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Introduction

“Yeah right, like I’ll learn anything from this camp run by trans girls.”

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

∞∞∞

Sure, I did some bad things. But who could blame me, I was a teen and my hormones were running wild. My mother just overreacted. It was her fault, she couldn’t afford the Luke Skywalker action figure and I had to have it.

The camp was crazy in the beginning, we were taught to do domesticated things and present ourselves in a less aggressive manner. Then… something else happened. We were told to dress up like girls and do feminine things to truly understand what the word empathy meant.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, 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 alabaster 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 Girly Camp.


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

∞∞∞

IT WAS A HOT, sticky summer morning in Memphis, Tennessee. The sun was already blazing, and the air was thick and humid. I was sprawled out on my bed, trying to ignore the noise coming from the kitchen downstairs. My mom, Joanne, was on one of her tirades again.

“Rick Strauss, get your lazy butt down here!” she yelled, her voice echoing through the house.

I groaned and pulled the pillow over my head. Why did she always have to start yelling so early in the morning? I knew what was coming. It was the same every day.

When I finally dragged myself out of bed and into the kitchen, she was standing there with a scowl on her face. Her uniform from the night shift at the hospital was wrinkled, and her hair was a mess.
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“Do you have any idea how hard I work?” she snapped, slamming a cup of coffee onto the table. “All night at the hospital, and I come home to find you’ve done nothing! You don’t help with the housework, you don’t even take out the trash. You’re just like your deadbeat dad who left us for that 21-year-old tattoo artist.”

I rolled my eyes and leaned against the counter. “Mom, I’m a guy. Chores are lame. I’m not doing housework. Besides, I’ve got more important things to think about.”

“More important things?” she repeated, her voice rising. “Like what, Rick? Playing video games all day? You’re about to start your senior year of high school, and you act like a child!”

I crossed my arms and glared at her. “I saw this awesome Luke Skywalker action figure at the store. If you’d just give me a hundred bucks, I’d be out of your hair.”

She looked at me like I’d grown another head. “A hundred bucks? Are you kidding me? You think I have that kind of money lying around?”

“Can you shut up and just give me the money?” I shot back, my frustration boiling over.

That was the last straw. Her hand flew out and slapped me across the mouth. Hard. I stumbled back, shocked and angry.

“Don’t you ever talk to me like that again!” she yelled.

“I’ve had enough of your attitude, Rick. You need to learn some respect.”

I didn’t say anything. I just turned and stormed out of the house, slamming the door behind me. I needed to cool off, and there was only one place that could help: the arcade.

The arcade was my sanctuary. It was dark and cool, a perfect escape from the blistering Tennessee heat. I headed straight for my favorite game, Tekken, a fighting game that let me take out all my anger and frustration on virtual opponents.

I jammed a token into the slot and gripped the controls, my mind still reeling from the fight with my mom. The game started, and I pounded the buttons, imagining every punch and kick landing on someone who deserved it.

“Take that,” I muttered, my fingers flying over the controls.

“And that.”

As I played, I couldn’t stop thinking about the Luke Skywalker action figure I’d seen in the store window. I had to have it. It was the coolest thing I’d ever seen. But now, with Mom so mad at me, I knew there was no way I was getting the money.

“Come on, man, you’re going down,” I growled at the screen, defeating my opponent with a final, satisfying punch.

[image: inside arcade setting no peopel]

For a moment, the rush of victory pushed all my anger and frustration away. But as the game over screen flashed, reality came crashing back. I was broke, my mom was furious with me, and I had no idea how to fix any of it.

It was already noon, and my stomach growled loudly as I left the arcade. The summer heat hit me like a wall, making me sweat instantly. I started walking down the street, my mind still on the Luke Skywalker action figure I had seen the other day.

As I walked, I passed by the store again. The window was filled with vintage action figures, and I felt a pang of jealousy as I saw a dad and his son inside. The dad was smiling, handing his kid a brand-new action figure. The kid’s eyes lit up, and he hugged his dad tightly.

“Thanks, Dad! This is the best!” the boy said, grinning from ear to ear.

“No problem, sport. You deserve it,” the dad replied, ruffling his son’s hair.

I stood there, staring at them through the glass. Why couldn’t my dad be like that? Instead, he took off with some 21-year-old tattoo artist, leaving Mom and me to fend for ourselves. And Mom? She never understood how important toys were. All she did was yell at me about chores and responsibility.

I wanted that action figure more than anything. I looked around, making sure no one was watching, and slipped into the store. My heart pounded in my chest as I approached the display. I reached out and grabbed the Luke Skywalker figure, feeling its weight in my hand. It was perfect.

Without thinking, I shoved it into my hoodie and headed for the door, trying to look casual. My heart raced, but no one seemed to notice.

I was almost out, just a few steps away from freedom.

But then, the alarm went off.

A loud, piercing sound filled the store, and my heart dropped into my stomach. I froze for a split second, then bolted for the door. I could hear people shouting behind me, but I didn’t look back. I just ran as fast as I could.

“Hey! Stop!” someone yelled.

I burst out of the store and kept running, but it wasn’t long before a security guard tackled me to the ground. The action figure fell out of my hoodie and skidded across the sidewalk. I struggled, but the guard was too strong.

“Let me go!” I shouted, but it was no use.

They dragged me back into the store and called the police. I was sent to the manager’s office, where I sat, trembling and scared. My mind raced with thoughts of what was going to happen next.

A little while later, Mom showed up.
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“Mom!” I let out.

Her face was a mix of anger and disappointment. She thanked the store manager and the security guard, and then we walked out to the car in silence.

We got into the car, and as soon as the door closed, Mom broke down in tears. She covered her face with her hands, sobbing.

“Mom, I—” I started, but she cut me off.

“Rick, what were you thinking?” she cried. “I work so hard, and you do this? Stealing? I didn’t raise you to become a thief… I don’t… I don’t know what to do with you anymore.”

I looked out the window, my stomach in knots. I wanted to tell her I was sorry, that I didn’t mean for it to go this far, but the words wouldn’t come. My pride kept me silent. Instead, I sat there, staring out the window as we drove home.

The ride was quiet except for her occasional sniffles. I knew I had messed up, but I couldn’t bring myself to say anything. I just hoped things wouldn’t get any worse.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS HAD PASSED since the store incident, and I was holed up in my room playing video games. Mom had been cold to me, barely saying a word. I hadn't done anything bad since then, just trying to keep my head down and avoid more trouble.

It was around 8:33, and my stomach was growling. I paused my game and decided to head to the kitchen for something to eat. As I walked out of my room, I stopped dead in my tracks.

There, in the living room, were two gorgeous women in trench coats and thigh-high boots. They looked like they had stepped out of a fashion magazine. My mom was sitting on the couch, sobbing with a suitcase next to her.

"Mom, what’s going on?" I asked, my voice shaky.

She looked up at me, tears streaming down her face.

"Rick, it's just for a month. You have to learn your lesson."

I stared at her, confused and scared. "What are you talking about? Who are these people?"
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One of the women stepped forward. "Rick, we're here to help you. Your mother has arranged for you to spend some time with us."

I backed away, my heart pounding. "No way! I'm not going anywhere with you!"

The other woman grabbed my arm, her grip like steel. "You don't have a choice."

"Mom, please! Don’t do this!" I pleaded, trying to pull away.

She wouldn’t look at me, her face buried in her hands. "I'm sorry, Rick. This is for your own good."

The women dragged me towards the door, their strength overwhelming. I kicked and struggled, but it was no use. They were too strong.

"Let me go!" I shouted, my voice echoing through the house.

But they didn’t let go. They took me to a black van parked outside, and before I knew it, I was shoved into the back seat. The door slammed shut, and the van started moving.

I banged on the windows, desperation clawing at my chest.

"Mom! Please! Don’t do this!"

But the van kept driving, taking me away from everything I knew. My mind raced with fear and anger. I had no idea what was going to happen next and I couldn’t believe how my mother allowed it to happen.

An hour later, we pulled up to a place called The Lodge. The driveway was lined with tall trees, and I could hear the sound of running water from a nearby fountain. It was night, and the moonlight reflected off a lake in the distance. It was beautiful, but I couldn’t appreciate it. My mind was racing with fear and confusion.

The van stopped, and the two women, still as imposing as ever, dragged me out. I tried to resist, but their grip was ironclad.

“Where are you taking me?” I demanded, my voice trembling.

“You’ll see,” one of them said, not even looking at me.
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They led me into the big villa and down a hallway to a room. It was neat and clean, with a bed, a desk, and a tray of food on a table. The tray was one of those cafeteria-style trays with separate sections for different foods. There was mashed potatoes, some vegetables, and a piece of chicken.

“Sit down and eat,” the other woman instructed, pushing me towards the table.

I sat down, my hands shaking. Tears welled up in my eyes as I looked at the food. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was until now. I picked up the fork and started eating, tears falling onto the tray.

“What is this place?” I asked between bites, my voice barely above a whisper.

“This is where you’ll be staying for the next month,” one of the women replied.

“Your mother wants you to learn some lessons in discipline and respect.”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight. “What kind of lessons?”

“You’ll find out tomorrow,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

I finished the food in silence, my mind spinning. When I was done, they showed me to the bed.

“Get some sleep,” one of them said. “You’ll need it.”

