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Introduction

"My boss and ex-bully said we should go to our High School reunion together, then he demanded me to wear a gown and pretend to be his fiancée."
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

When I signed up as a junior associate at Flemming Holdings, I thought the worst part of the job was working under Hanson Flemming—the high school bully who now happened to be my boss. But nothing could have prepared me for his outrageous demand: to pretend to be his fiancée at our fifteen-year high school reunion.

Hanson was supposed to be my nemesis, but his surprising kindness and hidden vulnerability broke through my defenses. As the reunion night loomed, our fake relationship began to feel all too real—and so did my feelings for him.

But secrets have a way of coming to light, and when the truth about my identity is exposed, everything hangs in the balance. Will Hanson and I survive the fallout? Or will my past and his insecurities tear us apart for good?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, gradual feminization, enemies-to-lovers, romantic comedy, 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 The Girl at The Reunion.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I CLICKED THE MUTE BUTTON on the conference call and let out a deep sigh. Hanson Flemming was mid-rant about quarterly reports, his voice sharp enough to slice through steel. “Garreth, are you even paying attention?” his tone cut through the speaker, and I flinched like he’d yelled right in my ear.

“Yes, Mr. Flemming,” I said, forcing my voice to sound upbeat. If there were Olympic gold medals for pretending not to hate your boss, I’d have a collection by now.

“Good,” he snapped. “Because I don’t need another amateur on my payroll. Fix your pitch slides, they’re as inspiring as an infomercial for vacuum bags.”

[image: Mage media]

I muted myself again, my fingers tightening around the mouse. His critique stung, not because it was clever—vacuum bags? Really?—but because it was him. Hanson Flemming, jock, former prom king, high school golden boy, and my personal tormentor for four miserable years, was now the CEO of Flemming Holdings and somehow still found joy in making my life a living hell.

The meeting dragged on as Hanson shifted his focus to someone else, and I let my mind wander. Working here was supposed to be my big break—finally moving on from that awkward teenager who used to be shoved into lockers. But instead of redemption, I got Hanson barking orders at me like a drill sergeant with a personal vendetta.

“Garreth,” Hanson’s voice snapped me back to the call.

“Is that too hard for you to handle, or do you need a tutorial?”

“No, I’ve got it,” I replied, my face burning even though no one could see me.

He scoffed. “Good. Let’s hope your work ethic catches up with your paycheck.”

The call ended with the abrupt click of Hanson’s mic, and I leaned back in my chair, staring at the ceiling. “One day,” I muttered under my breath.

“One day, I’ll quit, win the lottery, or accidentally trip and spill coffee on him.”

The last thought actually made me smile. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to keep me going for another soul-crushing day at Flemming Holdings.

Later that night, the neon “OPEN” sign buzzed faintly in the window as I pushed open the door to Theo’s Bar. It was my safe haven after a long day of navigating Hanson’s corporate jungle.

Theo looked up from polishing a glass and smirked.

“Well, if it isn’t Garreth Baker, patron saint of miserable employees. What’s the damage today?”

I slid onto a stool with an exaggerated groan. “Hanson Flemming is the damage. That guy has a special talent for turning my self-esteem into confetti.”

He chuckled, sliding me a beer without needing to ask. “Let me guess. He called your work amateur, made a terrible metaphor, and then acted like he just cured world hunger?”

I raised the beer in mock salute. “You know him so well. Seriously, Theo, it’s like the guy wakes up every morning and thinks, How can I ruin Garreth’s day today?”

“Have you considered writing a memoir?” Theo asked, leaning on the bar with a grin. “How My Bully Became My Boss: A Guide to Surviving Corporate Hell. Bestseller material, I’m telling you.”

I laughed despite myself.

Theo always had a way of taking the edge off, even when my nerves were frayed like cheap shoelaces. “If I write it, you better promise to buy the first copy.”

“I’ll buy ten. Keep ‘em in stock for the sad sacks who walk in here after dealing with their own Hansons,” he said with a wink.
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As the evening wore on, the bar filled with its usual hum of conversations and clinking glasses. Theo moved between customers with the practiced ease of someone who had seen it all. Meanwhile, I nursed my beer and replayed the day in my head like a bad highlight reel.

“He’s just human too, you know?” I said suddenly, more to myself than Theo.

“But with a stupid haircut and a God complex. Why do I let him get to me?”

Theo tilted his head, wiping his hands on a rag. “Because he reminds you of high school. And back then, it wasn’t just about him being a jerk—it was about feeling powerless. You’re not powerless now, Garreth. You just need to remind yourself of that.”

I gave him a half-smile. “Thanks, Dr. Phil. Next round’s on me.”

As I left the bar, Theo called after me, “Don’t let Hanson win, Garreth. And seriously, consider the memoir!”

The night air was cool against my face as I walked home, the weight of the day beginning to lift. But, true to form, the universe wasn’t done with me yet.

Beans, my overly enthusiastic corgi, greeted me at the door with his usual tail-wagging frenzy. “Hey, buddy,” I said, scooping him up. “At least you think I’m a rock star, right?”

On the way to the kitchen, I tripped over his leash, sending both of us sprawling onto the floor. Beans barked happily, oblivious to my groan of frustration.

“Great,” I muttered, lying flat on the floor with my face smushed against the tile.

“Just the cherry on top of my perfect day.”

Beans licked my cheek, his tongue sloppy and insistent. I couldn’t help but laugh.

“Fine, you win. Let’s get you some treats before you trip me again.”

As I climbed into bed that night, my legs sore from wrangling a corgi and my head still buzzing with Theo’s advice, I thought, Maybe tomorrow will be better.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

“BAKER, my office. Now.” The bark of Hanson Flemming’s voice over the intercom felt like someone had dumped ice water on my desk. I glanced at the clock. It was nearly 6 p.m.—what could he possibly want at this hour?

I sighed, grabbed my notebook, and trudged down the hall. His office was all glass and sharp angles, a shrine to minimalism and power. Walking in there always felt like stepping into a lion’s den, and Hanson Flemming was the lion, waiting to pounce.

“You wanted to see me?” I asked, keeping my tone neutral as I stepped inside.

He didn’t look up right away. He was leaning back in his chair, scrolling through his phone. Finally, he set it down and fixed me with his usual piercing stare. “Close the door.”

Oh, great. That never meant anything good.

I shut the door and sat down, clutching my notebook like a shield. “What’s this about?”

He leaned forward, elbows on his desk.

“I need a favor. A personal one.”

I blinked. “You... need a favor? From me?”

“Yes,” he said, like it physically pained him to admit it. “Our fifteen-year high school reunion is coming up, and I need someone to pretend to be my fiancée. I want you to play that part.”

For a moment, I just stared at him, waiting for the punchline. When none came, I burst out laughing. Like, full-on, body-shaking laughter.

“You... you want me... to pretend to be your fiancée?” I managed between gasps.

“Is this some kind of joke? Because it’s not funny.”

His expression didn’t change. “I’m serious, Baker. And forget about it being a favor, it’s a demand!”

I wiped my eyes, still grinning. “Why me? You’re literally the CEO of a multimillion-dollar company. You could hire an actress or, I don’t know, ask someone who doesn’t actively hate your guts.”

His jaw tightened, but he pressed on. “You’re already on my payroll, and I need someone who knows how to handle pressure. Besides,” he added, with a faint smirk, “you’re not bad-looking. With the right help, you could pull it off.”

I stared at him, my laughter fading. “So what, this is just another way to humiliate me? First, you made my life hell in high school, and now you want to turn me into your personal puppet?”

He sighed, running a hand through his perfectly styled hair.
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“It’s not like that. Look, I’ll pay you extra—a lot extra. Like think of a number extra and multiply that by ten. Think of it as a business transaction.”

I folded my arms. “Even if I agreed, it’s my old high school too. People would recognize me in two seconds.”

“I’ve got people who can help with that,” he said smoothly.

“Stylists, makeup artists. You’ll be unrecognizable.”

“You’re insane,” I said, shaking my head.

“There’s no way I’m doing this.”

He hesitated, then leaned back in his chair, his expression softening for the first time ever. “You want to know why I bullied you?”

I blinked at the sudden shift.

“Not really, but I’m guessing you’re about to tell me.”

“I thought you wouldn’t fight back,” he said bluntly. “You looked... soft. I was insecure, and I took it out on you. I felt like if people saw me dominate someone, they’d respect me more. It was a shitty thing to do, and I’m sorry.”

I stared at him, floored. Hanson Flemming—the guy who once shoved me into a locker and laughed about it—was apologizing.

