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Introduction

“You’re softer now. Walk like your thighs know it.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

It was just an old book. No title, no author—just a single line scrawled inside: “She who reads, will become.”

I should’ve put it back on the shelf.

Instead, I woke up in another world. In a silk robe. With breasts.

Suddenly, I wasn’t Burt anymore—I was Bethany Tilly. A concubine in a violent empire. Trained to serve, softened by magic, and handed over to a war general named Franklin Winston.

The strange part? My body changed, but it felt… right. More right than it ever had before.

And him? He saw me. Touched me like I was never meant to be anything else.

Now I have to decide: Tell him who I am? Or let the past stay lost forever?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE BELL above the door gave a tired jingle as I stepped inside. The place smelled like old paper and lemon polish, the kind of scent that made you feel like you were intruding on someone’s secret. Shelves loomed on all sides, heavy with books stacked in chaotic rows. No system. No order. Just chaos. My kind of place.

I wandered past a leaning tower of Westerns and ducked under a swinging bulb that hummed louder than it lit. At the back of the shop, near a crooked sign that read “History / Oddities / Maybe Cursed,” something caught my eye.

A dark, leather-bound book. No title. No barcode. No price tag. It sat on a pedestal like it wanted to be picked up but didn’t want to make the first move.

I reached for it.

The leather was warm. That was weird.
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I flipped it open. The pages were thick, slightly yellowed, but the font was crisp. No author listed. No publisher.

Just a small handwritten note on the first page:

“She who reads, will become.”

“That's... ominous,” I muttered.

“Find something?” came a voice from behind a stack of bird encyclopedias. The guy looked like he belonged to the shop—tweed vest, wire glasses, and the posture of someone who'd lived more in books than in his own skin.

“Uh. Yeah. What’s this?” I asked, holding up the book.

He blinked at it like he wasn’t expecting me to have found it. “Never seen that one before,” he said slowly. “But if it called to you, might be yours now.”

“What do you mean ‘called to me’? It’s a book.”

“Some books choose the reader.”

“Okay, Gandalf.”

He chuckled and waved me off. “Three bucks.”

I didn’t argue. I handed him cash, tucked the book into my backpack, and headed out into the cold.

Back at my dorm, I microwaved leftover pasta, turned off my phone, and sank into bed with the book. The title on the first real page read: The Concubine’s War.

Weird name for a war book, but whatever. I’d read worse.

The opening line was straight-up cinematic.

“She was born of another world, dropped into silk, and told to serve.”

I frowned.

I read more. A concubine sent to the battlefield to "soften" the heart of the empire’s fiercest general—Franklin Winston.

That made me laugh. I knew that name. General Winston had been the subject of half the war books I’d read since middle school. A myth, a legend, a cold-blooded tactician who never lost a battle. But this version of him? This was different. Romantic. Intimate.

I flipped the page. The descriptions were vivid, lush. The concubine didn’t have a name yet. Just “she.” But the tension was there. She didn’t want to be there. She didn’t ask for this. Still, she played along because she saw opportunity.

Felt familiar.

My eyelids grew heavy. I yawned. “Just one more chapter,” I mumbled.

The book was warm in my hands. That was weird again.

Words blurred. To be continued.

And the next thing I knew—to be continued turned into holy shit, where the hell am I?

I sat up with a jolt, heart pounding. The bed wasn’t mine. It was enormous, draped in red and gold sheets that shimmered like they cost more than my tuition. The air was heavy with something floral and spicy. Candles flickered on every surface.

I looked down.

The body wasn’t mine either.

My hands—smaller, slimmer. My chest—soft, with the hint of actual breasts pushing against some silky fabric. I scrambled to the edge of the bed and caught sight of myself in a polished brass mirror across the room.

Long hair. Pale lips. Wide, startled eyes. I touched my face. It touched back.

“No. No, no, no,” I whispered. “This isn’t—this can’t—”

Before I could spiral, the tent flap flew open.

Two men in bronze armor marched in, eyes forward like this was just Tuesday for them.

“The general has requested preparation,” one said.

“For what?” I asked, or tried to ask. My voice was higher. Lighter. A little breathy.

“Do not speak,” said the second. “Come.”

They hauled me up, not rough, but firm enough to make it clear I didn’t have a say in this. My bare feet hit the carpet, then the cold stone as we passed into a side chamber full of steam and women.

One of them, older with white hair twisted into a bun, stepped forward. Her robe was deep plum, and her eyes didn’t blink nearly enough.

“You’re early,” she said to the guards. “She’s not ready.”

“She will be. The general waits.”

I was stripped without ceremony. The silk robe hit the floor, and I wrapped my arms around my chest, heart thudding.

“Don’t be modest,” the old woman muttered.

“You have nothing yet worth hiding. But soon, maybe.”

“Where am I?” I asked.

“You’ll know in time.”

“You are Bethany now.”
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“No, I’m—”

She snapped her fingers, and two younger women began scrubbing me with rough cloths soaked in herbs. My skin tingled. It wasn’t unpleasant, just… too much.

“Your voice still sounds unsure,” she said, circling me like a shark. “That will change. Everything will change. You were chosen.”

“I didn’t choose anything.”

“You read the book, didn’t you?”

I froze. “What?”

“Then this is yours.”

A sharp tap to my forehead and the smell of the herbs intensified. The world tilted. My body pulsed with heat. My lips parted, and the name came out before I could stop it.

“I’m… Bethany.”

The old woman nodded.

“Good girl. Now, it’s time to meet Mother Hilda.”


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE PLACE they dragged me to looked like a convent if nuns wore silk and carried switches. Everything was clean, too clean—polished floors, soft lighting, no sharp corners. I didn’t trust it.

The guards dropped me off without a word. One of them gave me a half-salute, like he was sorry. Then he disappeared behind the thick wooden doors, leaving me standing there in a robe that didn’t fit right and a body that still didn’t feel like mine.

“She walks like a drunk colt,” came a voice from somewhere above me.

I looked up. A woman stood on the staircase, hands clasped behind her back, eyes like a hawk's. She was tall and broad-shouldered, with streaks of gray in her tight braid. Her robe was plain but regal, tied with a gold rope. Definitely not someone you talked back to.

“You must be Mother Hilda,” I said.

“You must be late.” She turned, motioning for me to follow. “Come. I haven’t got all day.”

I hesitated, then followed. She moved fast, barking orders at passing girls like a general. Every woman we passed was in a different stage of glam: curled hair, powdered skin, flowing fabrics. Some looked miserable. Some looked like they’d forgotten how to be anything else.

“Is this a... finishing school?” I asked.

Hilda didn’t look back. “Something like that. But we don’t finish. We refine.”

“Great. I’ve always wanted to be... refined.”

She stopped so suddenly I nearly slammed into her.
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“Bethany,” she said slowly, as if rolling the name around on her tongue, “your sarcasm is not a shield. It’s a blade pointed at yourself. You’re not the first to resist, but let’s hope you don’t end up like the last.”

“What happened to the last?”

“She cried so hard her lashes fell off. Now she’s a stable girl in the east quarter.”

She led me into a small chamber with a high mirror, a low stool, and two other women waiting—one holding a brush, the other with a tray of cosmetics.

“Sit.”

I sat.

“Let’s begin,” she said. “Back straight. Shoulders relaxed. Chin down—not like that, like this.” She tilted my head with two fingers. “Do you know why we do this?”

“To humiliate us?”

“To protect you.”

I rolled my eyes. She caught it in the mirror.

“You think beauty is weakness,” she said. “But in this world, it’s armor.”

“Didn’t sign up for this world.”

“No one does.” She nodded at the women. “Teach her the walk.”

For the next hour—or what felt like it—I was pulled, pressed, powdered, poked, and posed. They stuffed something into my robe to give me more shape. They made me balance a book on my head. I dropped it every time.

“Shorten your stride,” Hilda barked. “You are not a lumberjack.”

