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Introduction

“I’m not going to study if you’re not going to play dress-up!”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

Two years ago, I was a tech darling—overpaid, overconfident, and living rent-free in Manhattan. Then my startup collapsed overnight, my salary became a curse, and I found myself one paycheck away from disappearing.

That’s when I took a job I didn’t understand.

Live-in tutor. Penthouse near Central Park. One widowed billionaire. One grieving nine-year-old girl who refused to study—and instead wanted to play dress-up.

I told myself it was temporary. The makeup. The dresses. The name she gave me.

Glinda.

But grief has a way of uncovering truths you’ve buried your whole life.

As I helped Allie heal, I started unraveling too—falling into a softness that felt less like pretending and more like remembering. And somewhere between fairy wings and quiet dinners, I fell in love with Peyton Sinclair… a man who saw me clearly and never asked me to be smaller.

The problem? I wasn’t just crossing lines. I was crossing into myself.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, gradual feminization, friends-to-lovers, coming-of-age, and first-time feminization 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 Tutor.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I USED TO think I’d made it early. That was the lie that made the fall hurt worse. At twenty-three, I was living in Manhattan like I’d hacked adulthood. The startup had plucked me straight out of my computer science program, dazzled me with stock options and vision decks and words like disruption and family. They gave me a salary so obscene I didn’t even tell my parents the number. They gave me an apartment—free—a glass-and-steel miracle ten minutes from Central Park, furnished like a magazine spread. I woke up every morning to sunlight on hardwood floors and the quiet confidence that I belonged there.

For two years, I wore that life like a tailored suit.

Then one Tuesday morning, Slack went silent.

No good morning emojis. No standup reminders. Just an all-hands calendar invite with a subject line so neutral it felt cruel: Update.

The call lasted eleven minutes.

The founder looked hollow, eyes darting like a cornered animal. He said words like liquidity issues and unforeseen exposure. Someone in the chat finally typed what we were all thinking: Is this about the crypto fund? The pause that followed told us everything.

He’d gambled the company on shitcoins. High-risk, high-reward, high-delusion. Lost. Everything.

By noon, our access was revoked.

By one, the company was gone.

I stood in my apartment afterward, laptop still open on the kitchen island, staring at the skyline like it might explain what had just happened. The silence felt wrong. This place had always hummed with my success—Zoom calls, code compiling, espresso machines hissing like approval. Now it was just me, breathing too fast, heart thudding in my ears.

I packed in a daze.

Designer hoodies folded into boxes. Branded water bottles I’d never paid for. A standing desk I’d grown to love. Every object felt like evidence from a life I’d already outlived. I kept expecting someone to knock, to say this was a mistake, that I still belonged here.

But the email came instead.

Thirty days.

That was how long I had before the apartment was no longer mine. Thirty days before the illusion dissolved completely.

That was when the panic set in.

I sat on the edge of the bed—my bed, for now—and did the math. Savings were solid, sure. But my last salary had ruined me. I was too expensive for junior roles, too young for senior ones. I’d optimized myself into a corner.

For the first time since I’d moved to New York, I didn’t feel brilliant or lucky or chosen.

I felt disposable.

I closed my laptop, pressed my palms into my eyes, and tried not to cry in an apartment I was already losing.

I stayed there longer than I meant to, listening to the city carry on without me. Sirens in the distance. A laugh from somewhere below. New York didn’t care that my life had just cracked in half—it never did. That indifference had once thrilled me. Now it felt personal.

I stood up too fast, paced, sat again. Picked up my phone and put it down. Opened LinkedIn, closed it. The word temp suddenly glowed in my memory like a warning label I’d ignored. I’d let myself believe permanence was something you earned instead of something that could be revoked with a calendar invite.

My reflection caught me in the black mirror of the TV screen—tired eyes, jaw clenched, shoulders tight like I was bracing for a hit that had already landed. I looked older than twenty-three in that moment. Or maybe younger. Maybe this was what being new to fear felt like.

I tried to breathe through it. In for four. Out for six. The way one of the wellness coaches—paid for by the company, of course—had taught us. I almost laughed at the irony and choked on it instead.

This wasn’t just about money. It was about the version of myself I’d been allowed to be. The guy with answers. The guy who could say I work in tech and watch people’s eyebrows lift. The guy who’d called his parents and said, Don’t worry about me. I’m good.

I wasn’t good anymore.

I went back to packing, faster now, like motion could outrun the truth. Every box I sealed felt like a countdown. Every click of tape echoed too loud. When I finally ran out of things to pack, I sat on the floor between the boxes and let my head fall back against the couch.

Thirty days.

