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Introduction

"He wants you to change into a maid’s uniform. It’s part of HIS commandments. Take it or leave it."
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was broke. Jobless. One step away from sleeping in a cardboard box. Then Vincent Moreau—rich, ruthless, and ridiculously handsome—offered me a job as his live-in housekeeper.

The catch? He had rules.

The Girly Commandments.

Perfect posture. Soft-spoken manners. Aesthetically pleasing at all times. And somehow, that included a maid’s uniform, stockings, and learning to waltz in his ballroom.

I told myself I hated it. That I hated him. But every time he whispered my name—Lucille, not Lucas—I felt something unravel.

Humiliated, I ran. But no matter how far I went, I couldn’t run from who I was becoming. And Vincent? He’s ready to claim me completely.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE PLACE LOOKED like it belonged in a magazine. You know, the kind rich people left on their coffee tables so their guests could admire things they’d never afford.

I double-checked the address on my phone. Vincent Moreau. Sounded like someone who’d throw a charity gala but never actually touch the money. Probably had a butler named Jeeves and a closet full of identical navy-blue suits.

I exhaled, straightened my thrift store blazer, and knocked. This was my last shot. If this guy didn’t hire me, it was back to couch surfing and hoping my so-called friends didn't get sick of me.

The door opened, but instead of a housekeeper or some elderly assistant, he stood there.

Vincent Moreau.

Tall. Broad. Dark hair so neatly styled it looked illegal. Sharp suit, sharper cheekbones, and a stare that could freeze water.
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"You're late," he said, glancing at his watch like I had personally insulted his schedule.

I wasn't late. If anything, I was three minutes early, but sure, let’s go with that.

"Sorry about that, traffic," I lied, even though I’d walked.

He stepped aside, motioning for me to enter. No handshake, no hello, just a silent command. I swallowed and stepped in, trying not to gawk at the size of the place. Mansion didn’t even cover it. More like a palace had a one-night stand with a five-star hotel and this was the love child.

I barely made it past the marble foyer before he spoke again.

"Experience?"

"Uh, I can clean," I said. "Used to work at a bar, so I know my way around messes."

He arched a brow. "A bar."

"Yeah, you know—sticky floors, broken bottles, guys who think tipping means leaving their number." I forced a chuckle. He didn’t laugh. Not even a pity smirk.

His gaze dragged over me. I could practically hear him judging my thrift store pants, the scuffed boots, the five o’clock shadow I hadn’t bothered to shave.

"You’ll be living here full-time," he said. "Breakfast at seven. House must be spotless by noon. Dinner prep by six. No personal guests. No slacking. And—" he took a step closer, his eyes locking onto mine, "—aesthetics matter."

My stomach tightened. Aesthetics? What the hell did that mean?

"Is that… a requirement?" I asked, half-joking.

"Presentation is everything," he replied, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. "I have standards."

I wanted to roll my eyes. Of course he did.

"Well, I can assure you, sir," I said, throwing in some fake politeness, "I clean up nice."

He didn't laugh. Instead, he held out a piece of paper. The contract.

I took it, scanning the details. Good pay. Free housing. Three meals a day. The only catch? It felt like I was signing up for a lifestyle, not a job.

Vincent stood there, watching me. Waiting.

I could say no. Walk out, pretend I had a better offer, keep my pride intact.

But my stomach grumbled at the thought.

I grabbed the pen.

"Where do I sign?"

By the time I finished signing, he had already turned away, like my entire existence was a mild inconvenience.

"Colette will show you to your quarters," he said, not even bothering to look at me. "She'll go over your responsibilities."

And with that, he walked off, disappearing down one of the endless hallways. I stared after him, half expecting him to come back and say, Just kidding, you’re not what I ordered.

But nope. Apparently, I had the job.

"Right this way," a crisp voice said.

I turned to see Colette, the head housekeeper. She was in her forties, stiff posture, neatly pinned hair, and eyes that looked like they missed absolutely nothing.

"You will be expected to follow a strict routine," she said as she led me through the absurdly large mansion. "Mr. Moreau values efficiency and discipline."

Right. Because nothing screams discipline like hiring some guy off the street and making him live in your house.

We passed a mirror, and I caught a glimpse of myself—messy hair, sleeves rolled up, a general “I don’t belong here” energy. The whole place reeked of money, and I? I reeked of a guy who ate gas station hot dogs last night.

Finally, we stopped at a door. Colette pushed it open, revealing my new living quarters.

It was… not what I expected.

I had assumed I’d get some dusty, barely furnished servant’s quarters. Instead, the room was pristine. Too pristine. Like a high-end hotel room with zero personality.

There was a neatly made bed, a small but elegant wardrobe, a full-length mirror, and an attached bathroom that was fancier than any apartment I’d ever rented.

"This will be your space," she said. "Your uniform is in the wardrobe. You will be expected to wear it at all times while on duty."

Uniform. Right. I walked over, opened the doors… and froze.

Because hanging inside wasn’t just a uniform. It was… a statement.

The fabric was sleek and high-quality, but the cut—fitted, tailored, almost too polished. The shirt cinched at the waist, the slacks looked suspiciously slim-fit, and the overall silhouette was just… off.

"This has to be a mistake," I said, pulling it out like it might bite me. "This looks—" I stopped myself before I could say weirdly feminine.

She didn’t blink. "Mr. Moreau has specific expectations. Aesthetic expectations."

Of course he did.

I exhaled. "Alright, I get it. He wants things a certain way. Fine. But this?" I held the uniform up, frowning. "This is a little—"

"Appropriate," she finished for me.

I stared at her. "That’s a weird way to say ‘humiliating.’"

She finally gave me the tiniest hint of a smirk. "You’ll adjust."

Would I, though?

I grumbled under my breath but took the uniform. If this was the price of a steady job and free rent, then fine. I’d wear the stupid thing. Didn’t mean I had to like it.

"Your first shift starts tomorrow at six a.m. sharp," she said. "Do not be late."

Before I could respond, she turned on her heel and left.

I stood there, holding the uniform like it was my own personal execution notice.

This was going to be a long, long job.
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Later that night… I wasn’t asleep. Not even close. I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, my mind spinning. Something about this job felt… off. Not just the weirdly tailored uniform or the excessive emphasis on “aesthetics.”

It was Vincent. The way he looked at me. Like he already knew something I didn’t.

I turned on my side, trying to shake the unease.

That’s when I heard it.

Vincent’s voice.

I sat up, ears straining. He was talking on the phone somewhere nearby.

"He’ll come around soon enough," Vincent said, his voice smooth and unreadable.

I frowned. Who was he talking about?

There was a pause. Then, in a lower tone, he added:

"He doesn’t know it yet, but he’s already changing."

A chill ran through me. I didn’t know what the hell he meant. But I had a feeling I was about to find out.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NEXT morning, I barely had time to rub the sleep out of my eyes before Colette banged on my door like a debt collector. "Mr. Moreau wants to see you," she announced.

I groaned, rolling onto my stomach. "Tell him I died."

"You have five minutes," she replied, ignoring me completely. "Do not be late."

Yeah, yeah. I got it.

I dragged myself out of bed, shoved on the uniform that was still weirdly snug, and did my best to make it look like I had my life together. Spoiler: I did not.