I lay down, the events of the day crashing over me like a wave. I felt scared, angry, and alone. I wanted to hate my mom for sending me here, but a part of me knew I had pushed her too far. As I drifted off to sleep, my tears soaked the pillow.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP TO A LOUD KNOCK on the door. I groaned and sat up, rubbing my eyes. The room was still dim, and I had no idea what time it was. The door opened, and a gorgeous girl in a sundress walked in. She looked like she was only a couple of years older than me, with long hair and bright eyes—making my heart skip a beat.

"Good morning, Rick," she said with a smile.
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"I'm Gretchen. I'm a volunteer here at Goodhearted Guys."

I felt butterflies in my stomach. She was so pretty. "Uh, hi," I mumbled, trying to play it cool.

She handed me a set of clothes. It was a purple silk pajama with a logo that said "GG" on the back. I chuckled. "This looks kinda... gay."

She laughed softly. "It's part of the uniform. The Goodhearted Guys program is designed to teach rebellious teen boys who don’t respect their moms about empathy."

I rolled my eyes. "Sounds dumb. I could just watch videos about that on YouTube."

She smiled and shook her head. "It's more than that, Rick. I was once sent to this program myself."

I blinked, shocked. "What do you mean, you were sent here?"

She looked at me, her expression serious. "I'm a transgender girl. This program helped me discover my true self and taught me discipline. Now, I volunteer every summer to help others."

My initial liking for her dwindled a bit. I felt conflicted. I wasn’t gay, but there was something about her that made me want to know more. I couldn’t understand it.

"I have to help Madam Lilliana prepare with the morning exercise," she said, interrupting my thoughts. "I'll see you later, Rick."

As she left, I stared at the door, my mind racing. This place was turning out to be way more complicated than I had thought.

Soon after, I walked towards the grounds, following the instructions given by one of the staff. I wasn’t alone—there were other teen boys, all wearing the same ridiculous purple silk pajamas. Some of them were giggling and joking around. A few had piercings and tattoos, looking much tougher than me. For a rebel, I didn’t feel like I belonged here.

As we reached the grounds, the view of the lake took my breath away. The water sparkled in the morning sun, and a gentle breeze rustled the trees. It would have been peaceful if I wasn’t so nervous about what was coming next.

We lined up in rows, facing six gorgeous women in purple uniforms—t-shirts and miniskirts with sun visors, their hair in ponytails. They looked like cheerleaders. I noticed Gretchen off to the side, shyly holding a megaphone. Suddenly, a tall, stunning woman emerged from behind the group. She was wearing a silk purple turtleneck shirt and fitted pants that showed off her curves perfectly. Gretchen handed her the megaphone, and she stepped forward with authority.

“Good morning, everyone,” she began, her voice commanding.
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“I am Madam Liliana. In Goodhearted Guys, I am the boss. Shatter your illusions now. This is not your regular high school where everyone’s at your beck and call.”

Her presence was intimidating, and her words sent a shiver down my spine. She looked around, her gaze sharp and unyielding.

“We are here to teach you respect and empathy. You will learn, or you will regret it.”

A guy with a mohawk scoffed. “Yeah, who the hell do you think you are?”

Madam Liliana didn’t hesitate. She signaled to two of the women, who immediately grabbed him and dragged him to the front. She squeezed his mouth shut with one hand.

“Such big words from a small mouth,” she said coldly.

“You will learn to control that tongue, or it will be controlled for you.”

The guy’s eyes widened with fear. The women holding him were incredibly strong. Madam Liliana released him, and he stumbled back into the line, clearly shaken.

“This program is run by transgender women… who served in the army,” she continued.

“Now, it’s time for your morning exercise.”

Soon after, Gretchen then took the megaphone and set up some speakers. “Let’s get started, who’s ready to have fun?” she announced. “Follow my lead.”

Music started playing—“Baby One More Time” by Britney Spears. Gretchen began a Zumba routine, moving gracefully to the beat. “Come on, everyone, follow me!” she encouraged, her voice cheerful and enthusiastic.

I felt awkward at first, but I started copying her movements—step touches, arm raises, and hip shakes. The next song was “Waiting for Tonight” by Jennifer Lopez, and I noticed some of the guys were starting to loosen up, even smile a bit.

By the time “Gimme More” by Britney Spears came on, I was actually enjoying it. The beats were catchy, and the movements were fun—body rolls, grapevines, and twirls. I couldn’t help but get into the rhythm.

As the routine ended, I was out of breath but surprisingly happy. Gretchen’s energy was infectious, and I found myself looking forward to what else this place had in store.

Madam Liliana’s voice cut through my thoughts. “Remember, boys, this is just the beginning. There is much to learn, and you will learn it my way.”

I nodded, determined to survive this month, no matter how strange it got.
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After the Zumba session, I headed to the cafeteria, my stomach growling. The place was buzzing with chatter, and the smell of food made my mouth water. I got in line, grabbing a tray and waiting my turn. When I finally reached the counter, I was stunned by the presentation. Each dish looked like it belonged in a fancy restaurant—perfectly arranged vegetables, intricate garnishes, and colorful sauces.

I grabbed a plate with a mix of chicken, mashed potatoes, and steamed vegetables. The mashed potatoes were sculpted into a neat little dome with a pool of gravy on top. I couldn’t believe the effort they put into the food here.

As I walked through the cafeteria, I spotted Gretchen sitting alone at a table, her back to me. She was about to eat, and I felt a flutter in my stomach. I still couldn’t get over the fact she was trans, but I found myself wanting to be her friend. She was kind, and there was something about her that made me feel... giddy.

I started walking towards her, but then I noticed the guy with the mohawk, the one who had mouthed off to Madam Liliana. He was glaring at me, his expression hard. I hesitated, not wanting to cause any trouble. Instead, I found an empty table nearby and sat down.

As I began eating, I watched from the corner of my eye. The mohawk guy sat down beside Gretchen, leaning in close and talking to her. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but it was clear he was flirting with her. My chest tightened with a strange feeling—jealousy.

I tried to focus on my food, but my eyes kept drifting back to them. Gretchen was smiling politely, but I could see she wasn’t entirely comfortable. The guy was being too forward, his body language aggressive.

I took a deep breath and decided to do something. I got up, tray in hand, and walked over to their table. “Hey, Gretchen,” I said, trying to sound casual.

“Mind if I join you?”

She looked up, relief flashing in her eyes. “Sure, Rick. Have a seat.”

The mohawk guy shot me a dirty look but didn’t say anything. I sat down, feeling the tension. “So, how’s the food?” I asked, trying to break the ice.

She smiled. “It’s amazing, isn’t it? They really go all out here.”

“Yeah, I didn’t expect this,” I admitted. “I thought it would be, like, school cafeteria food.”

The mohawk guy leaned back in his chair, still glaring at me.

“What do you want?”

I shrugged. “Just eating. Can’t a guy have lunch?”

She glanced at the mohawk guy, then back at me. “Rick, this is Troy. Troy, Rick.”

He sneered. “I don’t care, why don’t you go back to your table?”

I ignored him and turned to Gretchen. “So, how long have you been volunteering here?”

She looked grateful for the change of topic. “This is my second summer. It’s really rewarding, helping people the way I was helped.”

I nodded, feeling that strange flutter again. “That’s cool. I think it’s great what you’re doing.”

[image: (((20-year-old Male Slavic))) (((mohawk hairstye))]

Troy rolled his eyes and stood up. “Whatever. I’m outta here.” As he walked away, I couldn’t help but feel a bit triumphant.

After Troy left, Gretchen sighed and turned to me. "I think it's best to ignore him."

"Yeah? Why?" I asked, curious.

She leaned in and spoke quietly. "He got sent to this camp because he beat up a student. And it wasn't the first time."

I felt a chill run down my spine, but I didn't want her to see that I was scared. "Well, yeah, I'm not scared of him," I said, trying to sound tough as I clenched my fist.

She shook her head with a slight smile. "Violence is not the answer, Rick. You have so much to learn."

Her words stung, and I felt embarrassed. She picked up her tray and stood up. "I'll see you later," she said, walking away without another word.

I watched her go, feeling a mix of frustration and shame. I had tried to impress her, but it had backfired. As I sat there, picking at the food on my tray, I realized that maybe there was more to this place than just punishment. Maybe I really did have a lot to learn.

Later that day, after an exhausting symposium about what the word empathy meant and a dinner that felt like it lasted forever, I finally headed down the hallway to my room. I was dying for a shower but my mind was still stuck on how I had embarrassed myself in front of Gretchen. I couldn’t shake the feeling of shame, and it made my stomach churn.

Just as I was about to reach my door, Troy stepped in front of me, flanked by two other guys. They blocked my way, looking menacing.

“You better watch yourself,” he snarled. “That girl, or boy-girl, or whatever she is, is my bitch.”

Anger flared up inside me. I wanted to punch him right in his smug face for calling Gretchen a bitch, but then I remembered what she said about violence not being the answer. I clenched my fists, trying to control myself.

“Yeah? Whatever,” I muttered, pushing past him.

Troy grabbed my arm and yanked me back. “Did you hear me? Stay away from her.”

I shook him off and glared at him. “I heard you. I’m not scared of you, Troy.”

He smirked, his eyes narrowing. “You should be.”