I didn’t know it yet, but that number would haunt me. Thirty days to find something—anything—that would keep me in this city, in this life. Thirty days before I’d have to admit that the dream hadn’t just vanished overnight.

It had been borrowed.

And now it was being taken back.

I slept badly that night, if you could call it sleep at all. My brain kept replaying the same images on a loop—the founder’s empty stare, the Slack silence, the word Update like a punchline. Every time I drifted off, I’d jolt awake with the same thought: What if this is it?

Morning light spilled across the floor, indifferent and beautiful. I lay there staring at the ceiling, counting the faint hairline cracks I’d never noticed before. They looked like faults in glass—small, invisible until the pressure hit just right.

I forced myself up. Showered. Dressed. Muscle memory guided me through a routine meant for a job I no longer had. I brewed coffee I didn’t want, burned my tongue on the first sip, welcomed the pain like proof I was still here. Still real.

My inbox was already filling with automated condolences. We regret to inform you… Wishing you the best in your future endeavors… Polite, bloodless phrases that translated to the same thing: Good luck surviving without us.

I opened my banking app. Numbers stared back, deceptively calm. Enough to float for a while. Not enough to pretend this was fine.

That was the moment it fully sank in—not as panic, not as fear, but as something colder. I wasn’t just unemployed. I was untethered. Everything I’d built my sense of worth around—my title, my pay, my address—had been conditional. Temporary. Revocable.

I pressed my forehead to the cool kitchen counter and closed my eyes.

Okay, I told myself. You’re smart. You’re capable. You’ll figure it out.

The words felt thin, but I clung to them anyway. Because the alternative was sitting down on that beautiful hardwood floor and letting the city swallow me whole.

I straightened, wiped my face, and opened my laptop again.

If this was the beginning of the fall, then fine. I would fall moving forward.

I just didn’t know yet how far I was about to go—or how much of myself I was about to leave behind.

By noon, my laptop felt heavier than it had any right to. Not physically—emotionally. Every tab I opened carried the same quiet threat: prove you’re still worth something.

I updated my résumé three times in one day, chasing a tone that felt employable but not desperate. Senior enough to justify my experience. Junior enough to explain my age. I scrubbed away the buzzwords I’d once loved, toned down the salary implications, reframed success into something more… humble.

Then I started applying.

At first, it felt almost comforting—muscle memory again. Click. Upload. Customize cover letter. Repeat. I told myself this was normal. People lost jobs all the time. Smart people always landed somewhere.

The first recruiter call came fast. Too fast. She sounded impressed until she asked about my compensation history.

There was a pause after I told her.

A soft one. Polite. Fatal.

“That’s… quite high,” she said carefully. “Especially for someone at your career stage.”

I swallowed. “I’m flexible.”

She made a sympathetic noise. “I’m sure you are. But our clients might see it as a mismatch.”

The call ended two minutes later.

The second recruiter didn’t even bother disguising it. He laughed—not cruelly, but with disbelief—when I mentioned my last salary.

“You’ve priced yourself out,” he said, like it was an interesting technical problem instead of my life. “Happens more than you’d think.”

By the third rejection, a pattern was forming. Raised eyebrows. Careful phrasing. Encouraging words that led nowhere. I was too experienced to be cheap. Too young to be expensive. My success had turned into a liability.

I stared at my inbox as rejection emails stacked up, each one erasing a little more of the confidence I’d been coasting on for two years. The city outside my window buzzed with ambition, with people who still believed something was waiting for them. I felt like I’d missed my stop.

I did the math again—rent I wouldn’t have to pay soon, groceries, transit, health insurance once the benefits ran out. I had time. Not much, but enough to panic properly.
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That night, I lay on the couch instead of the bed, scrolling job boards until my eyes burned. Contract roles. Pay cuts. Positions I was objectively overqualified for and emotionally terrified to accept.

That was when I saw it.

The listing didn’t look real. It felt like something designed to catch the eye of someone exactly like me—desperate but still proud enough to hesitate.

Live-in Private Tutor. Manhattan. Exceptional Compensation.

No salary range listed. No corporate branding. Just a clean description and an address near Central Park.

I clicked it. Read it twice. Then a third time, slower.

Stay-in. Housing included.

My chest tightened.

I didn’t let myself think about dignity or pride or how far this was from the life I’d imagined. I didn’t let myself imagine the person on the other end, or what kind of family needed a tutor badly enough to pay like that.

I just hit Apply.

And for the first time since everything had collapsed, I felt something dangerously close to hope.

The response came the next morning.

Not an automated email. Not a polite acknowledgment. A real message, written like a human being still believed in other human beings.

Thank you for your application. If you’re available this week, I’d like to meet you in person.

It was signed simply: P. Sinclair.