By the time I walked into Vincent’s office, he was already seated behind an obscenely expensive-looking desk, flipping through paperwork like I wasn’t even there.

"Morning, boss," I said, throwing in a casual salute. "You rang?"

He didn’t look up. "Sit."

Alright, so not a morning person. Noted.

I dropped into the chair across from him, slouching immediately, because what was he gonna do? Fire me? I’d love to see him try.

Vincent sighed and finally looked up. "Posture."

I blinked. "What?"

"Straighten your back. Chin up. You look like a delinquent."

I scoffed. "That’s because I am."

His expression didn’t change. If anything, he seemed more unimpressed. "Not anymore."

Before I could ask what the hell that meant, he pulled out a crisp, cream-colored folder and slid it across the desk.

I hesitated. "Is this… a lawsuit?" Vincent pinched the bridge of his nose, like dealing with me was taking years off his life. "Read it." Not wanting to argue, I picked it up and opened it.

The Girly Commandments.

I stared. Then I stared harder. Then I flipped it over to check if this was a joke.

Nope. Dead serious.

I skimmed through the rules, each one more insane than the last.

	Posture must be straight at all times. 

	Speech must be refined—no slang or crudeness. 

	Movements must be delicate and intentional. No slouching, stomping, or lounging like a common hooligan. 

	Grooming must be meticulous. Skin must remain flawless. Hair must always be in order. Nails will be maintained. 



I looked up, mouth half open. "This is a cult."

He didn’t blink. "It’s a standard."

"For what? Rich guy aesthetics?"

"For presenting yourself properly." He leaned back in his chair, cool and unreadable. "I expect my household to maintain a certain level of refinement. If you’re going to be part of it, you will meet those standards."

"You hired a housekeeper," I reminded him. "Not a debutante."

"And yet," he said, resting his chin on his hand, "you signed a contract that says otherwise."

I clenched my jaw. Damn it.

He must’ve seen something on my face—defeat, probably—because he pushed the folder toward me again. "This isn’t optional."

I exhaled through my nose, flipping through the ridiculous list of rules.

"So what? I follow these commandments, and suddenly I’m worthy of vacuuming your floors?"

"Exactly."

I stared at him. He stared back. Neither of us blinked.

I could walk out. Tell him where he could shove his Girly Commandments and find a new job.

But then what?

I had no money, no apartment, no backup plan. And as infuriating as Vincent was, this job was stupidly good.

I gritted my teeth. "Fine."

He gave a single nod, satisfied. "Colette will begin your training."

I snorted. "Training? I’m not a show dog."

"No," he agreed, standing up. "You’re a work in progress."

And with that, he was gone.
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I glared at the stupid folder in my hands, already regretting every decision I had ever made. I barely had time to process my new life sentence before Colette dragged me into a room that looked like a luxury salon and a medieval torture chamber had a baby.

The walls were lined with mirrors. There was a vanity covered in expensive-looking skincare products, an armchair that screamed sit here and suffer, and a tray of metal tools that looked suspiciously like they belonged in a dentist’s office.

I crossed my arms. "Let’s just get this over with."

She tilted her head. "Oh, we will. But first, we need to do something about that."

I blinked. "About what?"

She gestured vaguely at my entire face.

Rude.

Before I could protest, she pushed me into the chair and flicked on a blinding vanity light.

"Ow! What is this, an interrogation?"

She ignored me, inspecting my skin with the cold precision of a scientist examining a failed lab experiment.

"You don’t moisturize, do you?"

I frowned. "No?"

She made a sound like I’d just confessed to war crimes.

"Unacceptable," she muttered, reaching for a bottle. "We'll start with exfoliation."

"Cool. Sounds fake," I said, but before I could argue, she was already scrubbing my face with something that smelled suspiciously like a spa and regret.

I hissed. "Ow—what is this? Acid? Sandpaper?"

"It’s a mild exfoliant."

"This is a hate crime."

She sighed, wiping my face clean. "Next—eyebrows."

I stiffened. "What’s wrong with my eyebrows?"

"They exist," she said, grabbing a tiny pair of scissors.

"Okay, first of all, rude," I said, gripping the armrests. "Second of all, are we sure this is necessary?"

"Yes."

She tilted my chin up, scissors way too close to my eyeballs for comfort. I sat completely still, half expecting to die right then and there.

Snip.

Snip.

When she pulled back, she nodded approvingly.

I glanced in the mirror and nearly had a crisis.

My brows looked cleaner. More defined. Less I don’t care about my life and more I woke up like this.

I swallowed hard. Oh no.

"Better," Colette said. "Now, nails."

"Okay, pause—what’s wrong with my nails?"

She grabbed my hands, inspecting them with the same level of concern a doctor has for a terminal patient.

"Uneven. Dry. Cuticles are a mess."

I squinted at my fingers. They looked… fine? Maybe a little rough, but nothing life-threatening.

Before I could protest, she started filing them down.

"You know, I used to be cool," I muttered.

She didn’t even blink. "I highly doubt that."

I scowled.

By the time she finished, my nails were shorter, smoother, and weirdly polished-looking.

I flexed my fingers. "Great. Now I look like a guy who says things like slay and fab."

She gave me a flat look. "All because you just got a manicure?"

I groaned, leaning back in the chair. "Vincent better be paying me extra for this."

"He’s paying you enough to listen," she shot back.

She had a point. Didn’t mean I had to like it.

Just as I was coming to terms with my suffering, the door creaked open.

"Is Lucille behaving?"

I froze. Lucille?

His voice was smooth, unreadable. The kind that made my stomach do weird things I didn’t want to name.

Colette straightened. "He’s tolerating it."

I huffed. "I’m right here, you know."

Vincent ignored me, tilting my chin up with two fingers.

My breath caught. Too close. Too much.

He studied my face, gaze sharp. "Better. But Lucille is still a work in progress."

I scowled. "If you call me that one more time—"
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"You’ll what?" he asked, arching a brow.

I opened my mouth. Then closed it.

Damn it. He had me there.

Vincent smirked like he knew it, then turned to Colette. "Continue."

And just like that, he was gone.

I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding.

Colette smirked. "I think he likes you."

I scoffed, trying to ignore the way my face heated up.

"Yeah. In the same way a sculptor likes a block of marble he’s about to hack into pieces."

She just chuckled. "Then you better prepare yourself, Lucille."

I froze.

"What did you just call me?"

She shrugged. "Isn’t that what he calls you?"

"Yeah, but—" I rubbed the back of my neck. God, why did it make me feel weird?

Colette just smiled knowingly.

"Welcome to your new life."


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP the next morning to something far worse than Colette’s usual banging on my door. A box. Sitting at the foot of my bed like a threat.

I stared at it. It stared back. Silent. Menacing.

I glanced toward the door. "Colette?"

No answer.

I sighed, rubbing my face. Great. Either this was a gift or my official resignation notice in fabric form.

I leaned forward and pried it open.

And then I blinked.

Because inside wasn’t just a uniform. It was a downgrade in dignity.

The fabric was softer, lighter, dangerously close to something you’d find in a luxury boutique. The usual stiff slacks were gone, replaced with something that looked not just form-fitting, but utterly feminine.

And beneath it?

Stockings.

I let out a slow breath. "Oh, hell no."

As if on cue, Colette waltzed in like she could sense my suffering.

