change.

“You wouldn’t even know he’s there,” Linda chimed in. “He’s quiet, he’s clean, and he’s harmless. Seriously, Anna Mae, he’s a good guy. You can trust him.”

Anna Mae’s gaze shifted between us, and I held my breath, waiting for her verdict.

“No,” she said finally.

My heart sank.

“What?” Linda said, her voice rising.

“I said no,” Anna Mae repeated, her tone firm.

“It’s too risky. If people found out, it could damage our reputation.”

“Please,” Linda said, leaning forward.

“At least think about it. Just for a couple of days.”

Anna Mae sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. “I’ll think about it,” she said, her voice heavy with reluctance. “But no promises.”

“Thank you!” Linda said, her face lighting up.

I managed a weak smile, but all I could feel was the knot of anxiety tightening in my stomach.

Class was halfway over, but I couldn’t tell you what the professor was saying if my life depended on it. Something about economics, maybe? Or was it statistics? All I could focus on was the swirling mix of frustration and hopelessness buzzing in my head.

I stared blankly at the spreadsheet projected on the screen, my hands resting on the keyboard in front of me. Around me, the other students were either furiously typing notes or pretending to while scrolling through social media.

My phone buzzed on the desk, and I glanced down to see a message from Linda: "So, just an update, Anna Mae's still thinking. Hang in there!"

I sighed, shoving the phone back into my hoodie pocket.

Anna Mae was "thinking." Great. Meanwhile, I was stuck plotting my survival.

What if I got a part-time job? Maybe I could work at one of the fast-food places near campus—flipping burgers or taking orders. It wouldn’t be glamorous, but if it meant escaping Dawson, it might be worth it.

I opened my browser and typed “part-time jobs near me” into the search bar. A list of possibilities popped up, ranging from cashier jobs to barista positions. I clicked on a few of the listings, my hopes rising just a little.

“Abraham,” the professor called.

I snapped my head up, heat rushing to my face. “Uh, yes?”

“Would you like to share your thoughts on the demand curve?”

I glanced at the screen, which was covered in a graph I hadn’t even noticed before. My mind scrambled for a response, but all I could come up with was, “It’s... uh... interesting?”

The professor raised an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed.

“Thank you for that insightful contribution,” she said dryly, moving on to the next student.

I slouched in my seat, wishing I could disappear. The girl sitting next to me stifled a giggle, and I avoided her gaze, burying myself back in my laptop.

This wasn’t working.

Even if I found a job, it wouldn’t solve my immediate problem. I needed a place to live now, not in a month when I’d saved up enough for a single room.

My phone buzzed again. Another message from Linda: "I told her you’d make her assignments for the whole semester. She looks convinced. Stay positive!"

I sighed. Easy for her to say. She wasn’t the one living with Dawson.

Still, I couldn’t deny that her texts helped, even just a little.

I glanced at the job listings one more time, then closed the browser. Plan B was a bust. All I could do now was wait and hope Anna Mae had a change of heart.

Later that day, the hum of the copy machine filled the library’s quiet corner as I fed another page into the tray. I watched the scanner light glide back and forth, half-hypnotized by its rhythm. Xeroxing textbooks wasn’t exactly the most thrilling activity, but at least it kept my mind off Dawson.

“Abraham.”

I turned at the sound of Linda’s voice and saw her walking toward me, her face lit with an excitement that made me immediately suspicious.

[image: Mage media]

“Hey,” I said warily. “What’s up?”

“Good news,” she said, practically bouncing on her toes.

“Define ‘good,’” I muttered, feeding another page into the copier.

She grabbed my arm, pulling me away from the machine.

“Come on, Anna Mae’s waiting.”

My stomach dropped. “Wait—what? She’s here?”

“Yeah,” Linda said, grinning. “She wants to talk to you.”

My heart started pounding. “Linda, I don’t think—”

“Don’t think. Just come on,” she said, dragging me through the library before I could protest.

We rounded a shelf of encyclopedias and stepped into a small study area, where Anna Mae sat at a table, flipping through a thick textbook. She looked up as we approached, her expression unreadable.

“Hi,” I said awkwardly, clutching the strap of my backpack.

“Sit,” she said, gesturing to the chair across from her.

I sank into the seat, glancing nervously at Linda, who plopped down beside me like this was the most normal thing in the world.

“So,” Anna Mae began, closing her book.

“Linda’s been very persistent.”

I shot Linda a quick look, but she just smiled, completely unfazed.

“I’ve thought about it,” Anna Mae continued, folding her hands on the table.

“And I’m willing to give you a chance.”

“Really?” I blurted out before I could stop myself.

“Don’t get too excited,” she said, raising a perfectly shaped eyebrow.

“There’s a catch.”

Of course there was.

“You’ll have to present as a girl,” she said matter-of-factly. “If anyone finds out you’re a guy, it could cause problems for the sorority. This is non-negotiable.”

I blinked, sure I’d misheard her. “I... what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her tone flat. “If you want to move into Sigma Tau Phi, you’ll need to dress and act like a girl. I don’t want other students to see a guy go in and out our door. That’s the only way this works.”

I stared at her, my mind racing. This had to be a joke, right? I glanced at Linda, but she just nodded encouragingly.

“That’s... not what I expected,” I said finally, my voice weak.

Anna Mae’s expression didn’t change. “Take it or leave it.”

I let out a nervous laugh, hoping to lighten the mood. “You’re serious?”

She didn’t laugh. “Completely.”

My stomach twisted. The thought of pretending to be a girl—wearing dresses, makeup, whatever else that entailed—was equal parts terrifying and ridiculous. But the alternative was staying with Dawson, and that was worse.

Much worse.

“Okay,” I said quietly, my throat dry. “I’ll do it.”

Linda squealed, clapping her hands together. Anna Mae, on the other hand, remained stoic.

“Good,” she said, standing up.

“We’ll discuss the details later. For now, just know that if you screw this up, you’re out. Understand?”

I nodded, feeling like I’d just signed a contract with the devil.

“Welcome to Sigma Tau Phi,” she said, her lips curving into a faint smile.

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to laugh or cry.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE SIGMA TAU PHI common room smelled like vanilla candles and nail polish remover. A light buzz of pop music played in the background, setting the tone for what Linda insisted would be a “fun bonding session.” Fun was not the word I’d use. Torturous, maybe. Embarrassing, definitely.

“Okay, first things first,” Heather said, dropping a massive bag onto the coffee table.

“We need to fix those brows. Sarah, tweezers.”

“Tweezers?” I echoed, my voice rising an octave.

“Oh, relax,” Sarah said, sitting on the armrest of the couch with a devilish grin.

“Beauty is pain. Now sit still.”

I squirmed as Sarah leaned in, the cold metal of the tweezers grazing my forehead. With a sharp tug, she yanked out a hair. I yelped.

“Drama queen,” she muttered, pulling another.

“It feels like you’re ripping my soul out!” I snapped, gripping the cushion beneath me.

Linda laughed, brushing a hand through her short blonde hair.

“You’ll survive. And trust me, Abby, you’ll thank us later.”

“Abby!?” I wanted to retaliate, but the name wasn’t too bad. It sounded like Abe, which was my childhood nickname.

“Yes, Abby,” Linda said with a confident tone.

“Thank you for turning me into a plucked chicken,” I mumbled under my breath.

Once Sarah finished torturing my brows into two thin, symmetrical arcs, Heather took over. She crouched in front of me, her auburn curls bouncing as she sifted through her bag.

“Foundation next. You’re about to learn the magic of contouring.”

“What’s contouring?” I asked suspiciously.

Heather gasped dramatically, clutching her chest.

“Linda, you didn’t prepare her for the basics?”

“I didn’t think we’d need a PowerPoint presentation,” Linda shot back.

“Ugh, amateur hour.” Heather unscrewed the lid of a bottle and pumped a blob of liquid foundation onto a sponge. “This, Abby, is the secret to a flawless face. Now hold still.”

The cold sponge pressed against my skin, dabbing and blending the beige liquid over my cheeks and forehead. Heather worked quickly, muttering to herself about blending and undertones. She held up a compact mirror when she finished one side.

“See the difference?” she asked.

I tilted my head. The side she worked on looked... smoother, less blotchy. “I guess?”

“Good enough.” She spun back to her kit, grabbing a small palette of browns and creams. “Time for contouring. I’m giving you cheekbones that could cut glass.”

“What if I like my face the way it is?” I tried, but Heather ignored me, drawing lines along my cheeks and jaw with a darker shade before blending it in.

Meanwhile, Sarah and another girl named Emily tackled my hands. “Your nails are a disaster,” Emily said, holding one up like it offended her.

“Well, I don’t exactly get manicures,” I said defensively.

“Clearly,” Sarah replied, filing my nails into neat ovals.

While they worked, Linda flitted around like a proud stage mom.

“Oh! Don’t forget blush, Heather. Abby needs a pop of color. She’s as pasty as that girl Samara from The Ring.”

Heather waved her off. “I’m getting there. Patience.”