I narrowed my eyes, unsure how she knew about modern things in what seemed like a world where horses were the main mode of transportation. “How do you even know what a lumberjack is?”

She almost smiled. Almost. “We get all types here.”

By the end of it, I looked... not like me. My cheeks had a rosy flush. My lips were tinted. My hair fell in soft waves over my shoulders. I didn’t recognize the person staring back at me. She looked... delicate.

“This isn’t me,” I said.

Hilda rested a hand on my shoulder. Her tone dropped, almost gentle.

“It is now.”

I stared at my reflection for a long beat. Everything felt off. My mouth still moved like mine, my voice still carried the same dry sarcasm, but the face—Bethany's face—didn't match. It was like someone had swapped out the software but left the hardware confused.

"You're thinking too loud," Hilda said. "Let it happen."

I turned toward her. "Let what happen?"

"The shift. It's not just your body. It's the way you move through space. The way you’re seen. The way you begin to see yourself."

"That sounds like a cult leader pitch."

She chuckled. “I’ve been called worse.”

I stood up, awkward in the slippers they'd put me in. They were soft but made my toes curl with every step. I tried to walk the way they showed me—small steps, chest lifted, hips loose—but it felt like trying to dance in someone else’s dream.

Hilda watched, arms folded.

“This is ridiculous.”

“Is it? You’re alive. You’re protected. You’re being trained for one of the highest honors in the empire.”

“You mean being someone’s pet?”

“Being someone’s advantage. Concubines aren’t just playthings here. They sway power. They survive.”

I stopped walking. “Co-concubines!? You’re giving me a makeover to be a concubine?”

She stepped closer. Her eyes softened just a little.

“Bethany, it’s the only way you’ll survive in this world. You’re a lost soul who’s not meant to be here and this is the only way for you to have a place… with us. Don’t worry, I’ve trained warriors who’ve worn dresses better than you. It’s not about the outfit. It’s about intent. Yours is tangled. Conflicted.”

I couldn’t argue with that. Not because I agreed, but because I didn’t even know how I felt yet. And besides, who was I to question anyone when they just told me that to survive in their world, I had to wear a dress. My brain was still stuck between denial and bargaining, like maybe this was some lucid dream or I’d hit my head back in the dorm and was actually in a coma. That theory was losing ground by the second.

Hilda sighed, then gestured to a rack of dresses in the corner.

“You’ll wear blue for now. Symbol of innocence.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Do I look innocent?”

“No. But you’re new, and newness is close enough.”

The blue dress was lighter than I expected. Soft, sleeveless, with delicate embroidery around the collar. It hugged tighter than anything I’d worn before.

As I slipped into it, I felt something twist in my chest.
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Not pain. Not joy. Just… shift.

Hilda stepped back to examine me. “There,” she said, almost satisfied.

“We’re getting closer.”

Closer to what, I still didn’t know. But I didn’t fight it—not in that moment.

I was too tired to.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

TWO DAYS later, I smelled like a walking flower shop that had exploded in a spice market. Whatever they’d soaked me in made my skin tingle and my nose burn. I’d been bathed, scrubbed, oiled, lotioned, and steamed. I lost count of how many women had touched me in places I wasn’t even sure belonged to me anymore.

“Do I have to be this smooth?” I asked as one of the younger attendants worked on my legs with a pumice stone.

“Yes,” she said without looking up.

“Why?”

She shrugged. “Because men here like their concubines hairless and glowy.”

“I used to have knobby knees and leg hair that could slice bread.”

“Not anymore.”

Mother Hilda entered the room just as another girl was threading my eyebrows into submission. She gave me a once-over and nodded.

“Better. Not perfect, but better.”

“Gee, thanks.”

She didn’t even blink at my sarcasm anymore. I think she took it as progress. I’d stopped fighting everything and started… tolerating. That was enough to earn her approval.

The dress was next.

It was a deep red silk, so thin it might as well have been made of whispers. The sleeves hung long and open, the waist cinched with a gold cord, and the neckline dipped in a way that made me feel like I should be charging admission. They slid me into it like I was a doll.

“There,” Hilda said. “Now you look like something worth keeping.”

“High praise.”

She leaned in. “Listen carefully. He’s not cruel, but he is powerful. Never forget that.”

I was about to make another joke, but something in her face told me now wasn’t the time.

A brass horn blew outside. The other girls scattered.

“He’s here,” one whispered, grabbing her skirts and running.

Hilda pressed her hands to my shoulders and pushed me toward the open tent flap. “Stand straight. Eyes down unless he asks you to meet his.”

“What if I trip?”

“Then trip gracefully.”

Great.

The outside air hit me like a bucket of ice water. It was late afternoon. The sky was bruised with clouds, and torches flickered along the path. Soldiers lined up like statues. I tried not to look at them, but I felt their eyes all over me.
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At the end of the path stood a man on horseback. He was massive—broad chest, long black coat, hair pulled back. A scar ran down one side of his face, but it didn’t take away from his looks. It made him look dangerous in a way that felt unfair. Like someone gave a villain all the cheat codes.

“That’s him,” Hilda whispered. “General Winston.”

I gulped. “Cool. Casual. Just meeting the warlord I’m being gift-wrapped for.”

She gave me a tiny shove forward. “Go.”

I walked. My legs shook under the silk. My thighs rubbed in weird ways. I hated how light the dress was, how my body moved like it belonged to someone else. I hated how every step felt like it echoed.

Winston dismounted with zero effort, like the horse had begged him to get off so it could breathe again. He stood tall, arms behind his back, watching me. His eyes were the kind you didn’t want to meet—but couldn’t help looking into once they found you.

Hilda stepped forward. “General Winston. As commanded, we present your new companion. Her name is Bethany.”

She motioned to me like I was a piece of fruit she was proud of. I tried to curtsy. Almost fell over. Covered it with a weird bow thing.

He said nothing. Just kept staring.

I fidgeted. “Hi.”

Hilda’s elbow jabbed my side.

Winston finally spoke. “You speak?”

“Sometimes. Mostly in sarcasm.”

His mouth twitched. Almost a smile. Almost.

“She’s newly trained,” Hilda said quickly. “Still learning. But compliant.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Compliant-ish.”

Now he smiled. Not big. But enough to show one sharp tooth.

“I’ll take her,” he said.

Like he was accepting a package.

Hilda bowed and motioned for me to follow him. “You belong to him now.”

The phrase made something in me tighten. Belong? No thanks. But I nodded and followed.

The man walked like the world made room for him. I kept my steps small, copying what I’d been taught, even though the gravel kept catching my slippers.

We reached a separate tent. Guards opened the flaps for us, then backed away.

He held the flap open. “After you.”

How polite. My captor had manners.

I stepped inside. It was warm and smelled faintly of cedar and something deeper. His quarters weren’t lavish, but everything was heavy and expensive-looking. Weapons hung on the walls. Maps were spread across a table. A couch sat in the corner beside a tray of dried fruit and tea.

“You may sit,” he said.

“Where?”

“Anywhere.”

I chose the couch because my knees were done pretending they could handle this world.

He stayed standing, just watching.

“What?” I asked.

“You’re not afraid of me.”

“Should I be?”

“Yes.”

That shut me up. I stared at the fruit. He didn’t move.

“You don’t speak like the others,” he said.

“I’m not like the others.”

“I can tell.”

“Because I suck at curtsying?”

“Because you’re not from here.”

I looked up.

His eyes met mine, calm and serious.

Shit.

I swallowed hard. “Not from here?” I said, playing dumb, even though my throat went dry.

He didn’t answer right away. Just walked over to the tray, picked up the teapot, and poured himself a cup. Then, without looking, he said, “Pour me another.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Tea. Now.”

Right. Right. Concubine duties. I slid off the couch, trying not to trip over the dress again. The teapot was heavier than it looked, the handle warm in my hands. I poured, a little sloppily, but he didn’t seem to mind.

He sat across from me and took both cups, placing one in front of me.

“You’re not afraid of me, but you should be.”