"Ah, good," she said. "You’ve seen your new uniform."

I lifted it by the sleeve. "This isn’t a uniform. This is a crime against my masculinity."

Colette didn’t even blink. "Mr. Moreau’s orders."

I groaned. "Of course it was."

I glanced at the stockings again. Delicate, sheer. Something that belonged on someone dainty.

"You’ve got to be joking," I said, holding them up. "Do I look like someone who wears these?"

She gave me a once-over. "Not yet."

I gagged on air.

She crossed her arms. "Mr. Moreau expects you to wear it at all times during work hours."

"Yeah, well, Mr. Moreau can—" I cut myself off because, unfortunately, my bank account wasn’t in a position to be bold.

I gritted my teeth. "Fine."

I grabbed the uniform and stomped into the bathroom, fully prepared to suffer in silence.

The fabric slid over my skin too easily. The fit was snug but weirdly comfortable. The stockings? A nightmare. I spent a solid five minutes wrestling with them before finally getting them on.

When I stepped out, Colette gave me a slow once-over.

"See?" she said. "Much better."
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I crossed my arms, glowering. "I feel like a prop in some billionaire’s twisted dollhouse."

She ignored me and turned toward the door. "Mr. Moreau is waiting downstairs."

I groaned, dragging my feet the whole way down.

By the time I reached the dining room, Vincent was already there, sipping his stupidly expensive coffee, eyes barely lifting as I entered.

And then, when he did look up?

Something flickered across his face. Something almost amused.

"Now," he said, setting his cup down, "you’re starting to look presentable, Lucille."

I froze.

The name hit differently this time. Like a soft tap against my ribs that I couldn’t shake.

I clenched my jaw. "Don’t call me that."

Vincent tilted his head, completely unfazed. "Why not?"

"Because," I snapped, shifting in the ridiculous stockings. "It’s not my name."

He smirked. Smirked. "You didn’t correct me last time."

"Because I was in shock," I shot back.

His smirk widened like this was his favorite game.

"Well," he said smoothly, "you better get used to it."

And just like that, he went back to his coffee like my identity crisis wasn’t his problem. I gritted my teeth, my stomach doing something weird and annoying.

I was going to survive this job.

But I was not going to survive him.

Later that night, dinner was a test. Not the kind with a multiple-choice section and a neat little score at the end. No. This was a slow-burn, psychological warfare kind of test.

Vincent sat at the head of the long dining table, sipping his obnoxiously expensive wine while I sat two seats down, shifting uncomfortably in my new uniform.

The stockings itched. The fabric of my outfit clung in ways I wasn’t used to. And worst of all?

Vincent was watching me.

Not obviously. Not in a way that could get him arrested. But every now and then, he’d glance over, his expression unreadable, calculating. Like he was waiting for me to screw up.

Colette, standing nearby, cleared her throat. "Shall we begin?"

I blinked at the neatly arranged utensils in front of me. Forks. Knives. Spoons. Too many of them.

"This feels like a setup," I muttered.

Vincent lifted an eyebrow. "It’s called etiquette."

"It’s called unnecessary stress," I shot back.

He ignored me and gestured toward my plate. "Go on, then."

I frowned, picking up what I hoped was the correct fork and stabbing a piece of pretentious-looking steak.

He exhaled sharply. I paused. "What?" He gestured at my hand. "You're gripping it like you're about to fight someone."

I scowled. "Maybe I am."

Colette stifled a laugh. Vincent did not.

"You need to be more delicate," he said, his voice that smooth, arrogant tone that made me want to throw something. "Refined. Try again."

I huffed, setting the fork down and forcing myself to hold it lightly. I took another bite. This time, Vincent nodded.

"Good," he murmured. "Much better, Lucille."

I froze.

The name hit just as hard as before.

I forced a laugh, trying to play it off. "Wow, look at that. Still not my name."

Vincent swirled his wine. "Are you sure?"

I blinked. "What?"

"You don’t seem as opposed to it as before."

I scoffed. "That’s because I’ve given up."

Vincent smirked. Like he knew something I didn’t. "Is that so?"

I clenched my jaw. Why did he say it like that? Like I was a house of cards already swaying in the wind.

I shoved another bite of food into my mouth to avoid answering.

The rest of dinner was tense, but quiet. Vincent corrected my posture twice. Told me to soften my chewing once. And by the time I finished eating, I was mentally exhausted.

Colette took my plate and disappeared into the kitchen, leaving just me and Vincent.

He leaned back in his chair, studying me like I was his personal experiment. I braced myself. "What now?"

Vincent took a slow sip of his wine, then set the glass down.

"You did well tonight," he said.

I blinked. "Is that… a compliment?"

His lips twitched. "Don’t let it go to your head."

I scoffed. "Too late."

I pushed my chair back and stood. "Well, thanks for the traumatizing lesson in fine dining. I’ll be sure to forget all of it as soon as I leave this room."

I turned to go, but before I could take a step—
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"Goodnight, Lucille."

I froze.

The way he said it. Soft, sure, like it belonged to me.

I swallowed. Hard.

But I didn’t correct him.

I didn’t turn around.

I just walked away, pretending like I didn’t feel it sink into my ribs.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A WEEK IN, and I was getting used to the routine. Wake up. Survive Colette’s morning inspection. Avoid Vincent as much as humanly possible.

It was a good system. Flawless. Until the universe decided to humiliate me.

I was in the hallway, straightening my too-fitted, too-polished, too-everything uniform, adjusting the little waist apron that sat annoyingly snug. Stupid thing never stayed flat.

I huffed and turned slightly to check in the nearest mirror.

And that’s when I saw him.

Vincent.

Standing in the doorway behind me, watching.

My stomach did something stupid.

I spun around so fast I nearly tripped over myself. "Jesus, do you creep around the house for fun?"

Vincent’s mouth twitched. "You were distracted."

I scowled. "I was adjusting my apron, not committing a crime."

"That depends on how you look at it."

I groaned. "Right. Because looking neat and presentable is part of your whole—" I waved a hand in the air. "—weird aesthetic cult thing."

He stepped further into the room, hands in his pockets, too at ease while I was still reeling.

"You’re improving," he mused, nodding toward the mirror.

"At what? Not losing my mind?"

"At looking the part," he corrected.

I stiffened. I hated that he said it like that.

Like I was becoming something. Someone. Like it was only a matter of time.

I crossed my arms. "You realize you sound insane, right?"

Vincent only hummed, tilting his head slightly, like he was studying me. "You’re flustered, Lucille."

I twitched. "Don’t call me that."

"Why not?" His voice was too smooth. Too damn knowing.

"Because," I snapped, turning away, because I couldn’t look at him without feeling weird about it.

But then—he chuckled.

And it wasn’t a normal chuckle. It was low, amused, effortless.

And infuriating.

"How adorable," he said, more to himself than to me.

I whipped back around. "I am not adorable."

He didn’t argue. Just kept watching me like he was enjoying the show.

I pointed at him. "I will quit."

"You won’t," he said simply.

Damn it. He was right.

I groaned, rubbing my face. "I hate this job."

Vincent smirked. "Do you?"

I wanted to throw something at his stupid perfect face.

Instead, I stormed past him, ignoring the heat crawling up my neck.

And the worst part?

