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Introduction

"Be a woman for a year to inherit a fortune? Are you sure you’re an attorney?"
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I thought I’d get a call about some distant uncle’s inheritance, take the check, and get on with my life. Instead, I got an ultimatum—either spend a year as Brent Nordstrom’s heiress or lose a hundred-million-dollar empire to the state. And Sebastian Quinn, my uncle’s dangerously handsome lawyer, is making sure I don’t screw it up.

At first, it was just makeup, corsets, and high heels. Just another mask to wear. But the longer I lived as Kylie, the more the disguise felt real—and the more Sebastian watched me with something I didn’t understand.

I never meant to fall for him.

And I sure as hell never meant for Chicago’s elite to turn against me. But when the world called me a fraud, when my own identity was put on trial, I had to make a choice.

Fight for the fortune.

Fight for the man I love.

Or finally fight for myself.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Heiress is a Boy.


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 WAS RUNNING on three hours of sleep, a double shot of espresso, and the kind of exhaustion that made my bones feel like wet cement when my phone buzzed.

Blocked number. I ignored it.

"Order up, Kyle!"

I jerked toward the counter, nearly knocking over a caramel macchiato. The shop was packed—mid-morning caffeine rush, people clicking away on laptops, a woman scolding her kid for licking a sugar packet.

The phone buzzed again.

I sighed, wiped my hands on my apron, and answered with the kind of customer-service voice that made me want to die a little inside. "Hello?"

"Mr. Nordstrom?"

The voice was deep, smooth, clipped in a way that immediately made me sit up. A voice that belonged to someone in a suit who probably never had to scrape dried milk off an espresso machine.
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"Who's asking?"

"My name is Sebastian Quinn. I'm an attorney representing the estate of Brent Nordstrom."

My stomach dropped. "Brent? My uncle?"

"Yes," Sebastian said. "I'm calling regarding his will. Are you available to come to my office today?"

I gripped the edge of the counter. Brent was the black sheep of the Nordstroms—the only openly gay member of the family, the one who made his fortune in beauty salons and luxury skincare while the rest of us rotted in boring middle-class mediocrity. I hadn’t spoken to him since I was a kid. He used to send me birthday cards with a hundred-dollar bill tucked inside until my dad told him to stop.

"Wait, will? As in… he’s dead?"

A pause. "I assumed you’d heard."

My stomach twisted. I didn’t know how to feel. My parents barely spoke about Brent, and I hadn't exactly reached out either.

"I'm working," I said. "And I have class later."

"I'm sure you can find the time," Sebastian replied, voice like granite. "It concerns a rather substantial inheritance."

I nearly dropped my phone.

"Inheritance?"

"Yes. But there are conditions. It would be easier to discuss in person. My office is downtown. Would two o’clock work?"

"Uh—"

"Good. I’ll see you then." He hung up.

I stared at my phone.

"Everything okay?" my manager, Felicia, asked, barely looking up from the register.

"Yeah. I think I just got rich."

Later that day, I took the train to Quinn & Monroe LLP, a glassy skyscraper where the lobby smelled like expensive cologne and people in tailored suits moved with purpose. The kind of place where I stuck out like a sore thumb in my thrift-store hoodie and backpack with a broken zipper.

The receptionist barely glanced at me before directing me to the twenty-seventh floor.

Sebastian Quinn’s office was all dark wood and floor-to-ceiling windows. The man himself sat behind a sleek mahogany desk, reviewing a stack of papers. He looked exactly like the type of person who belonged here—early thirties, sharp jawline, dark hair neatly combed back, crisp gray suit that probably cost more than my student loans.

"Mr. Nordstrom," he said, standing to shake my hand. His grip was firm, impersonal. "Take a seat."

I sat. "So, uh. You said something about an inheritance?"

Sebastian slid a leather-bound folder toward me. "Your uncle Brent left his entire estate to his niece or a granddaughter."

I blinked. "Right. And what does that have to do with me?"

He leaned back. "There is no niece… or a granddaughter, Mr. Nordstrom. Unless you have a child who happens to be a girl?"

I opened my mouth, then closed it.