“You said that already,” I said, eyeing the cup. “You always repeat yourself, or is that just a nervous tick?”

He smiled again, slow and small. “You talk like a man.”

I stiffened.
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“Or maybe,” he said, sipping, “you talk like someone who hasn’t learned when silence is the better weapon.”

“You’re really into the whole cryptic warlord thing, huh?”

“Where are you from, Bethany?”

I picked up the tea, just to have something to hold. “Here. Around. I don’t know, I lost my memory when I hit my head on the way in.”

He tilted his head. “That’s not an answer.”

“Maybe I don’t have one.”

He leaned back. His eyes didn’t move off me, like he was reading every twitch on my face.

“You’ve been trained well enough to fake the walk, the look, the tone,” he said. “But you haven’t surrendered.”

“Maybe I don’t like giving up.”

“Then you’ll survive longer than most.”

I didn’t know if that was a compliment or a threat. Maybe both.

He stood. “You will stay here tonight. No guards outside. You’re not a prisoner.”

“Could’ve fooled me.”

“I don’t keep what I have to chain.”

That hung in the air.

Then he walked to the back of the tent and disappeared behind a curtain.

I sat there, unsure if that meant I should stay on the couch or climb into the giant bed in the corner.

I stayed on the couch. For a long time. Just holding the tea. My dress wrinkled. My hair smelled like jasmine. My chest rose and fell differently now. Everything was weird, but I wasn’t panicking. I was... tired.

And if this was survival, I was going to learn fast.

Because he already knew I wasn’t what I claimed to be.

And yet—he let me stay.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

IT STARTED with the bells. Tiny chimes hanging from a string above the doorway, tinkling with every shift in air. The room was dim, lit by wall-mounted oil lamps that gave off a soft flicker, making everything feel hazy and slow. The scent in the air was familiar by now—lavender, burnt sage, and something earthy I couldn’t name. It clung to my throat, made my eyes sting.

“Today,” Hilda said, pulling the curtain closed behind her, “you learn how to be listened to.”

“Pretty sure people listen just fine when I talk,” I said.

She gave me a long, unimpressed look. “Yes. But they don’t feel compelled.”

I was already dressed—loose lavender robe, cinched just enough to hint without showing. My hair had been brushed so many times it looked like I belonged in a shampoo commercial. I sat on a cushion in the middle of the room, legs tucked under me like I was waiting to be sacrificed.

Hilda clapped twice.
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Two girls came in, each carrying a shallow bowl filled with leaves, petals, powders. They placed them at my feet and knelt beside me.

“What’s all this?” I asked, eyeing the bowls like they were about to erupt.

“Herbs,” Hilda said simply. “We blend them with oil, heat them, and chant the shaping words.”

“That sounds made up.”

“Most powerful things do. Now hold still.”

One girl dipped her fingers into a dark green paste and started rubbing it along my collarbones. It smelled sharp and minty. Another pressed powder into the curve of my neck, muttering something low and rhythmic.

It didn’t hurt, but it felt... invasive. Like they weren’t just touching me—they were writing on me.

“Deep breaths,” Hilda instructed. “This part is gentle.”

“What’s the not-gentle part?”

“Learning how to use your mouth.”

I snorted. “That came out wrong.”

She didn’t even blink. “Speak with breath. Not from the throat, not from the gut. Here.” She touched the space just behind my teeth. “Resonance matters more than pitch. A woman’s voice lingers. Yours still darts.”

“I’ll take darting over lingering.”

“For now.”

She pulled me to my feet. The robe shifted with me, weightless and smooth. The herbs on my skin tingled—like static before a storm.

“Walk,” she said.

“I know how to walk.”

“Not like this you don’t.”

I took a step.

“No.”

Another.

“Still no.”

She came up behind me and placed her hands on my hips, adjusting the angle. “You lead with intention. Don’t stomp. Flow. Your body is water now. Not stone.”

“Pretty sure my thighs feel like pudding.”

“Pudding is still eaten.”

I had no idea what that meant.

After an hour, my steps stopped clunking. I couldn’t say I liked the way I moved now—it felt exposed, like I was gliding instead of walking, and the bounce in my hips made me feel like someone else—but I did it. Because every time I faltered, Hilda started chanting again, and every time she chanted, I felt the herbs dig deeper into my skin like they were rewriting the code of my body.

She brought out a mirror.

I looked different. Not completely, but enough.

My jaw looked softer. My lips fuller. My posture had changed without me realizing. My voice, when I spoke, had a slightly different rhythm.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

“Careful,” Hilda said. “You’re starting to become.”

Later that night, I waited until the camp quieted. Everything got eerie. Torches burned lower. Distant animal cries echoed from beyond the hills. The usual clang of swords or barked orders faded into a kind of hush that made every step feel louder than it should’ve been.

I slipped out of Winston’s tent, still dressed in the soft robe from earlier, though I tied it tighter. My feet made almost no sound on the packed dirt. I didn’t have a plan. I just needed space. Air. Something that didn’t smell like rosewater. Or maybe, I also wanted to know if I could escape and find my way back.

The edge of camp wasn’t far. A low ridge of trees marked where the soldiers stopped patrolling. Beyond that? No idea. Maybe a road. Maybe cliffs. Maybe the way home, if that even existed.

“You’ll freeze before you make it past the first valley.”

I stopped dead.

Winston stood in the shadows by the stables, arms crossed, half-lit by moonlight. His coat was open, the sword at his side glinting faintly. I hadn’t even heard him approach.

“Were you following me?” I asked.

“I expected you.”

“Guess I’m predictable.”

“No,” he said. “You’re desperate.”

I squared up. “I just needed to walk.”

“Toward the trees? Alone? In that robe?”

“I was hoping the deer wouldn’t judge me.”

He stepped closer. “This world isn’t kind to those who don’t belong.”

“Yeah, I’ve picked up on that.”

“You’re not like the others,” he said, voice quiet now. “You’re what we call a lost soul.”
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I blinked. “What the hell does that mean?”

“It means you came here by accident. People like you slip through when the veil between worlds thins. Usually during sleep, or near death. A moment of imbalance.”

I frowned. “So this... isn’t a dream?”

“No.”

“And I’m not dead?”

“Not yet. You haven’t even met the king.”

I stared past him at the torches lining the camp, flickering in the breeze like they knew secrets I didn’t.

“Let me guess,” I said. “Your king has a whole welcome party for people like me.”

“No. He has them killed.”

I turned to him sharply. “What!?”

I felt the wind shift. My robe flapped lightly against my calves. The moon above us looked too close, too real. Every sound felt sharper out here.

I met his gaze. “You said I wasn’t a prisoner. But that’s what this is, isn’t it?”

“No,” he said. “It’s protection. Survival.”

“Can you tell me exactly what you mean by all this surviving? Because I’m still not clear on what that looks like.”

He stepped closer. I could smell cedar and steel on his skin.

“Living is breathing. Surviving is knowing when to hold it.”

There was a pause. I felt it again—the strange pull toward him. He wasn’t beautiful. He wasn’t soft. But there was gravity in him. Something old and quiet and heavy.

“And if I don’t want to play the part?” I asked.

“Then I can’t help you.”

“He believes lost souls destabilize the order of this realm. That your presence invites ruin. He’s been executing them for years.”

“Cool. And I was dropped into a dress and told to look pretty.”

“It’s the only way to hide you.”

“By making me... this?”

He didn’t flinch. “By blending you in.”

“And what happens if I don’t ‘blend in’ fast enough?” I asked.

“Then he’ll notice and you’ll lose your head.”

My mind raced. “So all this—Hilda, the herbs, the training—that’s just to keep me off the radar?”

“Yes.”

“Then why help me at all?”

He looked at me for a long time. The silence stretched between us.

“Because once,” he said, “I was one too.”

That caught me off guard.

“You’re lying.”

“I’ve forgotten most of my world. But sometimes... I remember enough.”

We stood there, surrounded by torchlight and shadows, not saying anything. The silence wasn’t empty. It felt loaded, like we were both waiting for the other to blink.