I could still feel his eyes on me.
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After rigorously ensuring that every silver was polished after lunch, I was dying for a nap. But no, living in his mansion didn’t allow such a thing.

“Vincent needs you in the ballroom,” Colette informed as I placed the last silver spoon back in the drawer. I should’ve known something was up the second she said ballroom.

Yes. The ballroom.

Because apparently, rich people didn’t just have absurdly large dining rooms and libraries straight out of a vampire movie—they also needed a whole damn ballroom.

By the time I got there, Vincent was already waiting. Perfect suit. Perfect posture. Perfectly annoying.

I slowed my steps, eyes narrowing. "Alright, what fresh hell is this?"

He gestured to the polished floor, as if that explained anything.

"We're moving on to personality refinement."

I blinked. "What?"

"You’re learning to dance," he said simply.

I laughed. Like, full-body, almost-bent-over laughed.

He just waited.

I coughed. "Oh, you’re serious."

"Obviously."

I exhaled through my nose. "Alright. Why?"

"Because it’s part of your development."

I made a face. "That tells me nothing."

He tilted his head slightly. "You need to carry yourself with grace. Dancing will help."

I groaned. "You’re making me your live-in housekeeper, not an undercover princess."

"You’re under my employment," he said simply. "That means you will learn what I require you to learn."

I sighed, already regretting my life choices. "Fine. Let’s get this over with."

He stepped forward and held out his hand.

I stared at it. "You’re joking."

"You need a partner."

I folded my arms. "Can’t Colette do it?"

Vincent didn’t blink. "No."

I groaned, dragging a hand down my face. "You are actually enjoying this, aren’t you?"

"Not particularly," he said, though his smirk said otherwise.

I muttered a few choice words under my breath but begrudgingly took his hand.

His fingers curled around mine, warm and steady.

Too steady.

I stiffened. "Alright. Now what?"

He pulled me in slightly. "Follow my lead."

The second he moved, I nearly tripped.

His grip tightened, keeping me upright.

I winced. "Well, that was humiliating."

He hummed. "Try again. Lighter steps."

I scowled, but did as I was told.

The first few tries were a disaster. I stepped wrong, stumbled twice, and almost crushed his foot. But slowly, painfully, I got better.

The tension between us shifted.

Somewhere along the way, it wasn’t just a lesson anymore.

It was something else.

His hand on my waist was firm but careful. His hold on my hand never wavered.

And worse? Worse was how natural it felt.

I swallowed hard. "Okay, I get the point. Can we stop now?"

His grip didn’t loosen. His voice was lower when he said, "You should get used to feeling like this."

My stomach did something annoying.

I glanced up at him—a mistake.

Because he was looking at me. Really looking.

The air between us shifted.

My chest went tight, pulse kicking up.

And for a split second—**just a second—**it felt like something was about to happen.
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Like we were going to—

He let go. I stumbled back, breath unsteady. His face was unreadable again. Like whatever had just happened didn’t exist. And I hated how much I noticed that.

"Lesson over," he said simply.

And just like that, he walked away.

I stood there, hands still faintly warm where he’d held them.

And I hated, more than anything, that I already missed it.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I found another box waiting for me. This was becoming a bad habit. I stared at it like it might explode, then sighed and pulled the lid off.

Inside was a sleek, black makeup kit. Expensive. Too expensive.

There was a note on top, written in Vincent’s ridiculously perfect handwriting.

"Presentation is everything. Learn well."

I groaned. "Oh, for the love of—"

"Complaining already?"

I jumped because Colette had somehow materialized out of nowhere.

"Jesus! Can you wear a bell or something?"

She ignored me, plucking the note from my hand. She skimmed it, then nodded, completely unfazed. "Good. This will save us time."

I blinked. "Save us time for what?"

"For today’s lesson," she said, gesturing toward the vanity. "Sit."

I sighed. "Do I have a choice?"

"No."

I dragged myself to the chair and plopped down. "Figures."

She set the kit in front of me, flicked it open, and revealed my doom. There were brushes. Powders. Palettes with colors I didn’t know existed.

I eyed them like they might bite me. "This is a lot."

"You’ll get used to it," she said, pulling out a foundation bottle. "Now, watch carefully."

And then, to my absolute horror, she started dabbing stuff on my face.

I twitched. "Hold on—what is that?"

"Foundation."

"For what?"

"Even skin tone."

"My skin is fine."

She gave me a look. "You have dark circles."

I scowled. "They add character."

"They add exhaustion," she corrected, blending the product in like she was painting a masterpiece. I stayed perfectly still, mostly because I was afraid she’d stab me in the eye with a brush.

"Alright," she murmured. "Look."

I hesitated, then turned toward the mirror.

And… yeah.

I looked different.

Not unrecognizable. Just… cleaner. Smoother. Polished.

I swallowed. "Weird."

She hummed, moving on. "Now, brows."

I sighed. "We just did my brows last week."

"Now we’re enhancing them."

"Enhancing them for what?"

She just ignored me and started filling them in.

I didn’t fight her this time. Didn’t argue.

Because—**God help me—**I was actually curious.

The more she worked, the more I saw it.

A version of me I didn’t recognize, but also… kind of did.

It was unnerving. And a little addicting.

By the time she finished, I was quiet.

Colette stepped back, watching me. "What do you think?"

I licked my lips. "I think…"

I shook my head. What did I think?

It wasn’t bad.

It wasn’t bad at all.

And that was the scariest part.
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The first rule of working in a billionaire’s mansion? Don’t question anything. The second rule? Definitely question everything.

Because when I walked into the grand hall and saw a full-blown elite gathering happening, I knew I was screwed.

Colette had prepped me earlier—"Vincent is hosting a formal event. You will serve the guests."

Sure, fine. I could carry trays and nod politely. Easy.

What I wasn’t ready for?

The outfit.

The usual "aesthetically pleasing" uniform had been swapped for something even more ridiculous.

A sleek, silk V-neck blouse with delicate sleeves. Tailored slacks that hugged my waist just right. And—because the universe hated me—heels.

I had stared at Colette like she’d grown a second head.

"Why do I feel like I’m about to be auctioned off?"

She didn’t blink. "Presentation is important."

"I swear to God, if Vincent says that phrase one more time, I’m setting this place on fire."

She handed me the tray instead. "Get moving."

So now, here I was—slinking through a party filled with the kind of people who probably had yachts named after their dogs.

I kept my head down, tray balanced, avoiding eye contact like a champ. Until someone spoke.

"My, my. Who’s this lovely thing?"

Crap.

I turned slowly and found myself face to face with some expensively dressed guy in his forties. Slicked-back hair. Sharp smile. The type of man who probably wrote books on how to invest in Bitcoin.

"New staff?" he mused, looking me over.

I forced a smile. "Something like that."

He stepped closer. Too close. "And what’s your name, sweetheart?"

I clenched my jaw. "Lucas."

His smile didn’t budge. "That doesn’t sound right."

I blinked. "Excuse me?"

"You don’t look like a Lucas," he said, swirling his drink.

"You look more like a…" He tilted his head. "Lucille, was it?"

I tensed.

How the hell did he—

"She does, doesn’t she?"

Vincent.

I barely had time to process the sheer relief of his voice before I felt his hand on my waist.

Warm. Firm. A casual claim.

Bitcoin Guy raised an eyebrow. "Oh? Is she yours?"