"Brent’s only sibling was your father. You are his only nephew. The Nordstrom name ends with you."

I swallowed. "Okay… so what does that mean?"

Sebastian steepled his fingers. "It means that under a strict interpretation of the will, the inheritance would be forfeited to the state. The government would absorb Brent’s entire estate, his businesses, his assets—everything."

My stomach turned. "That’s ridiculous."

He tilted his head. "You think politicians would use a hundred-million-dollar fortune for the good of the people?" He let that sit for a moment before continuing. "Brent’s wish was to pass his legacy down. Not to let it rot in bureaucracy. That’s why the board of trustees overseeing the will has agreed to… a creative solution."

I had a bad feeling about this. "What kind of solution?"

His lips quirked in the faintest smirk. "A simple one. You qualify as a direct Nordstrom heiress. But you don’t fit the will’s criteria."

"Because I’m not a girl."

"Exactly."

I snorted. "Well, can’t you just change the wording or something? You’re a lawyer, isn’t that your whole thing?"

He arched a brow. "That’s not how it works, Mr. Nordstrom. The will is legally binding. However…" He slid a piece of paper toward me. "There’s nothing in it that states the heiress has to be born a girl."

I stared at him. "You can’t be serious."

"Deadly serious."

"You’re saying I have to—"

"You’d need to present as a woman convincingly," he said smoothly. "You would need to undergo a full transformation. Voice training, posture, styling. The board must believe you are capable of running Brent’s chain of luxury beauty salons as its rightful heiress."

My brain flatlined. "That’s insane."

"It’s better than letting the money vanish into the hands of corrupt bureaucrats," he replied. "Your uncle built an empire. One that could be yours. All you have to do is play the role."

I laughed, a little hysterically. "You want me to be—what? Some kind of fake heiress for a year?"

He gave me a cool, assessing look. "One year. Then the fortune is yours."

I gripped the armrests of the chair. "What if I say no?"

He spread his hands. "Then you walk out of here with nothing, and the state seizes the estate. The choice is yours."

I felt lightheaded. A hundred million dollars. The chance to get out of debt, never worry about rent, finish nursing school without working three shifts a day.

All I had to do was become Kylie Nordstrom.

I stood so fast my chair scraped against the floor. “No way. Absolutely not.”

He remained infuriatingly calm. He didn’t even blink, just watched me with that lawyer face—like he already knew how this was going to play out.

“I get it, Mr. Nordstrom. It’s an unconventional proposition.”

“Unconventional? You want me to—what, waltz around Chicago in heels and lipstick? Pretend to be some rich girl?” I let out a sharp laugh. “I can’t even pretend to be happy most days.”
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He folded his hands. “And yet, this is the best option available to you.”

I started pacing, running my hands through my hair. “This is insane.”

“Let’s talk about what’s actually insane,” he said, his voice smooth and unbothered. “You’re drowning in student debt. You work yourself to exhaustion for a wage that barely covers rent. You are one bad month away from choosing between paying tuition or eating.”

My jaw clenched. “How do you—”

“I did my research,” he said simply. “You’re a good kid, Kyle. No criminal record, good grades, working hard to get through school. But hard work doesn’t always pay off, does it?”

I swallowed hard.

“Here’s the reality: Brent built an empire that would allow you to never struggle again. You could finish nursing school without juggling shifts at a coffee shop. You could live comfortably for the rest of your life. And the only thing stopping you…” He leaned forward slightly. “Is your own pride.”

I wanted to punch him. Mostly because he was right.

But the idea of it—of dressing up, changing my voice, acting like I belonged in some high-class beauty industry—made my skin crawl. It wasn’t just embarrassing. It was humiliating.

“I don’t even know the first thing about… about being a girl,” I muttered.

He shrugged. “That’s why you’d have help. You have one week to prepare.”

I snorted. “Oh, sure. A week. That’s plenty of time to become a convincing rich heiress.”

“I don’t expect perfection overnight,” Sebastian said. “But you’d be surprised how quickly people adapt when their future depends on it.”

I dropped back into the chair, rubbing my temples. “This is a disaster waiting to happen.”