He finally turned.

“Go back inside,” he said. “You’re not ready to leave yet.”

And I followed.

Not because I agreed.

But because I wasn’t sure he was wrong.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE DRUMS started early that morning. Deep, slow beats that rolled through camp like a warning. No one said it out loud, but the energy shifted fast. Guards straightened up. Servants scurried faster. Everyone started acting like a spotlight had been flipped on.

I was pouring tea into a chipped cup, sitting in the corner of Winston’s quarters when Hilda came in, breath short, mouth tight.

“You’re needed,” she said.

I raised an eyebrow. “It’s barely sunrise.”

She didn’t smile. “The king arrives today.”

I blinked. “You have kings here?”

She tossed a red silk wrap at me and started fussing with my hair like we were late for prom. “You will keep your eyes down. You will not speak unless asked. And for the love of every god still breathing, don’t try to be clever.”

“I never try,” I said. “It just happens.”

She yanked the wrap tighter. “Try harder not to.”
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The courtyard had been transformed. Fresh banners fluttered along the gates, and soldiers in polished armor lined the walkway like living statues. Winston stood at the far end, flanked by his captains. His back was straight, expression unreadable.

The king’s entourage came in loud. Dozens of horses, fanfare, clanking jewels, clapping fans, and whatever else you’d expect from a guy who liked to announce his arrival five towns away. His carriage was gold-plated with an open top, so everyone could see him reclining like he was on a lounge chair in Vegas.

King Varro was everything I expected from a man who named himself after a predator. He was soft in all the expensive ways—plump face, too many rings, robe trimmed in fur even though it was warm. His eyes scanned the crowd like he was bored and already thinking about his next snack.

He barely greeted Winston before spotting me.

“Who is that?”

Hilda’s hand tensed on my back.

“A recent acquisition,” Winston said evenly.

Varro’s grin widened. “She’s exquisite. A new bloom.”

I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. Bloom? What was I, a tulip?

“She will join me tonight,” Varro said, like we were playing poker and I was the chips.

“No,” Winston said, still calm.

Varro’s eyes snapped to him. “Excuse me?”

“She is not available to you.”

The air thickened. People shifted. Even the horses seemed to sense something was off.

“She’s not royal,” Varro said. “Not trained. Not claimed. You’re not married to her.”

“She belongs to my house,” Winston replied. “She will remain here.”

“Everything in this camp belongs to me.”

“No, respectfully, your majesty,” Winston said again, quieter now. “Not her.”

Varro leaned back in his seat and stared. He didn’t yell. Didn’t rage. That made it worse. He just looked at me, then Winston, then me again, like he was filing something away.

“Very well,” he said finally. “Enjoy your little flower while she lasts.”

Then he turned to his entourage. “I tire of this place already. Bring me something entertaining tonight.”

And just like that, he was gone. The drums started again as they left. This time, they sounded like a threat.

The second Varro’s carriage disappeared through the outer gates, I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding.

“Well, that was uncomfortable,” I muttered.

Hilda shot me a warning look. “Don’t speak yet.”

She walked me back toward the tent without another word. Every soldier we passed gave me that look. The one that says You almost got marked. The one that made my skin crawl.

Later that night, I decided to thank Winston. There was no door and all I could do was hope for the best. Luckily, he was already there, almost expectant. He had removed his outer armor, standing beside the long table where a half-unrolled map sat covered in tiny iron figurines. His back was to me, arms stiff at his sides.

I didn’t know what to say, so I just stood there in the middle of the tent, silk robe whispering with every breath I took. I felt like I was buzzing.

Finally, he turned. His eyes landed on me, unreadable again.

“I didn’t ask to be presented like that,” I said.

“I know.”

“You didn’t have to stop him. I mean… I’m not exactly someone people go to war over.”

He walked over, stopping a few feet in front of me. “You’re not a trophy. You’re not a trade.”

“Then what am I?”

“You are mine.”

His voice didn’t rise. It wasn’t angry. It just… was.

My stomach twisted. “That’s not how you talk to someone you’re protecting.”

“It’s how we survive here.”

I looked at him. Really looked. He wasn’t panicked. He didn’t seem afraid of the king. But there was tension in his shoulders, like he’d just dodged something big and knew it would circle back.

“I don’t belong to anyone,” I said quietly.
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“I know. But for now, you belong with me.”

We stood there in silence. The oil lamps crackled. I could hear the wind brushing against the tent outside. My heartbeat sounded louder than it should have.

Then he stepped forward.

Not touching me. Just close enough.

I tilted my face up slightly, like gravity pulled it toward his. I didn’t mean to.

He looked at my mouth.

Then, just like that, he stepped back.

“Just trust me, you’ll be safe here,” he said.

I nodded, unsure of what I felt. Unsure if I wanted him to step forward again or leave me alone.

“Get some rest,” he said, already turning back to his maps. “Tomorrow, everything changes.”

And just like that, the moment dissolved.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP feeling... wrong. Not sick, not dizzy. Just off. My robe clung differently. The blanket was tighter around my chest. I sat up, rubbed my face, and paused.

My fingers brushed over skin that didn’t used to be there.

I pulled the robe open and stared.

They weren’t oppressively huge. But they were real. Round, soft, sensitive. My breath hitched. I cupped one, gently, as if touching would make it disappear.

It didn’t.

My hands trembled. I stumbled off the bed and toward the polished brass mirror leaning against the wall.

The face looking back at me wasn’t mine.

Or it was, but it had shifted enough to feel like a cousin I didn’t remember meeting. Fuller lips. Softer cheeks. My jawline was barely there anymore. My hair was past my shoulders, loose and glossy from the oils Hilda insisted on.

I reached out and touched the glass.

Then I smashed it with my fist.

The mirror cracked with a loud snap, splintering down the middle. Shards scattered over the floor. One big piece dropped at my feet, showing me half my face with an empty, stunned expression.

My heart pounded. I backed away like the broken thing could bite me.

“What the hell is happening to me?” I whispered.

The tent flap rustled.

Mika stepped in, her braid undone, sleepy eyes widening when she saw the mess.

“Bethany,” she said. “Are you alright?”

I didn’t answer. Just sank onto the bed, arms limp at my sides. She walked carefully through the glass and sat beside me.

“Let me guess,” she said. “You asked the mirror who the fairest of us all is, and it didn’t say you, so you broke it?”

I didn’t laugh.

[image: Mage media]

“My body’s just… changing too much. I’m growing breasts so rapidly…”

She leaned her head against mine. “That was me. Week three. I tore my entire wardrobe.”

I turned to her slowly. “You...?”

“I came from somewhere else too,” she said. “I don’t remember where exactly. It’s like pieces—songs, smells, fast food, weird slang—but nothing solid.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

She shrugged. “People get weird when they find out they’re not alone. Sometimes they get hopeful. Sometimes that’s dangerous.”

I stared at her. “So what, we’re just stuck here until we’re fully... changed?”

Mika paused. Then without a word, she stood and untied the sash of her robe.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

She let it fall open. Her chest was flat, but her hips were soft. Between her legs was something I didn’t expect. A penis, just like mine.

“I guess you and I are the same,” she said.

I blinked.

“You’re further along,” I said.

“Maybe. But we’re both still in the middle.”

She sat again, close this time.

“You’re not broken, Beth. You’re just becoming.”

I swallowed hard, my eyes still darting back and forth between her face and the truth she’d just casually revealed. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t cover up. She just sat there like it wasn’t a big deal, like it was just part of the weather that day.

“How do you live with it?” I asked.

“With what?”

“Being halfway.”

Mika chuckled softly. “Who said I was halfway? Maybe this is my whole.”

I shook my head. “But you’re still—”

“I’m still me.” She pulled the robe closed, tying it loosely. “You keep thinking there’s a finish line. That you’ll wake up one day and everything will make sense. Maybe it will. Maybe it won’t.”

My hands twisted in my lap. I looked down at my chest, at the curve of my thighs under the robe. “I didn’t ask for this.”