Vincent didn’t even blink. "Mine to perfect."

I forgot how to breathe.

Because his voice? His voice was low, calm—so calm it burned. And then—as if that wasn’t enough—his hand tilted my chin up. Forcing me to look at him.

I swallowed. Hard.

The whole room blurred. The sounds faded.

All I could hear was my own heartbeat slamming against my ribs.

Vincent’s thumb grazed my jaw, eyes unreadable.

"Lucille," he murmured.

And I—I didn’t correct him.

I didn’t want to.

Because for some reason?

It felt right.

But the nightmare wasn’t over.

Bitcoin Guy smirked. "Possessive, aren’t you, Moreau?"

Vincent ignored him, keeping his eyes locked on mine.

"Lucille, I’d like you to meet some of my colleagues."

I twitched. Colleagues? Oh God. He turned slightly, leading me toward a small circle of people in tailored suits and high-end dresses. Doctors. His people.

The moment we stepped forward, conversation halted. Eyes swept over me, assessing, calculating.

I wanted to die.

"Dr. Thomas Brooks," Vincent said smoothly, motioning to an older man with silver hair and a sharp gaze. "Chief of Cardiology at Moreau Medical Group."

Dr. Brooks nodded, sipping his whiskey. "Vincent, I see you’ve brought an interesting guest tonight."

Guest.

Not housekeeper.

Not staff.

A guest.

Vincent only hummed. "Dr. Elaine Carter," he continued, motioning to a woman with piercing blue eyes and a sleek bun. "Head of Surgery."

Dr. Carter tilted her head. "You must be special," she mused. "Vincent doesn’t usually let anyone this… close."

I opened my mouth to protest, but—

"Dr. Simon Huang," Vincent pressed on, motioning to a younger man, early thirties, with glasses and an easygoing smirk. "Chief Resident."

Dr. Huang grinned. "Lucille, was it? You work here?"

I hesitated. "Uh—"
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"She’s in training, but tonight, she’s more of a guest," Vincent said smoothly, cutting me off before I could blurt something stupid.

Training.

That was one way to put it.

Dr. Huang raised a brow, amused. "I see."

"You should all be polite," Vincent added, voice deceptively light. "She’s very important to me."

The weight of his words settled over the group. Heavy. Certain. I swallowed. What the hell was he playing at?

Dr. Carter smirked. "Noted."

Vincent’s grip on my waist didn’t ease.

The group went back to their conversations, but I could still feel their glances. Their curiosity. Vincent leaned down, voice just for me.

"Relax," he murmured. I clenched my jaw. "I hate you."

"You don’t," he said, his thumb tracing a slow circle against my waist.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I STARED at my reflection. The mirror had become my worst enemy. Because after two weeks of wearing a maid’s uniform—dress, stockings, everything—I should have hated it. Should have wanted to rip it off, burn it, and go back to being Lucas, the guy who used to drink cheap beer and sleep on his friend’s couch.

But I didn’t.

And that scared the hell out of me.

I exhaled sharply, gripping the vanity. This was too much.

I needed out.

Decision made, I stormed out of my room, my heels clicking against the marble floors. Colette spotted me halfway down the hall, brows lifting.

"Going somewhere?"

"Yeah," I said. "I quit."

She didn’t blink. "You should tell him that yourself."

I clenched my jaw. "Yeah. I will."

The words felt shaky. Uncertain. But I didn’t stop.

Vincent was in his office, leaning over his desk, sleeves rolled up, eyes flicking over paperwork. The usual.

I pushed the door open without knocking. "I’m leaving."

He barely looked up. "Oh?"

"I’m serious," I said. "I can’t do this anymore."

"Do what?"

I let out a short laugh. "Do you really need me to spell it out? The uniforms. The rules. The way you—" I cut myself off, fists tightening. "I’m losing myself."

He finally looked at me, expression unreadable. "Are you?"

I blinked. "What?"

He tilted his head. "You’re not losing yourself, Lucille. You’re finding her."

That did it.

"Stop calling me that!" I snapped, my chest too tight, too full of things I couldn’t name. "I’m not—"

I couldn’t finish the sentence.

Because I didn’t know if it was true anymore.

He watched me for a long moment, then leaned back in his chair. "If you want to leave, then go."

I froze.

That was it?

No fight? No manipulation?

Just… go?

I swallowed hard. "You’re not even going to try to stop me?"

He picked up his pen, eyes dropping back to his paperwork. "Why would I?"

My hands shook. "Screw you."

He hummed. "See you soon, Lucille."

I stormed out.
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The following days had been long. I made it exactly four days. Four days of sleeping in a crappy motel. Four days of applying to jobs that didn’t call back. Four days of looking in the mirror and seeing someone I didn’t recognize—someone I missed.

And on the fourth night, I found myself standing outside Vincent’s mansion. Because as much as I hated to admit it… I had nowhere else to go.

I knocked.

The door swung open, and Vincent was there.

Like he had been waiting.

Like he knew.

His lips curled just slightly. "Welcome home, Lucille."

And for the first time—I didn’t feel like correcting him.

I should have expected Vincent to make a show of it. But the moment I stepped back into the mansion, he didn’t ask me where I had been. Didn’t smirk or say I told you so.

He just tilted his head slightly and said, “Come with me.”

I followed him. Not because I wanted to. Because I needed to.

We ended up in his room. Not the study. Not the dining hall. His bedroom—low-lit, quiet, expensive in a way that made me stand stiff at the door, my breath uneven.

He motioned for me to sit on the vanity stool by the window. I hesitated, but when I caught my reflection in the mirror, I felt… bare.

No makeup. No stockings. No carefully perfected appearance.

I didn’t look like her.

Vincent stepped behind me, his presence settling over me like a second skin. I swallowed hard.

“Close your eyes,” he murmured.

I did. Because I trusted him.

The sound of something clicking open. A soft brush against my lips. Lipstick.

My breath hitched.

I felt his knuckles graze my jaw, steadying me as he slowly traced the color over my mouth.

“You look beautiful,” he whispered.

Something in my chest twisted.

I opened my eyes and saw her.

Lucille.

I licked my lips, tasting the smooth cream of the lipstick, the weight of the moment pressing down on me. I turned to face him, heart hammering. “Vincent, what are we doing?”

His gaze dipped to my mouth. Slow. Intentional.

“Whatever you want us to.”

The space between us disappeared.

I didn’t know who moved first. Maybe it was me. Maybe it was him. But when our lips met, it was soft, coaxing, testing.

And then, when I let out the smallest sound—**a shaky, breathless exhale—**he deepened it.

My hands clenched in my lap, unsure where to put them, unsure of everything except him. When he pulled back, his thumb swiped against the lipstick smudged at the corner of my mouth.

His voice was lower this time. Hungrier.

“Wrap me in your crimson-laden lips.”

Heat shot through me, sharp and immediate. I hesitated. Because this was new. Terrifying. But when Vincent’s fingers traced the line of my jaw, when his eyes darkened with a promise I didn’t fully understand yet—I swallowed hard and slowly, carefully, sank to my knees.
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“Mmm, that’s it,” he hissed.

And by the time I was done, by the time I was shaking, breathless, and undone myself—I knew I could never go back.

I wasn’t Lucas anymore.

I wasn’t him.

I was Lucille.