“Wow,” I said finally.

“Is this what rock bottom feels like? Because I think I just hit it.”

His lips twitched like he was trying not to smile.

“So, are you in or not?”

I hesitated. The money would be life-changing, and for once, Hanson seemed... sincere. But agreeing to this would mean opening a Pandora’s box of awkwardness, humiliation, and God knows what else.

I sighed, feeling the weight of my student loans pressing on me like a boulder.

“Fine. I’ll do it. But I have conditions.”

Hanson raised an eyebrow. “I’m listening.”

“First, no more snide comments at work. If I’m doing this, you treat me with respect. Second, I get everything in writing. And third,” I added, standing up, “you owe me a damn good apology dinner after this is over.”

“Deal,” he said, standing as well and extending his hand.

I shook it reluctantly, already questioning my sanity.

“You’re kidding me,” Theo said, setting a pint of beer in front of me after my conversation with the prom king.

“I wish I was,” I replied, slumping onto the bar. “Hanson Flemming, the man who made high school my personal horror movie, wants me to be his fiancée for the reunion.”

He whistled low, leaning on the counter.

“Man, that’s some next-level insanity. So, what’s the catch?”

“The catch,” I said, gesturing wildly, “is everything about it. First, it’s his high school reunion. Second, he wants me to dress up like a woman to sell the whole ‘fiancée’ thing. And third, he apologized for bullying me, which might be the weirdest part of all.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Wait, wait, wait. Hanson Flemming apologized? Like, genuinely apologized?”

“As genuinely as a guy like him can,” I muttered.

“Said he was insecure, I ‘looked soft, and bullying me earned him the respect of others.’”

He snorted. “You do kind of have a soft look. It’s the eyes. And the jawline. And—”

I grabbed a peanut from the bowl and threw it at him.

“Not helping.”

He laughed, catching the peanut mid-air and popping it into his mouth. “Okay, so what’s the plan? You’re not actually going to do it, right?”

I hesitated, swirling my beer. “I already said yes. He’s paying me extra—a lot extra. Enough to cover my loans and maybe even fix my car.”

He gave me a look. “So, you’re really going to let Hanson Flemming turn you into his Barbie doll for a paycheck?”

“I don’t have much of a choice,” I said with a shrug. “It’s either this or keep drowning in debt while he makes my life miserable anyway. At least this way, I get something out of it.”

He leaned closer, a teasing glint in his eye. “You know, it’s not such a crazy idea. I bet you’d make a pretty convincing girl.”

I stared at him, deadpan. “Don’t.”

“I’m serious!” he said, grinning. “You’ve got good bone structure, nice skin—if I were Hanson, I’d pick you too.”

“You’re lucky I don’t have more peanuts,” I muttered.

He laughed, shaking his head. “All I’m saying is, you might as well lean into it. Who knows? Maybe you’ll end up liking it.”

I shot him a glare, but there was no real heat behind it. Theo had been my best friend since college, and his ability to find humor in every situation was one of the reasons I put up with him.
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“Fine,” I said, finishing my beer.

“But if I end up on some viral TikTok as ‘Corporate Cinderella,’ you’re going to pay for my early retirement.”

He smirked, grabbing another peanut.

“Deal. And hey, if nothing else, it’s one hell of a story.”

As I left the bar, he called after me, “Don’t forget to practice your walk! Heels are tricky!”

I flipped him off without looking back, but I couldn’t help smiling.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE STUDIO DOOR creaked open, and I stepped inside, immediately assaulted by a whirlwind of color, fabric, and chaos. The walls were lined with mirrors, racks of clothes bursting with sequins and feathers, and a faint smell of hairspray hung in the air. It felt like walking into a fashion magazine that had exploded.

“Darling, you’re late,” came a voice sharp enough to slice through the clutter.

I turned toward the sound and saw a tall, flamboyantly dressed man gliding toward me. He had slicked-back platinum hair, glasses that looked like they belonged in an art exhibit, and a scarf so long it nearly dragged on the floor.

“Lucien,” Hanson said, stepping in behind me.

“This is Garreth Baker.”

Lucien looked me up and down like I was a questionable thrift store purchase. “This... is your choice? Hanson, sweetie, are you punishing me?”

I felt my face flush. “Nice to meet you, too,” I muttered.

Lucien ignored me, turning to Hanson with a dramatic sigh.

“You didn’t tell me I’d have to work a miracle. I’m a stylist, not a magician.”

Hanson smirked. “You’re the best, and you owe me one. Make him convincing.”

Lucien snapped his fingers, and a pair of assistants appeared out of nowhere, flanking me like I was under arrest.

“Strip,” Lucien commanded.

“What?” I squawked.

“Strip. Down to your underwear. Unless you want me to work around that”—he gestured vaguely at my outfit—“which, frankly, looks like you stole it from the clearance rack of a gas station.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but Hanson crossed his arms and nodded toward the changing area.

“Better get moving, Baker. Lucien doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”

Muttering under my breath, I shuffled to the back of the studio, where I found a dressing screen. As I peeled off my clothes, I could hear Lucien barking orders and Hanson laughing softly.

When I emerged, feeling like an idiot in nothing but my boxers and socks, Lucien let out a theatrical gasp.

“Oh, my sweet Lord, it’s worse than I thought.”
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“Can we just get this over with?” I grumbled.

Lucien clapped his hands. “Fine. Let’s start with shapewear. If we’re going to turn this... rectangular situation into a convincing woman, we need to create some curves. Gentlemen, bring out the corset!”

Half an hour later, I was practically gasping for air. The corset dug into my ribs, and I was pretty sure my organs were in places they shouldn’t be.

“Is this thing supposed to make breathing optional?” I wheezed.

“Stop whining,” Lucien said, tightening the strings with zero mercy. “Beauty is pain. And in your case, a lot of pain.”

I glared at him in the mirror, but he ignored me, stepping back to admire his handiwork. “Now for the padding. You’re tragically flat, but luckily, I’m a genius. Bring me the breast forms!”

“Breast forms?” I repeated weakly.

A moment later, I was wearing a bra stuffed with silicone inserts that, according to Lucien, gave me a “respectable C-cup.” It felt bizarre, but when I looked in the mirror, I had to admit—it worked.

“Don’t get used to it,” I muttered to my reflection.

Lucien smirked. “Oh, sweetie, you’re already starting to love it. Let’s move on to the face.”

The makeup process was a whole new level of torture. Lucien worked with the intensity of an artist painting their masterpiece, muttering insults and critiques under his breath.

“Your eyebrows are a tragedy,” he said, plucking furiously.

“Who let you walk around like this?”

“I didn’t realize my eyebrows needed to be runway-ready,” I shot back, wincing as he yanked out another hair.

“And your skin! It’s clear but…” he continued, ignoring me.

“Do you even moisturize?”

“Occasionally.”

Lucien froze, his eyes wide with horror.

“Occasionally?! Hanson, how have you been employing this man?”

Hanson chuckled from his spot in the corner. “He’s got other talents.”

I rolled my eyes. “Glad you’re enjoying the show.”

After what felt like hours, Lucien finally stepped back after placing a wavy wig on top of my head and said, “Behold, Greta.”

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

I blinked at the mirror, barely recognizing the person staring back. My face was softer, my eyes more open and framed by long lashes, and my lips, a glossy pink that looked like they were begging to be kissed.

“It’s... not bad,” I admitted grudgingly.

Lucien grinned.

“Not bad? Darling, I just turned a pumpkin into a shiny apple. You’re welcome.”

Hanson walked over, studying me with an appraising look. “Not bad at all,” he said, his smirk softening into something almost... approving.

“This might actually work.”

For a moment, I felt a flicker of pride—until Lucien ruined it by tossing a pair of heels at my feet.

“Put these on,” he said.

“Do I have to?”

“Yes.”

I slipped them on and immediately wobbled like a newborn deer. Hanson laughed outright this time, and even Lucien cracked a smile.

“Oh, this is going to be fun,” Lucien said, clapping his hands.

“Fun for you, maybe,” I grumbled, gripping the back of a chair to steady myself. “How do people walk in these things? They’re like torture devices for your feet.”

“Gracefully, darling,” Lucien said with a wicked grin.

“Which you are not. Yet.”

Hanson leaned against the wall, arms crossed, clearly enjoying my struggle. “You’re going to have to do better than that at the reunion. Imagine tripping in front of the entire room. That would be a disaster.”

“Oh, you mean like this?” I said, deliberately shifting my weight too fast. The heel slipped, and I pitched forward, flailing as I tried to catch myself.

Lucien lunged, grabbing my arm just in time.