“Neither did I.”

She reached over and took my hand.

“I cried for a week when my voice changed,” she said. “I was terrified I’d lose the last bit of myself. But you know what? I didn’t. I just... made space.”

I was quiet.

“I’m scared,” I admitted.

“You should be.”

That made me laugh, short and rough.

“But not because of your body,” she added. “Be scared of losing your mind before you let yourself feel.”

I let the words settle. They didn’t erase the fear, but they gave it a softer edge.

“So,” I said, “what now?”

“Now?” Mika smiled. “We clean up the glass before Hilda kills you.”

We got to our feet, careful of the shards. She grabbed a broom from behind the curtain while I collected the bigger pieces. My reflection danced across every one of them—fractured, duplicated, a hundred Bethanys staring back.

None of them looked like Burt.

And none of them looked like a stranger anymore.
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Later that night, the garden behind Winston’s tent didn’t look like it belonged to a war camp. No blood. No training dummies. Just a small path winding between low hedges, blooming with purple flowers I didn’t know the names of. Moonlight stretched across them like they were sleeping.

I sat on a stone bench near the back, elbows on my knees, face in my hands. I wasn’t crying at first. Just staring at the dirt, blinking a lot. Then the pressure hit behind my eyes and the dam broke.

Big, ugly sobs. The kind that made your chest tighten like it didn’t want to hold you anymore. I didn’t even care if someone heard. I’d already been exposed a hundred different ways. What was one more?

I didn’t hear him come in.

“I thought I’d find you here.”

I flinched and looked up.

Winston stood at the edge of the path, arms loose at his sides, no armor tonight. Just a dark shirt rolled at the sleeves and quiet eyes that didn’t match the man who led armies. He didn’t move until I wiped my face with the back of my hand, then slowly walked over and sat beside me.

We didn’t speak for a minute.

Then I muttered, “I don’t think I’m supposed to be here.”

“You are.”

“I don’t feel like me.”

He looked at me. Not confused. Not shocked. Just present.

“What do you feel like?”

I sniffed. “Like something halfway finished. Like I was someone, and now I’m... in between.”

“That’s not a bad place.”

“It feels like one.”

His voice was lower now. “You want to go home.”

“More than anything.”

I expected him to say something comforting. Maybe offer a spell or some ancient tale that explained everything.

But he said nothing.

“I miss stupid things,” I whispered. “Cereal. The smell of rain on asphalt. My hoodie. I didn’t even like that hoodie. It just fit.”

He reached down and brushed a stray leaf off my skirt.

I looked at him.

His face was close now, eyes locked on mine.

“I know you’re scared… but, I don’t want your fear,” he said softly. “I want your truth.”

I froze.

He wasn’t asking. He was waiting.

And somehow, that made it worse.

“Then here’s the truth,” I said, voice shaking. “I don’t know who I’m becoming, but I’m scared it’s not someone I can be. I’m scared you see something I don’t. I’m scared of the way you look at me.”

“How do I look at you?”

“Like I’m real.”

“You are.”

And then he kissed me.

It wasn’t rough or rushed. It was warm. Steady. Like he meant it. Like he’d been waiting for me to stop running.

I kissed him back.

And for the first time since I got here, I didn’t feel halfway.

I felt whole.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T wake up scared anymore. That was the first sign something had shifted. The mirror didn’t spook me. The curve of my hips didn’t feel like a betrayal. I still had doubts—who wouldn’t?—but they didn’t own me. The panic had faded into something I could carry. Like background noise instead of a siren.

Mika noticed first.

She was brushing out her hair when I passed behind her in the mirror. Her eyes flicked up.

“You’re walking differently.”

I glanced down at my feet. “Didn’t trip once today.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

I didn’t ask what she meant either. I already knew.

The days blurred after that. Instead of Hilda drilling me like a cadet, my lessons became... weirdly peaceful. Calm. I spent mornings in the sun-drenched west pavilion with the other girls, learning how to walk in wider skirts, how to sit for long dinners without fidgeting, how to move through a room without looking like you were trying too hard. It wasn’t easy. None of it was.

But it started to click.

They taught us court dances next. It was a lot of twirling and pausing and stepping backward with grace I didn’t have. The instructor, a bored-looking man with thin lips and a nervous sweat, tried correcting me with a stick at first. I snapped at him once, then asked—politely—if he could explain without the stabbing.

After that, he lightened up. So did I.
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My favorite, though, was embroidery. I never thought threading colored silk through cloth could feel so satisfying. But it did. There was something calming about it—something purposeful. I liked making something delicate from nothing. It didn’t feel like submission. It felt like control.

“You’re getting good at this,” Mika said one afternoon, peering over my shoulder as I stitched the outline of a phoenix.

“I’m not stabbing myself anymore, so I’ll take the win.”

“You’re even sitting differently.”

I rolled my eyes. “What does that mean?”

“It means you’re starting to like who you see.”

I didn’t deny it.

She was right.

At night, I’d lie on the bed and stare at the tent ceiling, thinking about everything I used to believe. That softness was weakness. That femininity was something you wore, not something you felt. That survival meant being sharp and loud and difficult to touch.

But I was starting to learn that being soft didn’t mean I couldn’t be strong.

It meant I didn’t have to fight everything. It meant I could choose when and how I pushed back. And some days, choosing peace was more powerful than swinging a sword.

I still didn’t know what the hell was going to happen to me in the long run. I didn’t know how far the changes would go. But for the first time, I wasn’t sprinting in the opposite direction.

I was starting to walk toward myself.

The next morning, I sat with my legs tucked to the side like the other girls, listening to the music instructor pluck out slow rhythms on a stringed instrument that looked like a sideways harp. He asked us to hum in tune. My voice used to sound like gravel—now it came out smoother, like it had lost its edge without asking me.

I didn’t fight it. I joined in.

Later, during the lunch break, I walked with Mika toward the central fountain. She had a flower tucked behind her ear and a soft green robe cinched high on her waist. I matched her pace, even as my slippers pinched.

She nudged me. “You don’t hunch your shoulders anymore.”

“I used to?”

“All the time. Like you didn’t want anyone to see you.”

I looked around the courtyard. Soldiers passed by with baskets of firewood, a few concubines whispered on a stone bench, and a bird pecked at crumbs near the fountain edge. I didn’t flinch under their eyes. I didn’t want to disappear.

“That was before,” I said.

Mika tilted her head. “Before what?”

I thought about it. The mirror. The kiss. The long talks with Winston in the evenings when he wasn’t planning battles. The way I stopped calling this body not mine and started calling it me—at least in my head.

“Before I decided I wanted to live here, not just survive it.”

That earned me a long, thoughtful look from Mika. She smiled. “Wow. Look at you, all wise and reborn.”

“Don’t get used to it.”

“Too late.”

That night, after dinner, I brought my embroidery to the garden. The sky was clear, stars blinking like lazy candles. My phoenix was almost done—each feather outlined in gold thread. It wasn’t perfect, but it was mine.

When I finished the last stitch, I looked up and saw Winston standing at the gate, arms folded, his usual unreadable expression softened by the dim firelight.

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

He raised an eyebrow. “And yet, here I am.”

I smirked. “You spying on me?”

“Checking in.”

“Still think I’m just decoration?”

“No,” he said. “I think you’re learning how to hold power without raising your voice.”

He stepped closer.

“And that’s dangerous,” he added.

“For you?”

“For everyone.”

I didn’t get invited to meetings. Concubines didn’t sit in war councils. We weren’t supposed to know things like supply routes or flanking formations or how many arrows it took to hold off a siege. Our job was to pour wine, listen, look pretty, and vanish quietly before the maps came out.

So when Winston called for me just before dawn, I figured it was another one of those “stand near me and behave” appearances. Maybe more posturing in front of the captains. Maybe another way to show King Varro that I was still “his.”

He didn’t say much as we walked through the main tent corridor. Just that low, steady voice telling me to stay close and speak only if spoken to.