I ignored him and kept walking to my room, my heart pounding in my chest. I could feel their eyes on my back, but I didn’t look back. Once I was inside, I locked the door and leaned against it, trying to calm down. My hands were shaking, and I was both scared and angry.
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After a hot shower, I tossed and turned in bed, unable to stop thinking about everything that had happened. Gretchen’s words, Troy’s threat, and my own frustration all swirled in my mind. Eventually, exhaustion took over, and I fell into a restless sleep, hoping tomorrow would be better.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I WAS JOLTED AWAKE by a blaring alarm coming from the speakers of the lodge. Groaning, I looked at the clock on the bedside table. 4:30 AM. Seriously? I rubbed my eyes, rattled by the early wake-up call.

I got out of bed and followed the other boys who were already filing out of their rooms. We seemed to be headed to another lodge. When we arrived, it was a grand kitchen. Madam Liliana was standing at the front, wearing a tight-fitting latex suit with an apron on top. She looked both intimidating and strangely domestic.

"Good morning, boys," she said, her voice carrying authority.

"Today, you will learn what it's like to wake up early to prepare breakfast. Mothers often bear this responsibility without thanks. Now, you'll know how it feels."
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I glanced around. The kitchen was huge, with stainless steel appliances and rows of counters. There were stations set up with ingredients for waffles, bacon, and eggs.

"Let's make this fun," Madam Liliana continued.

"You'll be making breakfast today. Partner up."

I felt a tap on my shoulder and turned to see Gretchen smiling at me.

"Want to be partners?"

"Sure," I said, feeling my heart skip a beat. We walked over to a station together.

I struggled to get the waffle batter right, spilling flour everywhere. Gretchen laughed, her eyes sparkling. "Here, let me help you."

She guided my hands, showing me how to mix the batter properly. Her touch was gentle but firm, and I couldn’t help but feel a growing warmth towards her.

"Thanks," I mumbled, trying to hide my blush.

"You're welcome, Rick. Just take it slow and follow the steps," she said, her smile encouraging.

We worked together, flipping waffles, frying bacon, and scrambling eggs. Every time I fumbled, she was there to help, her patience never wavering.

"You're getting the hang of it," she said as I successfully flipped a waffle.

"Maybe," I said, grinning. "It’s more fun than I thought."

Our sweet moment was interrupted by Troy, who sauntered over and leaned against the counter. "Hey, Gretchen, can you help me with these eggs? They keep sticking."

I clenched my jaw, feeling the jealousy rise again. She gave me an apologetic look before turning to help Troy. I watched as she showed him how to keep the eggs from sticking, feeling a pang of irritation.

"Thanks, Gretchen," Troy said, flashing a grin. "I knew you'd know what to do."

I focused on the bacon, trying to ignore him. But it was hard not to feel annoyed every time he found a reason to get Gretchen's attention.
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When breakfast was finally ready, we all gathered to eat. I sat next to Gretchen, determined to not let Troy ruin the morning. We shared small talk and laughter, and despite the early wake-up call and the drama, I felt a strange sense of contentment.

Madam Liliana walked around, inspecting our work. "Well done, boys. Now you know what it takes to prepare a meal for others. Remember this lesson."

As we ate, I couldn’t help but steal glances at Gretchen. My feelings for her were growing stronger, and I knew I had to find a way to show her.

After breakfast, it was time to clean around the main lodge. We were split into groups and assigned different tasks. My group was in charge of vacuuming, mopping, and folding curtains to prepare them for laundry. I had never done any of these things before, so it was a new experience.

"Alright, everyone," said Madam Liliana, her voice echoing through the main hall. "Today, you'll learn how to properly clean. It's an important skill and one that will teach you respect for your environment and for those who clean up after you."

She demonstrated how to vacuum, showing us the correct way to move the machine to get all the dust and dirt. Then she moved on to mopping, explaining how to wring out the mop and clean the floors without leaving streaks.

"Don't forget to get into the corners," she said, her eyes scanning the room.

"And make sure the water is clean. Dirty water only makes the floors dirtier."

I focused on my tasks, trying to do everything just right. As I was folding a curtain, I noticed Gretchen and Troy across the room. They were laughing and talking, and it looked like she was flirting with him. My chest tightened with jealousy.

Troy said something that made her laugh and playfully slap his arm. I clenched my fists, my anger rising. But I knew if I showed it, she would be mad at me. She had already told me that violence wasn’t the answer. I had to control my aggression.

I turned back to my work, trying to focus on folding the curtain. But my hands were shaking, and I couldn’t concentrate.

"Hey, Rick, you okay?" one of the other boys asked, noticing my frustration.

"Yeah, I’m fine," I muttered, trying to keep my cool.

She glanced over at me, her eyes filled with concern. She walked over, leaving Troy behind.

"Rick, are you alright?"

I forced a smile. "Yeah, just trying to get the hang of this curtain folding thing."

She smiled back, clearly not buying it but not pushing the issue.

"You're doing great. Just take it slow."

As she walked away, I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. I had to get a grip on my feelings. This place was supposed to teach us respect and empathy. Getting jealous and angry wasn’t going to help.

I finished folding the curtain and moved on to mopping. I focused on the movements, trying to clear my mind. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop thinking about Gretchen and Troy. I had to find a way to deal with my jealousy without letting it consume me.
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Moments later, I stood back, proud of my work. I had just finished mopping a big area of the main lodge, and the floor was sparkling clean. I waited for it to dry, feeling accomplished for the first time in a while.

Then I saw them—Troy and his posse. They were laughing and horsing around, heading straight for the area I had just mopped. My stomach dropped as they deliberately ran across the wet floor, leaving dirty footprints everywhere.

"Hey! What the hell's wrong with you?" I shouted, my anger boiling over.

Troy stopped and turned to me with a smirk. "What are you gonna do about it, big boy?"

Before I could respond, he added, "Oh, by the way, that bitch over there," he nodded towards Gretchen, who was teaching some of the others how to fold curtains, "called me cute."

"Say that again," I growled, taking a step closer.

His smirk widened. "What, that bitch?"

That was it. I shoved him hard, and he stumbled back, falling to the floor. His posse looked stunned, but then Gretchen hurried over.

"What's going on here?" she demanded, looking between me and Troy.

Troy got up, putting on an innocent face. "Rick pushed me. I didn’t know he had just mopped the floor. It was an accident. I offered to mop up my mess, but he got mad."

I tried to explain, my voice rising in frustration. "He's lying! They did it on purpose, and he called you—"

She held up her hand, stopping me mid-sentence. She just looked at me, disappointment in her eyes, and then she walked away without a word.

Troy laughed quietly, enjoying the moment. "Nice try, Strauss," he whispered before heading off with his posse.

I stood there, fuming. My hard work was ruined, and Gretchen thought I was just causing trouble. I clenched my fists, feeling more determined than ever to prove myself, not just to Gretchen, but to everyone. I wasn’t going to let Troy win.

Later that night, I did my best but I couldn’t sleep. The events of the day kept replaying in my mind, especially what happened with Gretchen and Troy. Frustrated, I got out of bed and decided to go to the kitchen. Maybe some warm milk would help.

As I walked down the hall, I noticed a light on in the kitchen. When I got closer, I saw Gretchen standing by the stove, a carton of milk in her hand. She looked up and smiled when she saw me.

“Hey, Rick, having a midnight snack?” she asked.

“Hey, Gretchen. Just going to heat some milk. I can’t sleep,” I said, trying to sound casual.

She laughed softly. “Funny, because I was just about to do that.”

I walked over and took a deep breath. “Okay, let me take care of that.”

She looked surprised but nodded. “Alright, thanks.”

The kitchen was quiet as I heated the milk, the only sound being the soft bubbling from the pot. I wanted to say something but she didn’t seem like she was in the mood. Moments later, I poured the milk into two glasses and handed one to her.

“Here you go,” I said, trying not to blush.
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“Thanks, Rick,” she said, blowing the milk.

“I’m sorry about what happened earlier,” I said after a moment.

“It’s him who started it.”

She looked at me, her eyes softening. “I know.”

“Then why were you defending him?” I asked, confused.

She sighed. “I’m not defending anyone. I just don’t want anyone to get hurt. I was a bit disappointed in you, though.”

Her words stung, but I nodded. “I understand.”

She set her glass down and looked at me intently. “Troy’s a hopeless case, but you... you’re different. You’re a good person, Rick. I can sense it.”

I felt my face heat up and couldn’t help but smile. “Thanks, Gretchen.”

We talked for a while about other things—music, movies, anything to keep the conversation going. I enjoyed every minute of it. Eventually, we finished our milk and said goodnight.

As I walked back to my room, I felt butterflies in my stomach. I couldn’t stop thinking about Gretchen. I think I was falling in love.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, we were lined up on the grounds. The sun was barely up, and the air was already humid. I stood there, still thinking about my conversation with Gretchen last night, when Madam Liliana stepped forward with a stern look on her face.

"Rick Strauss and Troy Baker," she called out, her voice sharp.

Troy and I stepped forward, and I could feel everyone's eyes on us. Madam Liliana stared at us, her expression angry.

"What's this nonsense I heard that the two of you got into an altercation yesterday?" she demanded.

I opened my mouth to explain, but Troy beat me to it. "It was a misunderstanding, Madam Liliana. I accidentally stepped on the floor he mopped. I offered to clean it up but Rick got mad and pushed me."