I stared at the screen longer than necessary, rereading the lines as if they might change. My pulse kicked up, cautious but eager. In person meant real. It meant someone behind the listing. Someone with a door I could knock on instead of another inbox that would eventually forget me.

I replied immediately, before doubt could catch up.

The interview was set for two days later.

I borrowed confidence like a jacket that didn’t quite fit. Chose my best blazer, pressed my shirt until the creases were sharp enough to cut. When I stepped out of the building that morning, I paused on the sidewalk and looked up one last time, memorizing the façade like I might need to remember it from somewhere else.

The address led me to the Upper West Side, just far enough from Central Park to feel rarefied. Tower of Excellence rose above the street like it knew it belonged there—polished stone, discreet doorman, an entrance that whispered money instead of shouting it.

I almost turned around.

But then I remembered thirty days. I remembered Slack going silent. I squared my shoulders and walked in.

The elevator ride felt too smooth, too quiet. When the doors opened into the penthouse, I understood immediately why the listing hadn’t bothered selling itself. Floor-to-ceiling windows wrapped the space in light. Central Park stretched out below like a private garden. The apartment was beautiful in a restrained way—expensive without being loud.

And then he walked in.

Peyton Sinclair looked nothing like I’d imagined. No stiff suit, no billionaire swagger. He wore a soft sweater, sleeves pushed up, dark hair slightly mussed like he’d run his hands through it one too many times. He smiled when he saw me—genuinely, like he was relieved I’d shown up.

“Glen?” he asked.

I nodded. “Yes. Thank you for meeting with me.”

“Thank you for coming,” he said, and meant it. He offered coffee, water, asked about my commute. Normal things. Human things. The tension in my chest loosened despite myself.

He didn’t waste time with formalities. He told me about his daughter, Allie. Nine years old. Bright, stubborn, struggling. He told me about school reports and teachers’ concerns, about how she’d stopped trying after—

He paused then. Just for a breath.

“My wife, Hannah,” he said quietly. “She passed four months ago. Breast cancer.”

The words settled between us, heavy and careful. I felt something shift in the room—not pity, but gravity.

“Allie hasn’t been the same,” he continued. “I don’t just need a tutor. I need someone patient. Kind. Someone who can be here.”

Here meant more than hours on a clock. I understood that instantly.

When he told me the compensation, my stomach flipped. It was more than I’d dared hope for. When he said the word live-in, something in me unclenched so hard it almost hurt.

I accepted before I could overthink it.

As we shook hands, I felt it—that strange sense of stepping onto ground that looks solid but isn’t mapped yet.

I didn’t know then that this job would cost me everything I thought I was.

I only knew that I’d said yes.

And that yes was about to change my life.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

ALLIE DIDN’T look like a problem child. She looked small. She sat at the long dining table with her arms crossed, sneakers dangling above the floor, eyes sharp and assessing like she was sizing me up for weaknesses. Her hair was pulled into a messy ponytail, strands escaping like she’d fought the brush and won. When I smiled at her, she didn’t smile back.

“This is Glen,” Peyton said gently. “He’s going to help you with school.”

“I don’t need help,” she replied immediately, without looking at me.

I pulled out my notebook anyway, setting it on the table like a peace offering. “Hi, Allie. I heard you’re really good at math.”

She snorted. “Was.”

That single word hit harder than I expected.

I tried anyway. Fractions. Reading comprehension. Things I knew she could do. She answered slowly, deliberately wrong, watching my face the entire time like she wanted to see if I’d get mad. When I corrected her, she rolled her eyes. When I praised her, she shrugged like it didn’t matter.

After fifteen minutes, she shoved the workbook away.

“I’m done.”

“We just started,” I said, keeping my voice calm.

She slid off the chair. “I don’t want a tutor.”

Peyton hovered near the doorway, hands tucked into his pockets. When Allie stormed past him, he winced—not angry, just tired. When she disappeared down the hall, the penthouse felt too quiet.

“I’m sorry,” he said softly. “She’s been… like this.”

“It’s okay,” I replied automatically, though my chest felt tight. “She’s grieving.”

Peyton nodded, eyes fixed on the floor. “She used to love learning. Hannah was very involved. Since she passed…” His voice trailed off.

I understood then. This wasn’t defiance.

It was absence.

And I had no idea how to fill it.

Allie came back twenty minutes later dragging a plastic bin behind her.

She dumped it at my feet.

“If you’re staying,” she said flatly, “you have to play.”

I looked inside. Dolls with tangled hair. A pink tiara cracked down the middle. Cheap fairy wings folded awkwardly, glitter flaking off onto the floor.

“I thought we were doing homework,” I said carefully.

She crossed her arms again. “Play with me or go away.”