A soft brush swept over my cheeks, followed by the sticky glide of a lip gloss wand. I tried to resist licking my lips as the cherry-flavored gloss set in.

“Wig time!” Linda announced, holding up a wavy blonde wig.

I stared at it like it was an alien creature.

“That’s not going on my head.”

“Oh, it is,” she said with a grin, pulling a wig cap over my hair before positioning the wig. With a few tugs and adjustments, the loose waves cascaded over my shoulders.

Heather leaned back, tilting her head. “Almost there. Sarah, grab the heels.”

“What?” My voice cracked again.

Linda held up a pair of black kitten heels.

“Baby steps, Abby. Literally. These are as low as it gets.”

My protests fell on deaf ears as they shoved my feet into the shoes. Standing was its own challenge. I wobbled, clutching the arm of the couch like it might save me from toppling over.

“You’ll get used to it,” Linda said, steadying me. “Now walk to the door and back.”

“Are you kidding?”

“Do it,” Heather ordered.

With my heart in my throat, I took a tentative step. The heels clacked against the hardwood floor, and I teetered but managed to stay upright. One step turned into two, then three, until I reached the door.

“See? Natural,” Heather said with a smirk.

“Natural disaster,” I muttered, turning back toward them.

The moment was interrupted by Claire’s sharp voice from the doorway.

“What’s all this noise?”

Everyone turned to look at her. She stood there, arms crossed, her icy blue eyes sweeping over me.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” she said, shaking her head.

“This is what we’re doing now? Playing house with boys in dresses?”

“Claire,” Linda started, but Claire held up a hand.

“No, seriously. This is pathetic.” Her gaze landed on me, and she sneered.

“Good luck fitting in.”

She turned on her heel and stormed off, leaving a tense silence in her wake.

“Don’t listen to her, Abby, she’s going through a breakup, Ryan Wachowski dumped her, he found out that she was sleeping with a pre-med student,” Linda said, squeezing my shoulder.

“Yeah,” Heather added. “Besides, you look great. She’s just jealous.” I nodded, but the lump in my throat wouldn’t go away. For the first time that night, I wondered if Claire was right.
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Later that night, I sat cross-legged on the small twin bed in my new room, still feeling the phantom ache of those damn tweezers. My face, though scrubbed clean of most of the makeup, still felt foreign to me. A makeup wipe sat discarded on the nightstand, smudged with streaks of foundation and pink lip gloss.

The room was cozy, if not a little cramped. A string of fairy lights zigzagged across the wall, and a small bulletin board above the desk held photos of sorority events—formal dances, charity drives, and pool parties. It was painfully girly, but at least it was clean, and it was mine.

The silence felt loud after the chaos of the evening, and my brain wouldn’t stop replaying Claire’s words. “This is pathetic.” Her sneer had burned itself into my memory, and no amount of mental pep talks could shake it.

A sharp knock on the door made me jump. My heart sank as I heard her voice.

“Open up,” Claire snapped.

I hesitated, wondering if pretending to be asleep might save me, but she knocked again, louder this time. Reluctantly, I shuffled to the door and cracked it open.

Claire leaned against the frame, her arms crossed and her expression as icy as ever. She pushed past me before I could say anything, inspecting the room like she owned it.

“This is ridiculous,” she muttered, turning to face me.

“You don’t belong here.”

“Claire, I don’t want to fight,” I said, holding my hands up in surrender.

“I just want a place to stay. That’s all.”

She scoffed, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Please. Don’t act like this is some sob story. You’re just another guy who thinks he can worm his way into places he doesn’t belong.”

Her words hit harder than I wanted to admit, but I stood my ground. “I’m not trying to worm my way into anything. I’m just trying to survive.”

Claire rolled her eyes, pacing the small room.

“You think wearing a wig and some makeup makes you one of us? It’s insulting.”

“I’m not trying to be one of you,” I said quietly. “I just didn’t have anywhere else to go.”

Her laugh was sharp and humorless. “Well, congratulations. You’ve managed to fool Anna Mae and the others, but not me. I see through this little act, and I’m not buying it.”

“Why does it even matter to you?” I asked, frustration creeping into my voice. “I’m not here to cause trouble. I just want a clean, safe place to live. Is that so much to ask?”

Her eyes narrowed, and for a moment, I thought I saw something other than disdain—maybe annoyance, or even insecurity—but it was gone as quickly as it appeared.

“You’re a liability,” she said flatly.

“And I’m not about to let this house turn into a joke because of you.”

She started toward the door but paused in the doorway, turning back to deliver one last jab. “You’ll never fit in here, ABRAHAM. And the sooner you realize that, the better.”

With that, she slammed the door behind her, leaving me alone with the sound of my own shaky breathing.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

WHEN MY ALARM blared at the crack of dawn, I groaned and reached out blindly to silence it. My body ached from the whirlwind of yesterday’s makeover, and for a blissful second, I forgot where I was. Then the memory hit me like a brick: the wig, the heels, Claire’s sneer.

I sat up quickly, the weight of everything crashing down. Anna Mae’s words from during dinner last night echoed in my head.

“The second you step out of your room, you’re Abby. Always.”

I glanced at the corner of my room where the wig sat perched on its stand like some kind of silent judge. Next to it, a folded pile of clothes waited: a pink blouse and a pleated skirt Linda had picked out for me.

My stomach twisted.

What if I couldn’t pull it off?

Shaking off the nerves, I shuffled to the dresser, grabbing a makeup wipe to clean the remnants of last night’s failed attempts at eyeliner. Linda had done most of the work then, but today I was on my own.

I fumbled with the foundation, squeezing out too much onto my fingers and smearing it unevenly across my face. The contouring was a disaster—I couldn’t figure out where the lines were supposed to go—and the lipstick felt sticky and unnatural. When I looked in the mirror, all I saw was a patchy mess.

“Okay, Abby, you can do this,” I muttered under my breath, grabbing the wig and carefully securing it over my flattened hair. The waves tumbled over my shoulders, and I adjusted it until it looked somewhat natural.

The clothes were another challenge. The skirt felt too short, and the blouse clung in all the wrong places. I had to remind myself to tuck everything in neatly and smooth it out, but no matter how much I adjusted, it didn’t feel right.
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By the time I stepped out of my room, my heart was pounding. The hall was quiet, but I still felt like a spotlight was on me. Each step in the flats Linda had mercifully swapped for the heels echoed in my ears as I made my way downstairs.

“Morning, Abby,” a cheery voice called from the kitchen.

I turned to see Sarah pouring coffee into a pastel pink mug. She didn’t even blink at my awkward appearance, her casual tone calming some of my nerves.

“Morning,” I managed to squeak out before scurrying past her, hoping no one else would stop me.

The dining room was a flurry of activity when I walked in. The long table stretched almost the entire length of the room, crowded with sorority sisters chatting and laughing over plates of toast and scrambled eggs. I hesitated in the doorway, feeling like an outsider crashing a private event.

“There you are,” Anna Mae’s sharp voice cut through the noise. She was seated at the head of the table, sipping black coffee like a queen surveying her court.

“Abby, sit.”

I slid into an empty chair near the end of the table, trying to disappear into the background. The pink blouse clung to my back, and I smoothed the pleated skirt nervously.

Anna Mae set her mug down and looked at me with a calculating expression. “Since you’re new to the house, you’ll need to prove you’re willing to contribute. We’re a team here, and everyone pulls their weight.”

“Of course,” I stammered.

“Good. Today, you’ll start by organizing the supply room.”

The supply room? I bit back a groan, nodding instead. “Got it.”

“After that, we have some broken appliances in the common area that need fixing. Linda said you’re handy with tools?”

“Uh, yeah, I can manage,” I said, though my confidence felt paper-thin under her scrutiny.

Anna Mae smiled faintly. “Great. And once you’re done, deep-clean the common areas. You’ll find the cleaning supplies in the hall closet.”

I nodded again, wondering if this was some kind of initiation or punishment.

“Glad to have you with us,” Anna Mae said, her tone dismissive.

As the sisters resumed their chatter, I quietly finished a piece of toast and slipped away to start my tasks.

The supply room was a disaster zone. Shelves overflowed with half-used craft supplies, mismatched bins, and stray party decorations. I pushed up the sleeves of my blouse and set to work, sorting everything into labeled boxes.

At first, the skirt made it impossible to move comfortably. Every time I bent down to pick something up, I worried it would ride up too high. After a few awkward adjustments, I finally found a way to crouch without flashing anyone—not that anyone was there to see, thankfully.

“Okay, Abby,” I whispered to myself, shoving a tangled string of Christmas lights into a bin.

“Just keep going.”

By the time I finished, the room looked unrecognizable. The shelves were neatly organized, and everything had its place. I stood back, wiping sweat from my brow, and allowed myself a small smile.

Next up were the broken appliances in the common area. I tackled a wobbly coffee table first, tightening the screws with a borrowed screwdriver. Then it was on to the clogged vacuum cleaner, which took longer than expected to fix.

As I worked, a few sisters passed by, watching curiously.