I clenched my fists, trying to keep my cool. "He's lying. They messed up the floor on purpose."
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Madam Liliana sighed and took the megaphone. "This is supposed to happen two weeks into the program, but I guess we have to do it now! Zumba is cancelled! Today, we'll be having the Softening Program!"

Everyone started chattering. "Softening? What's that?"

She raised her hand for silence. "You're all so filled with testosterone that you're letting it consume your decision-making process. Follow me."

The staff, including the trans ex-soldiers and Gretchen, followed her as we were led to a lodge. The chatter grew louder as we walked, curiosity buzzing through the group.

Soon after, when we entered the lodge, we were welcomed with racks of clothes, rows of mannequin heads with wigs, shoes, makeup, and other items.

"This," Madam Liliana announced, "is the Softening Program. Today, you'll learn about empathy and respect by stepping into someone else's shoes—literally."

The room was filled with whispers and gasps. I exchanged a glance with Gretchen, who gave me a reassuring nod.

"We'll start by choosing an outfit," Madam Liliana said. "Each of you will dress as a woman, complete with makeup and wigs. This exercise is designed to help you understand what it feels like to be on the other side."

There was an immediate chorus of groans and complaints. "You've got to be kidding me," I heard Troy mutter, and he wasn't the only one.

"Seriously? Dress like girls?" another boy scoffed.

"This is dumb," someone else added.

Madam Liliana's stern gaze silenced the murmurs. "You are here to learn, not complain!"
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Gretchen stepped up next to me. "Come on, Rick. Let's find you something nice."

I hesitated, feeling awkward, but her smile gave me the confidence to go along with it. We walked over to the racks of clothes, and she picked out a dress for me.

"This one will look good on you," she said, holding up a blue dress.

I took it, feeling a mix of embarrassment and curiosity. "Alright. Let's do this."

Nearby, Troy was causing a scene. "No way I'm putting on a dress," he said, glaring at the staff member holding a pink dress.

"You don't have a choice," the staff member replied firmly. "Put it on."

"This is stupid!" Troy shouted. "I'm not doing it!"

The staff member, a tall woman with a no-nonsense attitude, crossed her arms. "You either put on the dress, or you deal with the consequences. Your choice."

Troy muttered under his breath but took the dress, his face red with anger and humiliation.

I headed to a changing area, where I struggled into the blue dress Gretchen had chosen. The fabric felt strange against my skin, and I fumbled with the zipper. Gretchen appeared at the curtain, a sympathetic smile on her face.

"Need some help?" she asked.

"Yeah, thanks," I mumbled.

She stepped in and quickly zipped me up, then handed me a pair of shoes that matched the dress. "Here, these will complete the look."

I put on the shoes, wobbling slightly as I tried to balance. "This is harder than it looks," I admitted.

She laughed softly. "You'll get used to it. Now, let's do your makeup."

I followed her to one of the tables, where she started applying foundation and blush. As she worked, I glanced around the room. Some of the other boys were reluctantly getting into their outfits, while others were still arguing with the staff.

"This is so lame," one boy said, struggling with a pair of high heels.

"Why do we have to do this?" another complained.

The staff members were firm but patient, helping the boys into their clothes and explaining the significance of each item. It was clear they weren't going to let anyone off the hook.

Gretchen finished my makeup and handed me a wig. "Here, put this on."

I took the wig and carefully placed it on my head, adjusting it until it felt secure. When I looked in the mirror, I barely recognized myself. "Wow," I said, stunned. "I look... different."

"That's the point," Gretchen said with a smile. "Now, let's join the others."

As we walked back to the main area, I saw Troy, who had finally put on the pink dress. He looked furious, his face a mix of anger and embarrassment. One of the staff members was applying his makeup, and he kept flinching away.

"Hold still," she said, exasperated. "I can't do this if you keep moving."

"I don't want to do this at all," Troy snapped.

"Too bad," she replied. "You're doing it."

I couldn't help but feel a little satisfaction at seeing Troy struggle. Maybe this would teach him a lesson.

Madam Liliana clapped her hands to get our attention. "Alright, everyone. Now that you're all dressed, we're going to start with a few exercises. The goal is to help you understand the daily experiences of the women in your lives. Pay attention and participate fully."

We were divided into small groups and assigned various tasks. My group was tasked with practicing walking in heels. At first, it felt like walking on stilts, and I stumbled more than once.
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"This is impossible," I muttered, trying to regain my balance.

"Just take it slow," Gretchen advised, her voice gentle. "Heel to toe, and don't rush."

I followed her advice, and slowly, I began to get the hang of it. It wasn't easy, but it was manageable. As we walked, I glanced at Troy, who was having an even harder time. He kept tripping and swearing under his breath.

"How do women do this every day?" he complained.

"With practice," Gretchen replied. "And a lot of patience."

Next, we moved on to learning how to sit and stand gracefully. Madam Liliana demonstrated, showing us how to keep our backs straight and our movements smooth.

"Remember," she said, "it's all about poise and balance."

We practiced for what felt like hours, and by the end of it, I was exhausted. But there was a strange sense of accomplishment in getting it right.

The final task was a simple one: a group discussion. We sat in a circle, still in our outfits, and talked about what we had learned so far. Madam Liliana led the discussion, encouraging us to share our thoughts and feelings.

"I never realized how much effort goes into this," one boy admitted. "It's not just about the clothes. It's about the way you carry yourself."

"Yeah," another added. "And it's not just physical. There's a lot of mental effort too."

Troy, surprisingly, spoke up. "I still think this is stupid," he said, "but I get why we're doing it. It's about understanding what other people go through."

I nodded, agreeing with him for once. "It's definitely eye-opening," I said.

"I didn't think it would be this hard."

Madam Liliana smiled, clearly pleased with our progress. "I'm glad to see you're all learning. This is just the beginning. Remember, empathy and respect are key."

After the discussion, we were not allowed to change back into our silk pajamas. She said that we had to be dressed up everyday and had to look our best to learn how time management worked. She also needed us to understand how impossible the standards are that have been imposed upon women by society in regards to looking their best albeit having to do a myriad other things. The experience had given me a new perspective, and I was starting to understand the lessons Madam Liliana was trying to teach us.

As I walked out of the changing area, I saw Gretcen waiting for me.

"Hey, Rick," she said, smiling. "How do you feel?"

"Tired," I admitted, "but I learned a lot."

"I'm glad," she said. "You did really well today."

I felt a warmth in my chest at her praise. "Thanks, Gretchen. You helped a lot."

She nodded. "Anytime."

We walked back to the main lodge together, chatting about the day's events. I found myself opening up to her more, and it felt good to have someone to talk to who understood what I was going through.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

IT WAS A BIT BALMY THE NEXT MORNING, and I woke up on my own at 4:00 AM. We had been told to wake up early to dress up and prepare breakfast. Madam Liliana had made it clear: if we were late or looked a mess, we'd be tasked with landscaping under the blazing heat while wearing full makeup and dresses. The ones who made it on time and looked presentable would study etiquette and speech.
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I sat up in bed, feeling the early morning chill. Under my bed, I found a box containing a wig, a uniform dress, and makeup. My heart raced as I pulled everything out. This was my first time dressing up as a girl on my own, and I was determined to do it right.

I struggled at first, trying to remember the lessons from the previous day. The dress was easier to manage than I thought, but the wig was a challenge. I fumbled with it, trying to get it to sit right on my head. Then came the makeup. I took a deep breath and started applying foundation, blush, and mascara. My hands were shaky, but I slowly got the hang of it.

"Alright, Rick," I muttered to myself. "You can do this."

By the time I finished, I was actually enjoying the process. I looked in the mirror and felt a strange sense of pride. I didn't look half bad.

When I stepped out of my room, I saw some of the other boys in the hallway, also dressed up and ready. We headed to the kitchen together, and I felt a camaraderie forming among us.

In the kitchen, Gretchen was already there, looking as cheerful as ever. "Good morning, everyone!" she greeted us. "Let's get started on breakfast."

We divided into groups, each with a specific task. I was in charge of making pancakes. As I mixed the batter and heated the griddle, I felt a sense of accomplishment. This wasn't as bad as I had thought and wearing that dress, it somehow felt more right.

"Need any help, Rick?" Gretchen asked, coming over to my station.

"I think I've got it," I said, flipping a pancake. "But thanks."

She smiled and moved on to help someone else. Her presence made everything feel easier.

We worked efficiently, and before long, breakfast was ready. The dining hall filled with the smell of pancakes, bacon, and eggs. I looked around, feeling happy with what we had accomplished.

"Looks like we're the early birds," I said to Gretchen as we started serving the food.

"Yep," she replied. "And it shows. Great job, everyone!"

We sat down to eat, chatting excitedly about the morning. "This isn't so bad," one of the boys said.

"I actually kind of like it."

"Yeah," another agreed. "I look like a hot girl."

As we were finishing up, Troy and his posse finally arrived. They looked a mess—hair unkempt, makeup smudged, and dresses wrinkled. Madam Liliana took one look at them and shook her head.

"You're late and you look terrible," she said sternly. "You know what that means."

Troy groaned. "Come on, Madam Liliana. We tried."

"Not hard enough," she replied. "Off to the grounds. You'll be hoeing the field."

Troy and his friends grumbled but headed out, clearly unhappy with their fate. I couldn't help but feel a bit of satisfaction. They had brought this on themselves.