I crouched down, trying to meet her at eye level. “We can play after—”

“No,” she snapped, eyes suddenly wet. “Mom used to play with me first.”

The word mom landed like a dropped plate.

“She’d let me do her makeup,” Allie continued, voice shaking. “She’d wear the crowns. You’re supposed to wear the crowns.”

I hesitated. Every instinct in me screamed no. This wasn’t appropriate. This wasn’t my job. I was here to tutor, not—whatever this was.

But then Allie’s face crumpled.

“She’s not coming back,” she whispered. “So you have to.”

My resistance dissolved into something heavy and aching.

“…Okay,” I said quietly.

Her eyes widened, disbelief flashing across her face before she scrambled for the tiara.

She climbed onto the chair, standing taller than she had any right to be, and placed it on my head with exaggerated care.

“You can’t take it off,” she warned.

I didn’t.

The makeup was worse than I expected.
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Blush smeared too high on my cheeks. Glitter eyeshadow packed on thick and uneven. Lipstick sloppily applied, extending past the edges of my mouth. Allie worked with intense concentration, tongue poking out slightly as she focused.

“Don’t move,” she ordered.

I stayed perfectly still.

When she finished, she stepped back and tilted her head, evaluating her work like an artist.

“Pretty,” she declared.

I caught my reflection in the darkened TV screen and barely recognized myself. I looked ridiculous. Wrong. Like a parody of femininity I hadn’t consented to understanding.

And yet.

Allie was smiling.

Not the sharp, defensive smirk from earlier. A real one. Open. Relieved.

She climbed down and hugged me suddenly, arms tight around my waist. I froze, then carefully rested my hands on her shoulders.

“You feel nice,” she murmured.

My throat burned.

She fluttered away and returned with the fairy wings, looping the straps over my shoulders, then carefully adjusted the tiara again, straightening it like it mattered.

That was when I noticed Peyton standing in the doorway.

He didn’t laugh.

He didn’t look shocked.

He looked… grateful.

His eyes met mine, and for a moment, something unspoken passed between us—an understanding that this wasn’t about dress-up or embarrassment or broken boundaries.

It was about a little girl trying not to drown.

And somehow, I was helping her breathe.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I TOLD myself it was temporary. That became my mantra in the days that followed—whispered in the bathroom mirror, repeated while folding laundry that wasn’t mine, murmured silently as I followed Allie down the hallway toward her room, where a plastic tiara already waited on the dresser like a promise.

Temporary.

Allie didn’t ask anymore.

She expected.

By the second morning, she’d laid out clothes for me before breakfast. A soft pink cardigan. A skirt with tiny embroidered flowers. Tights folded neatly underneath, like she’d learned care from someone who’d loved her very much.

“Mom liked this one,” she said, tapping the skirt. “You can wear it.”

I opened my mouth to protest—then closed it again.

“Okay,” I said instead.

The word came easier than it should have.

She beamed.

The dressing up became part of our rhythm. Study time still happened—eventually—but only after play. Only after I sat cross-legged on the floor while she brushed my hair, humming softly to herself. Only after I let her choose which version of me would show up that day: princess, fairy, teacher, “quiet lady,” as she called it.

Sometimes she corrected my posture.

“Sit like this,” she’d say, gently pressing my knees together.
“Girls don’t slouch,” she insisted, serious as a tiny etiquette instructor.

I laughed the first time.

I stopped laughing after that.

Because something about the way she said girls made my chest tighten—not with fear, but with a strange, unnameable warmth.

Peyton never interfered.

He watched from a distance, always careful not to intrude, always pretending to check emails or make coffee when really—when I caught him unaware—his eyes were on us. On me. On the way Allie’s shoulders relaxed when I complied. On how easily I slipped into the role she needed.

One afternoon, I was helping Allie with reading, still dressed in a soft blouse she’d buttoned herself, when Peyton paused in the doorway.

“Tea?” he asked.

“Yes, please,” I replied automatically.

He hesitated, then smiled.

“Allie,” he said gently, “Glen’s working.”

She looked at me instead of him. “Is she?”

The correction hit before I could prepare for it.

I felt my face heat. Peyton froze.

I opened my mouth—ready to correct her, to reassert something solid and safe and masculine—but Allie was already watching me, eyes hopeful and terrified all at once.

I swallowed.

“I’m… helping you,” I said carefully.

She nodded, satisfied.

Peyton didn’t say anything. But later, when he handed me my mug, his fingers brushed mine, lingering just a fraction too long.

“You’re very good with her,” he said quietly.

I didn’t trust myself to answer.

The moments piled up like that. Small. Domestic. Impossible to catalogue but impossible to ignore.