“Careful! Do you know how much those heels cost? They’re worth more than your paycheck!”

“I’ll add them to the list of things Hanson owes me,” I shot back, regaining my balance.

Lucien sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose. “This is going to take a miracle. Walk to the end of the room and back. Go on. Chop chop.”

“Fine,” I muttered, taking one tentative step. Then another. It felt like walking a tightrope made of knives, but I managed to make it halfway before wobbling dangerously again.

Hanson let out a low whistle.

“I’ve seen giraffes at the zoo move with more grace.”

“Maybe I’ll just tell everyone I sprained my ankle,” I said through gritted teeth.

“No one will buy that,” Lucien said, clapping his hands. “Again!”

By the time we finished, my feet were screaming, my face was caked in more makeup than I’d ever thought possible, and I had a new appreciation for the phrase “beauty is pain.”

Lucien handed me a mirror.

“Take a good look. This is what your future looks like, sweetheart.”

I stared at my reflection, equal parts horrified and impressed. Greta stared back at me, her glossy lips curved in a slight frown, her perfectly styled wig framing her face.

“You know,” I said, setting the mirror down, “if this whole investment firm thing doesn’t work out, I could probably join the circus.”

Hanson smirked. “With a little more practice, you might actually pass for someone sophisticated.”

I shot him a glare but was too tired to come up with a snappy comeback.

Lucien clapped me on the back, nearly sending me toppling off my heels. “Don’t worry, darling. You’ll get the hang of it. And when you do, you’ll thank me.”

“Sure,” I said, wobbling toward the door.

“Right after my therapy bill comes in.”
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Three days later, walking into Flemming Holdings as Greta for the first time felt like stepping onto a stage without knowing my lines. My makeup was mediocre, my wig was a bit out of place, but my shapewear was doing its job—though I felt like a sausage stuffed into a designer casing.

“Just keep your head down,” I whispered to myself as I clicked my way through the lobby in heels that were still out to kill me.

The goal was simple: survive the day without making a complete fool of myself. Lucien had given me a crash course in posture and poise, but I wasn’t ready to be paraded around like Hanson’s “fiancée” just yet.

“Baker,” Hanson’s voice called from across the office. My heart sank.

“Here we go,” I muttered, pasting on a tight smile as I approached him.

He gave me a quick once-over, his expression unreadable.

“Not bad. Just... try to look less like you’re about to pass out. Confidence is key.”

“Got it, boss,” I said through gritted teeth.

It all went downhill at lunch.

The cafeteria was packed, as usual, with employees hustling between tables and the faint hum of conversation filling the air. I balanced my tray carefully, focusing on not toppling over.

“Greta, over here!” Samantha, Hanson’s assistant, waved me over to a table near the center.

I cringed internally. Sitting in the middle of the cafeteria was not part of the plan, but avoiding her would just make things worse. I teetered over, praying I wouldn’t trip.

Samantha gave me an approving nod as I sat down.

“You’re pulling this off way better than I thought you would.”

“Thanks, I guess,” I said, setting my tray down.

“You’ve even got Hanson smitten,” she said, smirking.

“I’ve never seen him look at someone like that before.”

“More like beaten, what a stupid plan,” I muttered, stabbing at my salad.

Samantha laughed, but before I could respond, a gust of air brushed past me as someone walked by too quickly. The tray on the edge of the table wobbled.

“Whoa—”

And just like that, my wig slipped.

I felt it slide back an inch, exposing my real hairline. A few people at nearby tables turned to stare, their conversations quieting.

I froze, my stomach sinking like a lead weight.

“Oh my God, is that... a wig?” someone whispered loudly.

Samantha’s eyes went wide, and she leaned in quickly, whispering,

“Fix it. Now.”

I reached up, fumbling to adjust it, but the damage was done. The whispers spread like wildfire, and I could feel the heat rising in my face.

“Isn’t that Baker?” someone said from another table.

“What the hell is he wearing?”

A loud laugh erupted from the far corner of the room. I didn’t need to look to know it was Brad, the office’s resident jerk.

“Nice look, Baker!” he called out.

“Going for the whole Mrs. Doubtfire vibe?”

I wanted to disappear. Run out. Do anything but sit there and let the humiliation wash over me. But then I heard another voice—low, firm, and unmistakably Hanson’s.

“Not funny, Brad. Go back to work!”

He strode into the cafeteria like a storm, his presence silencing the room. He looked around, his icy glare daring anyone else to say a word.

He stopped next to me, putting a hand on my shoulder.

“Greta, you okay?”

I nodded stiffly, still gripping my wig.

“Good,” he said, turning back to the room.

“The next person who has something to say about my fiancée can see themselves out. Understood?”

Murmurs rippled through the cafeteria as people hurriedly returned to their lunches. He leaned down, his voice softer now. “Fix your wig and meet me in my office when you’re ready.”

I nodded again, too stunned to speak.

As he walked away, Samantha gave me a small smile.

“Told you, he’s smitten.”

“Shut up,” I said, adjusting my wig and trying to calm my racing heart. “I can’t believe I said yes to this.”


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

DAY THREE OF MY “Greta trial run” started with me nearly face-planting in the parking lot. Heels were already my sworn enemy, but navigating them over asphalt full of potholes was a whole new level of torture.

By the time I made it to my desk, my feet were throbbing, and my nerves were shot. I sat down, trying to disappear into my chair. The last thing I needed was anyone staring at me.

But of course, they did.

The whispers started the moment I walked in. Some coworkers avoided eye contact, while others stared like I’d grown a second head.

“Greta, you’re early,” Hanson said as he passed by, his voice casual but his smirk unmistakable.

“Good start.”

“Early? I’m half-dead,” I muttered, leaning back in my chair. The acrylic nails Lucien insisted on were already making typing a nightmare. Every time I tried to hit a key, I either missed it entirely or hit three at once.

“Why do people choose this?” I groaned, glaring at my keyboard like it had betrayed me.

The real fun started around mid-morning when nature called.
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I stared at the door to the women’s restroom, my stomach doing flips. I couldn’t exactly stroll into the men’s room dressed like this, but the thought of stepping into the women’s room felt like walking into enemy territory.

“Confidence, Greta,” I whispered to myself, mimicking Lucien’s voice.

I pushed open the door and slipped inside, praying I wouldn’t run into anyone. The bathroom was blissfully empty, and I let out a sigh of relief.

That relief didn’t last long.

I stared at the stall, my brain short-circuiting. Untucking and tucking again in this outfit felt like solving a Rubik’s Cube blindfolded. By the time I figured it out, I was sweating and exhausted.

When I finally emerged, I avoided the mirror. I wasn’t ready to see what stress looked like with mascara running down its face.

Lunch was another disaster waiting to happen.

I decided to avoid the cafeteria altogether and eat at my desk, but the sandwich I’d brought was wrapped tighter than my shapewear.

I fumbled with it, my acrylic nails getting in the way again. “Seriously?” I muttered, ripping at the plastic like a raccoon digging through garbage.

By the time I managed to open it, half my coworkers had passed by my desk, giving me curious glances. I smiled awkwardly, hoping no one noticed how badly I was struggling.

“Looking good, Greta,” Brad said as he walked by, his tone dripping with sarcasm.

“Thanks, Brad,” I said through gritted teeth, resisting the urge to throw my sandwich at him.

By the end of the day, I was ready to collapse. My feet ached, my nails were chipped, and my face felt like it had been dipped in a vat of makeup.

As I slid into my car, I glanced at my reflection in the rearview mirror. Despite the exhaustion, I had to admit—Lucien had done a good job. Greta stared back at me, looking poised and polished, even if I didn’t feel that way inside.

“Two weeks more of this,” I muttered, starting the car.

“What could possibly go wrong?”

The next day wasn’t any easier. If anything, it felt like the universe had decided to mess with me on purpose.

It started with the heels—again. I had barely made it into the building when the strap on one shoe decided to betray me. I hobbled to my desk like a wounded gazelle, clutching my laptop bag for balance.

“Oh no, Greta,” Samantha said as I passed her desk.

“You’ve got to tighten those straps, or they’ll keep slipping. Here, let me show you.”

Before I could protest, she had me perched on her chair while she knelt down, tightening the straps with the precision of someone defusing a bomb.

“There,” she said, standing back with a satisfied smile. “Now you’re runway-ready.”

“Runway-ready for a disaster, maybe,” I muttered, wobbling back to my desk.

The afternoon brought a new challenge: walking confidently through the office while balancing a stack of folders.

“You’ve got to look natural,” Hanson said, leaning against his desk with an amused expression.