As we cleared the tables and cleaned up, I felt a sense of pride in what we had achieved. Not only had we prepared a great breakfast, but we had done it together, and I had enjoyed every moment of it.

Gretchen came over to me, her eyes twinkling with approval. "You did great today, Rick."

"Thanks," I said, blushing a little. "It was actually kind of fun."

She laughed softly. "See? I told you it wouldn't be so bad."

After breakfast, we moved into a large room lined with mirrors and practice stations for our etiquette and speech lessons. Madam Liliana stood at the front, her presence commanding admiration and respect.

"Today, we will focus on etiquette and speech," she began. "It's important not only to look the part but to act the part as well. You will learn how to walk, sit, and speak with grace and confidence. Let's begin with posture."

She demonstrated how to stand with a straight back and shoulders relaxed. "Proper posture is the foundation of poise. It shows confidence and respect."

We lined up in front of the mirrors, trying to mimic her stance. It felt awkward at first, but as I adjusted my posture, I felt a subtle change in how I carried myself.

Gretchen walked around, offering tips and corrections. When she reached me, she smiled. "You're doing great, Rick. Just relax your shoulders a bit more."

"Thanks," I said, adjusting my stance.

As we continued, I couldn't help but notice Gretchen glancing at me frequently. Our eyes met several times, and each time, I felt a flutter in my chest. There was a connection forming between us, one that I couldn't quite define but felt undeniably strong.

Madam Liliana moved on to walking. "Heel to toe, smooth and steady," she instructed. "Think of it as gliding, not stomping."

We practiced walking back and forth across the room. It was more challenging than it looked, especially in the shoes we were wearing. I stumbled a few times but quickly found my balance.

"You're a natural," Gretchen said, giving me an encouraging smile.

I laughed. "I don't know about that, but I'm trying."
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Next came sitting and standing. Madam Liliana showed us how to sit down gracefully, keeping our knees together and smoothing our dresses. Standing up was the reverse, done with the same level of care.

"Grace is in the details," she reminded us.

"Every movement should be intentional."

We practiced repeatedly until it started to feel almost natural. Throughout the session, I kept catching Gretchen's eyes on me. Each time, she would smile and quickly look away. I wondered if she felt the same connection I did.

When it was time for speech practice, Madam Liliana had us pair up. Gretchen and I teamed up, much to my delight.

"Today, we'll work on speaking with a softer, more refined tone," she explained. "It's about conveying respect and confidence through your voice."

Gretchen and I faced each other, practicing our lines. "Good morning, Gretchen. How are you today?" I said, trying to soften my voice.

"Good morning, Rick. I'm well, thank you. How are you?" she replied, her voice smooth and melodic.

We practiced different phrases, focusing on our tone and delivery. It was challenging to adjust my voice, but with her help, I started to get the hang of it.

"You're really good at this," I said, admiring her ease with the exercises.

"Thanks," she replied, blushing slightly.

"You're doing great too, Rick. You have a natural grace."

"Me? Graceful?" I laughed. "That's a first."

She giggled. "I'm serious. You're so pretty. I'm a little jealous."

Her compliment caught me off guard, and I felt my face heat up.

"Thanks, Gretchen. But you’re the pretty one…"

Her face turned red and she looked away then as the session continued, our connection grew stronger. We shared glances and smiles, and I felt a bond forming that was more than just friendship.

Towards the end of the lesson, Madam Liliana called us back to the center of the room. "Now, each of you will introduce yourselves using your girlier voice and a more demure choice of words. After your introduction, you will curtsy. This exercise is to help you embody the grace and poise we've been practicing."

We lined up, and one by one, the boys took turns. When it was my turn, I stepped forward, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement.

"Good morning," I began, softening my voice as much as I could.

"My name is Rick, and I'm pleased to be here today." I then curtsied, trying to keep my movements smooth and elegant.

Madam Liliana nodded in approval. "Well done, Rick. You have improved a lot."

I stepped back, feeling a sense of pride. Gretchen's turn came, and she executed her introduction and curtsy flawlessly. I couldn't help but admire her poise.

After everyone had finished, Madam Liliana addressed us. "I appreciate the effort you've all put in today. Many of you have shown significant improvement. However, there's one more thing we need to address."

She looked around the room, her expression serious. "A lot of you still have facial and leg hair. It's quite noticeable and detracts from the feminine energy we're trying to cultivate. From now on, you will be required to shave regularly. It's an essential part of maintaining the grace and poise we've been working on."

There was a murmur of surprise and discomfort among the boys. I felt a bit self-conscious but understood the importance of the exercise.

"As you continue to work on your posture, walking, and speech, remember that every detail matters," Madam Liliana continued.

"Maintaining your appearance is part of the discipline we're instilling here."

With that, she dismissed us for a short break before our next activity. As we walked out of the room, Gretchen fell into step beside me.

"How do you feel about all this?" she asked, her eyes searching mine.

"It's... different," I admitted. "But I get why we're doing it. It's about more than just looking the part."

She nodded. "Exactly. It's about discipline, understanding, and respect. And you're doing really well. I'm proud of you."

"Thanks, Gretchen," I said, feeling that familiar warmth in my chest.

"I couldn't have done it without your help."

She smiled, and we walked in comfortable silence for a moment. Then she spoke again, her voice soft. "You know, Rick, you're really special. I can see you're changing, and it's a good change."

I looked at her, my heart pounding. "You think so?"

"I know so," she replied, her eyes sincere.

"Just keep being yourself. You're doing great."

We reached the dining hall and sat down with some of the other boys. The atmosphere was more relaxed now, and there was a sense of camaraderie that hadn't been there before.

"Hey, Rick," one of the boys said, "you did really well in there. How did you get so good at the curtsy?"
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I shrugged, feeling a bit embarrassed. "Just followed the instructions, I guess."

Gretchen laughed. "He's being modest. He practiced a lot."

We spent the rest of the break chatting and laughing, the tension of the morning easing away. I felt a growing sense of belonging, not just with Gretchen but with the group as a whole.

When the break was over, we headed back to the main hall for our next activity. As we walked, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement about what was to come. The lessons were challenging, but they were also rewarding, and I was starting to see the value in them.

Madam Liliana greeted us with a smile as we re-entered the room.

"Welcome back, everyone. This afternoon, we'll be focusing on more advanced etiquette and speech exercises. Let's begin with a review of what we learned this morning."

We spent the next hour practicing our posture, walking, and sitting. Madam Liliana moved among us, offering corrections and encouragement. Gretchen stayed close, her presence a constant source of support.

"You're doing great, Rick," she said quietly as we practiced walking.

"Thanks," I replied, smiling at her. "It feels a bit more natural now."

"Good," she said. "Just keep at it."

After the review, we moved on to more advanced speech exercises. Madam Liliana had us practice introducing ourselves and engaging in polite conversation. It was challenging to maintain the softer, more refined tone, but with practice, I started to get the hang of it.

"Remember, it's not just about what you say, but how you say it," Madam Liliana reminded us.

"Your tone, your choice of words, your body language—all of these convey respect and confidence."

We practiced for another hour, and by the end of it, I felt a sense of accomplishment. The exercises were difficult, but I could see the progress I was making.

As we wrapped up for the day, Madam Liliana gathered us together. "You've all done very well today," she said. "I'm proud of the progress you're making. Remember to keep practicing, and don't forget to shave regularly. It's an important part of maintaining your appearance and the feminine energy we've been working on."

With that, she dismissed us for the day. As we walked out of the room, Gretchen fell into step beside me again. We walked in comfortable silence for a moment, then she spoke again, her voice soft.

“You’re very pretty… Rick…”


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THAT NIGHT, I LAY IN BED, staring at the ceiling. The thought of having to shave was stressing me out. I'd never done it before and didn't want to nick myself. After tossing and turning for a while, I decided to ask Gretchen for help. She'd been so supportive, and I trusted her.

I got up and walked to her room, my heart pounding. I hesitated at her door, then turned away. I took a deep breath, walked back, and knocked softly.

The door opened, and there stood Gretchen with a mudpack on her face and hair rollers. She looked surprised and a bit embarrassed.
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"Rick? What are you doing here?" she asked, trying to hide her face.

"I, uh, I need help with shaving," I said, feeling my face heat up.

Her expression softened. "Oh, okay. Give me a minute."

She closed the door, and I waited, my nerves on edge. When she opened it again, her face was clean, and the rollers were gone.

"Come in," she said, smiling warmly.

I stepped into her room, feeling even more nervous.

"Thanks, Gretchen. I didn't know who else to ask."

"No problem," she said, leading me to a chair. "Let's start with your face. It's easier than you think."

She gathered the shaving cream and a razor. "First, we'll apply the shaving cream," she explained, gently spreading it over my face. Her touch was soft and reassuring.

"Now, hold still," she said, carefully guiding the razor over my skin. I was scared but tried to stay calm.

"See? Not so bad," she said after a few strokes.

"Yeah, I guess," I replied, still a bit tense.

She continued shaving my face, then moved on to my armpits, chest, thighs, and legs. It was an intimate process, and I felt a connection growing between us. She was so gentle and caring, and I couldn't help but feel grateful.

"You're doing great," she said, finishing my last leg.

"How do you feel?"

"Smooth," I said with a laugh, running my hand over my leg.

"Thanks, Gretchen. I couldn't have done this without you."