“Hey, that’s impressive,” Sarah said, pausing to inspect the coffee table.

“You really know your stuff.”

“Thanks,” I mumbled, feeling my cheeks heat up.

By the time I got to cleaning the common areas, my blouse was sticking to my back, and my legs ached from crouching and scrubbing. Still, there was something satisfying about seeing the place sparkle.

When I finally stepped back to admire the spotless floors and repaired furniture, I caught a glimpse of Anna Mae watching from the doorway.

“Not bad,” she said, her voice neutral but her eyes approving.

“Thanks,” I said, too tired to say much more.

She gave a small nod and walked away, leaving me with the tiniest flicker of pride. Maybe I could do this after all.

As I climbed the stairs to my room, exhaustion settled into every muscle. The idea of peeling off the blouse and collapsing into bed sounded like heaven. But halfway up, I noticed someone sitting on the steps.

Emily, sat hunched over, her shoulders trembling. She quickly wiped her face when she saw me, but her puffy eyes and red nose betrayed her.

“Hey,” I said softly, crouching down a step below her.

“Are you okay?”

She sniffled and shook her head. “Yeah, I’m fine.”

It was the least convincing “fine” I’d ever heard. I sat down next to her, unsure if I was overstepping.

“You don’t have to tell me what’s wrong,” I offered.
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“But I’m here in case you want to talk.”

Emily hesitated, twisting a tissue between her fingers.

“It’s stupid,” she said eventually.

“I doubt that,” I replied.

She sighed, her voice shaky. “It’s my boyfriend, Josiah. Well, ex-boyfriend now. He dumped me just now.”

“Oh,” I said, unsure of what to add. “I’m really sorry, Emily.”

She nodded, her eyes welling up again. “He said... he said I wasn’t his type anymore. That I’ve ‘let myself go and that I’m getting fatter and fatter every day.” Her voice cracked, and a fresh wave of tears spilled over.

My chest tightened at her words. “That’s awful. He sounds like a jerk.”

“He wasn’t always like that,” she said, wiping her eyes. “I don’t know what happened. Maybe he’s right. Maybe I’m just—”

“Don’t finish that sentence,” I interrupted, surprising myself with the firmness in my voice. “He’s wrong, Emily. You’re beautiful.”

She gave me a skeptical look, and I hurried to explain. “Seriously. I’ve seen how much you light up when you’re around the other sisters, how kind you are. And you helped me so much even if, you know… That guy? He doesn’t deserve you.”

Emily blinked at me, like she couldn’t quite believe what I was saying.

“I mean it, would you live the rest of your life enduring someone as shallow as him? Now, it’s the weight. What’s next? He’d always find something he won’t like.” I added. “And if he couldn’t see how amazing you are, that’s his loss.”

For a moment, neither of us said anything. Then, to my surprise, Emily smiled—a small, shaky thing, but a smile nonetheless.

“Thanks, Abby,” she said, her voice quieter now.

“That... that actually helps.”

I smiled back. “Anytime.”

As she stood and headed back to her room, I realized something had shifted. For the first time, I felt like I might actually belong here—not just as someone hiding out, but as someone who could make a difference.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE SORORITY MIXER was in full swing by the time I made it downstairs. It was my first weekend with the girls and I’ve started feeling comfortable dressed up. The common room had been transformed into a party central—fairy lights twinkling, upbeat music thumping, and a crowd of frat guys mingling with my new “sisters.” My stomach churned as I stepped into the chaos, trying to blend in without drawing attention.

“Abby!” Linda waved me over, balancing two red plastic cups in one hand.

I hurried to her side, gripping the hem of my skirt nervously. “This is... a lot.”

“You’ll get used to it,” she said, handing me a cup.

“It’s just soda laced with a teeny-tiny bit of Vodka. Relax.”

Relax while dressed up in girly hand-me-downs, enduring the weight of a sock-filled bra, and hoping that my tucked member wouldn’t get out of place? Easier said than done. I scanned the room, feeling out of place despite my carefully applied makeup and styled wig.

That’s when I saw him—Ryan.

He was leaning against the wall, chatting with another guy, and for a second, my heart stopped. The same Ryan I’d met when Dawson and I had a fight. His easy smile and confident posture made him stand out in the crowd.

I immediately looked away, hoping he wouldn’t notice me. The last thing I needed was for him to recognize me from our first conversation.

What if he pieced it together?

“Abby, come on,” Linda said, tugging my arm. “Stop hiding.”

“I’m not hiding,” I mumbled, keeping my gaze glued to the floor.

“You’re totally hiding,” she teased, dragging me toward a group of people. My protests fell on deaf ears as Linda stopped in front of Ryan and his friend.

“Ryan, meet Abby,” Linda said, her grin wide and mischievous.

My heart felt like it had leapt into my throat. I forced a smile, praying he wouldn’t make the connection.

“Nice to meet you, Abby,” Ryan said, his voice smooth and friendly.

“You too,” I managed, trying my best to sound girly—hoping my nerves didn’t reverberate and give him flashbacks of when we first met.

His eyes lingered on me for a moment, and I couldn’t tell if he was trying to place me or if I was just imagining it. Either way, the intensity of his gaze made me want to shrink into myself.

[image: Mage media]

“So, you’re new here?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, keeping my answers short.

Linda nudged me, clearly trying to push me into a real conversation, but before I could say more, Claire appeared out of nowhere.

“Ryan!” she exclaimed, slipping an arm around his. Her smile was sweet, but her eyes flicked to me with thinly veiled hostility.

“I was looking for you.”

“Hey, Claire,” Ryan said, sounding slightly surprised.

“Can we talk? It’s important,” she said, not waiting for his response before steering him away. She cast one last glare in my direction as she led him out of sight.

I sighed, the tension in my shoulders easing slightly now that he was gone.

“Wow, that was... something,” Linda said, raising an eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I muttered.

“Don’t let Claire get to you,” she added. “She’s... complicated.”

“Complicated” didn’t feel like the right word, but I nodded anyway.

The mixer was getting louder, the music blending with bursts of laughter and clinking cups. Linda and I walked toward the snack table, weaving through groups of guys who seemed a little too eager to introduce themselves.

“Hey, Abby, right?” one guy said, stepping in front of me with a lopsided grin.

I nodded, caught off guard. “Uh, yeah. Hi.”

“Name’s Jake. What brings you to Sigma Tau Phi?” he asked, leaning a little too close.

“She’s destined to be one of us,” Linda cut in, sliding between us with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“Easy there, Jake. Let her breathe.”

Before I could respond, another guy approached, this one taller and holding two cups of punch. “Abby, right? I’m Matt. Can I get you a drink?”

I shook my head quickly, my face heating up. “No, thanks. I’m good.”

“Hold your horses, boys,” Linda said, raising her hands like she was directing traffic.

“Don’t overwhelm our new sister.”

They backed off with sheepish smiles, and Linda steered me toward a quieter corner of the room.

“Sorry about that,” she said, handing me a cookie from the snack table.

“They’re harmless, but they can be a little... flirtatious.”

I nodded, still feeling flustered. “Yeah, I don’t know about harmless.”

As I nibbled on the cookie, Linda’s expression turned serious. She leaned in, lowering her voice. “So, about Claire dragging Ryan off earlier.”

I stiffened, trying to play it cool. “Yeah, I thought he dumped her.”

“Just a heads-up,” she said, glancing around to make sure no one was listening. “Claire’s been trying to win Ryan back for months. They used to date, but he broke it off when he found out that she slept with a med student. And she’s been on this... mission to get him back ever since.”

“Why are you telling me this?” I asked, my stomach twisting uncomfortably.

“Because Claire can be manipulative,” Linda said bluntly. “If she thinks you’re a threat, she’ll find a way to make your life miserable. Just be careful, okay?”

I nodded, though my mind was racing. Why would Claire see me as a threat? I wasn’t interested in Ryan—or any guy, for that matter. And besides, Claire knew that I wasn’t really Abby.

“I’ll keep my distance,” I said quickly, hoping that would be the end of it.

Linda gave me a knowing look but didn’t push further.
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As the night went on, I couldn’t shake the tension that had settled in my chest. Ryan’s face kept flashing in my mind—his warm smile, the way he looked at me like he was really paying attention.

It made no sense.

I was a straight guy.

A man’s man, well, a geeky guy’s guy.

I wasn’t supposed to feel... whatever this was.

I decided to stick close to Linda for the rest of the night, avoiding any situation where I might run into Ryan—or Claire.

But deep down, I couldn’t stop wondering why the thought of Ryan made me feel so conflicted.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE MORNING OF the charity bake sale felt like a test I couldn’t afford to fail. Anna Mae had handed me the responsibility with a casual, “You’re in charge, Abby. Don’t mess it up,” but her sharp tone made it clear this was more than just a casual task.

By 8 a.m., the Sigma Tau Phi front lawn was transformed into a pastel-colored market. Tables lined with pink and white checkered cloths displayed cupcakes, cookies, and pies arranged with Pinterest-worthy precision. Balloons swayed gently in the breeze, tied to the corners of the tables.