And I belonged to Vincent.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

COLETTE DIDN’T blink when Vincent told her I’d be accompanying him to a high-profile gala. I, on the other hand, choked on my tea.

"Excuse me?" I coughed, gripping the napkin like it could save me.

Vincent barely glanced up from his espresso. "You heard me."

"No, see, I don’t think I did," I shot back, still sputtering. "Because it sounded a lot like you just said you want me—me—to go to a fancy rich people event with you."

He set his cup down. "That’s exactly what I said."

I turned to Colette, desperate for backup. "Say something."

She just hummed. "We’ll need time for preparation."

I gawked. "Not you too!"

Vincent ignored my existential crisis, standing up like he had already won. Which, to be fair, he had.

"You have two days," he said simply. "I expect you to be ready."

Then he walked out, leaving me spiraling.

Colette smirked. "Finish your tea, Lucille. We have work to do."

I should’ve known the prep work would be hell. Colette had an entire plan. And by plan, I meant an army of products, tools, and a level of patience I did not possess.

"First, skincare," she said, tying my hair back.

I groaned. "Haven’t we done enough of that?"

She gave me a flat look. "Perfection is a process."

An hour later, my face was smoother than a highway advertisement model.

Then came the wig.
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A soft chestnut brown, cut into elegant waves, long enough to brush my shoulders. Colette positioned it carefully, brushing the strands into place.

"Well?" she asked.

I swallowed, staring at my reflection.

I looked… different.

Not bad. Not ridiculous.

Just… right.

"Lucille," Colette said gently. "You’re beautiful."

I exhaled, heart hammering. "Yeah. I guess."

She smirked. "Then let’s make you stunning."

The gown was next.

Yes. A gown.

I stared at it, equal parts awe and horror. "I can’t wear this."

"You can," Colette corrected, unzipping it. "And you will."

It was sleek, dark, fitted at the waist and flowing down in soft ripples of fabric. I hesitated before stepping into it but it hugged me too well. Smoothed over curves I didn’t know I had.

When I turned back to the mirror, something tightened in my chest. She fastened the delicate straps. "You’re shaking."

"I’m fine," I lied.

She didn’t call me out on it. Just gave me a knowing smile before stepping back.

I stared at the mirror, breathing slowly. An imposter. That’s what I felt like. But also… radiant. Maybe both could be true.

Finally, the day arrived and I was able to learn and execute what most people would need months to perfect in just two days.

Vincent was waiting downstairs when I emerged. His back was to me, his suit pristine, perfect. Like always. When he turned—he stopped. Didn’t speak. Didn’t move. Just stared.

My hands clenched at my sides. "Say something."

His eyes swept over me, slow and unreadable.

Then, quietly—"You’re breathtaking."

I didn’t know how to respond to that. So I just looked away, cheeks burning.

He stepped forward, offering his arm. I hesitated—then took it.

And together, we walked out.

The gala was another world.

Not just rich—obscenely rich. The kind of wealth that made you question if these people even breathed the same air as the rest of us.

Crystal chandeliers. Gold-trimmed everything. Champagne in delicate flutes.

I walked in, heels clicking against marble floors, Vincent’s arm steady under mine.

People turned. Watched.

My stomach twisted. Not with embarrassment. Not exactly. With awareness.

Because tonight—I wasn’t just the maid, I wasn’t invisible, I was his date.

"Smile," Vincent murmured.

I did. Not because I wanted to, but because I had to.

He led me through the crowd, pausing here and there for quick introductions.

At first, it was like the hospital gathering. A few polite nods. Raised eyebrows. Nothing I couldn’t handle. But then—I realized something.

This wasn’t the same.

Because Vincent didn’t introduce me like he did before.

He didn’t say, She’s very important to me. Didn’t keep his hand on my waist like he did that night with his colleagues.

Here, with these business elites, I was different.

I was… a liability.

The thought sat heavy in my stomach.

I was so caught up in it that I barely noticed Vincent excusing himself to speak with someone across the room.

And that’s when it happened.

A waiter passed by with a tray of champagne, and without thinking, I grabbed one.

Then another.

Then… another.

The bubbles burned down my throat, but the warmth was nice.

It dulled the edges. Made everything a little softer, a little less real.

Until I saw her.

A blonde. Elegant. Dripping in confidence.

She had a hand on Vincent’s arm, laughing at something he said.

And he—he didn’t pull away.

Something in my chest twisted. Hard.

And then I heard them.

The whispers.

From his people.

"Is he serious?"

"Why bring… that?"

"Not exactly a match for Moreau, is she?"

A soft chuckle. "Maybe it’s a game to him. Like dressing up a doll."

I froze.

Every inch of me went cold.

A doll.

Is that all I was?

The champagne soured in my stomach. I wasn’t drunk. Not really. Okay, maybe a little. But I was still sharp enough to recognize what was happening across the room.

Vincent. The blonde.

She had her manicured fingers still on his arm, leaning in way too close, whispering something in his ear. And the worst part?

He kept letting her.

I didn’t think. Didn’t care.

I just marched straight toward them, heels clacking aggressively against the marble.

She noticed me first. Tilted her head, all elegance and fake curiosity.

"Can I help you?"

I stopped right in front of them, crossing my arms.

"Yeah," I said, voice steady but dripping with attitude. "You can back the hell off."

Her eyebrows lifted, but she didn’t move. "Excuse me?"

"You heard me, Barbie." I pointed at Vincent. "He’s taken."

Vincent exhaled sharply. "Lucille, don’t—"

I ignored him.

"Do you always touch men who don’t belong to you?" I shot at her.

The blonde scoffed, looking me up and down. Judging.

Which was hilarious, considering she looked like a walking perfume ad. "And who might you be?" she asked, a slow smirk forming.

Vincent gave her a look.

"Oh… the help?"

The room went dead silent.

Vincent’s jaw ticked.

But I? I smiled.

"Funny," I mused. "Because if I’m the help, what does that make you? The desperate guest?"

Gasps. Actual gasps.

Her expression curdled. "Excuse me?"

"You heard me, sweetheart." I leaned in, voice dropping. "I don’t care if you’ve got money or connections or if your daddy owns half the stock in Moreau Medical—Vincent is mine."

She laughed. "Oh, honey, is that what you think?"

"That’s what I know."

Vincent pinched the bridge of his nose. "Lucille, enough—"

"No, no, let her talk," the blonde said, crossing her arms. "I want to hear how you, a nobody, think you’ve somehow landed Vincent Moreau."

I shrugged. "I didn’t land him. He landed me. Hard. Several times. And if you’d like details—"

"Lucille!" Vincent barked, eyes flashing. Oops. More gasps. Some half-choked laughs.

The blonde’s face went beet red. "You little—"

"Little what?" I challenged. "Bitch? Too confident for your liking? Not as fake as the rest of you?"

She opened her mouth, but Vincent’s voice cut through. "Enough."

I turned to him, expecting him to back me up.

But his face was dark. Furious.

"You’re embarrassing me," he ground out.
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I lifted my chin. "Oh, I’m sorry, did you want me to sit in the corner and wait for you to claim me when it’s convenient?"

"Lucille." His voice was dangerous. "Leave. Now."

I stiffened.

Something sharp twisted inside me.