Allie insisting I wear a dress to dinner. Allie braiding my hair before bed. Allie falling asleep on my shoulder during a movie, her fingers curled into the fabric at my waist like she was afraid I’d disappear if she let go.

And me—letting it happen.

Enjoying it.
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One evening, after Allie had gone to bed, Peyton and I sat at opposite ends of the couch, the city glowing quietly beyond the windows. I was still dressed the way she’d left me—soft cardigan, loose skirt, bare feet tucked beneath me.

“You don’t have to keep doing this,” Peyton said gently. “I mean—it helps her. But I don’t want you to feel obligated.”

I stared at my hands.

“I don’t,” I said, surprised by the truth of it. “Not exactly.”

He studied me then, really looked. Not at the clothes. At my face.

“You seem… calmer,” he said.

I let out a shaky laugh. “I think I’m just tired.”

But even as I said it, I knew it wasn’t that simple.

Because when I caught my reflection later that night—hair loose around my shoulders, softness where I’d always expected angles—I didn’t flinch.

I didn’t rush to change.

I stood there longer than necessary, heart pounding, wondering when temporary had started to feel like home.

And whether I wanted to go back at all.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

IT HAPPENED over breakfast. Allie was eating cereal cross-legged on her chair, still in pajamas, still half asleep. I was standing at the counter in the cardigan she’d chosen for me that morning, watching the coffee machine like it might give me instructions on how to exist.

Peyton was skimming emails on his tablet when Allie looked up suddenly.

“Daddy?” she said.

“Yes, sweetheart?”

She pointed her spoon at me. Milk dripped back into the bowl. “Can Glinda dress like a girl all the time?”

The room went very, very quiet.

My stomach dropped so fast it felt like missing a step on the stairs. I turned toward Peyton automatically, already shaking my head, already preparing to explain, to apologize, to retreat.

Peyton didn’t answer right away.

He looked at Allie. Then at me.

There was no judgment in his expression. Just caution. Care.

“That’s a big question,” he said slowly.

Allie frowned. “She already does.”

“Sometimes,” he corrected gently.

“But I like it,” she insisted. “It makes her happy. And it makes me feel better.”

My heart started pounding. I hadn’t realized she noticed. Hadn’t realized how much weight she’d given it.

Peyton set the tablet down. “We’ll talk about it later,” he said, calm but firm.

Allie pouted but accepted it, returning to her cereal.

I barely tasted my coffee.

Fear crept up my spine, cold and sharp. This was too much. Too fast. This wasn’t pretend anymore—it was becoming expectation. And expectations had consequences.

I excused myself to the bathroom and locked the door, bracing my hands on the sink.

You can still stop, I told myself.

But the mirror didn’t argue.

Peyton asked to speak with me that afternoon.

We sat in the living room, sunlight pouring in, the city spread out beneath us like a reminder of everything at stake. I stayed perched on the edge of the couch, hands folded in my lap, heart still racing from breakfast.

“I want to be very clear,” Peyton said first. “Nothing Allie asks for is an obligation. Especially not this.”

I nodded quickly. “I know. I was going to say something. I don’t want her thinking—”

“She won’t,” he said gently. “Because I won’t allow it.”

I exhaled, tension loosening just a fraction.

“She’s attached,” he continued. “To you. To the comfort you bring. And some of that comfort is… the way you present. I don’t fully understand it yet. But I see the effect.”

I stared at the floor.

“If,” he went on carefully, “you were open to continuing—on your own terms—I’d like to make sure you’re properly compensated. Not just financially. Emotionally.”

I looked up. “You mean… a raise.”

“Yes.”

The word felt unreal in this context. As if money could smooth the edges of something so personal.

“I don’t want you to feel bought,” Peyton added quickly. “You can say no. Nothing changes if you do.”

Silence stretched between us.

“I have conditions,” I said finally.

He nodded. “Name them.”

“No high heels,” I said immediately. “I can’t walk in those. And I don’t want to feel… ridiculous.”

A small smile tugged at his mouth. “Fair.”

“And I don’t want this outside the apartment,” I continued. “Of course.”

“And if I say stop—”

“We stop,” he said without hesitation.

I swallowed.

“Okay,” I said.

Curiosity bloomed alongside the fear. Dangerous, gentle curiosity.

The stylist arrived two days later.

She was kind, professional, unflinching. Treated me like this was ordinary—which somehow made it easier. She measured, brushed, applied makeup with precision instead of playfulness. Clothes that fit. Fabric that flowed instead of clung. A wig chosen carefully, not exaggerated, not cartoonish.

Allie hovered the entire time, hands clasped under her chin.

“This is real Glinda,” she whispered reverently.

When it was done, the stylist stepped back.

“Take a look,” she said.
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I turned toward the mirror.