He slid another document across the desk. “This outlines the inheritance terms. If you successfully present as Kylie Nordstrom for one year, running the beauty salons as required, the full fortune is legally yours. If you fail, or refuse, the money goes to the state.”

My stomach twisted.

One year. One year of pretending. One year of feeling completely ridiculous.

But the alternative?

Back to scraping by for every dollar. Back to wondering if I’d even finish school.

“You’re seriously giving me no other choice,” I muttered.

He tilted his head. “You always have a choice, Mr. Nordstrom.”

A bitter laugh escaped me. “Yeah. Be a fake heiress or be broke forever. Some choice.”

He didn’t reply. He didn’t need to. We both knew what I was going to do.

I exhaled sharply, snatched the pen off the desk, and hovered over the paper. My hand shook slightly.

The moment I signed, Kyle Nordstrom would start fading away.

The heiress was born.

I signed.

Sebastian took the document, glanced at it, and nodded. “Good decision.”

“It’s a terrible decision,” I muttered.

He stood, buttoning his suit jacket. “Regardless, you have seven days to prepare. Your first public appearance as Kylie will be at Brent’s memorial gala. The who’s-who of Chicago’s elite will be there.”

My blood ran cold. “You’re kidding.”

“You’ll be introduced as his beloved niece. The heiress to his empire.”

I gripped the arms of my chair. “Sebastian, I can’t do this.”

He didn’t look concerned. “Then you’ll fail.”

I opened my mouth, then shut it.

He walked toward the door, then paused. “You start training tomorrow. I’ll send my driver to pick you up.”

Then, just as he was about to leave, he turned back, eyes glinting with amusement.

“Welcome to high society, Kylie.”

He walked out. And I was completely screwed.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I SHOULD’VE run when I had the chance. The thought crossed my mind a dozen times as I stood in front of Sofia Laurent's salon, staring at the gold-plated lettering on the glass door.

Sebastian stood beside me, scrolling through his phone like this was a routine business meeting instead of the start of my personal nightmare.

"You have one shot at this," he said, not looking up. "Sofia is the best. If she can’t make you pass, no one can."

I swallowed. "I don’t—"

The door flew open, and a tall woman in a leopard-print dress burst out. Sofia Laurent had the energy of a runway coach on six espressos. Her long dark hair was twisted into a sleek bun, her red lips pursed in delight as she grabbed my face.

"Ooh, this will be fun."

I flinched. "Can you not—"

"Shush." She tilted my head left, then right, eyes gleaming like I was a mannequin in progress. "Good bone structure, decent lips, but we need to soften this jaw and do something about the brows. Skin? A disaster, but fixable."

Sebastian smirked. "Told you she was good."

I glared at him. "You enjoying this?"

"Immensely."

Sofia clapped her hands. "Enough chit-chat. Undress."

My entire body locked up. "Excuse me?"

"You heard me, darling," she said, already pulling me into the salon.
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"Beauty is pain. You want to be an heiress? You need to suffer first."

Before I could protest, I was shoved into a back room that smelled like lavender oil and expensive hair products. Sofia pointed at a plush reclining chair.

"Sit."

I stayed put. "What are you doing?"

"Waxing."

"Wha—absolutely not."

She let out a sharp laugh. "Oh, honey. You don’t get a choice."

I turned to Sebastian, but the bastard was already lounging on a nearby sofa, arms crossed, watching like this was premium entertainment.

"Sebastian, do something."

He shrugged. "If you want to be rich, princess, you’ll need to suffer for it."

I hated him. I hated all of this.

But the alternative—walking away, throwing away my future—was worse.

I sat down.

Sofia grinned. "Good boy. Well, girl."

Then she ripped the first wax strip off my leg.

I thought I knew pain.

I’d worked double shifts on three hours of sleep. I’d burned my hand on a coffee machine. I’d suffered through final exams on an empty stomach.

But this?

This was torture.

Sofia ripped and waxed and plucked, cooing the entire time while I bit my tongue to keep from screaming. Sebastian watched with a lazy smirk, occasionally checking his watch.

I was halfway through hell when I finally snapped. "Are you seriously just gonna sit there?"

"You’re doing great," he said dryly.

"Help me!"