She smiled, and there was a moment of silence. Our eyes met, and I felt a surge of emotion. Before I knew it, I leaned in and kissed her.

Gretchen pulled back, her eyes wide. "Rick, I—I'm sorry."

I shook my head and kissed her again, this time with more confidence. She responded, and we made out for what felt like an eternity. My heart was beating so fast and all of my thoughts about being gay by wanting her flew out of the window and sunk deep into the lake. My body was heating up—shivering, and I hadn’t felt that kind of excitement in my life. The connection between us was palpable, electric, and definitely undeniable.

When we finally pulled away, we were both breathless.

"Goodnight, Gretchen," I said, my heart pounding.

"Goodnight, Rick," she replied, her eyes sparkling.

I left her room, feeling lighter than I had in a long time.

The next morning, I woke up feeling more energized than I had in a long time. The memory of my kiss with Gretchen was fresh in my mind, and it filled me with a sense of excitement and purpose. I jumped out of bed and headed straight to the shower.
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As the warm water cascaded over me, I thought about everything that had happened. She had been so kind and patient, and I couldn't help but smile at the memory of her gentle touch. I was determined to look my best today, for her and for myself.

After my shower, I dried off and started on my makeup. I remembered the tips Gretchen had given me and took my time applying the foundation, blush, and mascara. I was amazed at how much better it looked compared to my first attempt. The practice was paying off.

Feeling a surge of confidence, I opened the Goodhearted Guys supply box and found a pair of panties. I hesitated for a moment, feeling a bit embarrassed, but then I decided to go for it. I slipped them on and was surprised at how comfortable they were. The fabric felt smooth against my freshly shaved skin, and I couldn't help but admire how my legs looked.

"Wow," I muttered to myself, running my hands over my legs. "I look... pretty."

Next, I put on the uniform dress and carefully adjusted the wig. I took a deep breath and looked in the mirror. The transformation was incredible. I felt a newfound confidence that I had never experienced before.

I decided to take it a step further and practice my posture, walk, and speech. I slipped into a pair of high heels and took a few tentative steps. The heels were challenging, but I remembered Gretchen's advice: heel to toe, smooth and steady.

"Alright, Rick, you got this," I told myself, standing tall and straightening my shoulders.

I practiced walking back and forth in my room, focusing on maintaining my balance and grace. It wasn't easy, but with each step, I felt more confident. I even practiced my curtsy, smiling at my reflection.

Feeling inspired, I also worked on my speech. I repeated the phrases Madam Liliana had taught us, softening my voice and choosing more refined words. "Good morning, everyone. How are you today?" I practiced, trying to sound as graceful as possible.

I walked down the hallway, my heart beating fast with excitement. I couldn’t wait to see Gretchen. Last night’s kiss had left me feeling elated, and I was eager to spend more time with her. But when I arrived in the kitchen to make breakfast, I was taken aback by what I saw.

There she was, assisting Troy and his posse. They all looked pristine, as if they had spent hours getting ready. Their hair was neatly styled, their makeup flawless, and their dresses immaculate.

"Good morning, Rick," Troy greeted me in a very feminine manner, matching what he must have learned. He curtsied slightly, a smug smile on his face.

"Uh, good morning," I replied, trying to hide my surprise.

"Rick, come join us," Gretchen said with a smile, motioning for me to come over.

I walked over, feeling a bit out of place. "What's going on?"
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"Gretchen was a great help last night," Troy explained. "She helped me and my friends get ready because we didn’t want to be hoeing the fields anymore."

Gretchen beamed. "You guys are fast learners."

I felt a pang of jealousy. Why was Gretchen helping Troy after what we shared last night? And why wasn’t she paying more attention to me?

"So, what are we making today?" I asked, trying to change the subject.

"Pancakes and bacon," she said. "We’re almost done. Could you start on the eggs?"

"Sure," I said, heading to the stove.

As I cracked the eggs into a bowl, I couldn’t help but glance over at Gretchen. She was laughing and chatting with Troy and his friends, and it made my stomach twist. I wanted to ask her why she was helping them, but I didn't want to seem insecure.

"So, Rick," Troy said, coming over to where I was working.

"Gretchen told us you’re quite the cook. Got any tips for perfect scrambled eggs?"

I forced a smile. "Just keep the heat low and stir constantly. It makes them creamy."

"Got it," Troy said, flashing a grin before heading back to his station.

Gretchen came over to check on my progress.

"How are the eggs coming along?"

"Almost ready," I said, feeling a bit defensive.

"Why are you helping them so much, Gretchen?"

She looked surprised by my question. "They asked for help, and I wanted to support them. They’re trying to improve, just like you."

"But we kissed last night," I blurted out, unable to keep it in.

She blushed and glanced around to make sure no one else heard. "Rick, I know. And it was special. But I’m here to help everyone, not just you."

I sighed, feeling foolish. "I get it. I just thought... I don’t know."

She touched my arm gently. "We’ll talk more later, okay? Right now, let’s focus on breakfast."

I nodded, feeling a bit reassured but still uncertain. We finished preparing breakfast and served it to the rest of the group. Despite my mixed feelings, I couldn’t help but notice how smoothly everything went. Troy and his friends were genuinely trying, and it showed.

Moments later, Gretchen pulled me aside. "Rick, I care about you. Last night was amazing. But I have a job to do here, and that means helping everyone. Can you understand that?"

"Yeah, I do," I said, meeting her eyes. "I’m sorry for being jealous."

"It’s okay," she said, smiling softly. "We’ll have more moments together, I promise."

Her words made me feel better, and I nodded. "Alright. Let’s get through today."
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After breakfast, we were gathered in the main hall, waiting for our daily briefing from Madam Liliana. There was a mix of curiosity and dread in the air—no one knew what to expect today. I was still reeling from how Gretchen just treated me. Her words echoed in my mind, and I couldn’t shake the feeling of frustration and hurt.

"Good morning, everyone," Madam Liliana began, her voice as sharp and authoritative as ever. "Today’s lesson is one that will give you a deep appreciation for what many of your mothers have gone through daily. Today, you will experience the responsibilities of mothering."

There were groans and murmurs throughout the group. We exchanged uncertain glances. The room was filled with realistic baby dolls, complete with bottles, diapers, and various cleaning supplies. Each doll was programmed to cry, burp, and even wet its diaper at random intervals.

"You will take care of these babies," Madam Liliana continued.

"You will feed them, change them, and soothe them when they cry. All while keeping the house clean."

I glanced around, hoping to catch Gretchen’s eye, but she was avoiding me, as she had been all morning. It stung to see her so distant after our shared moment last night. I felt a pang of jealousy every time she laughed or smiled at someone else.

We were divided into small groups, each with a doll to care for. My group included Troy and two other boys, Marcus and Evan. We were assigned a section of the lodge to clean and maintain while taking care of the doll.

"This is going to be a disaster," Troy muttered, holding the doll awkwardly.

"I have no idea how to do any of this."

"Me neither," Marcus said, frowning at the tiny clothes and diapers.

"Let’s just do our best," I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

"We can figure it out together."

The day started with a crying baby. The doll’s wails were surprisingly loud and realistic. I picked it up, trying to remember what little I knew about soothing a baby. "Uh, there, there," I said awkwardly, patting its back.

"Here, let me try," Evan said, taking the doll from me. He rocked it gently, and after a few minutes, the crying stopped.

"I think it’s hungry," he said, reaching for a bottle.

As we fed the doll, Madam Liliana walked around, observing and offering occasional advice. "Support the head," she reminded us.

"Hold the bottle at an angle to prevent air bubbles."

It was a steep learning curve. The doll cried frequently, and we struggled to keep up with the feeding, burping, and diaper changes while also trying to clean our assigned area. I found myself growing increasingly frustrated, especially with Gretchen avoiding me. Every time I looked up, she was busy helping someone else, and it hurt more than I wanted to admit.

"Why won’t this thing stop crying?" Troy groaned, holding the doll at arm’s length.

"Maybe it needs a diaper change," Marcus suggested, looking just as clueless.

I took a deep breath, trying to stay patient.

"Let’s try that. Here, put it on the changing table."

We fumbled with the tiny diaper, finally managing to change it. The doll stopped crying for a moment, giving us a brief respite.

"Good job, boys," Madam Liliana said, nodding in approval.

"Remember, this is about more than just taking care of the baby. It’s about understanding the constant demands and responsibilities that come with motherhood."

As the day wore on, we fell into a sort of rhythm. It wasn’t perfect, and there were plenty of mishaps, but we were learning. I couldn’t help but think about my own mother and the effort she put into raising me. It gave me a new perspective and a deep appreciation for everything she did.
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By the afternoon, exhaustion was setting in. The crying baby, the constant cleaning, and the emotional strain of dealing with Gretchen’s avoidance were taking their toll.

"Hey, Rick," Marcus said, breaking me out of my thoughts.

"You okay? You seem a little out of it."

"I’m fine," I lied, forcing a smile. "Just tired, like everyone else."

Troy handed me the doll, its cries piercing my ears. "Your turn."

I took the doll, rocking it gently.

"Shh, it’s okay," I murmured, feeling the weight of the day pressing down on me.

Finally, the lesson came to an end. We gathered in the main hall again, drained but with a new understanding of the challenges of motherhood.

"Well done, everyone," Madam Liliana said.