I adjusted the deep blue dress they put me in, annoyed at how the neckline slipped every time I moved. The skirt was heavier than usual—embroidered with small silver symbols I didn’t recognize. I caught a glimpse of myself in one of the polished shields along the wall. My face was calm, but my shoulders were tense.

Winston opened the tent flap and let me enter first.

Inside, a long wooden table sat covered in maps, pins, and heavy mugs of something that smelled like sour ale. Ten men stood around it—soldiers, commanders, and one guy with a twisted mustache who looked like he'd kill for fun and talk about it after.

Every head turned when they saw me.

Winston followed me in and gave a single nod. “She stays.”

No one said anything right away.

Then the mustache guy barked a laugh. “We bringing in decoration now?”

Winston didn’t flinch. “She has insight.”

“Into what? Seam stitching?”

That got a few chuckles. I didn’t react. Just stood beside Winston like I was carved from marble.

He stepped forward and began pointing at the map. “The border village was hit three nights ago. Same tactics—night raid, fire arrows, livestock stolen, two dozen taken. We tracked their movement north, but it’s a distraction.”

“They’re baiting us,” I said.

Heads turned again. Some of them looked like I’d just farted. Others were amused. But Winston didn’t stop me.

“They want you to think they’re circling the northern hills, but they’re driving us away from the central valley,” I said.

Mustache man smirked. “And how would you know that?”

“Because I’ve watched them.”

He scoffed. “From where? Your little garden?”

“No. From your tents.”

I stepped forward, pointed at the same path Winston had highlighted. “They’re using the same route every time. That means they’re confident. No change in pattern. No real need to hide. That only happens when someone thinks they’ve already won.”

The smirk started to slip off his face.

“They want you to pull more men north. They’re waiting for a weakness here.” I pointed to the valley, then the adjacent ridge. “That’s where they’ll hit next. And they won’t burn it. They’ll take it. Quietly. Like they never left.”

The room went silent.

Winston didn’t move.

Then he nodded, once. “That was my thought as well.”

A few captains looked at each other. One murmured, “Then why ask her?”

Winston’s answer was instant.
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“Because she saw it without being told.”

The captains shifted, a few of them clearing their throats. One younger guy—broad-shouldered, armor scuffed like he actually used it—gave me a short nod. That felt bigger than applause.

Mustache guy wasn’t impressed. “So what now? We let her lead troops too?”

“If she keeps seeing what you don’t,” Winston said, “maybe.”

That shut him up.

Winston stepped around the table and slid a marker across the map. “We move a detachment to the ridge. No banners, no noise. Just eyes. The rest of the force holds formation like nothing changed. If she’s wrong, we lose nothing. If she’s right—”

“She is,” I said.

He looked at me. Just for a second. And there was that thing again. That gravity in his eyes, like he saw something under the surface I hadn’t figured out yet.

The meeting went on. Tactical talk, resource counts, weather predictions. I didn’t say another word. I didn’t have to. They didn’t ignore me anymore.

When the others finally left, filing out in pairs, Winston stayed behind. I stood by the corner of the table, arms crossed. My palms were sweaty, but I held my chin up.

“You didn’t have to back me,” I said.

“I didn’t,” he replied.

I raised an eyebrow. “What do you call that?”

“I called it listening.”

He walked closer, slowly, not looming but steady. I could see the lines around his mouth now, the way his jaw stayed clenched even when he was calm.

“You weren’t trained for this,” he said.

“I wasn’t trained for any of this.”

“You could’ve played along, stayed quiet, and no one would’ve noticed you.”

“Yeah, well, too late now.”

He studied me like I was a book he didn’t want to finish yet. “What you did today changed the room.”

“I’m not trying to lead,” I said. “I just... saw something and said it.”

He nodded. “And that’s the kind of person I trust.”

I felt a lump rising in my throat again. But it wasn’t fear this time.

“Winston?”

“Hmm?”

“Am I still just a concubine to you?”

He was quiet.

Then he said, “No.”

That was all.

And it was everything.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

I NEVER expected freedom to feel this quiet. The air outside the walls was clean in a way the palace could never fake. Pine and dirt and something cooler carried down from the mountains. No incense. No perfume. Just air, and space, and the kind of silence that made you want to breathe deeper.

My robe—or hanfu, as Hilda called it—fluttered around me like silk caught in slow motion. It was pale pink, trimmed in white, with wide sleeves that dragged when I let my arms hang loose. Embroidered blossoms ran down the hem. I felt like I was floating more than walking.

Winston rode beside me, his black horse matching the quiet power he always carried. He’d traded his armor for a deep navy coat with gold fastenings. The collar stood up stiff at the neck, and the sleeves rolled just enough to show his forearms, which—annoyingly—still looked like he could break a boulder with them. His hair was tied back, but loose strands framed his face.

We moved at a slow pace, no guards, no escort. Just us and the winding path through tall grass and scattered trees.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“You’ll see.”

“Are you going to push me off a cliff?”

“Not today.”

The path curved upward, climbing toward a slope. The view started to open behind us—fields shrinking, walls distant now, rooftops barely dots in the valley below.

“I don’t get it,” I said. “You’re the most feared general in the empire, and you’re out here with your concubine like it’s date night.”

He gave me a sideways glance. “Do you think that’s what you are?”

“I’m still figuring that out.”

He didn’t laugh. Just kept riding. After a while, he said, “When I was little, my mother gave me dolls. Dozens. Silk dresses, tiny slippers, perfect hair. It’s the only memory I have.”

I blinked. “For real?”

“She said they’d teach me softness. Grace. Control. Said if I learned to care for beauty, I’d learn how to rule.”

“That’s twisted.”

“She was twisted.”

He nudged his horse forward and I matched the pace.

“I used to sneak into the servants’ quarters,” he went on. “They had these little wooden soldier toys. Missing limbs, paint chipped. I loved them.”

He paused.

“I just wanted to play war,” he said. “Not pretend to sip tea.”

I looked over at him. His jaw was tight again.

“Now look at you, living the dream,” I said.

That made him laugh. Just once, but it was real.

The trail leveled out, opening onto a ledge overlooking a crystal lake. The water reflected the sky like glass. A soft breeze made the trees hum low, like the world was keeping its voice down.

I dismounted awkwardly, tugging at my robe as I walked toward the edge.
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“This place is beautiful,” I said.

“It’s quiet.”

He stood beside me, looking out over the water. For once, he didn’t seem like a warrior. Or a leader. Just a man who wanted space to be human.

“I don’t want you to be afraid of what you’re becoming,” he said.

I turned to him.

“I’m not,” I said.

And then I kissed him.

There was no pause this time. No waiting. His hand cupped my waist like he’d done it a hundred times before, and my fingers curled into the front of his coat like I belonged there.

The lake shimmered below us.

And for a moment, I forgot everything else.

His lips were warm, steady, and sure—like he knew exactly how long to hold me there without pushing too far. I didn’t want it to end. Not because it was perfect. Not because it was some fairy tale.

Because it felt like mine.

When we finally pulled apart, I didn’t say anything. Neither did he. There wasn’t some dramatic speech or poetic nonsense. Just the sound of birds shifting in the trees above us and the water moving gently below.

He sat down on a flat rock near the ledge, pulling off his gloves and resting them on his knee. I sat next to him, brushing the silk of my sleeve off the dirt like it mattered.

“So,” I said. “Do you kiss all your lost souls?”

“No.”

I smiled without looking at him. “Just the ones who steal your horses and sass your war meetings?”

“Only the pretty ones.”

He said it like a joke, but the weight behind it made my chest tighten.

I leaned my head against his shoulder. He didn’t move.

I closed my eyes and tried to let it last.

But of course, it didn’t.

The birds went quiet.

The breeze died.

And in that silence, I heard the unmistakable shift of gravel under boots.

Winston heard it too.

He stood in one motion, hand already at his belt.

I turned and saw the glint of steel in the trees.

Men. Too many of them.

They weren’t his.