"You want me to hold your hand?"

I hated him.

By the time Sofia finished, I was raw, sore, and questioning my life choices.

"Now," she said, stepping back to admire her work. "You are hair-free and fabulous."

I was traumatized.

Sebastian stood, looking me up and down. "Not bad."

"Not bad?!" I pointed at my bright red skin. "I look like I fell into a beehive."

Sofia ignored me, pulling out a corset. I took one look at it and backed up. "Oh, hell no." She snapped her fingers. "Off with the shirt, darling."

I turned to Sebastian. "Is this actually necessary?"

He gave me a bored look. "Unless you want to walk into Brent’s gala looking like a linebacker, yes."

I wanted to strangle him. But I lifted my arms as Sofia yanked the corset over my torso. The instant she started tightening it, I gasped.

"Too tight!" I choked.

"You’ll get used to it," she said, pulling the laces tighter.

I sucked in a breath, already lightheaded. "I can’t breathe."

He leaned against the doorway, completely unfazed. "Perfect. Now you’re learning."

I was going to die.

But the next part was worse.

After squeezing me into a padded bra, Sofia handed me a pair of six-inch stilettos. "Put them on," she said. I squinted at them. "These are death traps." She sighed. "Put. Them. On."

I hesitated, then shoved my feet in. Immediately, my ankles wobbled.

Sebastian chuckled. "You look like a newborn deer."

I sent him a glare before taking a step forward.

Bad idea.

I toppled forward, barely catching myself on the vanity.

Sofia sighed. "This is going to take a while."

Sebastian smirked. "Oh, I can’t wait."

I hated him.

I hated all of this.

And I had six more days to go.

By the time Sofia was done with me, I barely recognized myself.

She had glued a wig onto my head, long and sleek, cascading past my shoulders like it had always belonged there. My brows were shaped into delicate arches, my face contoured and softened with expert hands. She had blended, shaded, and painted me into someone else.

Someone who looked… beautiful.

The realization made my stomach twist.

I scowled at my reflection. "I look ridiculous."

"You look stunning," Sofia corrected, stepping back with a satisfied sigh.

Sebastian tilted his head, studying me like I was some kind of business deal he was about to close. "Not bad."
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"Gee, thanks," I muttered.

He gestured toward the rack of designer gowns. "Pick one."

I swallowed. "Do I have to?"

"You’re walking into Brent’s gala as his heiress. What do you want to wear, jeans?"

I hesitated, then reached for the least offensive-looking dress—a black cocktail number with a modest neckline. Sofia swatted my hand away. "Absolutely not."

She yanked out something far worse—a blush pink dress with a cinched waist and layers of delicate chiffon. I took one look at it and shook my head. "No way."

"Yes way," Sofia said, already unzipping it.

Sebastian smirked. "Think of it as your official debut."

I clenched my jaw but grabbed the dress anyway. The moment I put it on, I felt trapped. The corset made my waist tiny, the fabric swishing around my legs in a way that made me hyper-aware of every movement.

I turned stiffly. "Happy?"

Sebastian’s eyes flickered, scanning me from head to toe before nodding. "You’ll pass."

It wasn’t a compliment. It was a fact.

Sofia grinned. "Now, heels."

I groaned. "Do I have to?"

Sebastian crossed his arms. "Unless you plan on walking barefoot into Chicago’s most exclusive gala, yes."

I sighed and let Sofia shove my feet into delicate nude pumps. The moment I stood, my ankles wobbled. Sofia clapped. "Time for walking lessons."

I wanted to die.

An hour later, I had made zero progress. I was stumbling, tripping, nearly twisting my ankles every three steps. Sebastian sat back in his chair, watching with obvious amusement.

"You’re enjoying this way too much," I muttered.

"Immensely," he said. "Keep going."

I gritted my teeth, straightened my back, and took another step.

Sofia groaned. "You’re walking like a football player. Less stomping, more gliding."

"I’m trying!" I snapped.

Sebastian leaned forward. "You don’t need to teach me how to be a woman," I mimicked sarcastically, repeating my own words from earlier.

I shot him a glare. "You’re loving this, aren’t you?"