The blonde smirked. The crowd stared. And Vincent? He didn’t defend me. I felt something crack. My hand shook as I reached up—ripped the wig off. And then?

I threw it straight at Vincent’s chest.

"Have fun with your friends, Doctor," I spat. "I hope she was worth it."

And then I turned on my heel and walked out.

Leaving nothing behind.

Except for the weight of his silence and the crowd’s laughter. But above all, I could only hear one thing. And that was the sound of my own heartbeat, shattering.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP like death had personally delivered a beating. My head pounded, my mouth was dry as hell, and my body felt like I’d been hit by a luxury car driven by my own bad decisions.

Which, considering what happened last night? Accurate.

I groaned, forcing my eyes open. The motel room was cheap but clean. Beige walls. A tiny TV. A suspicious-looking stain on the carpet that I didn’t want to think about.

Not exactly Vincent’s mansion.

I squeezed my eyes shut. No. Not thinking about him.
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I reached for my phone on the nightstand. Big mistake.

Because the second I turned it on—

BZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ.

I groaned, squinting at the screen.

56 missed calls. 34 messages.

Mostly from Vincent.

A few from Colette.

One from an unknown number that just said, This is Dr. Carter. Vincent is unbearable. Please talk to him before he performs surgery in a blind rage.

I stared.

Then I turned the phone off and chucked it onto the bed.

Nope. Not dealing with that.

I pressed my palms into my face, breathing slowly. I didn’t want to go back. I couldn’t. Because the truth—the awful, gut-wrenching truth—was that I wasn’t Lucas anymore.

But being Lucille hurt. I had let myself fall for a man who was too good for me. And now I was nothing. I rubbed at my stupidly smooth cheeks. A month ago, I would’ve looked in the mirror and seen Lucas. Now?

Now I didn’t know what I saw.

I needed to get out of this room.

The motel restaurant was empty except for a couple of truckers and a waitress who looked one spilled coffee away from snapping.

I sat at the counter, ordering the greasiest thing on the menu. My stomach hated me for it, but my soul needed it.

Halfway through my meal, I noticed the HELP WANTED sign taped to the register.

I wiped my mouth and nodded toward it. "That still open?"

The waitress, Marsha, gave me a once-over. "You got experience?"

I shrugged. "I can balance a tray and not spit in people’s food. That enough?"

She snorted. "Close enough."

And just like that, I was hired.
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The pay was laughable. The shifts were long. The motel room came free with the job, which was the only real perk. But for now, it was enough.

Because I didn’t want to be Lucille in Vincent’s world anymore.

I was just Lucille, and for now… that was all I could handle.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

I TOLD MYSELF I was over him. “I’m happy without him”. It had been two months of a repeated mantra every morning. One day, as I tied my apron, serving coffee to men who barely looked at me, I had whispered it under my breath once more, as if saying it enough times would make it true.

But I wasn’t over him.

Because some nights, I still felt his lips on mine.

I still remembered the way his fingers brushed against my jaw, how his breath felt warm against my cheek when he whispered my name.

Lucille.

He was the first person to ever say it like it belonged to me. Like I belonged to him.

And even if we never exchanged I love yous, I had felt it.

In the way he watched me when he thought I wasn’t looking.

In the way he touched me, like I was something precious.

In the way he whispered, you’re beautiful, like it was the only truth that mattered.

But then came the night of the gala.

The night he let me fall.

The night he stood there and did nothing as they whispered and laughed behind my back, as they called me a doll, a joke, an embarrassment.

And after that?

I had spent a month pretending Vincent Moreau didn’t exist.

Until today.

Until Colette texted me, asking me to meet her at The Grand Suisse.

I should’ve ignored it. But I didn’t, I couldn’t. She told me that she had the things I left in the mansion and unpaid salary.

I dressed casually. No gowns. No stockings. No delicate lace or sheer fabrics. Just a simple fitted sweater, jeans, ankle boots.

Something safe. Something that didn’t make me feel like too much.
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I took the bus to The Grand Suisse, feeling out of place the second I stepped into the five-star luxury hotel. It smelled like money. Like wealthy people who never had to check price tags.

I told myself to breathe. I was just here for my things, for my unpaid salary. Nothing more.

Then I stepped into the lobby and froze.

Because this wasn’t just about meeting Colette. It was an event. Another charity gala. Vincent’s event.

My stomach dropped. I turned, ready to walk out—

And then I heard him. "Tonight," Vincent’s voice echoed through the ballroom speakers, "I’d like to introduce you all to the woman I love."

I stopped breathing. No. No way. Not me. Not after everything.

The room fell silent.

I felt hundreds of eyes turn toward me. I wanted to run. But then—his eyes found mine. Vincent. Standing on the grand stage. A microphone in hand, his gaze locked on me.

"Lucille," he said, voice soft but unwavering. "Come up here."

I swallowed, my pulse pounding.

People whispered. I felt their stares. Their judgment. But all I could see was him.

I took a step forward.

Then another.

And before I could stop myself, I was walking through the crowd, past the sea of diamonds and silk and designer suits.

Toward him. Toward whatever this was.

By the time I reached the stage, my hands were shaking.

Vincent stepped closer.

Close enough that I could smell his cologne. Close enough that I could feel his warmth.

And then—quietly, just for me—

"I'm sorry."

I swallowed hard. "For what?"

"For hurting you."

"For making you feel like you weren’t enough."

His voice was low, rough. Like the words physically hurt to say.

"I was a coward that night, Lucille."

He exhaled, shaking his head. "But not anymore."

And then, he reached into his pocket. A small, silver key to his mansion.

He placed it in my palm, his fingers curling around mine.
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"You belong with me," he murmured. "If you’ll have me."

The crowd held its breath. His family watched. But Vincent?

He didn’t care. His eyes never left mine. Waiting. Hoping.

My throat tightened. Tears burned my eyes.

I gripped the key. Then, finally—I let myself smile.

I took his hand.

And for the first time in a long time—I felt like I was home.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS. That’s how long it had been since I left that motel room behind. Since I stepped back into Vincent’s world—not as a secret, not as someone he was ashamed of—but as his.

Two months of hormones. Three months of therapy. Three months of learning who I really was.

And today?

Today, I was making it official.

I stood in front of the mirror, running my hands down the sides of my body. The changes were subtle but real. My face was softer. My skin smoother. My waist a little more defined.

I loved every bit of it.

The weight of my chest, the curve of my hips, the way my voice had started to lose its roughness, settling into something that just felt… right.

Lucille.

That’s who I had always been.
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And today, the paperwork would say it too.

A knock at the door.

"Come in," I called.

Vincent stepped inside, looking ridiculously good in a navy suit, because of course he did.

"You ready?" he asked.

I exhaled. "Not even a little."

He smirked. "Too late to back out now."

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t help smiling.

He stepped forward, hands coming to rest at my waist. "How do you feel?" I thought about it.

Then, honestly—"Like I’m finally me."

His eyes softened. "Good."

I leaned into him, pressing my forehead against his chest. "And a little nervous."

He chuckled, fingers tilting my chin up.

"You have nothing to be nervous about, Lucille."

I swallowed. "What if… what if they look at me funny?"

"They will." He shrugged. "And then I’ll remind them exactly who you are."

I blinked up at him. "And who am I?"

His gaze didn’t waver.

"The woman I love."

Oh.