They weren’t ours.

They were Varro’s.

They moved fast.

Six of them, maybe seven, all in black with no banners. Their armor was quiet—soft leather reinforced at the joints, designed for speed, not show. They spread out as they stepped into the clearing, circling like they were used to cornering prey.

Winston stood in front of me without hesitation. No words, no drama. Just his body between theirs and mine.

“State your intent,” he called out.

One of the men laughed. “You know why we’re here.”

“She’s not yours to take,” Winston said.

“She’s not yours either. The king gave his word.”

“I gave mine first.”

The man didn’t reply. He just reached for his blade.
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Winston pulled his sword slowly. No panic, no rush. He planted his feet like he’d done this a thousand times—and I realized he probably had. But he was one man. They were many. And he didn’t have his armor.

My heartbeat was in my ears.

Winston moved first, slashing low and fast at the man nearest him. The others rushed in. I backed away, hands shaking, trying to find anything—anything at all—to defend myself with. There was nothing. Just rocks, grass, and my stupid flowing sleeves.

He dropped two of them quickly, one with a kick to the throat, the other with a clean slice across the chest. But a third came from behind. I shouted, too late. The blade caught Winston in the side. He stumbled.

“No,” I said, rushing forward.

One of the men lunged at me.

I grabbed my robe, tore at the seam, and pulled out the small dagger Mika had hidden in my sash days ago. “For emergencies,” she’d said, winking.

This qualified.

I didn’t think. I just moved.

The man grabbed my arm—I twisted, jammed the blade upward into the soft space under his chin. Warmth splashed across my wrist. He dropped.

Winston was on his knees now, hand pressed to his side. Blood darkened his coat.

The last two men hesitated, glancing at each other. One looked down at his fallen comrade, then back at me. I must’ve looked insane—robe torn, hair wild, dagger dripping.

“Go,” I said.

They did.

The second they disappeared into the trees, I dropped the knife and ran to Winston.

He was pale but still conscious. “That was new,” he muttered.

“Shut up,” I said, pressing both hands to his wound. “Save your strength.”

“I told you... you’re dangerous.”

“Yeah, well, I’m not done yet.”

I tore another piece of my robe and tied it around his waist, tight. He hissed through his teeth.

“We need to get you back.”

He looked at me, his eyes glassy but focused. “You saved me.”

“You saved me first.”

We didn’t need to say more.

I helped him onto his horse, then climbed up behind him, wrapping my arms around his waist. His blood soaked into the silk at my chest.

We rode back in silence.

And the mountain wind, once calm, now howled through the trees like it was mourning something we hadn’t lost yet.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

HIS TENT smelled like iron and heat. I sat beside him on the edge of the bed, pressing a damp cloth to the wound on his side. He winced but didn’t pull away. The bleeding had slowed, but the gash still looked angry—raw and deep enough to keep him from training for a few days. I worked in silence, careful and slow. He watched me.

“You’re good at this,” he said after a while.

“Basic first aid. One of the few skills that transferred.”

“I meant the quiet. You don’t fill space just to fill it.”

“Never liked small talk,” I said. “Makes me feel like I’m wasting my breath.”

He grunted as I wrapped the fresh cloth around his waist, tying it snug. My fingers brushed his skin. Warm. Solid. Still tense.

“I should’ve been faster,” he muttered.

“You were outnumbered. You still nearly killed all of them.”

“You shouldn’t have had to save me.”

I sat back and gave him a look. “You’d do it for me.”

“I already have.”

I smiled a little. “Then we’re even.”

The oil lamp flickered beside us. I dipped the cloth back into the bowl, water now tinted pink. He watched my hands.

“After today,” he said, “Varro will stop pretending.”

I met his eyes.

“He’ll come after us directly,” Winston added.

“But you’re the general,” I said. “He needs you.”

Winston shook his head. “Varro doesn’t need anyone. He’s not that kind of ruler. He wants power he can own, not rely on.”

“So what happens now?”

He looked at me with something raw in his face. Something that stripped away all the control and command I’d always seen in him.
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“We leave,” he said. “Tonight. Before sunrise.”

I blinked. “You’re serious.”

He nodded once. “I have a path planned. A safehouse beyond the valley. We’ll disappear.”

“And your army?”

“They’ll follow command without me.”

“And me?” I asked. “What am I in this plan of yours?”

He didn’t answer right away. Then he reached out, his fingers brushing mine.

“You’re the only part I can’t leave behind.”

I didn’t answer him with words. I leaned in.

Our mouths met again, softer this time, slower. Not rushed or desperate, just a quiet, mutual decision. Like we'd both already agreed and were just now letting our bodies catch up.

His hand slid to my cheek. Mine found the back of his neck. We moved together like we’d done this before, in another life maybe, or a dream that stuck to our bones.

He pulled me into his lap, careful not to strain his side. I could feel his heartbeat through his shirt, heavy and warm against mine. I ran my fingers through his hair, and he kissed the edge of my jaw, then my collarbone, like he was tracing me back to myself.

When he reached for the tie at my waist, I hesitated.

“I’m… different,” I said, voice barely there.

He didn’t stop.

“I know,” he said.

I untied the sash myself.

The robe slid down my arms and pooled behind me. I waited for the rush of shame, the panic, the need to cover up. But it didn’t come. He looked at me like nothing needed explaining.

Still, I looked down between my legs, nervous, not fully sure what I’d see.

And then I saw it.

I blinked.

I touched.

Soft, warm, wet. A vagina.

My breath hitched. “Oh.”

His brow furrowed slightly. “Are you okay?”

I nodded, stunned. “Yeah. I just... didn’t know.”

His hand found my hip. “Do you want to stop?”

“No,” I said, louder than I meant to. Then, softer: “Please don’t stop.”

We moved together, slow and natural, like our bodies had always known how to fit. There was no fumbling, no rush to finish. Just warmth. Connection. Every inch of me lit up in ways I didn’t know I had. My body pulsed around him like it had been waiting for this moment.

I held him close, legs wrapped around him, fingers digging into his back. He kissed me like I was real, like I mattered, like the world could burn and it wouldn’t change a thing.

And somewhere in the middle of it, something cracked open.

I wasn’t just his.

I was mine.

When it was over, we stayed tangled together, skin slick, breathing heavy.

He rested his forehead against mine.

“You’re not a concubine or a prisoner,” he whispered again.

“I know,” I said.

And this time, I believed it.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

HE WOKE me just before dawn. His fingers brushed my shoulder, gentle, barely there. I blinked into the dark, still tangled in the blanket and the memory of his body against mine. His silhouette leaned over me, already dressed.

“It’s time,” he whispered.

I nodded, throat tight. No words. Just movement.

We packed in silence. A satchel each. Winston took only what he could carry on foot. No horses. Too loud. We slipped out through the back of the tent, boots crunching against cold soil.

The camp slept on.

Every step felt like a stolen breath. My robe, a soft beige now, clung to my legs as we moved through the trees. Winston checked behind us every few minutes. We didn’t speak, just moved deeper into the woods until the firelight of the camp was gone.

I was starting to think we’d actually pulled it off when a wind picked up.

Cold. Wrong. It came from ahead of us, not behind.

Winston froze. His hand went to his side—not for his blade this time, just instinct.

And then she stepped out from the trees.

Mother Hilda.

But not the same.
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Her hair was no longer braided—it moved like it had a life of its own, silver and gold threads catching the faintest light. Her robe shimmered white, almost see-through, glowing with something that wasn’t fire. Light clung to her like smoke. She didn’t walk. She glided.

“You’re not supposed to be here,” Winston said, voice low.

She looked at us, eyes soft but firm.

“This isn’t the right way,” she said.

“How did you find us?” I asked.

“I’ve always known where you were going.”

I stepped in front of Winston. “Then help us.”

“I am,” she said.

“You’re stopping us.”

She looked at me with something that cracked straight through my ribs.

“No,” she said gently. “I’m showing you the door. The real one.”

Winston stiffened beside me. “What door?”