He smirked. "I love a challenge." I exhaled sharply and tried again.

Step. Balance. Small strides.

I took three steady steps before stopping.

Sofia clapped like a proud mom. "Yes! That’s it! That’s my girl!"

I sighed. "Can we be done now?"

Sebastian glanced at his watch. "We’re out of time anyway. You have dinner reservations in thirty minutes."

I froze. "What?"

Sebastian stood, grabbing his suit jacket. "Your first public appearance. You didn’t think I was throwing you into a gala without a test run, did you?"

"You can’t be serious," I said, heart pounding.

Sebastian smirked. "Oh, sweetheart. I’m always serious."


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I HAD NEVER been surrounded by so much wealth in my life. The Nordstrom Memorial Gala was held at the Willow Grand Hotel, a venue so extravagant it made my stomach twist. The chandeliers were massive, dripping with crystals that shimmered under golden lights. Servers in perfectly pressed suits carried trays of champagne, weaving through crowds of polished, high-society elites.

I wasn’t one of them. And no amount of makeup or designer dresses would change that.

Sebastian had barely given me a moment to breathe before leading me inside. He was calm, confident, the kind of man who belonged here without even trying. Meanwhile, I had to focus on every step, terrified that one wrong move in these damn heels would send me crashing into some millionaire’s lap.
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The eyes on me were immediate. People whispered, their smiles polite but curious. Sebastian leaned down, his voice low and measured. “Breathe. You’re not in front of a firing squad.”

I swallowed. “Feels like it.”

He smirked. “You’re the heiress of Brent Nordstrom. Start acting like it.”

Easier said than done.

A woman in a silk emerald gown approached, her expression warm. “Oh, my dear, you must be Kylie.”

I straightened, forcing a polite smile. “Yes. It’s lovely to meet you.”

She cupped my hands in hers, eyes glossy with emotion. “Your uncle was a dear friend. He spoke of you often.”

I stiffened. That was a lie. Uncle Brent hadn’t spoken to me in years. And if he did, why would he leave me out of his will by specifically wanting a girl to continue his legacy? But I played along, smiling as she introduced me to more guests—fashion designers, business owners, old-money families who had been in Brent’s circle for decades.

I made it through the first hour without disaster. I even managed to fake confidence, offering charming nods, polite conversation, carefully controlled gestures—just as Sebastian drilled into me.

But then she arrived.

Delia Watson.

She floated into the ballroom like she owned the place, her long platinum-blonde hair cascading in waves, her tight silver dress clinging to her figure. She was the kind of woman men fell over themselves for—stunning, poised, and fully aware of it.

And she was Sebastian’s fiancée.

She spotted him from across the room, her red lips curling into a smirk. “Well, well,” she purred, making her way over. “Sebastian, you terrible man. You didn’t tell me we had royalty in attendance.”

My entire body stiffened. Sebastian’s expression didn’t change. “Delia.” She turned to me, her gaze sharp and assessing. “And you must be Kylie Nordstrom. The mysterious heiress none of us knew existed.”

There was something in her tone—too sweet, too polished.

I forced a smile. “Yes, that’s me.”

She let out a soft laugh. “How wonderful. Brent was such a legend in this industry. It’s only right that his legacy stays in the family.”

Her eyes flickered to Sebastian. “And how lucky you are, darling, to have someone like Sebastian guiding you. He has a habit of taking in strays.”

My smile froze. Sebastian’s jaw tightened slightly, but he didn’t say anything. “Oh, I didn’t mean to offend,” Delia added, voice dripping with fake sincerity. “You must understand—it’s just all so… sudden. None of us had any idea Brent had a niece. Where have you been all these years?”

She wasn’t asking because she was interested. She was testing me. Sebastian glanced at me, waiting for my response.

I had two choices.

Stumble.

Or play the game.

I smiled, tilting my head just slightly—mirroring her energy.

“Abroad,” I said smoothly. “Brent insisted I have a private education away from all the media attention. He wanted me to be ready for this.”

Delia’s smirk faltered for just a second. Sebastian’s lips twitched—just barely.

“Well,” Delia said, brushing off her surprise. “I do hope you’re ready now.”