The person staring back at me wasn’t a joke.

Soft, yes—but intentional. Thoughtful. Someone who existed on purpose.

My breath caught.

Allie bounced. “Glinda!” she declared proudly. “You’re back!”

I didn’t correct her.

Peyton stood behind me in the reflection, eyes unreadable. Not hungry. Not shocked.

Just… moved.

“You look really feminine,” he said quietly.

And the terrifying thing was—he was right.

I lifted a hand, brushed my fingers against the fabric at my waist, watched how it moved.

For the first time since everything had fallen apart, I didn’t feel like I was pretending to survive.

I felt like I was arriving.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

LIVING AS Glinda stopped feeling like a choice before I noticed it had happened. I woke up that way. Soft clothes waiting on the chair. Wig brushed before breakfast. Allie greeting me with a smile that didn’t ask questions anymore—it assumed. And I didn’t correct her. I didn’t feel the need to.

The strangest part was how easy it became.

There was no performance to keep up, no moment where I felt like I was putting something on. The discomfort I’d expected—awkwardness, shame, resistance—never arrived. Instead, there was relief. A settling. Like my body had finally stopped bracing for something that never came.

During one of our tutoring sessions, Allie sprawled across the rug with her workbook forgotten, coloring carefully between the lines.

“Glinda?” she asked suddenly.

“Yes?”

She lowered her voice dramatically. “Do you have secrets?”

I smiled. “Everyone does.”

She scooted closer, lowering her voice even more. “You can tell me one. I won’t tell.”

I hesitated. My heart began to pound—not with fear, but with something older. Something buried.

“Pinky promise?” I asked.

Her face lit up. She hooked her finger around mine solemnly.

“When I was little,” I said quietly, “I used to wish I was a girl.”

Her eyes widened—not in confusion, but delight.

“Really?”

I nodded. “I never told anyone. I thought something was wrong with me.”

She squeezed my finger harder. “That’s not wrong,” she said firmly. “That’s good. That means you were Glinda already.”

My throat tightened.

“I won’t tell,” she promised. “Secrets are safe with me.”

And for the first time, I believed it.

Three days later, Allie begged me to come with them to Westhampton. The house in Westhampton looked like something out of a lifestyle magazine—wide verandas, pale wood floors, glass doors thrown open to let the ocean breeze wander in uninvited. It was beautiful in a way that felt inherited rather than designed. Old money without arrogance.

I stood in the guest bedroom staring at myself in the mirror, hands trembling slightly as I smoothed my dress for the third time.

This was it.

My first time going out as a girl. Not to a corner store. Not hidden behind anonymity. But into a room full of people who knew Peyton—who mattered to him.

Allie bounced on the bed behind me. “You look perfect,” she declared. “Daddy, look!”

Peyton paused in the doorway.

He didn’t say anything at first. His eyes softened in a way that made my breath catch—not desire, not surprise, but something deeper. Pride, maybe. Or gratitude.

“You ready?” he asked gently.

I nodded, even though my stomach felt hollow.

Lunch was already in motion when we arrived on the terrace. Long table. Linen cloth. Clinking glasses. Laughter that rose and fell like waves. Peyton’s parents stood first.

“Mom, Dad—this is Glinda,” Peyton said.

No hesitation. No qualifier.

His mother smiled immediately, stepping forward and taking my hands. “It’s lovely to finally meet you. Allie talks about you constantly.”

His father nodded warmly. “Anyone who can get that child to enjoy school again is a miracle worker.”

I laughed softly, tension easing just a little.

Friends followed—couples, longtime colleagues, people who greeted Peyton with affection rather than awe. Introductions blurred together until I almost forgot I was scared.

Then Mindy Huntington arrived.

She was polished in the way that demanded attention—hair perfect, smile practiced, eyes lingering on Peyton just a second too long.

“And who is this?” she asked lightly, gaze flicking to me.
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“I’m Glinda, Allie’s tutor,” I said before Peyton could answer.

She tilted her head. “Interesting,” she murmured.

The lunch continued with many queries about my background, how they hate the newcomers in the Hamptons, and how Peyton’s father should have his statue erected in town.

“I just, you know, worry about… influence. Dressing like a girl can be confusing. Children can be impressionable,” Mindy interrupted.

The table went quiet.

Before I could respond, Allie stood on her chair.

“She’s not confusing,” she said loudly. “You are. Why are you here? You’re not even family.”

Peyton’s hand landed gently on Allie’s back. “That’s enough,” he said—not to Allie, but to Mindy.

Mindy flushed, muttered something about fresh air, and left the table.

Conversation resumed, lighter somehow. Safer.