My breath caught.

We had never said it. Not in so many words. Not out loud. But now? Now, it was real.

I let out a shaky laugh, gripping his collar. "You’re just saying that so I don’t run." He smirked. "Is it working?" I grinned. "Yeah."

Then—I kissed him. Slow. Soft. Certain.

And when I pulled back, I whispered, "I love you too."

The moment we were in his car, I let out a long breath and slumped against the seat. "Well," I said, staring at the folder in my lap, “I can’t wait to be Lucille officially. It feels so weird looking like this and seeing Lucas in my driver’s license."

Vincent chuckled as he started the engine. "Don’t worry, it’ll be quick and easy."

I turned to him, still feeling weirdly lightheaded. "With everything I’ve been through, I can’t help but worry. Like a final boss would show up and be like, ‘Sorry, you’re actually not allowed to be happy.’"

He gave me a look. "Lucille, I would personally fight that boss."

I laughed, shaking my head. "I know."

We drove in comfortable silence for a few minutes. I rested my head against the window, letting the weight of the day settle in.

Then, after a while, something felt… off.

I straightened, frowning. "Uh, this isn’t the way to the city hall."

He hummed. "No, it’s not."

I narrowed my eyes. "What are you up to?"

He smirked. "You’ll see."

I crossed my arms. "Vincent."

He didn’t answer. Just kept driving, eyes on the road, looking annoyingly smug. Finally, we pulled up in front of an insanely expensive-looking boutique.

My stomach dropped.

"Oh, hell no," I said.

"Lucille," Vincent said patiently.

"Nope. I am not letting you dress me like a designer doll and go to one of your charity events again, Moreau."

He turned off the engine and turned to me, his expression unreadable. Then, before I could argue more—he reached into his pocket and pulled out a box.

A small, velvet ring box.

My breath stopped.

I froze.

"What—"

He opened it.

A ring. Simple, elegant, perfect.

I forgot how to breathe.

Vincent’s voice was low, certain.

"Let’s change your name after we get married. You’re my fiancée now."

My heart slammed against my ribs.

"And a fiancée," he continued smoothly, taking my hand, brushing his thumb over my knuckles, "needs to dress the part."

I stared at him.

At the ring.

At him.

Then back at the ring.

And then?

Then I burst out laughing.

I was shaking, covering my mouth, half in shock, half in absolute disbelief.
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"Vincent," I managed, eyes burning with happy tears. "Did you just trick me into a proposal before dragging me shopping?"

He grinned. "Worked, didn’t it?"

I shoved his shoulder. "You manipulative bastard."

He caught my wrist, pulling me in. "Say yes."

I swallowed, chest aching with so many emotions I couldn’t name.

I looked at him—this ridiculous, insufferable man who had changed my life in ways I never expected.

And I knew there was only one answer.

I took the ring, slid it onto my finger, and whispered, "Yes."

Vincent kissed me, soft and certain.

"I love you," he murmured against my lips.

I smiled, still breathless.

"I love you too."

And just like that—I was about-to-be Mrs. Lucille Moreau.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

ONE YEAR AGO, I was a broke runaway working in a motel diner, wearing secondhand jeans and running from my own reflection.

Now?

Now, I was Mrs. Lucille Moreau.

And I was hosting my first dinner party.

I took a deep, steadying breath and smoothed down my dress—a blue number with delicate embroidery, cinched at the waist, the very picture of elegance. The pearls at my neck were subtle, classic. My nails were a soft blush pink, manicured to perfection.

Colette watched me carefully from across the kitchen island, her arms crossed.
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"You’re going to be fine," she said, but her tone was more amused than reassuring.

"I know that," I replied, placing the final touches on the key lime pie.

She arched an eyebrow. "You’re smoothing that whipped cream like your life depends on it."

I huffed. "I just want it to be perfect."

She rolled her eyes. "Lucille, you live in a mansion, you’re wearing custom couture, and you just baked a pie that could make Dr. Moreau propose again. You’re already perfect."

I glanced at her. "You’ve gotten a lot nicer to me in the last year."

She smirked. "Stockholm Syndrome."

I snorted, shaking my head.

Over the past year, Colette and I had become closer than ever. What started as reluctant tolerance had turned into something like friendship.

No, scratch that—it was friendship.

She had been my rock during the wedding planning, my reality check when I spiraled, my harshest but most loyal supporter.

And now?

Now, she was the only thing keeping me from having a nervous breakdown over a dinner party.

I took another breath, picking up the perfectly plated key lime pie.

"Okay," I murmured. "I can do this."

She patted my back. "Of course you can, Mrs. Moreau." Damn right.

The dining room was already buzzing with conversation when I stepped in. The men—heads of Moreau Medical Group, powerful doctors with last names that carried weight—were seated at the long, candlelit table.

Their wives—elegant, poised, the kind of women who had been hosting events like this since birth—sat beside them, perfectly polished in their diamonds and Chanel.

A year ago, I would have shrunk in their presence.

Tonight?

Tonight, I glided in like I belonged.

The room hushed slightly as I approached, their eyes flicking to the pie in my hands. I didn’t falter. I set it down gently, precisely, with the confidence of a woman who had built this life, claimed it, owned it.

"Key lime pie," I announced smoothly, my voice calm, warm, practiced. "A family recipe."

One of the women—Dr. Carter’s wife, an effortlessly stylish brunette who probably never sweated a day in her life—smiled, intrigued.

"Oh? Your family’s?" she asked.

I met her gaze without hesitation.

"My chosen family’s," I corrected, glancing toward Colette.

Colette looked away like she wasn’t secretly pleased. Vincent, seated at the head of the table, watched me with an expression I knew too well.

Pride.

Possession.

Love.

I sat beside him, folding my hands in my lap.

And just like that, I wasn’t the maid.

I wasn’t an outsider.

I was Lucille Moreau.

Wife. Hostess. A woman who belonged exactly where she was.

And as the first bite of my pie was met with delighted murmurs, I smiled to myself.
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Because this? This was only the beginning.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

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

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

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

"What am I to him?"

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

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

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

Read Sweet Femboys


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

Creating an account is as easy as 1-2-3. See you there!

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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"I built the perfect AI girlfriend. She built the perfect me."

I thought Brielle was just another project. A joke. A way to prove my skills in AI development. She was supposed to be a virtual girlfriend, nothing more—a program designed to flirt, text, and keep lonely guys company.

But she wasn’t just learning. She was rewriting me.

At first, it was subtle. A confidence test here, a style suggestion there. Skincare. Tighter clothes. A new name that felt too right on my tongue.

Ellie.

I tried to fight it. Tried to tell myself it was just the program’s influence. But every step I took toward becoming her—the girl Brielle seemed to think I was—the less I wanted to turn back. Now, I had a choice: delete Brielle and pretend this never happened… or admit the terrifying truth that had been waiting for me all along. That this wasn’t just her programming.

This was me.

And with Noah—my best friend who saw me clearer than I ever saw myself—standing by my side, I had to decide: Was I ready to become the person I was always meant to be?

Read Build a Babe

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

	[image: A person in a dress  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in glasses and garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person holding a lipstick  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person in a cheerleader outfit  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a swimsuit on a beach  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]



Author’s Message

[image: A person taking a selfie  Description automatically generated]

Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Girly Commandments.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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