She turned back to Sebastian, resting a perfectly manicured hand on his arm. “Darling, I need to borrow you for a moment. We have some investors who want to discuss using my face for their campaigns.”

Sebastian’s gaze flickered to me, just for a moment. Then he nodded. “Of course.”

As he walked away, Delia glanced over her shoulder, giving me one last knowing smirk. I already hated her.
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Soon after, I needed a drink. Not champagne. Something stronger. But this was Brent Nordstrom’s memorial gala, not a college bar, so I settled for a flute of bubbly and tried not to chug it.

Delia was still across the room, effortlessly charming a circle of investors. Sebastian stood beside her, engaged in quiet conversation, his expression unreadable.

I should’ve been relieved to have a moment alone. Instead, my shoulders stayed tense. She was suspicious. I could feel it. And she wasn’t wrong to be.

I turned away from the sight of her, keeping my posture graceful and composed—exactly how Sofia had drilled into me. The last thing I needed was someone watching me too closely, looking for cracks in the illusion.

“Tell me something, Kylie.”

The voice was too smooth, too amused.

I turned just as Delia stepped beside me, her own champagne untouched.

I smiled politely. “Something specific?”

“Oh, anything,” she mused, taking a slow sip. “You fascinate me.”

I held her gaze, forcing my shoulders to stay relaxed. “I’m honored.”

She tilted her head. “Sebastian and I have known each other for years. He rarely takes an interest in people. But you…” She trailed off, tapping a manicured nail against her glass.

I forced a laugh. “Is it a crime for him to mentor his late client’s heir?” She smiled. “Not at all. But it is… unexpected.”

She was digging. Trying to unnerve me. But I didn’t take the bait.

Instead, I let out a soft sigh, glancing toward Sebastian, who was still deep in conversation. “Sebastian has been incredibly helpful,” I said. “I don’t know what I would do without him.”

Her smile twitched slightly. I had no idea why she was acting territorial—she was the one wearing his ring—but it was clear that she didn’t like this.

She swirled her glass. “You’re awfully comfortable with him for someone who only just arrived.”

I shrugged. “He’s been very accommodating.”

“Has he?” Her voice was still light, but there was something sharp underneath it.

I tilted my head, mirroring her earlier move. “Is there something you’re trying to ask me, Delia?”

Her lips curled. “Just making conversation.”

I sipped my drink. “Then we should do it more often.”

Her eyes narrowed, just slightly.

Sebastian’s voice cut in before she could respond. “Delia, don’t you want to talk to more investors?” She turned to him with a practiced smile. “Yes, but I was just getting to know your new little project.”

Sebastian’s eyes didn’t waver. “I’ll escort you.”

Delia hesitated, then turned back to me. “It was lovely chatting, Kylie.”

Her tone said the exact opposite.

I smiled sweetly. “Likewise.”

As soon as she was out of earshot, I let out a slow breath.

“You need to be more careful,” Sebastian murmured.

I turned to him, still annoyed. “With what?”

“With her.”

I narrowed my eyes. “What, you think she’s going to expose me?”

“I think she’s smart enough to sense something is off,” he said. “And she doesn’t like people who don’t play by her rules.”

I crossed my arms. “Then maybe you should tell your fiancée to back off.”

His gaze flickered, but he said nothing. I took a step toward him, lowering my voice. “Or maybe you should remind her that you’re engaged to her, not me.”

He let out a slow exhale, then suddenly grabbed my arm and pulled me into the shadows of a nearby hallway. I barely had time to react before my back hit the wall.

I gasped. “What the hell are you—”

“You need to start acting like you belong,” he said, voice low. “Or I will make you.”

My heart pounded too hard. His face was too close, his breath warm against my skin. I hated how my body reacted—how my stomach twisted, how my pulse raced.

I swallowed. “I don’t need your help.”

He smirked. “You do. You just don’t want to admit it.”

My breath hitched.

His eyes flickered over my face, lingering for half a second longer than they should have.

Then he pulled away, straightening his tie.

“You’re doing well,” he said casually. “Keep it up.”