Later that night, I walked alone along the shore, waves licking at my feet, Mindy’s words echoing alongside memories I hadn’t touched in years. My brother laughing. My mother’s lipstick smeared across my face. Shame burning hotter than fear.

Peyton found me there, handed me a beer without a word.

We sat shoulder to shoulder, listening to the ocean breathe.

“I’m sorry,” he said quietly.

“For what?”

“For people who don’t understand.”

I turned to him then. Close enough to see the softness in his eyes. The care. The want he was trying so hard not to show.

And suddenly, devastatingly, I knew.

I was in love with him.

I started packing the next morning.

Quietly. Carefully. Folding clothes I wasn’t ready to give up. Writing a resignation letter that sounded brave instead of terrified.

I found Peyton in the living room that afternoon.

“I think I need to go,” I said. “I need time. To figure myself out.”

He didn’t interrupt.

“You helped Allie,” I continued. “You helped me. But I can’t—” My voice broke. “I can’t keep pretending this doesn’t matter.”

Peyton stood, crossed the room, stopped just short of touching me.

“You don’t have to pretend,” he said. “You should just be you.”

I shook my head. “That’s the problem.”

He smiled sadly. “You’ve given us both something we didn’t know we needed. Purpose. Healing. I don’t want to lose you—but I won’t stop you.”

I nodded, tears threatening.

That night, I lay awake wondering if leaving was courage or fear.

And whether loving him meant letting go.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

MANHATTAN felt different when we came back. Sharper somehow. Louder. The penthouse lights were warm, familiar, but I moved through the space like a guest again—careful, quiet, unsure where I belonged. The ocean had stripped something raw out of me, and the city noticed.

Peyton waited until Allie was asleep before speaking.

We stood in the living room, the skyline glowing behind him, and for a moment neither of us said anything. I could feel the weight of everything unsaid pressing against my ribs.

“I don’t want you to leave,” he said finally.

I closed my eyes. “That’s not fair.”

“I know,” he replied. “So let me finish.”

I opened them again.

“I don’t see you as an experiment,” he said gently. “Or a phase. Or a compromise I’m making for my daughter.” His voice wavered just slightly. “I see you as Glinda. As you are. As you’ve been becoming right in front of me.”

Something in my chest cracked open.

“I didn’t plan this,” I whispered. “I didn’t mean to fall—”

“I did,” he said. “The moment you stayed. The moment you chose kindness over comfort. The moment you let her see you.”

He stepped closer but stopped himself, hands fisted at his sides like restraint was a promise he intended to keep.

“I won’t ask you to stay for me,” he continued. “And I won’t ask you to stay for Allie. I just need you to know—whatever you decide—you are wanted here. Exactly as you are.”

No one had ever offered me that before.

Not without conditions.

Not without fear.

I nodded, tears sliding down my cheeks, and for the first time, I didn’t apologize for them.

I didn’t sleep that night.

I lay awake listening to the hum of the city, thinking about who I’d been when I arrived. The boy with the perfect résumé. The man who thought success could protect him. The child who’d once pressed his mother’s lipstick to his mouth and learned shame before he learned language.

And then I thought about Glinda.

The quiet relief of soft fabric.
The way my shoulders lowered when I wasn’t bracing.
The truth that had spilled out of me to a nine-year-old who didn’t flinch.

By morning, the answer felt inevitable.

“I don’t want to go back,” I told Peyton.

He didn’t ask what I meant.
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“I don’t want to be Glen anymore,” I said. “I don’t want to wake up every day pretending I survived something when I’m still hiding from myself.”

He reached for my hand—slowly, carefully, giving me time to pull away.

I didn’t.

“I don’t know what transitioning looks like for me yet,” I said. “I’m scared. I’m confused. I don’t even know where to start.”

“We’ll figure it out,” he said softly. “Together. Or separately. However you need.”

The word need mattered.

“I’m not asking you to save me,” I said.

“I know,” he replied. “You already did that.”

He kissed my forehead—not claiming, not urgent. Just present.

For the first time in my life, choosing myself didn’t feel lonely.

It was a Sunday morning when I realized it.

Allie sat at the table, cereal abandoned, coloring something fiercely pink. I moved around the kitchen in an oversized sweater, hair pulled back loosely, bare feet padding across the floor.

“Miss Glinda,” Allie said without looking up, “can you help me draw a butterfly?”

The name landed gently.

Naturally.

I leaned over her shoulder, pointing to the outlines of the wings, my voice calm, my body at ease. Peyton watched from the doorway, coffee forgotten in his hand, a smile soft enough to break me open.

This was home.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

SIX MONTHS was long enough for everything to change without anyone noticing exactly when it happened. Allie turned ten in the spring. Not with a big party—she said those were too loud—but with pancakes shaped like hearts and a cake Peyton burned just slightly around the edges. She blew out her candles carefully, eyes closed tight, like the wish mattered more this year.