“No slouching, no wobbling, and definitely no dropping things.”

“Sure,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Piece of cake.”

It wasn’t.

I made it about halfway across the office before one folder slid off the top, followed by another, and another, until I was standing in the middle of a paper explosion.

“Nice one, Greta,” Brad called out, smirking as he walked past.

I glared at him as I crouched down to gather the papers, my heels wobbling dangerously. Hanson watched from the doorway, shaking his head.

“Pick them up and try again,” he said.

“You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?” I shot back.

“A little,” he admitted, his smirk widening.
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By the time I got home, I felt like I had been run over by a steamroller. Beans greeted me at the door, his tail wagging furiously. “Hey, buddy,” I said, scooping him up.

“At least you don’t care what I look like, right?”

As I set him down, my phone buzzed with a text from Hanson: Not bad today, Greta. But we’ve got a long way to go.

I stared at the message, torn between throwing my phone across the room and feeling a tiny flicker of pride.

“Long way to go,” I muttered, flopping onto the couch. “He has no idea.”

By the end of my first week as Greta, I was starting to feel like a walking disaster. Every time I thought I had something figured out—walking, talking, or just existing in heels—something would go wrong.

That’s when Samantha stepped in.

“Greta,” she said one afternoon, sliding into the chair beside me in the break room.

“We need to talk.”

I raised an eyebrow. “That sounds ominous.”

“It’s not,” she said with a grin.

“But I’ve been watching you, and... let’s just say you could use a few pointers.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence,” I said, taking a sip of my coffee.

“I’m serious,” she said, leaning in. “You’ve got the basics down, but if you really want to sell this whole ‘Greta’ thing, you need to own it.”

“Own it?” I repeated, skeptical.

“Yes,” she said, nodding. “It’s all about confidence. Believe me, with the abundance of things that are out there to hunt women, I’ve learned everything the hard way. But one thing’s for sure, people believe what you project. Right now, you’re projecting, ‘Help, I don’t know what I’m doing.’”

“That’s because I don’t know what I’m doing,” I admitted.

She laughed. “Well, that’s where I come in. Let’s start with walking. You’re treating heels like they’re out to get you. They’re not.”

“They are,” I muttered, but she ignored me.

For the next twenty minutes, she gave me a crash course in walking with confidence.

“Head up, shoulders back,” she instructed, standing beside me in the hallway.

“And stop staring at your feet. They know where they’re going.”

“I don’t think they do,” I said, wobbling slightly as I tried to follow her instructions.

“Trust me,” she said, steadying me with a hand on my arm. “It’s all about attitude. You’re not just walking. You’re owning the room.”

I tried again, this time keeping my head up and my shoulders back. To my surprise, it felt... better. Less like I was going to fall on my face and more like I actually belonged there.

“There you go!” Samantha said, clapping her hands.

“See? You’ve got this.”

“Barely,” I muttered, but I couldn’t help smiling.

She didn’t stop there. She gave me tips on everything—from how to gesture naturally without chipping a nail, to how to sit without looking like a clumsy bull.

“Little movements,” she said, demonstrating with her hands.

“It’s all about subtlety. You don’t have to wave like you’re hailing a cab.”

I tried mimicking her movements, feeling ridiculous but oddly proud when she nodded approvingly.

“Perfect,” she said. “Now, let’s work on your voice.”

“Oh, no,” I said quickly. “The voice is fine.”

“It’s not,” she said, grinning.

“But don’t worry, we’ll keep it simple. Just slow down a little, and add a bit more... warmth.”

“Warmth?” I echoed, my voice dripping with sarcasm.

“Not that kind of warmth,” she said, laughing.

“Just relax. You don’t have to overthink it.”

By the time we were done, I felt like I’d been through some kind of boot camp, but I couldn’t deny the difference.

“You’re a fast learner,” she said as we walked back to our desks.

“Only because you’re a good teacher,” I replied, giving her a grateful smile.

“Anytime, Greta,” she said. “Now go out there and own it.”

I wasn’t sure I was ready to “own” anything yet, but for the first time, I didn’t feel like a total fraud.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE DOORBELL RANG just as I was scrolling through Glamazon, wondering if expedited shipping was worth the extra bucks for a better tucking gaffe.

“Finally,” I muttered, slipping off my couch. I figured it was the delivery guy. With my luck, they’d probably left the package in a weird spot again, and I’d have to dig it out from behind a potted plant.

Still dressed as Greta, I opened the door without thinking.

“Hi, honey!”

I froze. Standing in the hallway were my parents, Jim and Marie Baker, looking as chipper as ever. My dad held a bag of groceries, and my mom clutched her purse, smiling like this was the most normal thing in the world.

“Uh…” My brain flatlined.

“Oh!” Mom’s smile faltered as she looked me up and down. Her eyes lingered on the wig, the dress, the makeup. “Garreth?”

“Surprise?” I said weakly, gripping the edge of the door.

Dad’s reaction was immediate—and unexpected. He burst out laughing, stepping past me into the apartment like he owned the place. “Well, look at you! You always did love Halloween. What’s the occasion this time?”

“Uh, work event,” I blurted, following him into the living room.

“Costume-themed. You know how corporate gets.”

“Halloween in March?” Mom asked, stepping inside more cautiously.

I forced a laugh, trying not to let my hands shake as I smoothed down my dress.

“Yeah, it’s a... thing. Team bonding and all that.”

Mom didn’t look convinced. She perched on the edge of the couch, her gaze darting around the room like she was looking for clues.

Dad, meanwhile, was already digging through the bag of groceries he’d brought. “We figured we’d surprise you with dinner,” he said, pulling out a loaf of bread and a package of cheese.

“Grilled cheese and tomato soup. Your favorite.”

“Thanks, Dad,” I said, my voice tight.

“So,” he said, turning to me with a grin.

“What’s the theme? You look like you’re ready for the Oscars.”
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“Something like that,” I muttered, avoiding his eyes.

Mom cleared her throat.

“Garreth, are you sure this is just for work?”

My stomach twisted. “Of course, Mom. What else would it be for?”

She didn’t answer, just gave me that look—the one moms have when they know something isn’t adding up but don’t want to push too hard.

Dinner was a tense mix of small talk and awkward silences. Dad kept the conversation light, telling stories about the neighbors back home, but Mom barely said a word.

After they left, I sat on the couch, staring at the closed door.

Dad had been supportive, in his own goofy way, but Mom’s silence weighed on me. Her confusion was understandable, but it still stung.

For the first time since this whole “Greta” thing started, I felt completely lost.

I sank deeper into the couch, the weight of the evening pressing down on me. Dad’s laughter echoed in my mind, but it couldn’t drown out Mom’s hesitant smile and the way her words trailed off like she was afraid to ask what she really wanted to.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror across the room—Greta, polished and poised on the outside but a mess underneath.

“Work event,” I muttered, shaking my head.

“Who am I kidding?”

I picked up my phone and dialed Theo’s number without thinking.

“Hey, what’s up?” he answered, his voice upbeat.

“You busy?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

“For you? Never. What happened? Hanson being Hanson again?”

“No,” I said, forcing a laugh.

“It’s... not work. Can I swing by?”

“Always,” he said without hesitation.

“Drinks on me tonight. You sound like you need it.”

The bar was quiet for a change, which was exactly what I needed. Theo greeted me with his usual grin, sliding a beer across the counter as soon as I sat down.

“Alright, spill,” he said, leaning on the bar.

I took a long sip, letting the cold liquid calm my nerves.

“My parents showed up unannounced tonight.”

Theo raised an eyebrow. “And?”

“And they met Greta.”

His other eyebrow joined the first. “Oof. How’d that go?”

I sighed, running a hand through my wig. “Dad thought it was some kind of elaborate costume party. Mom just... stared. She barely said a word the whole time.”

“Classic Marie,” he said, shaking his head.

“She’s always been a little, you know... traditional.”

“Yeah,” I said, staring at the condensation on my glass. “Dad was fine. He even cracked a few jokes, but Mom looked at me like I’d grown a second head. I told them it was for work, but I don’t think she believed me.”

He frowned. “Does it matter if she believed you? I mean, you don’t owe anyone an explanation.”

“I know,” I said quietly.

“But it’s not just about her. It’s about me. This whole thing started as a stupid job, and now I’m...” I trailed off, gesturing vaguely at myself.

“This. It’s like I can’t get rid of it even if I’m at home.”

“This,” Theo said, gesturing back, “looks pretty damn good to me.”