I triple-checked everything, adjusting signs and rearranging trays, trying to keep my nerves in check. The other sisters helped, chatting and laughing as they set out baked goods. Even Linda, who was usually laid-back, looked impressed.

“This looks amazing,” she said, nudging me with her elbow.

“Thanks,” I mumbled, fussing with a crooked sign.

By the time the sale started, a steady stream of people from campus and the neighborhood had arrived. I stood behind one of the tables, awkwardly smiling and making small talk with customers.

“Abby, can you handle the cash box for a bit?” Anna Mae called, balancing a tray of brownies.

“Sure,” I said, stepping in to manage the money.

Everything was running smoothly until I heard a familiar voice.

“Wow, this is impressive,” Ryan said, walking up to the table.

I froze for a second before forcing a smile. “Thanks. The sisters did most of the work.”

“Modest,” he said, leaning on the table with an easy grin.

“But I’m guessing you had a lot to do with this.”

Before I could respond, Claire appeared beside him, her expression tight.
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“Ryan, there you are. I’ve been looking for you,” she said, her voice dripping with faux sweetness.

His gaze lingered on me for a moment before he straightened. “I’ll catch up with you later, Abby,” he said, giving me a small wave as Claire practically dragged him away.

My stomach twisted, but I pushed the feeling aside, focusing on the steady flow of customers.

By the end of the day, the bake sale was a success. Anna Mae counted the cash, nodding approvingly.

“Great work, Abby,” she said. “I wasn’t sure if you could pull this off, but you proved me wrong.”

Her words made my chest swell with a mix of relief and pride.

Claire, however, was less than pleased. She lingered by the table, her arms crossed and her lips pressed into a thin line.

“Don’t let it go to your head,” she muttered as she passed me.

I ignored her, too tired to care.

After the bake sale, I was packing up leftover cookies when Ryan reappeared. He leaned casually against the table, watching me with that same warm smile that made my stomach do weird flips.

“You look like you could use a break,” he said.

I glanced around, half-expecting Claire to pop out of nowhere.

“Uh, yeah. It’s been a long morning.”

He nodded toward the street. “How about coffee? My treat.”

My first instinct was to decline, but before I could stop myself, I said, “Sure.”

We ended up at a small café just off campus, the kind of place with mismatched furniture and chalkboard menus. The late morning sunlight poured through the windows, making the whole scene feel a little too... intimate.

I fidgeted with the strap of my purse, painfully aware of every movement.

Was my wig straight?

Did my makeup still look okay?

Were my stubbles peeking through the foundation?

Did I sound like a man?

Was anyone staring?

“Relax,” Ryan said, his voice cutting through my spiraling thoughts. “You seem tense.”

I forced a laugh, gripping my cup of tea like it might anchor me.

“It’s just... been a hectic morning.”

“Well, you pulled it off,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “The bake sale was a hit.”

“Thanks,” I said, glancing down at the table.

The conversation flowed easier after that. We talked about campus life, favorite movies, even embarrassing high school stories. For a moment, I almost forgot how out of place I felt.

Almost.

Every time someone walked past our table, my heart jumped.

Were they looking at me?

Did they notice anything off?

“So, what’s your story, Abby?” Ryan asked, his tone curious but not prying.

“My story?” I echoed, stalling for time.

“Yeah. Everyone’s got one.”

I hesitated, searching for a safe answer.

“I’m... still figuring things out, I guess… I mean, college.”

He nodded, his expression thoughtful.

“Fair enough. I think we all are, in a way.”

The way he looked at me—like he actually cared about my answer—made my chest tighten.

As the conversation went on, the sunlight shifted, casting warm hues across the café. At one point, our hands brushed as we reached for the same napkin, and my breath hitched.

There was a moment—a charged, electric pause—where I thought he might lean closer.

But I pulled back, my heart racing.

“I should probably get going, I… have a class.” I said, standing up abruptly.

Ryan looked surprised but didn’t push.

“Alright. Let me walk you back.”

“No!” I said too quickly, my voice higher than I intended.

“I mean... I’m fine. Thanks, though.”

He gave me a curious look but nodded. “Okay. See you around, Abby.”

As I walked back to the campus, every step felt heavier than the last.

My thoughts were a tangled mess.

Why did I feel like this around him?

And why did it terrify me so much?
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A little later, I sat in the back row of my Business Strategy class, half-hidden behind the raised lid of my laptop. It wasn’t my usual spot, but I couldn’t risk drawing attention to myself—not today.

I smoothed a hand over the collar of my blouse, hyper-aware of how different it felt compared to my old hoodie-and-jeans combo. Every sound seemed amplified: the rustle of papers, the scrape of chair legs, the professor’s voice echoing through the lecture hall.

“Alright,” Professor Malden said, pacing at the front of the room.

“Who can tell me the core principles of Porter’s Five Forces?”

My heart leapt. I knew this. I’d studied the concept inside and out, highlighted every line in the textbook. But my hand stayed glued to my lap.

Don’t draw attention, I told myself. The last thing I needed was for someone to notice me, to take a closer look and start asking questions.

Instead, I focused on the screen in front of me, typing notes and hoping the professor wouldn’t call on me.

“Anyone?” he prompted, scanning the room.

I ducked my head, pretending to type.

Finally, someone else answered, and I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding.

The rest of the class passed in a blur. I finished the in-class quiz quickly, still using “Abraham” as my name. Changing it on the forms felt like a minefield I wasn’t ready to cross. The most important thing was that I had a clean place to stay. But I coulnd’t stop the paranoia from seeping in from time to time.

What if someone noticed?

What if they asked why?

I handed the paper to the teaching assistant at the front, keeping my head down and mumbling a quiet “thank you” before hurrying back to my seat.

But even as I tried to focus on the lecture, my thoughts wandered. Ryan’s smile, Claire’s cutting words—they played on a loop in my head.

Why did Claire care so much about Ryan if she was sleeping with other guys while they were together?

Why did I care so much about Ryan?

I shook my head, trying to clear the thoughts. I was Abraham. A straight guy. This wasn’t supposed to happen.

But no matter how much I tried to push the feelings away, they lingered, leaving me more confused than ever.

When class finally ended, I packed up my things and slipped out the side door, avoiding the clusters of students chatting by the main exit.

Stealth was my game now, and I couldn’t afford to lose and share a room with Dawson.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A WEEK PASSED, and I started to notice the shift. It was subtle at first—girls who used to greet me with warm smiles now barely acknowledged me. Conversations would stop when I entered the room, replaced by awkward silence or half-hearted “heys.”

At breakfast one morning, I sat across from Linda, poking at my cereal while she scrolled through her phone.

“You okay?” she asked, glancing up.

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Did I... do something wrong?”

Linda frowned. “What makes you say that?”

I hesitated, lowering my voice. “It feels like people are avoiding me.”

Her expression darkened. “You haven’t heard, have you?”

“Heard what?”

She sighed, leaning closer. “Claire’s been running her mouth. Saying you’re, like, too good to be true. That you’re pretending to be homeless to get in here and... hook up with the girls.”

My stomach twisted.

“What? That’s not even—why would she say that?”

Linda rolled her eyes. “Because she’s Claire. And she hates not being the center of attention.”

I sat back, the cereal in my bowl suddenly unappetizing.

“Do people actually believe her?”

Linda hesitated just long enough to make my chest tighten.

“Some do,” she admitted.

“But most of us know better. Don’t let her get to you, okay? You’re doing great.”

I nodded, but her words felt hollow. The doubt had already crept in, sinking its claws into my thoughts.

I tried to focus on my projects and tasks around the house, but the whispers seemed to follow me everywhere. In the common room, I overheard two sisters talking in hushed tones.

“Do you think it’s true?” one asked.

“I don’t know,” the other replied.

“But it’s kind of weird, right? Like, who even is she?”

I pretended not to hear, but my chest felt heavy as I walked away.

[image: Mage media]

The tension didn’t stop at breakfast. Everywhere I went, it felt like the air in the house had shifted. Smiles were replaced with side glances, and friendly chatter seemed to hush whenever I entered a room.

I caught snippets of conversations that made my stomach drop.

“She’s just... too perfect, you know? Like, who does all this work without some kind of angle?” one girl whispered as I walked past the common room.

“I saw her roommate Dawson, he didn’t look like a slob,” another replied.

“What if this is all just some... act?”

The words followed me like a shadow. Every time I thought I was finally settling in, it felt like the ground was being pulled out from under me.

By lunchtime, the weight of it was impossible to ignore. I sat at the far end of the dining table, picking at my sandwich while the other girls clustered together, their laughter and whispers creating an invisible wall I couldn’t break through.

Linda slid into the seat next to me, her tray clattering onto the table.

“You okay?” she asked, eyeing me with concern.

I shrugged, keeping my gaze on my plate. “Not really.”

Linda reached over, squeezing my hand. “Look, you’ve done nothing wrong. Most of us know that. You’ve been busting your butt to help out around here. Don’t let one jealous girl ruin everything.”