"Today’s lesson was not easy, but you’ve all gained valuable insights. Remember what you’ve learned and carry it with you because in your rooms, there’s a baby waiting and the batteries are not detachable."

I was exhausted. The day's lesson had been about mothering, and it had taken everything out of me and to find out that we were given individual baby toys to take care of on our own made it even more draining.

On top of that, I was pissed. Gretchen had been ignoring me all day. After what we shared last night, I didn't understand why she was acting like nothing happened. My frustration kept building until I couldn't take it anymore.

I stormed out of the main hall, needing to clear my head. As I walked through the gardens, I spotted Gretchen watering the hydrangeas. She looked calm and focused, completely unaware of the storm brewing inside me.

I walked over to her, my anger bubbling over. "Gretchen!" I snapped.

She looked up, surprised. "Rick, what's wrong?"

"What's wrong? Seriously?" I said, my voice rising.

"You’ve been ignoring me all day! What, you didn't like the kiss? You’re ghosting me now?"

Her eyes widened. "Rick, it’s not like that—"

"Then what is it?" I demanded, stepping closer.

"I thought we had something, and now you’re just pretending it never happened? What the hell, Gretchen?"

She took a deep breath, clearly upset. "Rick, I can’t date you!"

I blinked, taken aback. "What do you mean you can’t date me?"

"I'm a volunteer here," she said, her voice strained. "You know that. It doesn’t look right for me to be involved with one of the participants. It’s against the rules!"

I stared at her, my anger giving way to confusion and hurt.

"So, you’re just going to pretend nothing happened? That kiss meant nothing to you?"

"It meant something, Rick," she said softly, tears welling up in her eyes.

"But I have responsibilities here. I can’t let my feelings get in the way of my duty."

I shook my head, feeling like the ground had been pulled out from under me.

"This is so messed up."
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She looked at me, her own pain clear in her eyes. "I’m sorry, Rick. I really am."

With that, she turned and walked away, leaving me standing there, feeling more lost and alone than ever. I watched her go, the frustration and hurt swirling inside me. I didn’t know what to do or how to fix this.

That night, I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. The baby doll was crying again, and I was too exhausted to deal with it. The lessons were taking their toll, and I couldn't stop thinking about Gretchen. Her avoidance hurt more than I wanted to admit.

"Shut up," I muttered, turning over and burying my face in the pillow. But the doll's cries only grew louder.

I sighed, getting up and grabbing the doll. "What do you want now?" I grumbled, trying to soothe it. I rocked it back and forth, but nothing seemed to work.

"Seriously, can you just stop crying for one minute?"

The doll continued wailing, and I felt my frustration rise. I thought about my mom and everything she must have gone through, raising me on her own. The constant demands, the sleepless nights—it was more than I had ever appreciated.

"How did she do this?" I wondered aloud.

"How did she handle all of this?"

The crying seemed endless, and my patience was wearing thin. I paced the room, trying different techniques to calm the doll. Feeding, burping, changing the diaper—nothing seemed to work.

"I'm trying, okay?" I said, my voice cracking. "I'm really trying."

The hours dragged on, and my anger at Gretchen mixed with my frustration at the doll. I felt overwhelmed, like everything was piling up at once.

"Why won't you stop crying?" I yelled, feeling helpless.

It was past midnight, and I still couldn't get the doll to calm down. The lack of sleep was getting to me, and I could feel myself getting more and more agitated.

"Please, just stop," I pleaded, my voice breaking. "I can't take this anymore."

I sank into the chair, the doll in my arms, its cries piercing the silence of the night. I thought about my mom again, realizing how much I had taken her for granted. She had done all of this and more, without complaint.

"I'm sorry, Mom," I whispered, feeling a lump in my throat.

"I never knew how hard it was."

By 2:00 AM, I was completely drained. The doll's cries had become a distant noise in my exhausted mind. My eyelids felt heavy, and despite the noise, I began to drift off to sleep.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

IT WAS THE FINAL DAY AT THE CAMP, and I was a bundle of emotions. I was excited to see my mom and show her how much I had changed, but my heart ached at the thought of leaving Gretchen behind. Over the past weeks, we had stolen glances at each other, and though we never talked about it again, the connection was still there.

I stood in front of the mirror, determined to look my best for the final day. I wanted to make a good impression on my mom, and maybe, just maybe, show Gretchen that I had truly grown.

I started with the makeup. I took my time, applying foundation, blush, and mascara with careful precision. I remembered all the lessons Gretchen had given me, and as I worked, I felt a sense of pride in how far I had come.

"Not bad, Rick," I said to my reflection, smiling.

Next came the dress. I chose a light blue dress that flattered my figure and matched my eyes. I slipped it on, feeling the smooth fabric against my skin. It felt right, and I knew I looked good.

I reached for the wig, adjusting it until it sat perfectly. I styled it into soft waves, framing my face just the way I liked. Finally, I stepped into a pair of high heels, taking a moment to steady myself. I had become quite adept at walking in them, and it felt almost natural now.

"Alright," I said, giving myself one last look in the mirror. "Time to say goodbye."

I took a deep breath and looked around my room, taking in every detail. The bed where I had spent so many restless nights, the desk where I had practiced my makeup, the closet that held my new wardrobe. It had all become a part of me, and I was grateful for the experience.

"Goodbye, room," I said softly, feeling a lump in my throat.

[image: A cartoon of a person in a blue dress  Description automatically generated]

"Thanks for everything."

With one last look, I turned and walked out, ready to face the final day. As I made my way to the main hall, I felt a mix of anticipation and sadness. This place had changed me in ways I hadn't expected, and I was going to miss it.

I found Gretchen in the hall, helping some of the other boys with their final preparations. She looked up as I approached, and our eyes met. There was a moment of silence, a shared understanding that this was goodbye.

"Hey, Rick," she said, her voice soft. "You look amazing."

"Thanks, Gretchen," I replied, my heart pounding. "You look great too."

She smiled, and for a moment, everything felt right. But then reality set in, and I remembered that she was a volunteer and I was a participant. It was better for both of us to move on.

"Are you excited to see your mom?" she asked, trying to lighten the mood.

"Yeah, I am," I said, nodding.

"I can't wait to show her how much I've changed."

"She's going to be so proud of you," Gretchen said, her eyes shining.

"You've come a long way, Rick."

"Thanks to you," I said, feeling a surge of gratitude.

"I couldn't have done it without you."

She blushed and looked away. "I'm just glad I could help."

We stood there for a moment, not knowing what else to say. I wanted to tell her how much she meant to me, how much I was going to miss her, but the words wouldn't come.

"Well, I should go finish up," she said finally. "Take care, Rick."

"You too, Gretchen," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Goodbye."

Later that morning, we were asked to prepare breakfast for our moms, who were waiting in the main hall. I carried a tray of food, my hands trembling slightly. Around me, the other boys were just as nervous, their faces a mixture of determination and anxiety.

I glanced over at Troy, who was unusually quiet. He, too, was carrying a tray, and I could see the apprehension in his eyes. We had all come a long way, and this was the moment we would show our moms what we had learned.

"Alright, everyone," Madam Liliana said, her voice calm and reassuring.

"It's time. Remember to walk gracefully and keep your heads up."

We took a deep breath and walked into the main hall. The sight of our moms waiting for us was both comforting and intimidating. They looked up as we entered, their faces turning from anticipation to shock. The sight of their sons in dresses, makeup, and wigs was something none of them had expected.

Madam Liliana couldn't help but giggle a little.

"You must be wondering why they're in girly clothes," she began, addressing the moms.

"This is part of our approach to teaching empathy. We wanted them to truly understand and appreciate what you go through."

There was a moment of silence, followed by a series of giggles and murmurs. I scanned the room, searching for my mom. When our eyes met, her face lit up with a mixture of surprise and emotion.
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"Rick, is that you?" she asked, her voice trembling.

"Yeah, Mom, it's me," I said, walking over to her with the tray of food.

She stood up, tears welling in her eyes.

"You're so pretty, baby," she said, her voice breaking.

"Thanks, Mom," I replied, feeling a lump in my throat. "I missed you."

We hugged tightly, and I could feel her tears on my shoulder.

"I’ve missed you so much," she whispered.

"I'm sorry, Mom," I said, my own tears starting to flow.

"I'm sorry for everything. I didn't realize how hard it was for you."

She pulled back, cupping my face in her hands.

"Oh, Rick, I’m so glad."

I hugged her again, feeling a weight lift off my shoulders. Around the room, similar scenes were unfolding. I saw Troy, who had always been so tough, crying like a child on his mom's chest. It was a dramatic and emotional moment for all of us.

Madam Liliana gave us a moment before she spoke again.

"Please, everyone, take your seats and enjoy breakfast with your moms."

We all sat down, the boys and their moms gathered around the tables. The atmosphere was filled with laughter, tears, and heartfelt conversations. It was a moment of connection and understanding, something that had been missing for so long.

As I sat with my mom, sharing stories and catching up, I felt a deep sense of gratitude.

"Mom, I learned so much here," I said, between bites of pancakes.

"I never knew how much you did for me. I want to make it up to you. I promised that I’ll help clean around the house and cook for you."

She smiled, squeezing my hand. "You already have, Rick. Just seeing you like this is enough."

I looked around the room, taking in the scene. The boys who had once been rebellious and tough were now showing their softer sides, connecting with their moms in ways they never had before. It was a beautiful sight, one that filled me with hope.