I rolled my eyes. “Thanks, but that’s not the point. I’m starting to wonder if there’s more to this than just a paycheck. Being Greta... it’s confusing. It feels... different.”

He tilted his head, studying me. “Different how?”

I hesitated, the words catching in my throat. “It’s hard to explain. Like, when I’m Greta, people see me differently. They listen to me, respect me more. But it’s not just about them—it’s me. I feel... I don’t know, more put-together. More confident. Like I’m finally fitting into something I didn’t even know was missing.”

He didn’t say anything right away, which wasn’t like him. When he finally spoke, his tone was softer than usual.

“Have you thought about talking to someone? Like, professionally?”

“You mean a therapist?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Or a gender specialist,” he said, shrugging.

“I don’t know, Garreth. I’m just saying, if this is making you question things, maybe it’s worth exploring.”
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I swirled my beer, staring into the amber liquid.

“Maybe.”

He reached over and squeezed my hand, his grin returning.

“No matter what, I’ve got your back. Another bottle sound good?”

I smiled, feeling a little lighter. “Sounds good.”


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE OFFICE was cozy—not what I expected from a gender specialist. I thought it’d be decorated with Pride flags and unicorn emoji stencils. Warm light filtered through the curtains, and the faint smell of lavender lingered in the air. It was calming, but my nerves were still on edge.

Dr. Ellen Rivera greeted me with a kind smile. She was in her forties, dressed casually in a cardigan and jeans, and had the kind of calm presence that made you feel seen without even saying a word.

“Hi, Greta,” she said, gesturing to the couch.

“It’s nice to meet you. Please, make yourself comfortable.”

“Thanks,” I said, easing into the seat. My hands fiddled with the strap of my purse, my nerves in overdrive.

“So, what brings you here today?” she asked, sitting across from me with a notepad balanced on her lap.

I hesitated, trying to find the words. “I’m... not really sure where to start.”

“That’s okay,” she said gently. “Take your time.”

I let out a shaky breath. “This whole thing started as a job. My boss—he’s making me pretend to be his fiancée for a high school reunion. And part of that... meant becoming Greta.”

Dr. Rivera nodded, her expression thoughtful. “How has that been for you?”

“It’s been... weird,” I admitted. “At first, it felt like a costume. Something I was putting on for work. But the longer I’ve been doing it, the less it feels like pretending.”

Her pen moved across the notepad, but her eyes stayed on me.

“Tell me more about that.”

I shifted in my seat, feeling the weight of my words.

“I don’t know. When I’m Greta, it’s like I’m more confident. More comfortable. People treat me differently—better, even. And it’s not just how they see me. It’s how I see myself. I look in the mirror, and... I like what I see. More than I ever liked seeing Garreth.”

She smiled softly. “That’s a lot to unpack. How does it make you feel, liking what you see as Greta?”

“Confused,” I said honestly. “It’s like, on one hand, I know this is just temporary. But on the other hand... what if it’s not? What if this is who I’m supposed to be?”

“That’s a valid question,” she said.

“And it’s okay to feel confused. These kinds of realizations don’t come with a clear roadmap.”

I swallowed hard, my throat tightening.

“I’m scared,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.
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“Scared of what?”

“Of what this means,” I said, my words tumbling out.

“Of what my family will think, or my friends. And what if I’m wrong? What if this is just some weird side effect of the deal and I’m blowing it out of proportion?”

She leaned forward slightly, her voice steady and kind.

“Greta, have you ever felt this kind of comfort or confidence as Garreth?”

I thought about it, my mind racing through memories. The awkward high school years. The years of feeling out of place at work. The countless moments of wishing I could just blend in.

“No,” I said finally. “Not really.”

She nodded, her expression thoughtful. “Sometimes, the things we try for other people end up teaching us something about ourselves. You don’t have to have all the answers right now. But let me ask you this: Do you feel more like yourself as Greta than you do as Garreth?”

The question hit me like a ton of bricks. My mind flashed to moments of walking through the office, wearing Lucien’s carefully chosen outfits, Theo and Samantha’s encouragement, and even Hanson’s grudging approval.

“Yes,” I said, my voice barely audible.

“I think I do.”

She smiled gently. “That’s a big realization. And it’s okay to take your time figuring out what it means for you. You don’t have to have it all figured out today, or even tomorrow.”

I nodded, my chest tight with a mix of emotions. Relief. Fear. Hope.

As I left her office, my thoughts were a whirlwind. For the first time, I felt like I was starting to understand myself—but I wasn’t sure if I was ready to face what that meant.

The walk back to my car felt longer than usual, my mind replaying Dr. Rivera’s question on a loop.

Do you feel more like yourself as Greta than you do as Garreth?

“Yes,” I had said. And now, the weight of that answer sat heavy in my chest.

Sliding into the driver’s seat, I stared at my reflection in the rearview mirror. Greta looked back at me, her makeup still intact, her wig perfectly styled. But behind it all, I wasn’t sure who I was looking at anymore.

My phone buzzed on the seat beside me, pulling me out of my thoughts. It was a text from Hanson: Beans and Bread coffee shop. Ten minutes. Be there.

I frowned, half tempted to ignore it.

But curiosity got the better of me.

The coffee shop was tucked into a quiet corner of downtown, all warm lights and soft chatter. It wasn’t the kind of place I expected Hanson Flemming to frequent—too cozy, not enough sharp edges.

I spotted him immediately, sitting at a corner table with two cups in front of him. He looked out of place in his tailored suit, his usual confidence muted under the soft glow of the café lights.

“You actually showed up,” he said as I slid into the seat across from him.

“You didn’t give me much of a choice,” I replied, eyeing the cup he slid toward me.

“What’s this?”

“Your coffee,” he said simply. “Black, two sugars.”

I blinked at him, surprised. “How did you—”

“You drink it every morning,” he said, cutting me off.

“I’m observant, Baker. It’s part of the job.”

I sipped the coffee, more out of habit than anything else, and raised an eyebrow. “So, what’s this about? Another lecture? Some last-minute critique on my performance as your fake fiancée?”

He smirked, but it was softer than usual.

“Not everything’s about work, you know.”

“Could’ve fooled me,” I muttered, but the bite in my voice wasn’t as sharp as I intended.

He leaned back, studying me for a moment. “I thought we should go over the reunion details. Make sure we’re on the same page.”

“Fine,” I said, crossing my arms.

“How we met,” he added, tapping his fingers against the table. “If anyone asks, we need a believable story.”

I rolled my eyes. “Easy. I’m the underpaid employee you decided to rope into your ridiculous scheme. Done.”

His lips twitched, but he didn’t laugh. “Try again.”

I sighed, thinking for a moment. “Alright. How about we met at work? I pitched an idea that impressed you, and we hit it off from there.”

“Not bad,” he said, nodding.

“Let’s add a little more. Maybe you were new, and I offered to show you the ropes. It makes me sound less... you know.”

“Like a tyrant?” I offered, unable to resist.

His smirk returned, but it was faint. “Sure. Let’s go with that.”

We spent the next half hour crafting our fake love story. It was surprisingly easy, and the more we talked, the less guarded Hanson seemed.

“And then,” he said, leaning forward, “you saved me from embarrassing myself at the company gala by fixing my tie. That’s when I knew you were special.”

I laughed, shaking my head.

“You’re really laying it on thick, aren’t you?”

“It has to be convincing,” he said, his tone light but his eyes steady.

I looked away, fiddling with the edge of my cup.

“You’re pretty good at this. Makes me wonder if you’ve done it before.”

“I haven’t,” he said quietly.

“But I’m good at faking confidence. Always have been.”

The vulnerability in his voice caught me off guard, and for a moment, I saw a different side of Hanson. Less CEO, more human.

“Why do you care so much about what they think?” I asked before I could stop myself.

He hesitated, his gaze dropping to the table.

“Because I’ve spent my whole life trying to be the person everyone expected me to be. The prom king, the perfect son, the successful businessman. But sometimes...” He trailed off, shaking his head.
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“Sometimes, it feels like it’s never enough.”

His words lingered between us, heavy but unspoken. For the first time, I didn’t feel like I was sitting across from my high school bully.

“I guess we’ve both got something to prove,” I said softly, surprising even myself.

Hanson looked up, his expression unreadable. “Maybe we do.”

As I walked to my car, my thoughts were a jumble. Hanson had always been larger than life—untouchable, unshakable. But tonight, he seemed... attractive.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I WASN’T SURE which part of the evening terrified me more—the gown, the shapewear, or the new breastplate Lucien had insisted I wear. It felt heavy and unnatural, as if my body was trying to adjust to someone else’s shape. I stood in front of the mirror in the hotel room, inspecting myself. The gown clung to every curve, but the breastplate? It screamed Pamela Anderson and I wasn’t used to this kind of attention.