Later that afternoon, I went to the kitchen to grab a glass of water, hoping some quiet time would help me clear my head. As I filled my glass, I overheard voices in the hallway.

“I just think it’s weird,” someone said. “She just shows up out of nowhere, and now she’s, like, Anna Mae’s favorite?”

“Totally,” another voice agreed.

“And have you noticed how she’s always... watching people? It’s kind of creepy.”

I froze, gripping the counter as their words sank in.

“Well, Claire says she’s just pretending to be nice.”

Their footsteps faded, leaving me alone in the silence. My chest felt tight, and my hands trembled as I set the glass down. By the time dinner rolled around, I couldn’t bring myself to sit at the table with everyone else. I grabbed a plate and retreated to my room, the whispers replaying in my head like a broken record.

There they were, my early doubts. Once again, I wondered if Abraham… or Abby, or whoever I was to them, really didn’t belong.

An hour later, Karaoke night was supposed to be fun—a chance to relax and bond with the other sisters. But as I stood in the crowded common room, the flashing lights and excited chatter only made me feel more on edge.

Linda nudged me with her elbow.

“Come on, Abby, you’ve been hiding all day. This is your chance to have some fun.”

I forced a smile, but the knot in my stomach refused to loosen. The whispers still clung to me, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that all eyes were on me, waiting for me to mess up.

“Alright, who’s up next?” Sarah called from the front of the room, holding the microphone like a game show host.

Before I could slip further into the background, Claire’s voice rang out.

“I think Abby should sing!”

My heart sank as every head in the room turned toward me.

“Oh, I don’t—” I started, but Claire cut me off, her smile too wide to be genuine.

“Don’t be shy! You’ve been so amazing at everything else. I’m sure you’ll blow us away.”

Her words dripped with sarcasm, and the challenge in her eyes was impossible to miss.

Linda shot me a sympathetic look. “You don’t have to do this,” she whispered.

But the room was already chanting my name, and I knew backing out would only make things worse.

“Fine,” I said, forcing myself to walk to the front of the room. My palms were clammy as I took the microphone from Sarah.

Claire smirked, holding up her phone to choose a song.

“How about something classic? Ariana Grande? ‘No Tears Left to Cry’?”

Ariana Grande. Of course. The high notes alone would be impossible and would only highlight the juxtaposition between me and them, and she knew it.

The opening chords filled the room, and I swallowed hard, gripping the microphone like a lifeline.

I started singing, my voice shaky and off-key. A few girls giggled, and I could feel my cheeks burning. But as the song went on, I stopped focusing on the notes and started focusing on the lyrics.

By the time I hit the chorus, I wasn’t thinking about Claire or the whispers or the judgment. I just... sang.

[image: A cartoon of a person holding a microphone  Description automatically generated]

“Right now I’m in a state of mind, I wanna be in like all the time, ain’t got no tears left to cry, so I’m picking it up…”

The room fell quiet, and when I looked out at the crowd, I saw something I hadn’t expected: smiles. Linda was clapping along, Sarah was swaying to the beat, and even some of the girls who had been distant all week were dancing to my performance.

When the song ended, the room erupted into cheers.

“Wow,” Sarah said, grabbing the microphone.

“That was incredible!”

I laughed nervously, handing it back. “Thanks.”

As I walked back to my seat, Claire was glaring daggers at me, her face red with anger. Linda leaned over, grinning. “I think you just won karaoke night.”

Maybe I had. And maybe, just maybe, I wasn’t as out of place here as I thought.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE SORORITY HOUSE was buzzing with activity after a month. The fundraiser to help New Orleans flood victims had turned it into a glamorous event, with fairy lights strung across the yard and a red carpet leading up to the entrance. Girls rushed back and forth in glittering gowns, laughing and shouting last-minute instructions.

I stood in my room, staring at the gown draped over the chair. It was a soft, lavender satin dress with a flowing skirt and an off-the-shoulder neckline. It was beautiful. And terrifying.

“I can’t wear that,” I whispered.

Linda popped her head through the doorway, grinning. “Yes, you can. And you will. Come on, Abby, tonight’s the night!”

“I don’t look right,” I said, turning to the mirror. My reflection stared back, all sharp edges and flat angles.

“Ugh, enough of that,” Linda said, dragging Emily and Sarah in behind her.

“We’ve got you covered. Literally.”

Emily held up a package, her cheeks pink with excitement.

“We all pitched in and got you something special.”

I stared at the box, unsure. “What is it?”

“Shapewear and a breastplate,” Sarah said, practically bouncing.

“You’re going to look amazing.”

I blinked at them, my chest tight. “You didn’t have to do that.”

“We wanted to,” Linda said firmly. “You’ve worked so hard, Abby. Let us spoil you a little.”

They helped me into the shapewear first, a snug, stretchy bodysuit that smoothed and rounded everything out. I wriggled into it awkwardly, grumbling under my breath as Linda tugged the straps into place.

“Stop squirming,” she said, laughing.

Next came the breastplate. It was... surreal, watching Sarah attach it to my chest with adhesive strips and smooth the edges until it blended seamlessly with my skin. The weight of it felt strange but also... right.

“Okay, now for the lingerie,” Emily said, holding up a delicate lavender set.

I stared at it, my face heating. “Is that really necessary?”

“Absolutely,” Linda said, handing it to me.

“Trust me, beauty starts from within. It’ll make you feel amazing.”

I excused myself and went to the powder room. Reluctantly, I put it on, the silky fabric sliding over my skin. When I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, my breath hitched. The shapewear and breastplate gave me curves I’d never had before, and the lingerie added a touch of elegance I didn’t know I could pull off.

Finally, they helped me into the gown, zipping it up carefully and adjusting the neckline. Sarah brushed out my wig, arranging the soft waves over my shoulders, while Emily applied a final layer of lipstick.

“Okay,” Linda said, stepping back. “Take a look.”

I turned to the mirror, and for a moment, I didn’t recognize myself. The girl staring back at me looked... confident. Feminine. Beautiful.

Tears pricked my eyes, and I quickly blinked them away. “Thank you,” I whispered.

“You’re welcome,” Linda said, squeezing my hand.

“Now go show everyone that goddess glow.”
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Music played softly in the background as I walked downstairs like I was about to attend prom for the very first time, and the air buzzed with chatter and laughter.

As I stepped into the room, conversations seemed to pause for a split second before resuming. My cheeks burned, and I gripped the small clutch Linda had forced me to carry.

“You look incredible,” Sarah whispered as she walked past, giving my arm a reassuring squeeze.

I tried to focus on the positive. People weren’t staring because I didn’t belong—they were staring because I looked good. Linda appeared by my side, handing me a glass of sparkling cider. “Relax,” she said.

“You’re killing it.”

I nodded, taking a sip to steady my nerves. Slowly, the tightness in my chest began to ease. I moved through the room, greeting people and even managing a few compliments about the decorations.

It was going well. I was blending in.

Until Claire.

She appeared near the staircase, her sharp heels clicking against the hardwood floor as she approached a small group of girls. At first, I didn’t pay attention—Claire had been giving me the cold shoulder all night, which was nothing new.

But then her voice cut through the crowd, loud enough to turn heads.

“You all think she’s so perfect, don’t you?” Claire said, her tone sweet but laced with venom.

“So poised, so pretty, so kind. But do you even know who she really is?”

My stomach dropped.

“Claire, don’t,” Anna Mae warned, stepping forward, but Claire ignored her.

“She’s not who she says she is,” Claire continued, her voice rising.

“She’s a fraud. Her name isn’t even Abby. It’s Abraham.”

The room fell silent.

My breath caught, my hands trembling as every pair of eyes turned toward me. I felt exposed, stripped of the confidence I’d built up all night.

“She’s a guy,” Claire said, crossing her arms with a satisfied smirk.

The silence stretched, heavy and suffocating. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t think.

Linda was the first to react. She stepped in front of me, her voice sharp.

“What is wrong with you, Claire? Have you lost your mind?”

Several other girls joined her, led by Anna Mae, their voices rising in defense, but it all blurred together. My vision clouded, and all I could think was, I have to get out of here.

I turned and ran, the voices and gasps behind me fading as I pushed through the door and into the cool night air.

The yard was quiet except for the distant hum of music from inside. I leaned against the porch railing, my chest heaving as tears streamed down my face.

“Abby.”

I froze at the sound of Ryan’s voice.

He approached slowly, his expression soft.

“Hey, it’s okay. Don’t run away.”

I shook my head, wiping at my cheeks.

“You don’t understand. I—I shouldn’t even be here.”

“Yes, you should,” he said, his voice steady.

I looked at him, my vision blurry with tears.

“You don’t get it. I’m not... I’m not who you think I am.”

Ryan stepped closer, his hands in his pockets.

“I know, Abby. I’ve known for a while.”

My breath caught. “What?”

“I figured it out even before Claire told me,” he admitted, shrugging. “It wasn’t hard. But I didn’t care then, and I don’t care now.”