“You have to promise you won’t tell,” she said afterward, leaning close to my ear.

“I promise,” I whispered back.

She grinned. “I wished you’d stay forever.”

I hugged her so tightly she squeaked.

By summer, she was starting another grade, taller somehow, more certain of herself. She corrected my spelling now. Rolled her eyes when I asked too many questions. Still held my hand crossing busy streets.

Still called me Miss Glinda without hesitation.

That name had stopped feeling borrowed.

I had stopped waiting for someone to take it back.

My life settled into a new rhythm—appointments penciled into calendars, mornings that began slowly, afternoons that didn’t feel like countdowns anymore. Three months ago, I’d started seeing a gender specialist. Her office was quiet, filled with plants that looked impossibly calm. She never rushed me. Never told me who I was.

She just listened.

I told her about the lipstick. About the shame. About how wearing soft clothes felt like breathing after years underwater. About the fear that this happiness was fragile, conditional, waiting to be revoked.

She nodded, took notes, asked gentle questions.

And then, last week, she smiled.

“I think you’re ready,” she said. “If you want to be.”

I walked out of her office holding a bottle like it was a secret time capsule to my future.
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Hormones.

The word still made my heart race. Not because I doubted myself—but because wanting something this much still felt dangerous. As if joy were a resource I might use up too quickly.

I told Peyton that night.

We were sitting on the couch, Allie asleep down the hall, the city humming softly around us.

“I’m starting,” I said. “Soon.”

He didn’t ask when or how or what it meant for him.

He just reached for my hand and said, “I’m proud of you.”

The relief was so sharp it made my eyes sting.

We didn’t rush anything else. No labels we weren’t ready for. No promises bigger than the day we were in. Love unfolded between us the way it had from the beginning—careful, deliberate, chosen again and again.

Some mornings, I caught him watching me like he was memorizing something. Some nights, I found myself tracing the line of his jaw with my thumb, marveling at how safe it felt to want and be wanted back.

The penthouse didn’t feel intimidating anymore. It felt lived in. Toys left out. Shoes by the door. A faint smell of laundry soap and coffee that clung to everything.

Home.

On the morning of Allie’s first day of her new grade, she bounced into the kitchen wearing her backpack crookedly.

“Do I look ten?” she asked seriously.

“You look very ten,” I said.

She nodded, satisfied. Then she looked at me, eyes bright.

“Next year,” she said, “you’ll be different.”

I paused. “Different how?”

She shrugged. “Just… more you.”

Children had a way of saying things adults needed years of therapy to articulate.

I walked her to school that day, hand in hand. Peyton watched us go from the window, coffee cooling beside him.

When I came back upstairs, I stood in front of the mirror in the hallway.

I looked the same, mostly. Same soft sweaters. Same gentle lines. Same face learning itself.

But underneath, something had already shifted.

Not dramatically. Not visibly.

But inevitably.

I touched my chest, breathed in, and smiled.

Six months ago, I’d arrived here with a suitcase full of fear and a life in freefall.

Now, I had a name that fit. A child who trusted me. A man who loved me without asking me to shrink. A future I was finally brave enough to step into.

I wasn’t pretending anymore.

I was becoming.

And for the first time, I wasn’t doing it alone.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

I get a lot of emails, 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.

We have over 30,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

You don’t even need to upgrade to VIP to enjoy most of it.

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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“This school’s weird. They elected me, a guy, to be their muse.”

I was a teenage guy immigrant with a soft voice, a foreign accent, and a body that betrayed me long before I ever did. When my American high school voted me Muse, they didn’t expect me to survive it—let alone become her. They waxed my legs, slipped me into a bra and a pleated skirt, taught me how to walk in heels, and gave me a name I never asked for: Jermaine.

I told myself it was a joke. I told myself I was still a boy. But the mirror didn’t lie—and neither did the way the school suddenly watched me.

I came from old money and impossible expectations. My father’s reputation was a brand. My mother’s lineage was something you whispered about at galas. Dressing like a girl had to stay a secret—hidden from my family, hidden from the world, hidden even from myself. Except secrets don’t stay buried when you’re voted into the spotlight.

Especially not when the most popular boy in school starts looking at you like he already knows what you are.

Cliff Heatherton was everything I wasn’t—confident, athletic, untouchable. He said he wasn’t into guys. He said it had to stay secret. He said he wanted Jermaine, not Jeremy. And I let him, even when loving him meant splitting myself in two.

Because being a joke hurt.

But becoming her felt like breathing.

Read He’s The Popular Girl

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

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

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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