“What have I gotten myself into?” I muttered, smoothing down the fabric as I navigated a corporate dinner with Hanson.

“You look great,” his voice came from the doorway, calm and approving.

I turned to face him, trying to force a smile.

“Great? I look like I’m about to attend a royal wedding, and I feel like I’m suffocating in this thing.”

He chuckled, stepping inside.

“It’s not that bad. You look… impressive.”

“Impressive?” I repeated, raising an eyebrow.

“That’s your word for it?”

“Well, you know I’m not great with compliments,” he said with a shrug.

“But you definitely look better than I expected.”

“Thanks, I think?” I said, still fidgeting with the gown.

“I’ll be here if you need anything,” Hanson said, his voice softening.

“You’re going to be fine.”
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When we finally arrived at the dinner, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was playing dress-up, like someone was going to point at me and shout, “Imposter!” The clients, all dressed in their expensive suits and fancy dresses, were all smiles and handshakes.

But I was a bundle of nerves. My stomach churned as I tried to keep my back straight, my head held high. Every time I looked down, my heels wobbled, and I was pretty sure the shapewear was going to suffocate me if I didn’t take a breath soon.

“Greta, this is my associate, James,” Hanson introduced me to one of the clients.

“She’s the one I mentioned.”

I nodded, trying to focus on my breathing. I could feel my hands tremble as I extended one to shake James’s. He smiled warmly, but I couldn’t help noticing the way his eyes lingered just a little too long on my chest.

“Well, it’s nice to finally meet you, Ms. Greta,” James said, his tone just a bit too smooth.

“Hanson speaks very highly of you.”

“Thanks,” I said, fighting the urge to hide behind Hanson. “I’m, uh, happy to be here.”

As the night wore on, I kept my head down, trying not to let the constant glances from the clients throw me off. My heels were killing me, and I couldn’t stop fidgeting with the itchy and tight fabric of my gown. Hanson noticed immediately.

“You’re fine,” he said quietly, his voice barely a whisper as he guided me through a conversation.

“Just relax.”

It was weird—this wasn’t the Hanson I was used to. He was being patient, almost caring, and I couldn’t understand why.

“Thanks,” I muttered, trying not to sound too shaken. “I just... hate this part.”

“You’re doing fine,” he said with a reassuring smile.

“You’re handling this better than I would.”

As the night continued, I slowly started to relax. It was like a switch had flipped. Maybe it was the way Hanson was constantly by my side, or maybe it was the way the clients seemed genuinely impressed by me. Either way, I started to get the hang of it, even enjoying myself. I charmed a few of the clients with my offbeat humor, and I even got a few compliments.

But of course, the universe couldn’t let me have a perfect night.

I was halfway through a conversation when I felt a sharp snap under my foot. I glanced down. My heel had completely broken off.

“Oh no,” I groaned, trying not to lose my balance.

“Shit,” I muttered, reaching down to fix it, but it wasn’t happening. My heel was gone, and I was left standing awkwardly on one foot.

“Need some help?” Hanson asked, his voice laced with amusement.

“Would you mind?” I said, trying to keep my dignity intact.

He laughed softly, crouching down to help me.

“You really did pick the most impractical shoes, didn’t you?”

“I didn’t pick them,” I muttered.

“Lucien did! He said it was essential for the ‘look.’”

He smirked, helping me walk out of the room and back to the lobby, one hand steadying me while the other held my broken heel.

“Let’s get you a pair of flats before you completely ruin the night,” he said, his voice light, but his concern still there.

By the time we reached the lobby, my cheeks were burning from a mix of embarrassment and laughter. Hanson, to his credit, was taking it all in stride, his hand still steady on my arm as I hobbled along like a newborn deer.

“I don’t know how people do this,” I said, shaking my head.

“Wearing heels should come with a safety manual.”

“It’s a skill,” Hanson said with a smirk.

“One that, apparently, you’re still working on.”

I shot him a glare, but the warmth in his eyes made it impossible to stay mad.

“Well, forgive me for not being a pro.”

He chuckled, guiding me toward a quiet corner of the lobby.

“Here. Sit. Let me see what we can do.”

I sat down carefully, trying not to damage the other heel. Hanson crouched in front of me, inspecting the broken shoe like it was some kind of puzzle.

“This is beyond saving,” he said after a moment, breaking the heel of the other to give me the perfect pair of flats.

“Lucien’s going to kill me! Those shoes cost more than my paycheck!”

“Relax, I’ve got it,” he muttered, leaning back against the plush seat.

He then looked up at me, his smirk softening.

“You handled yourself well tonight, Greta. Better than I expected.”

“Thanks... I think?” I said, raising an eyebrow.

“I mean it,” he said, his voice more serious now.

“You impressed them. You impressed me.”

I felt a flutter in my chest at his words, but I quickly pushed it aside.

“Well, let’s not make a habit of me breaking shoes in front of your clients. I don’t think my ego can handle it.”

He chuckled, standing and offering me his hand.

“Come on. Let’s get you home before you break anything else.”

I took his hand, his grip warm and steady. For a moment, I felt something strange—something I couldn’t quite put into words.

“Thanks,” I said quietly as we walked toward the car.

“Anytime,” he replied, his voice just as soft.
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The car ride was quiet at first. Hanson drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on the console, his face unreadable in the dim light. I fidgeted with the hem of my gown, still embarrassed about the broken heel and the way he had to help me out of the dinner like I was some damsel in distress.

“You’re quiet,” I said finally, breaking the silence.

He glanced at me briefly before turning back to the road. “Just thinking.”

“About what?”

He hesitated, his fingers tapping lightly against the steering wheel.

“The dinner. You did great tonight.”

“Thanks, but I doubt that’s what you’re really thinking about,” I said, trying to keep my tone light.

He exhaled, a soft sigh that filled the space between us.

“Do you ever feel like you’re living someone else’s life?”

The question caught me off guard. “What do you mean?”

He kept his eyes on the road, his voice quieter now. “This business, the CEO title, the suits—it’s everything my father wanted for me. Everything I was supposed to be. But it’s not... me.”

I turned to face him, my curiosity piqued. “What is ‘you,’ then?”

He hesitated again, his grip tightening slightly on the wheel. “I’ve always wanted to travel. See the world, take photos, capture moments that actually matter. Not spreadsheets, not board meetings—real life. But my father would never understand that. To him, anything outside of the family business is a waste of time.”

I stared at him, surprised by the vulnerability in his voice.

“I had no idea.”

“Of course, you didn’t,” he said with a small, bitter laugh. “I’ve spent so much time trying to be the perfect son, the perfect CEO, that I forgot what I actually wanted.”

For a moment, I didn’t know what to say.

“You don’t have to stay stuck, you know,” I said softly.

“You’re the boss now. You could step away if you wanted to.”

He shook his head. “It’s not that simple.”

“Why not?”

“Because stepping away would mean admitting to my father that I’m not the man he thinks I am.”

For the first time, I felt sympathy for him, despite everything. “Maybe it’s not about proving anything to him. Maybe it’s about proving something to yourself.”

He glanced at me, his expression unreadable again, but there was something in his eyes—something that made my chest tighten.

“You’re so brave,” he said quietly. “You’re willing to step into something completely new, even if it scares you. I envy that.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but the words caught in my throat. Before I could gather my thoughts, he pulled the car into my building’s parking lot and cut the engine.

For a moment, we just sat there in the stillness.

Then, without warning, he leaned toward me and kissed me. It wasn’t planned or hesitant. It was soft but purposeful, like he’d been holding it in for too long.

My heart raced, a mix of emotions flooding me all at once. For a moment, I let myself lean into it, feeling the warmth of his lips against mine. But then reality hit, and I pulled back abruptly.

“I... I can’t,” I stammered, my voice shaky. “This isn’t... I just can’t.”

Hanson sat back, his expression conflicted. “Greta—”

“I—I’ll see you at work,” I said quickly, avoiding his gaze.

“G—good night.”


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

LUCIEN’S STUDIO was its usual explosion of chaos—racks of gowns in every color imaginable, mirrors propped up at odd angles, and the faint smell of hairspray thick in the air. Normally, the sheer madness of it all would have distracted me, but not today.

Today, I was a ball of nerves.

“Stop pacing,” he snapped, not even looking up from the dress he was carefully steaming.

“You’re going to wear a hole in my floor.”