The words hit me like a wave, and I didn’t know how to respond.

“You’re you,” he continued. “That’s all that matters to me.”

I stared at him, my heart pounding. “Matter to you? I’m—”

Before I could finish, he reached out, gently brushing a tear from my cheek. “You’re amazing, Abby. More than anyone I’ve ever known. And anyone who can’t see is either blind or just plain dumb.”

The sincerity in his voice left me speechless.

And then he leaned in.

It was instinct more than anything else that made me meet him halfway. His lips were warm and soft against mine, and for a moment, the world fell away.

But panic crept in just as quickly.

I pulled back, my heart racing for all the wrong reasons.

“I—I can’t, I’m sorry, Ryan, I’ve never been with a—” I stammered, stepping back.

He looked at me, his expression calm but curious.
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“It’s okay,” he said gently. “We’ll figure this out together.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I nodded, wrapping my arms around myself as the cool air swirled around us. He walked closer, offering his shoulder.

For the first time in weeks, I finally felt like I belonged.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I sat on the edge of my bed, staring at the half-packed suitcase in front of me. The decision had been weighing on me all night, but in my heart, I knew it was the right one.

“Are you sure about this?” Linda asked, leaning against the doorframe. Her usually cheerful expression was clouded with worry.

I nodded, though it felt like a lie. “It’s better this way.”

The sound of footsteps echoed down the hall, and soon Sarah and Emily appeared, their faces mirroring Linda’s concern.

“We came to help you pack,” Emily said softly, setting a cardboard box on the floor.

“Thanks,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

For the next hour, the girls worked in silence, folding clothes and wrapping my few belongings in bubble wrap. Every now and then, one of them would try to break the tension with a joke or a comment, but it never stuck.

When the last of my things were packed, Anna Mae appeared in the doorway, her arms crossed and her expression unreadable.

“So, this is it?” she asked, her voice clipped but not unkind.

I nodded, unable to meet her eyes. “It’s for the best. Now that Claire’s exposed me, it’s only a matter of time before everyone on campus knows. The sorority doesn’t need that kind of attention.”

Anna Mae stepped into the room, her heels clicking against the floor. “You think this is about image? Abby, you’ve done more for this house in a few weeks than some of these girls have done in years. You belong here.”

Her words made my chest tighten, but I shook my head.

“Thanks, but this isn’t just about me. I don’t want to make things harder for anyone else.”

Linda placed a hand on my shoulder. “You don’t have to do this. We want you here.”

I swallowed hard, my throat burning. “I know. And I’m so grateful for everything you’ve all done for me. But this is something I need to figure out on my own.”

The girls exchanged looks, and for a moment, it felt like no one knew what to say.

Finally, Anna Mae sighed. “If you’re sure about this, then fine. But don’t think for a second that you’re not welcome here. This will always be your home.”

Tears pricked my eyes, and I quickly blinked them away. “Thank you,” I said, my voice shaking. “For everything.”

Later, the girls helped me carry my bags back to the building of my dorm. As I entered the premises, I glanced back at them, their faces a mix of sadness and hope.

For a moment, I almost changed my mind. But then I thought about the looks in the fundraiser crowd, the whispers, the judgment.

This was the right choice.

The dorm felt strangely foreign as I pushed the door open. The air smelled... clean. The usual stale mix of old pizza and damp socks was gone.

“Dawson?” I called out, stepping inside.

The room was spotless. The floors were vacuumed, the trash was empty, and even the desk that used to be buried under layers of junk was now neat and organized.
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“Hey,” Dawson said, emerging from the bathroom. He froze when he saw me, his eyes widening.

“Wow. Uh, I was a little stunned when I heard the rumors and read your message.”

“Stunned?” I playfully asked, forcing a small smile as I set my bag down.

He scratched the back of his neck, looking awkward.

“Yeah, I guess. I mean... look at you.”

His gaze lingered for a moment before he cleared his throat, shifting uncomfortably.

“So, should I call you Abby now?”

I shrugged, unpacking one of my bags.

“Call me whatever you want. Just keep the place clean.”

He laughed nervously. “Yeah, uh... about that. When I got your text saying you were moving back, I figured I should, you know, make an effort.”

I glanced at him, raising an eyebrow. “An effort?”

“Okay, fine,” he said, holding up his hands.

“I cleaned the place. Happy?”

“Ecstatic,” I replied dryly, though I couldn’t help the small smile tugging at my lips.

He sat on his bed, rubbing the back of his neck.

“Look, I just wanted to say... I’m sorry. For before. I was a terrible roommate.”

“You think?” I said, my tone lighter than I felt.

“I mean it,” he said, looking up at me.

“I didn’t make things easy for you, and that wasn’t cool. I’ll do better. Promise.”

I nodded, appreciating the effort even if it felt overdue.

“Thanks, Dawson. That means a lot.”

As the day wore on, I tried to focus on settling back in, but my mind kept drifting. I unpacked my clothes, folded them neatly into the drawers, and organized my toiletries, but none of it distracted me from the memory of Ryan.

His words replayed in my head over and over. I’ve known for a while... I didn’t care then, and I don’t care now.

And then the kiss.

The way he’d looked at me, the way he’d held me—it was like nothing I’d ever felt before. But the confusion that followed was almost too much to bear.

“You okay?” Dawson asked, pulling me from my thoughts.

“Yeah,” I said quickly, brushing off the question. “Just tired.”

He didn’t push, and for that, I was grateful.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THAT EVENING AFTER settling back to my dorm, the cool night air wrapped around me as I sat on Linda’s bench. The hum of distant laughter and conversations floated through the dark, but I felt disconnected from it all.

Linda plopped down beside me, holding two cups of hot chocolate. “Thought you might need this,” she said, handing one over.

“Thanks,” I said quietly, taking a sip. The warmth spread through my hands, but it didn’t do much for the knot in my chest.

“So,” Linda said after a moment. “How’s the move?”

“It’s fine,” I said, shrugging. “Dawson’s actually trying, when I arrived, the place was so clean, I think he even sprayed some lemon air freshener, which is... weird.”

“That’s good,” she said, nudging my shoulder.

“But you don’t seem fine.”

I hesitated, staring at the steam rising from my cup. “I don’t know, Linda. I thought leaving the sorority was the right thing to do, but now I’m not so sure.”

Her brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”

I set the cup down on the bench, fidgeting with my hands. “I feel more like myself as Abby than I ever did as Abraham. But now that I’m back in the dorm, I’m supposed to just... go back to being him. And I don’t know if I want to do that.”

Linda studied me for a moment, her expression thoughtful.

“Do you remember when we were kids?”

I glanced at her, confused. “What?”

“You used to borrow my dolls all the time,” she said, smiling.

“Mom got so mad when she found Barbie clothes in your backpack. She was like, do you know how much those cost and you just throw them in your friend’s backpack!?”

I felt my cheeks heat. “That was one time.”
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“Was it?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “What about when you always wanted to play dress-up with me and the other girls? Or how you’d beg to wear my mom’s scarves and call them ‘capes’ because you didn’t want to admit you liked how they looked?”

“That was just kid stuff,” I muttered, but the memories she brought up stirred something inside me.

“Abby,” Linda said, her voice soft but firm.

“You’ve always had this side of you. It’s not new. And honestly? I think it’s beautiful. I guess that’s why we remained friends and you know for sure that I’m not the one of the boys kinda gal.”

Tears pricked my eyes, and I quickly wiped them away.

“I don’t even know where to start.”

“Start by talking to someone who can help,” she said. “There’s a gender specialist on campus. What’s his name again?”

She looked up as she recalled. “Dr. Gavin Murdoch. He’s supposed to be amazing.”

I hesitated, the idea of opening up to a stranger making my chest tighten.

“What if he thinks I’m just... confused?”

Linda grabbed my hand, squeezing it. “I don’t know. And even if you are confused, that’s okay. That’s why he’s there—to help you figure it out. You don’t have to do this alone.”

I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat.

“Okay. I’ll think about it.”

She smiled, leaning her head against my shoulder.

“You deserve to know the truth.”

The next afternoon, I found myself sitting in a small office on the second floor of the campus counseling center. The room was cozy, with bookshelves lining the walls and a faint smell of coffee lingering in the air.

Dr. Gavin Murdoch sat across from me, a warm smile on his face. He looked nothing like I’d expected—his salt-and-pepper hair and relaxed posture made him seem more like someone’s approachable uncle than a psychologist.

“So, Abby, is it?” he said, leaning back in his chair, “what brings you here today?”

I fidgeted with the hem of my sweater, avoiding his gaze.

“I’m not really sure where to start.”

“Take your time,” he said gently. “This is your space.”

I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. “I guess... I’ve been feeling different lately. Like I’m finally starting to figure out who I am, but it’s scary, and I don’t know what it means.”

He nodded, his expression open and encouraging.

“When you say ‘different,’ can you tell me more about that?”