From across the room, I saw Gretchen standing near the entrance, watching us. Our eyes met, and I mouthed, "Thank you." She smiled, wiping a tear from her eye. It was a bittersweet moment, knowing that this was the end of our time together, but also feeling grateful for everything she had taught me.

After breakfast, Madam Liliana called us all to attention one last time.

"I want to thank all of you for the effort and dedication you've shown. You've made remarkable progress, and I hope you carry these lessons with you as you move forward."

There were murmurs of agreement and appreciation from the boys and their moms. We knew that the camp had changed us in ways we never expected, and we were ready to take those changes into the world.

As we gathered our things and prepared to leave, I took a look around the camp. It had been a challenging journey, but one that had shaped me into a better person. I was ready to face whatever came next, armed with the lessons of empathy, respect, and understanding.

"Ready to go, Rick?" my mom asked, smiling at me.

"Yeah, I'm ready," I said, feeling a sense of closure.

[image: car bird's eyeview on campsite]

As we walked to the car, I felt a mix of emotions. I was excited to go home and start a new chapter, but I would miss the people I had met and the experiences I had gone through.

In the distance, I saw Gretchen one last time. She waved, and I waved back, feeling a bittersweet pang in my heart. She had been such an important part of my journey, and I would always be grateful to her.

As we drove away, I looked back at the camp one final time, feeling a sense of peace. It was the end of one chapter, but the beginning of another. And I was ready for whatever came next, knowing that I had the strength and confidence to succeed.

"Mom," I said, breaking the silence in the car.

"I love you. Thank you for everything."

She smiled, her eyes shining with tears.

"I love you too, Rick. And I'm so proud of you."


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

IT WAS MY FIRST DAY OF SENIOR HIGH, and I was sitting in the classroom waiting for our homeroom teacher to arrive. The room buzzed with the chatter of excited and nervous students. I was deep in thought, thinking about the camp and, most of all, Gretchen. I wondered how she was doing now.
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"Hey, Rick," Brody said, nudging me. He and Gus had that familiar mischievous glint in their eyes.

"Wanna skip class? We’re thinking of hitting up the arcade."

I looked at them, feeling a sense of calm and purpose that was new to me.

"No, thanks," I said, shaking my head.

"Senior high is really important. I want to graduate and make my mom proud. All her hard work shouldn’t go to waste. You guys should think about that too."

Brody and Gus exchanged shocked glances.

"Whatever, bro," Gus said, rolling his eyes. "You’re nuts."

"Yeah, man," Brody added, laughing. "We’ll catch you later."

They left the classroom, still chuckling to themselves. I watched them go, feeling a mix of sadness and resolve. They didn’t understand yet, but maybe they would someday. I leaned back in my chair, my thoughts drifting back to the camp and to Gretchen. I wondered what she was doing now, and if she was thinking about me too.

Just then, the door opened, and a stern-looking woman walked in.

"Good morning, class," she said, her voice cutting through the chatter.

"I’m Mrs. Carter, and I’ll be your homeroom teacher and math teacher this year."

The room fell silent as she scanned the room, her gaze sharp.

"I expect punctuality, respect, and hard work from each of you. This is your final year, and it’s crucial that you take it seriously."

Before she could continue, there was a knock on the door. She turned, her expression softening slightly.

"Come in."

The door opened, and my heart nearly stopped. It was Gretchen. She looked as surprised as I felt, and for a moment, our eyes locked. Mrs. Carter turned back to the class.

"Class, this is Gretchen Miller. She’s a transfer student, and I expect you all to treat her with respect and be nice to her."

There was a murmur of excitement and curiosity from the class. Gretchen looked tearful, and from where I was sitting, I could feel my own eyes welling up.

Mrs. Carter pointed to the empty seat next to me.

"Gretchen, you can sit down beside Rick."
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Gretchen walked over, her steps hesitant. She sat down next to me, and we both stared straight ahead, not daring to look at each other. The room was filled with whispers and curious glances, but all I could think about was Gretchen sitting beside me.

Without thinking, I reached out and took her hand under the desk. She hesitated for a moment, then interlaced her fingers with mine. The simple touch said everything that words couldn’t. We didn’t need to speak; the connection was there, strong and undeniable.

Mrs. Carter continued with her introduction, but I barely heard a word. My heart was pounding, and my thoughts were a whirlwind of emotions. Gretchen was here, beside me, and it felt like everything was falling into place.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

GRADUATION DAY had finally arrived, and I was sitting beside my mom, feeling a mixture of excitement and disbelief. It had been a crazy year, one filled with challenges, growth, and unexpected triumphs. As we sat in the crowded auditorium, the principal called Gretchen's name.
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"And our salutatorian, Gretchen Miller," the principal announced.

I watched proudly as Gretchen walked to the stage. She looked radiant, her face beaming with happiness as she accepted her medal. My mom squeezed my hand, her eyes shining with pride.

"She did it," my mom whispered, smiling.

"Yeah, she did," I said, my heart swelling with pride for Gretchen.

Gretchen took the microphone, her voice steady and clear. "Thank you all for this honor. This year has been a journey of growth and learning, not just academically, but personally. I'm grateful to my teachers, my friends, and my family for their unwavering support. Thank you."

As she stepped down, the applause was thunderous. She glanced at me, and our eyes met. We shared a smile that spoke volumes. It had been a tough journey, but we had made it.

The principal returned to the podium, adjusting his glasses. "And now, our valedictorian. This student has shown remarkable improvement and dedication throughout the year. Please congratulate Rick Strauss."

I felt a rush of emotions as I stood up. My mom hugged me tightly, her voice choked with tears. "I'm so proud of you, Rick. You've come so far."

"Thanks, Mom," I said, my own eyes misting.

"I couldn't have done it without you."

I walked to the stage, my heart pounding. As I accepted my medal, I looked out at the sea of faces, my classmates, teachers, and family members. It was overwhelming, but in the best way possible.

I stepped up to the microphone, taking a deep breath.

"Thank you," I began, my voice shaky at first.

"This year has been the most challenging and rewarding of my life. I never thought I'd be standing here as valedictorian. It feels surreal."

I paused, gathering my thoughts. "I want to start by thanking Madam Liliana of the Goodhearted Guys camp. She taught me lessons that went beyond the classroom. Her camp was where I learned about empathy, respect, and understanding. It was tough, but it changed me for the better."

There were murmurs of recognition from some of the parents and teachers who knew about the camp. I continued, feeling more confident.

"I also want to thank Gretchen. You’ve been my friend, my mentor, and my inspiration. Your kindness and strength have guided me through some of the toughest times."

Gretchen smiled at me from her seat, her eyes glistening with tears. I felt a lump in my throat as I moved on to the most important person in my life.

"And finally, I want to thank my mom," I said, my voice breaking.

"You’ve always been there for me, even when I didn’t make it easy. Your hard work, your sacrifices, they mean everything to me. I wouldn’t be here without you."

My mom was openly crying now, and I felt tears streaming down my own face.
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"This achievement is as much yours as it is mine. Thank you for never giving up on me."

I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. "This year has taught me that we can change, we can grow, and we can achieve things we never thought possible. It’s been a wild ride, but it’s also been the best year of my life. Thank you all for being a part of it."

The applause was deafening as I stepped down from the podium. I walked back to my seat, my heart full. Gretchen met me halfway, and we hugged tightly.

"You were amazing," she whispered, her voice filled with emotion.

"Thanks," I replied, my voice choked. "So were you."

We walked back to our seats together, and I sat down next to my mom. She hugged me again, and I felt a deep sense of gratitude and love.

After the ceremony, we gathered outside for photos and congratulations. My mom, Gretchen, and I stood together, smiling for the camera. It was a moment of pure joy, a celebration of everything we had achieved.

"Let's get one more with Madam Liliana," Gretchen suggested, waving her over.

Madam Liliana joined us, her face beaming with pride.

"I always knew you had it in you, Rick," she said, patting my shoulder.
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"You’ve come a long way."

"Thanks to you," I replied, feeling a surge of gratitude.

"I’ll never forget what you taught me."

We took the photo, capturing the moment forever. As the crowd began to disperse, I looked at my mom and Gretchen, feeling a deep sense of peace and happiness.

"We did it," I said, my voice filled with pride.

"Yes, we did," my mom replied, hugging me tightly.

Gretchen smiled, taking my hand. "The future is ours, Rick. Let’s make the most of it."

THE END <3

Did you enjoy The Girly Camp? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Very Girly Boys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Detentions Delights

Bullied constantly by a jock and now, the principal?

Was I really doomed to suffer this fate forever?

But then, my mother said otherwise after drawing out The Emperor and Wheel of Fortune cards.

Story 2 – Old Maid

When my father died, I took over his role as the man of the house. Working odd jobs, doing gigs, and spending all of my earnings to support my family wasn’t a problem.

But 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 3 – The Farmer’s Daughter

She hated me… I reminded her of the man who left her for a younger woman… but she was my mother.

All I could do was run to him. The man who loved me unconditionally and who showed me what it was to truly be alive.

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 Very Girly Boys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…

[image: A person in a black dress  Description automatically generated]

“But Mistress Lilith… entertain and serve men in a dress? I don’t think so.”

The Sissy Hostess


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


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!” “My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Girly Camp – Trans Girls Teaches Bad Boys A  Lesson.

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 it on Kindle.

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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