“I can’t help it,” I muttered, crossing the room for what felt like the hundredth time. “It’s the reunion. It’s Hanson. It’s...” I trailed off, my cheeks burning as last night’s kiss flashed through my mind.

“It’s what?” Lucien asked, glancing at me over his glasses.

“Nothing,” I said quickly, waving him off.

“Liar,” he said with a smirk.

“But fine, keep your secrets. Just stand still so I can measure you.”

I stopped pacing long enough for Lucien to step in front of me with his measuring tape, muttering to himself as he worked.

“You’re more tense than a bad weave,” he said, straightening my posture with a gentle shove.

“Is this about the reunion or the man?”

“Both,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.
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He paused, his sharp eyes softening just slightly. “Listen, darling, you’ve got this. You’ve been through weeks of my torture—I mean, training. You’re going to walk into that reunion and knock them all dead. Now, arms up.”

I raised my arms obediently as he draped a silky corset over my torso. The fabric felt cool against my skin, and I winced as he started lacing it up.

“Breathe in,” he said, pulling the strings tighter.

“Barely,” I gasped, feeling my ribs compress.

“Beauty is pain, sweetheart,” he said with a grin.

“Now hold still while I adjust this.”

Once the corset was in place, he stepped back, inspecting me like I was a sculpture he was about to unveil. “Now, for the pièce de résistance,” he said, pulling a gown from the rack with a flourish.

The dress was a deep sapphire blue, with a sweetheart neckline and a long, flowing skirt. It sparkled faintly under the studio lights, catching every angle perfectly.

“You’re kidding,” I said, staring at it. “I can’t wear that. I don’t have the boobs for it.”

“You absolutely can, you haven’t even reached half of this breastplate’s cost-per-wear price,” he said, holding it up to me.

“And you will. Now step into it.”

I hesitated, but the look on his face told me I didn’t have much of a choice. I carefully stepped into the gown, feeling the fabric glide over the shapewear and corset.

He zipped me up, fussing over every detail. “This neckline is perfect for you,” he said, adjusting the straps. “And the blue? Divine. It’ll make those eyes of yours pop.”

I glanced at myself in the mirror, a little familiar with the person staring back. But tonight, she was extra beautiful. No, she was STUNNING. The dress hugged my borrowed curves in all the right places, and the color brought out a warmth in my complexion I hadn’t noticed before.

“Wow,” I said softly.

“See?” he said, beaming. “I told you. Now, let’s fix that face.”

The makeup process was a whirlwind. His assistants darted around, blending, lining, and contouring with military precision.

“Close your eyes,” he commanded, sweeping a soft gold shimmer across my lids.

“You’re nervous, aren’t you?”

“Terrified,” I admitted, my voice shaky.

“You’ve got nothing to be scared of,” he said, dabbing blush onto my cheeks. “You’re going to be the belle of the ball. And if anyone gives you trouble, just remember—you’re Greta. You’re unstoppable.”

His words brought a small smile to my lips, even as my nerves continued to buzz under the surface.

Finally, he placed the wig—a cascade of soft, shiny waves—onto my head, securing it with practiced ease.

“Perfect,” he said, stepping back to admire his work.

“Absolutely perfect.”

I turned to the mirror, and for a moment, I forgot how to breathe.

Greta stared back at me, radiant and poised, like she belonged on the cover of a magazine. It was overwhelming, seeing myself this way—like I’d stepped into a different life, one I wasn’t sure I deserved.

“You’re stunning,” he said softly, his usual sarcasm replaced with sincerity.

“Thanks,” I whispered, my throat tight.

“Now go be Hanson’s fiancée,” he said with a wink, ushering me toward the door.

As I stepped out of Lucien’s studio, the cool air hit my face, grounding me for a moment. My heart was still racing, and my head spun with thoughts of the reunion.

What if I tripped in those ridiculous heels?

What if someone recognized me?

Worse, what if Hanson regretted asking me to come?

And then there was the kiss.

I shook my head, trying to push it aside, but it lingered like a song I couldn’t get out of my head. I hadn’t heard from Hanson since that incident, and the silence was driving me crazy.

Was he embarrassed?

Did he regret it?
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I glanced at my reflection in a shop window as I walked toward my car. The gown, the hair, the makeup—it was all flawless. But inside, I felt like a fraud.

“Get it together,” I muttered to myself, sliding into the driver’s seat.

“You’ve got this.”

Lucien’s voice echoed in my mind: You’re Greta. You’re unstoppable.

I wasn’t sure if I believed it yet, but I didn’t have much of a choice. Tonight, I had to be Greta—the confident, beautiful fiancée Hanson needed me to be.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

I PARKED in the lot, gripping the steering wheel like it might fly away if I let go. The reunion was in full swing inside, judging by the music thumping faintly through the building. My heart was racing, but I wasn’t sure if it was from nerves or the memory of Hanson’s kiss the night before.

As I stepped out of the car, the cool evening air swept around me, making the blue gown shimmer under the parking lot lights. I was adjusting the hem when I heard footsteps behind me.

“Greta.”

I turned, and there he was—Hanson, looking as sharp as ever in a tailored suit. His tie was slightly crooked, which felt oddly humanizing.

“I didn’t think you’d show,” he said, his tone softer than I’d expected.

I frowned. “Why wouldn’t I?”

He hesitated, his jaw tightening. “Because... you ran off last time. I thought you might be disgusted or—”

“Disgusted?” I interrupted, my voice rising slightly. My chest tightened, not from the corset this time, but from his assumption.

“Hanson, don’t be ridiculous. I just—”

I paused, searching for the right words. “I needed time to think. That’s all.”

His shoulders relaxed slightly, though his expression was still uncertain.

“I’m sorry. I should’ve picked you up tonight. I just... didn’t want to push.”

My heart was beating so fast it felt like it might burst out of my chest. Instead of responding, I looped my arm through his and gave him a small, encouraging smile.

“Let’s not dwell on it,” I said. “Come on. Let’s show everyone at Roosevelt High that Hanson Flemming is still the hottest guy in the batch.”

He blinked, surprised for a moment, before his usual smirk returned.

“Hottest guy, huh? You really know how to stroke an ego.”

I grinned as we walked toward the building. “Someone has to.”

[image: Mage media]

As we approached the entrance, the sound of the piano grew louder, the low hum of conversation mingling with bursts of laughter. I could see silhouettes through the tall windows—figures milling about, glasses clinking. The nerves in my stomach churned like a storm, but I kept my arm locked with Hanson’s.

The doorman gave us a once-over before smiling politely and opening the door. Inside, the reunion was everything I’d expected: over-the-top decorations, glittering chandeliers, and a crowd of people who hadn’t outgrown their need to show off.

He leaned closer as we stepped inside. “Ready?”

“Not even a little,” I whispered back, forcing a smile.

“Good,” he said, his tone amused. “You fake it well.”

We moved through the room, Hanson greeting people with the ease of someone who’d been doing this his whole life. I, on the other hand, felt like I was walking a tightrope in heels.

“Greta,” he said, stopping beside a group of men in sharp suits.

“Meet a few of my old friends. This is Eric, Nathan, and Luke.”

I smiled politely, pretending I didn’t recognize them. But I did. Oh, I did. They’d been part of Hanson’s circle in high school—the same circle that had made my life miserable.

Eric, the ringleader, had once dumped a tray of spaghetti on me during lunch, claiming it was an accident. Nathan had started the rumor that I cried at the locker room because I couldn’t do a single push-up. And Luke? He’d laughed at all of it.

“Nice to meet you,” I said sweetly, resisting the urge to smash my stiletto into Eric’s foot.

Eric’s smile was practiced, his eyes lingering a little too long.

“So, Hanson,” he said, his tone casual but pointed, “how’d you two meet?”

Hanson didn’t miss a beat.

“At work. She impressed me from day one.”

“And she agreed to date you?” Nathan teased, smirking.

“She did,” Hanson said firmly, slipping an arm around my waist. The gesture was both protective and possessive, and it caught me off guard.

“Well, you’ve definitely got an eye for beauty,” Luke added, his gaze sweeping over me in a way that made my skin crawl.

I kept my smile in place, though my teeth were clenched.

“Thanks. It’s been lovely meeting you all.”

Hanson guided me away, sensing my tension. “You okay?”

“Fine,” I said through gritted teeth. “Your old friends are delightful.”

“They’re idiots,” he muttered, his hand lingering on my back as we moved further into the room.

The rest of the night passed in a blur of introductions, polite conversations, and the occasional laugh. I played my role perfectly, smiling and nodding in all the right places, even as my nerves buzzed under the surface.