“Well,” I started, my voice shaky, “for the past few weeks, I’ve been presenting as Abby. It started as... kind of a disguise. But now, it feels like... more than that. Like it’s who I’m supposed to be.”

I told him the rest of the story. It felt like an hour but he was very patient. He didn’t butt in, he just listened without judgement. He then tilted his head slightly. “That’s a big realization. How does it feel to say that out loud?”

I swallowed hard. “Terrifying. And... freeing, I guess.”

He smiled. “That’s a pretty powerful combination. It’s okay to feel scared—it means you’re exploring something meaningful.”

I nodded, my hands twisting together in my lap.

“But what if I’m wrong? What if this is just... a phase or something?”

“There’s no rush to have all the answers,” he said.

“Figuring out your identity is a process. It’s okay to take it one step at a time.”

I glanced at him, searching his face for any hint of judgment, but there was none.

“What do you think you need right now?” he asked.

I hesitated, the words forming slowly. “I think I need... to stop pretending. I want to feel like myself, all the time. But I’m scared of what that means. Of what people will think.”

“That’s completely valid,” he said.

“It sounds like you’re on a journey of self-discovery, and that takes courage. You don’t have to have all the answers today. Just keep listening to yourself and what feels right for you.”

We talked for another hour, his calm and patient demeanor making it easier to open up. By the end of the session, I felt a little lighter, like a small piece of the puzzle had clicked into place.

“Thank you,” I said as I stood to leave.

“You’re welcome, Abby,” he said, smiling.

“Remember, you’re not alone in this. My door’s always open.”

As I walked out of the office, a mix of emotions swirled in my chest. Hope. Fear. And, maybe, a sense of possibility.
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The sun was setting as I walked back to my dorm, the cool breeze brushing against my cheeks. My mind raced with everything Dr. Murdoch had said, his words circling in my head like a mantra: It’s okay to take your time. Listen to yourself.

But even with that reassurance, the weight of it all lingered.

Who was I, really?

Abby?

Abraham?

Someone in between?

I rounded the corner to my dorm and froze. Ryan was standing by the entrance, holding a small bouquet of daisies and wildflowers.

“Hey,” he said, his smile shy but warm.

My heart skipped a beat. “Ryan? What are you doing here?”

“I wanted to see you,” he said, stepping closer.

“And... I brought these.”

He held out the flowers, and for a moment, I just stared at them, unsure what to say.

“They’re pretty,” I said finally, taking them from his hands.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” he said, shoving his hands into his pockets.

“I wasn’t sure if you’d want to talk after... everything.”

I looked down at the flowers, their delicate petals trembling in the breeze. “I don’t know what I want,” I admitted. “I’m still figuring things out. About who I am. About everything.”

“That’s okay,” he said softly.

“You don’t have to have it all figured out right now.”

I glanced up at him, his face open and sincere. “It’s just... this is all so new for me. I don’t even know if I’m really... trans. Or if I like guys. Or if this is just...” I trailed off, struggling to find the words.

“Hey,” Ryan said, cutting through my spiraling thoughts.

“It’s okay to take it slow. I’m not going anywhere.”

His words settled something in me, the tightness in my chest easing just a little.

“Really? You’re okay with... waiting?”

He smiled. “Of course. I like you, Abby. And I want to get to know you—whoever you are, at whatever pace you need.”

I felt a warmth spread through me, a mix of gratitude and something I wasn’t quite ready to name.

“Thank you,” I said, my eyes getting wet.

He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from my face.

“You’re worth waiting for.”

For the first time, I let myself smile, a real one. “I think I’m starting to believe that.”

We stood there for a moment, the silence comfortable, the flowers clutched in my hands like a lifeline.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS HAD passed, and life felt like it was finally moving in the right direction. My reflection in the mirror looked different these days—softer, more like the person I’d always felt I was inside. My hair, no longer hidden under a wig, had grown into a neat bob that framed my face. The hormones were starting to work their quiet magic, and for once, I didn’t flinch when I caught glimpses of myself in windows or mirrors.

Dating Ryan had been... amazing. Complicated, but amazing. We kept things under wraps at my insistence—I didn’t want him to face backlash from his fraternity, Tau Delta Sigma, where being “different” wasn’t exactly celebrated. But tonight felt special. Ryan had texted me, insisting I dress up for a date.

“What do I even wear?” I groaned, pacing my dorm room in sweatpants and a tank top.

“Don’t worry, we’ve got this,” Linda said, barging in with Anna Mae, Emily, and Sarah in tow.

“We kicked Dawson out for the day,” Anna Mae announced, dropping a pile of clothes onto my bed.

“This is a girl’s-only zone now.”

“You’re welcome,” Emily added with a grin, holding up a pair of strappy heels.

Chaos erupted as they dug through the mountain of options, arguing over colors and styles like I wasn’t even in the room.

“The red dress! It’s bold and flirty,” Linda said, holding it up like a prize.

“No, no, she is going on a date, she’s not trying to turn tricks, the floral one is way more her vibe and very girlfriend-y,” Sarah countered, tossing the red dress aside.

“Floral’s too casual,” Anna Mae said, inspecting a sleek black jumpsuit.

“This is chic. Mature.”

I sat on the edge of my bed, overwhelmed but laughing.

“You guys, it’s just a date.”

“Just a date?” Linda gasped, clutching her chest dramatically.

“Ryan specifically told you to dress up. This is serious. Maybe he’s proposing!”

I chuckled at the thought. It was so out of touch, but I loved Linda’s supportiveness, and I wouldn’t trade it for anything else. She was the hypegirl that every girl needs.

“Try this first,” Emily said, shoving a soft pink midi dress into my hands.

“It’s sweet but elegant.”

I changed behind a makeshift curtain they’d thrown together with sheets, my cheeks burning from all the attention. When I stepped out, they all froze.

“Oh my gosh,” Sarah whispered, her hands clasped together.

“You look beautiful,” Linda said, her eyes wide.

Anna Mae nodded in approval. “Ryan’s one lucky bastard.”

The girls fussed over my hair and makeup next, brushing, curling, and debating lipstick shades until they finally settled on a soft pink to match the dress.

By the time they were done, I barely recognized myself.

“You’re ready,” Linda said, grinning as she handed me a clutch.

“Thank you,” I said, my voice catching. “You girls are the best.”

Anna Mae winked. “That’s what sisters are for.”

The girls insisted on walking me to the cafeteria, despite my protests. “You don’t have to do this,” I said, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement.

“Are you kidding?” Linda said, looping her arm through mine.

“Think of it like we’re marching with you on the aisle.”

As we approached the building, I noticed the glow of lights spilling out onto the sidewalk. The windows were decorated with streamers and balloons, and I could hear faint music playing.

“What is going on?” I asked, slowing my steps.

“Just go,” Anna Mae said, nudging me forward.

Inside, the cafeteria had been completely transformed. Students filled the space—sorority sisters, frat brothers, and even a few professors. Streamers hung from the ceiling, and fairy lights twinkled along the walls. At the center of it all was a massive LED projection of a photo: me and Ryan, smiling and laughing at the bake sale months ago.

[image: Mage media]

My breath caught in my throat.

Ryan stood at the front of the room, a microphone in hand, waiting for the chatter to die down. When his eyes met mine, his smile widened.

“Hi, everyone,” he began, his voice steady and confident. “Thanks for coming tonight. I know this isn’t a typical fundraiser or party, but it’s important.”

The room quieted, and all eyes turned to him.

“Abby,” he said, looking directly at me, “you’ve changed my life in ways I never expected. You’ve shown me what it means to be brave, to be honest, and to be myself. And I want everyone to know how proud I am to call you my girlfriend.”

The crowd erupted into cheers, and my cheeks burned as tears welled up in my eyes. Before I could process what was happening, Anna Mae grabbed the mic from Ryan, her face glowing with excitement.

“And she’s not just Ryan’s girlfriend,” she said.

“She’s also officially one of us. Abby, from this moment on, you’re a Sigma Tau Phi sister. Forever.”

The room exploded in applause as Linda and the other girls pulled me into a group hug. My heart felt like it might burst. Soon after, I stood near the punch table, still trying to process everything that had happened. The photo of Ryan and me was still projected on the wall, a glowing reminder of how far I’d come.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Claire making her way toward me. My stomach tightened. Her usual confident stride seemed slower, more hesitant.

“Hey,” she said quietly when she reached me.

“Hi,” I replied, unsure of what else to say.

She glanced down at the cup in her hands, then back up at me.

“I just wanted to say... I’m sorry. For everything.”

I blinked, not expecting those words from her. “What?”

“I was awful to you,” she admitted, her voice steady but softer than I’d ever heard it. “I let my jealousy get the best of me. You were getting all the attention and when I saw how Ryan looked at you, I... I don’t know. I guess I felt threatened.”

Her words hung in the air, and for the first time, I saw a vulnerability in her that I hadn’t noticed before.

“Claire, I...” I started, searching for the right response.

“I didn’t mean to take anything from you. I just wanted to find a place. I wasn’t trying to fit in or anything.”