“You want freedom,” Hilda said. “You want love. But this world was never meant to hold you.”

Her eyes locked onto mine.

“You’re from another place. And so is he. You do not belong here.”

“You knew about him too?” I asked.

“I’ve always known,” she said. “Both of you. Lost souls.”

Winston stepped forward. “Then tell us where to go. We just want to be together.”

Her expression shifted.

“That’s the price,” she said. “You will both die as early as the crack of dawn. You have to return to your respective worlds... you must both… go alone.”

I didn’t understand at first.

Then it hit me.

“Respective? You mean—we’re not from the same world?” I shook my head. “No. No, there has to be another way.”

“I don’t know where both of you came from. I can’t really tell. But all I know is that if you stay,” she said, “the king will find you. And he will not hesitate. He fears both of you.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “I’m not leaving him!”

Winston’s voice cracked. “I won’t let you die because of me.”

“I don’t care!” I turned to him. “We can hide. We can keep running.”

“No,” he said, grabbing my hands. “Beth, listen to me. If something happened to you—if you were killed—I wouldn’t survive it. I’d carry that weight forever.”

I was shaking. “What if your world’s different than mine? What if you don’t remember me?”

He leaned his forehead to mine.

“We are meant to find each other,” he said. “In every version. In every life. I’ll look for you. Until I can’t anymore.”

Tears poured down my face. I couldn’t stop them.

“I don’t want to forget you,” I said.

“You won’t.”

Mother Hilda raised her hands. Her voice wove through the air, low and ancient. The trees bent toward her. Light gathered around her fingertips.

“No!” I cried out. “Wait! I’m not ready—”

But the light took me.

And everything turned white.

When I opened my eyes, I was back in my dorm bed.

Chest heaving. Sweat everywhere.

My body—

My old body.

I scrambled out of bed, rushed to the mirror, tore off my shirt.

Flat chest. Stubbled jaw. Broad shoulders.
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“No, no, no—” I backed away, breath catching in my throat.

The mirror didn’t lie.

I was back.

And he was gone.

I looked everywhere in my dorm room but I couldn’t find the book. I had to return. I had to be with him. I barely got my shoes on before I was out the door.

It was still early, the city wrapped in that gray haze that makes everything feel a little too quiet. My hoodie flapped open as I ran, hair a mess, face flushed. I must’ve looked insane. I didn’t care.

I tore down the streets, past corner stores and construction sites, past sleepy baristas opening cafes. I didn’t know where I was going exactly—I just knew where I had to end up.

The bookstore.

The same one. That weird little shop tucked between a laundromat and a locksmith. The bell above the door didn’t jingle this time. There was no door.

Just brick.

No windows. No awning.

No sign.

It was gone.

I stopped, breathing hard, chest burning.

“Come on,” I whispered. “Please.”

I ran my hands over the wall like it would peel away and reveal something—anything. But it was solid. Just a blank space where something magical used to be.

I stepped back, chest tight, and finally let myself cry.

Big, dumb tears. Not poetic. Just messy. My knees gave out and I slid down the wall, curling up on the cold sidewalk as the world walked past me.

After a while, I stood up. Wiped my face with my sleeve. And walked.

I didn’t know where else to go.

[image: Mage media]

The subway was crowded, even this early. People jostled and scrolled and yawned. The car smelled like wet clothes and old gum. I stood near the door, gripping the rail, head down.

Then I saw it.

A worn leather book.

In someone’s hands.

My eyes snapped up.

A man sat across from me. Early thirties, maybe. Sharp jaw, hair slicked back like he didn’t care about trends, just comfort. He wore a long coat, navy blue. His fingers turned the page slowly, deliberately.

The book had no title on the cover.

He looked up.

My breath caught.

It was him.

Older. Different. But him.

His eyes found mine. He blinked.

Then smiled.

“Crazy book,” he said, holding it up slightly.

I nodded, stunned.

He added, “You ever read it?”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

He tilted his head. “Name’s Franklin. Franklin Winston.”

I froze.

He smirked. “Well, it was Francesca last week. The government finally approved the change.”

He said it like a joke. I stared, everything inside me screaming. But my body didn’t move. I couldn’t speak.

“Interesting book,” I managed.

He smiled. “Yeah. Kinda sticks with you.”

The train rumbled on.

And I held back tears for the second time that morning.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS later, I could barely recognize the girl I used to be. Not because everything changed overnight—but because everything finally made sense. My days no longer felt borrowed. I wasn’t waiting to wake up in someone else’s skin. I was finally in mine.

I leaned back against the couch, hair still damp from the shower, Franklin’s hoodie drowning my frame in the best way. The smell of takeout filled the apartment—dumplings and scallion pancakes. My feet were tucked under a blanket. Franklin was in the kitchen trying to open soy sauce with his teeth like a caveman.

“You’re gonna chip something,” I warned.

He popped the cap off triumphantly. “See? Perfectly intact.”

“Your dentist would murder you.”

“My dentist’s a coward,” he said, setting the sauces on the coffee table before dropping onto the couch beside me. I curled into him immediately. He always ran warm.

“So,” he said, grabbing his chopsticks. “Tell me again. How did it start?”

I smiled into his shoulder. “You’re really gonna make me tell you the continuation of that magic book story again?”

“Obviously. It’s my favorite bedtime tale.”

I rolled my eyes. “Fine. So there I was, minding my own business, being a socially-awkward bookworm—”

“That part checks out.”

“—and I find this book with no author, no barcode, nothing. Just a note that says, ‘She who reads, will become.’ And I’m like, well, that’s ominous. So naturally, I buy it.”

He laughed, full and easy. “You absolute nerd.”

“You have no idea.”

I kept going, half-mocking myself, half-relishing the way he watched me like I was the sun. I told him everything, every time. The war camp, the mirror, Hilda, the lake. The kiss. The loss. The return.

He’d heard it all. Still laughed like it was new.

And the best part?

He believed me.

He didn’t try to make it sound like a dream or a trauma response. He just… accepted it. Because the book ended abruptly and I was the only person he knew who was able to read it too. And maybe, somehow, he was able to retain some feelings from the version of him who had been there with me.

Or maybe the universe just has a thing for symmetry.
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I’d started seeing a gender specialist and taking hormones a few weeks after we met. Franklin helped me through the appointments, the questions, the paperwork. He sat beside me when I gave myself my first shot. He cried when I told him I finally felt like I had a future. I was lucky because he really helped me get through everything, being that he also went through the same thing before he transitioned from female to male.

My face had softened a little. My arm muscles turned less pronounced. My hips had changed shape. My skin was smoother. My voice still needed work, and I was learning to speak from a different place now—not just higher, but freer.

Some mornings I’d wake up early, just to see the soft curve of my chest in the mirror and smile.

“I don’t feel like a lost soul anymore,” I said, mostly to myself.

Franklin heard.

He reached for my hand, threading his fingers through mine.

“That’s because you’re not lost,” he said. “You’re home.”

I looked at him.

My heart was full.

And for the first time in my life, I believed I was exactly where I was supposed to be.

Living. Not just surviving.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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“Eleven fine femboys, feminized by chance, self-discovery, and love.”
This is an illustrated novella collection, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy! No cross-additions guaranteed. You won’t find these best-selling stories in any of my other collections.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

I get a lot of 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 job’s yours—just be on time, wear the uniform, and smile pretty… Helena."

It was supposed to be a temporary gig. One broken factory machine, one exhausted diner owner, and one mix-up I didn’t correct.

Suddenly, I wasn’t Harold anymore—I was Helena Frost.

The tips were good. The uniform felt... weirdly right. And Boris

Stanley—the mysterious regular with the quiet voice and too-intense stare—kept sitting in my section. Kept calling me Helena like he meant it.

Then I found the file. Then I found out I was a test subject.

Now I’m more woman than waitress, and I don’t know whether to sue him... or kiss him again.

Read Boy Becomes Waitress

Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.
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Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.
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Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Femboy Concubine.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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