He stayed close, his presence steady and reassuring. I caught him looking at me more than once, his expression unreadable but softer than I’d ever seen it before. For a moment, I allowed myself to think that maybe, just maybe, this night wouldn’t end in disaster.

The night felt surreal. The lights, the laughter, the music—it was like stepping into a dream. Hanson led me to the dance floor, his hand warm against mine, his touch steadying.

“You’re doing great,” he said softly as we moved to the music.

“Thanks,” I said, meeting his gaze.

“But I’m pretty sure I’ve been holding my breath for half the night.”

He chuckled, his grip tightening slightly.

“Well, you’re convincing enough that no one’s noticed. They’re all eating out of your hand.”

“I doubt that,” I said, glancing around.

“But I’ll take the compliment.”

He stopped moving suddenly, his expression shifting into something I couldn’t quite read. “Greta, can I ask you something?”

“Sure,” I said, though my heart started racing.

He hesitated, his eyes searching mine. The music and the crowd seemed to fade away as he spoke. “Do you ever feel like... you’re finally where you’re supposed to be? Like everything else in your life was just leading you to this moment?”

The question caught me off guard, and I didn’t know how to respond. Before I could find the words, he continued.

“I don’t care who you were before,” he said, his voice low and steady.

“I love who you are now. Greta, I love you.”

The world seemed to tilt, the weight of his words hitting me like a wave. My breath caught, my chest tightening as a mix of emotions flooded through me.

I wanted to say something, anything, but before I could, his lips were on mine. The kiss was soft, careful, like he was giving me the space to pull away if I wanted to.

But I didn’t want to.

For a moment, I let myself sink into it, the warmth of him grounding me in a way I hadn’t expected. The music swelled around us, and I could feel the eyes of the room, but none of it mattered.

The moment shattered when the microphone crackled, cutting through the air.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” a voice boomed, “it’s time to announce our reunion stars of the night! Please give it up for Hanson Flemming and his beautiful fiancée, Greta!”

Applause erupted around us, and my cheeks burned as Hanson led me toward the stage. The trophy glinted under the bright lights, its polished surface mocking me as we stepped onto the podium.

“Speech! Speech!” someone called from the crowd, and Hanson took the microphone with his signature smirk.

But before he could speak, another voice rang out.

“Wait a second!”

The crowd parted as Brad, a smarmy grin plastered on his face, stepped forward. He looked up at us, his eyes glinting with mischief.

“Greta, huh? You know what’s cool about being invisible in high school? It’s that I get to take this moment… to finally be seen, and to let all of you know,” he said, his tone dripping with mockery.

“That Hanson’s beautiful fiancée is no other than... Garreth Baker!”

Gasps rippled through the room, the air thick with tension.

I froze, my heart plummeting into my stomach. The room felt unbearably loud and silent all at once, every eye locked on me.

Brad’s laughter cut through the silence. “You really thought no one would recognize you? Come on, man. This is just pathetic.”

Before I could respond, Hanson stepped forward, taking the microphone again. His expression was calm, but his eyes burned with fury.

“That’s enough, Brad,” he said, his voice like steel.

Brad laughed again, shaking his head. “Oh, come on, Hanson. You can’t honestly expect our batchmates to believe this little charade. What’s next? Are you going to tell us you’re actually in love with this guy?”

The room fell silent again, the weight of Brad’s words hanging heavy in the air.

Hanson stared at him for a long moment, then turned to the crowd.

“You know what? I don’t need this crap.”

With a sudden movement, he tossed the trophy into the air. It crashed to the floor, the sound echoing through the room as it shattered into pieces.

Gasps and murmurs rippled through the crowd, but Hanson didn’t flinch.

“You’re right, Brad,” he said, his voice cutting through the noise.

“I don’t have a fiancée. I spent my whole life after high school focusing on college and running my father’s business, trying to be what everyone else expected me to be. And yeah, I convinced Greta to come here with me because I thought it would make me look good. But you know what? I regret ever coming to this stupid reunion.”

He paused, his gaze sweeping over the room before landing on me.

“The only thing I don’t regret is this,” he said, his voice softening.

“That this charade, or whatever this is, made me find Greta. And if you can’t handle that, then that’s your problem, not mine.” The crowd was silent for a moment, the tension thick. Then, slowly, applause began to ripple through the room.

Hanson turned back to Brad, his smirk returning.

“Oh, and by the way, Brad? Maybe you are invisible. Because after tonight, I won’t be seeing you in my company anymore. You’re fired!”

The room erupted in laughter and cheers, and for the first time that night, I felt like I could breathe again. Hanson reached for my hand, his grip steady and warm.

“You okay?” he asked quietly.

I nodded, a smile breaking through my nerves.
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“Yeah. I think I am.”

“Good,” he said, his smirk softening into something warmer.

“Because we’re leaving. No more pretending, you and I are going out of this place as ourselves. You, as Greta, and me, the fool who’s madly in love with you.”

He led me off the stage, the crowd parting for us as we walked toward the exit. I didn’t care what anyone thought. All that mattered was the man beside me and the reality waiting just outside those doors.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE SOUND OF WAVES in Boracay island crashing against the shore filled the air as I leaned back on the sun-warmed lounger, a book resting on my lap. Hanson was a few feet away, fiddling with his camera, trying to capture the perfect shot of the ocean as the sun dipped toward the horizon.

“Greta,” he called, glancing over his shoulder. “Smile for me.”

I groaned, half-heartedly covering my face with the book.

“No more pictures. I’m not a model, you know.”

“You’re more than a model,” he said, smirking as he adjusted the focus. “You’re my muse.”

I rolled my eyes, but I couldn’t stop the grin from spreading across my face. “Fine. Just make sure I don’t look weird.”

“You could never look weird,” he said, snapping the picture with an air of triumph.

It had been six months since the reunion, and everything about my life had changed. Hanson left Flemming Holdings two weeks after the event, handing the reins to a senior executive. He didn’t tell his father right away, but when he finally did, he stood his ground.

“You don’t have to like it,” he’d said, recounting the conversation over dinner one night. “But this is my life, and I’m not wasting it pretending to be someone I’m not.”

I was proud of him. He had stepped into the unknown with the same confidence that used to intimidate me.

As for me, I had taken a leap of my own. After everything that happened, I finally sat down with Dr. Rivera and started to unpack what being Greta really meant. It wasn’t just a role or a costume—it was me. The real me.

“Hey,” Hanson’s voice pulled me from my thoughts. He set the camera down and walked over, his feet sinking into the sand.

“What are you thinking about?”

“Everything,” I admitted, looking up at him. “The reunion, us, this... new life. It’s a lot.”

He crouched beside me, his expression soft. “Are you happy?”

I nodded, my heart swelling. “Yeah. I am. Scared sometimes, but happy.”

He reached for my hand, lacing his fingers with mine.

“Good. Because I don’t think I’ve ever been this happy in my entire life.”

I laughed, brushing a strand of hair from my face.
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“Not even as prom king?”

“Not even close,” he said, leaning in to kiss my forehead.

The sun sank lower, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink. Hanson stood, pulling me up with him.

“Come on,” he said, leading me toward the water.

“I need at least one picture of us together before the light’s gone.”

I groaned but followed him anyway.

As we stood on the shore, the waves lapping at our feet, I realized how far I’d come—not just in my journey as Greta, but in accepting myself.

I wasn’t Garreth anymore.

I wasn’t hiding, pretending, or apologizing for who I was.

I was Greta Baker.

Hanson set the timer on the camera, jogging back to stand beside me.

“Ready?”

I smiled up at him, my heart full. “Always.”
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The camera clicked, capturing a moment that felt like the beginning of forever.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy The Girl at The Reunion? 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
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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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"I applied to be a receptionist, not a duchess in disguise."

When I arrived at the remote Kingsley Castle to start my new job, I expected a quiet life organizing bookings. Instead, Gabriel Kingsley, the brooding castle owner, roped me into pretending to be his estranged sister to impress investors and save his ancestral home.

What started as an elaborate scam quickly unraveled into something I couldn’t have imagined. Playing “Beatrice” meant more than just makeup and dresses. Somewhere between dodging suspicious investors and learning to curtsy, I found myself questioning who I really was—and what I wanted.

Gabriel was supposed to be my employer, but his protective nature and surprising tenderness broke down my walls. As the line between us blurred, I found myself falling for him, even as the risk of losing everything loomed over us.

Now, as the truth threatens to destroy everything we’ve built, one question remains: will love and determination be enough to save Kingsley Castle—and us?

Read The Girl at The Reunion

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 Girl at The Reunion.

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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