She nodded, her expression thoughtful. “I know that now. And you do fit in, Abby. You belong here—more than I ever gave you credit for.”

She held out her hand. “Sisters?”

A lump formed in my throat as I reached out to shake her hand, but Claire surprised me by pulling me into a hug. It wasn’t the warmest hug, but it felt genuine.

“Thank you,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“No,” she said, stepping back and giving me a small smile.

“Thank you. For proving me wrong.”

As she walked away, I felt a weight lift from my shoulders. The acceptance I thought I’d never get from Claire finally felt real.

A few moments later, Ryan approached with two cups of punch, his familiar smile easing the last of my nerves.

“Hey,” he said, handing one to me.

“Hey,” I replied, the word coming out lighter than I’d expected.

“You okay?” he asked, his hand brushing against mine.

I nodded, smiling. “Better than okay.”

He leaned against the table, his eyes soft and warm.

“I meant every word up there, you know.”

“I know,” I said, looking down at my cup. “I just... I wasn’t expecting all of this. I mean, you didn’t have to do it. I know how much your frat means to you, and I didn’t want to make things harder for you.”

He shook his head.

“You’re not making anything harder. You’re making everything better.”

Tears pricked my eyes again, and I blinked them away. “Thank you. For being so patient with me. And for loving me...”
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He reached out, taking my hand. “Abby, I LOVE loving you. It’s the best thing I can do.”

For the first time in a long time, I felt like I had everything figured out. We shared a kiss in front of them, and everyone roared. For a moment, I wish it wouldn’t last.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

MORE THAN TWO YEARS had passed since I first stepped foot in Sigma Tau Phi as Abby. Looking back, it felt like a lifetime ago. Everything had changed since then—my reflection, my confidence, my understanding of who I was. And now, it was graduation day.

The morning started in typical chaotic fashion.

“Abby, have you seen my tassel?” Linda yelled from her room, her voice muffled by the hairdryer.

“It’s on the kitchen counter!” I shouted back, frantically pinning my own cap in place. My hair, now a sleek shoulder-length style, was being completely uncooperative.

“Girls!” Anna Mae called from the living room. “If we don’t leave in fifteen minutes, we’re going to miss the group photos!”

I glanced at the clock. She was right. The graduation ceremony was scheduled to start in less than two hours, and we were already running late.

“Abby, are you ready?” Emily asked, poking her head into my room.

“Define ready,” I muttered, fumbling with the zipper on my gown.

Emily laughed, stepping in to help. “You look amazing. Relax. It’s your big day.”

“Thanks,” I said, letting out a shaky breath.

“I just... I can’t believe this is happening.”

“Believe it,” she said, adjusting the collar of my gown. “You’re walking across that stage today. Magna Cum Laude, might I add.”

The words filled me with pride, even as nerves fluttered in my chest.

When we arrived at the ceremony, the campus was buzzing with activity. Graduates in their caps and gowns milled around, taking pictures with friends and family. The air was alive with excitement, tinged with a bittersweet edge.

I scanned the crowd, my heart skipping a beat when I spotted my parents near the stage. They waved, their smiles wide and proud.

My mom looked radiant in a floral dress, her eyes shining with unshed tears. My dad, in a sharp suit, stood tall, his expression warm and reassuring.

“They came,” I whispered, my voice catching.

“Of course they did,” Linda said, squeezing my arm.

I took a deep breath and walked over to them, my steps faltering as emotion bubbled to the surface.

“Mom, Dad,” I said, my voice trembling.

My mom enveloped me in a hug, holding me tight.

“Abby, you look beautiful,” she whispered.

“Thanks, Mom,” I said, my eyes stinging.

When she released me, my dad stepped forward. He placed a hand on my shoulder, his gaze steady.

“We’re so proud of you, Abby.”

“Thanks, dad, I just can’t believe that I’d be graduating as a girl… with you guys.”

“I’ve always known you were different,” he said softly. “But I wanted to give you the space to figure it out for yourself. Watching you grow into the person you are today has been... the greatest honor of my life.”

Tears spilled over as I hugged him, his words sinking deep into my heart.

“We love you,” he said, his voice thick with emotion.

The ceremony itself was a blur of speeches, applause, and the steady rhythm of names being called. When it was my turn to walk across the stage, my heart pounded so loudly I could barely hear anything else.

As I accepted my diploma and shook the dean’s hand, the cheers from my sorority sisters and Ryan echoed through the hall.

When I returned to my seat, Anna Mae leaned over and whispered, “Sorority sisters forever.” I smiled, mouthing the words back to her.

Later, during the student speeches, I found myself standing at the podium, looking out over the sea of faces.
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“When I came to Cramwell Grant, I just wanted to get it over with. Making friends wasn’t even on my to-do list.” I began, my voice steady despite the lump in my throat. “I was scared of being seen, scared of standing out. But thanks to the people I’ve met here—my friends, my sorority sisters, my family—I found the courage to be myself.”

The crowd erupted into applause, and I glanced at Ryan, who was standing near the front, his smile steady and proud.

“I owe so much to this place,” I continued. “Not just for the education, but for the love, the acceptance, and the lifelong friendships. Dawson, for being the best roommate for almost two years, yes, you owe me fifty bucks. Sigma Tau Phi, my sisters, you gave me a home when I needed it most. And Ryan... thank you for standing by me, every step of the way.”

Ryan gave me a small wave, and I laughed, wiping at my eyes.

“Just like how I figured myself out, know that life after graduation will be an endless discovery. But know that we will never be alone. The best lesson I’ve learned is to have the willingness. The willingness to accept help, the willingness to seize the moment, and the willingness to pay it forward. The world isn’t out to get you. Don’t shut everyone out,” I said.

“To all the graduates, this is just the beginning. And I couldn’t be more excited for what’s ahead. Let’s all willingly take this moment, embrace it, and face tomorrow without fear!”

The room burst into cheers as I stepped away from the podium, my heart full. After the ceremony, I found Ryan waiting for me, holding a bouquet of roses.

“Hey, Magna Cum Laude,” he said, grinning. “You nailed it.”

“Thanks, Mister President,” I said, taking the flowers and leaning into his embrace.

As the sun set on campus, I felt so grateful. I’d also known that I was destined for greatness, but I didn’t know what it was. The world truly had a funny way of unfolding everything.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Sorority Secret? 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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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

But will she still be willing to marry me once she sees my feminine alter ego?

Story 2 – Sissies And The City
I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.
But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

"What am I to him?"

Story 3 – All Made Up
Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.
Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.

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 Sweet Femboys


Hello Lilly

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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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"The feng shui master said I needed balance. What he really meant was pink walls, dresses, and a whole new life."

My life felt cursed. Losing my parents, surviving an accident that nearly paralyzed me, and then being left by the people I thought I could count on—it all left me broken. But when I met Charlie Yung, a charming feng shui master, everything started to shift.

What began as rearranging furniture to balance my so-called “masculine-dominated chart” turned into something much bigger. Charlie helped me see a side of myself I never dared to embrace. Slowly, I became Janice—a version of me that felt real, soft, and alive in ways I’d never imagined.

But finding myself didn’t come without challenges.

Charlie’s wealthy, traditional family didn’t approve of me, and their disapproval threatened to tear us apart. Just when I thought I couldn’t fight anymore, he reminded me what love really meant—and that our happy home was wherever we were together.

Read My Girly Home

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 Sorority Secret.

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)

OEBPS/image_rsrc1WA.jpg
BRIEHTLIJIIKYPRESS





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1X5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1W9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XT.jpg
AN ILLUSTRATED NOVELLA BY.






OEBPS/image_rsrc1XK.jpg
vol:ghe

MﬁTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1X6.jpg
ZANO MORE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XG.jpg
LILLY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1X3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XU.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1XF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XM.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1WJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1X4.jpg
AN ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATIBN'ROMANCE NOVELLA BUNDLE

LILLY RUSTWOQOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WB.jpg
FREE SISSY mosoox

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)






OEBPS/image_rsrc1XN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XD.jpg
AN ILLUS,

LILLYi_ R

< GIRLY

771:@0 fﬁm

ION ROMANCE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XW.jpg
Bl LYLUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WP.jpg
(

& |

0
S






OEBPS/image_rsrc1X1.jpg
ANALLUSTRATED N

LILLY LUSE

“THE\LOVE

ormaone

ANURSES GENDER TRANSFORMATION ROMANCE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1X2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XC.jpg
> ONILY 1 COPY

= A >
COSPLAY INIZAHONWROMANCE

LUSIWOOD






OEBPS/image_rsrc1Y0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1X8.jpg
B i AND,

4 LUST






OEBPS/image_rsrc1WH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1X7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WX.jpg
i
i W m

.






OEBPS/image_rsrc1X9.jpg
LILLY I_USOQD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1WN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XR.jpg
~ GIRLY,

Prescription

A GRADUAL FEMINIZATION ROMANCE






OEBPS/image_rsrc1X0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XA.jpg
volighe

METW“E%@





OEBPS/image_rsrc1XZ.jpg