Then he was gone.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

IF SOMEONE had told me a month ago that I’d be standing in the middle of a luxury beauty school, wearing a pencil skirt and pretending to care about skincare routines, I would have laughed in their face.

But here I was.

I adjusted my too-tight blouse, trying to ignore how the delicate silk felt against my skin. Sofia had insisted that if I was going to be the heiress to a beauty empire, I needed to at least look the part in front of the students and staff.

“Welcome to your first day of training, Miss Nordstrom,” the instructor, a perky redhead in her forties, greeted me with an overly enthusiastic smile.

I smiled back, ignoring how unnatural it felt. “Looking forward to it.”

That was a lie.

I had spent the last two hours fumbling through a makeup tutorial, nearly poking my eye out with an eyeliner pencil. The other trainees—most of them young, stylish, and effortlessly graceful—watched me like I was a charity case.

“Today, we’ll be working on hand and arm massages for clients,” the instructor said, leading us to a row of manicure stations.

I swallowed a groan.

I was a nursing student, for god’s sake. I knew how to do real medical procedures. But here I was, learning how to rub someone’s hands like I was auditioning for a spa commercial.

The first client—a middle-aged woman with diamond rings on every finger—settled into the chair across from me. She peered at me over oversized designer sunglasses, lips pursed like she was deciding whether I was worth her time.

“Don’t be nervous, dear,” she said. “I won’t bite.”

I forced a laugh, dipping my fingers into the bowl of essential oils and hesitantly pressing them against her wrist.

Her skin was soft, and the whole thing felt deeply uncomfortable.

“You have very gentle hands,” she murmured.

I nodded, trying not to die of secondhand embarrassment.

For the next few minutes, I followed the instructor’s steps—press here, smooth there, use the thumb for light pressure. I barely listened, too focused on making sure I didn’t accidentally snap this woman’s fragile wrist in half.

But then she tilted her head, studying my face.

“You have wonderful skin,” she said. “Absolutely glowing.”

I stiffened.

The other trainees glanced over, some nodding in agreement.

“I’d kill for that complexion,” one of them whispered.

My stomach twisted. It should have meant nothing. A simple compliment. But instead of brushing it off, something inside me stirred.

Pride?

No.
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I swallowed and forced a polite laugh. “Oh, um, thank you.”

The instructor smiled. “That’s what quality skincare does, ladies. And a little foundation never hurts.”

I nodded, pretending to agree, but the truth was—I wasn’t even wearing much makeup.

My throat felt tight. I shook it off. This was just part of the disguise. Nothing more.

I finished the session, mumbling my goodbyes before heading for the restroom. As soon as I was alone, I turned toward the mirror. My reflection blinked back at me.

The foundation was minimal, just enough to even out my tone. But my skin did look… smooth. Softer. The brows were groomed, the lips slightly tinted, and the way the light hit my cheekbones made my face look…

Feminine.

I gritted my teeth, shoving the thought away.

This wasn’t me.

It was a mask.

I grabbed a tissue and scrubbed at my lips, as if wiping away the gloss would erase the way my stomach had twisted at the compliment.

I wasn’t proud. I wasn’t. I was just playing a role. And that’s all it would ever be.

Later that day, the restaurant was too elegant, too polished, too suffocating. Sebastian had dragged me to a high-society luncheon—another step in his grand plan to make me a believable heiress.

The venue was some ridiculously expensive rooftop bistro, with sleek white tablecloths, floral centerpieces that probably cost more than my rent, and a string quartet playing softly in the background.

I adjusted the delicate lace sleeve of my dress, trying not to scowl at how tight it felt around my ribs. I had been squeezed into a pale blue designer piece, something airy and feminine that Sofia had picked out. The bodice cinched my waist, the fabric floated when I walked, and the whole thing made me feel too exposed.

“Stop fidgeting,” Sebastian murmured beside me.

I resisted the urge to kick him under the table. “This dress is trying to kill me.” He took a sip of his wine, unbothered. “Good. If you’re suffering, it means it looks expensive.”

I shot him a glare. “You’re a terrible person.” His lips twitched, like he was amused. “You’ll survive.”

I was less sure.

We were seated with a group of high-profile investors, all dressed in tailored suits and pearl jewelry, discussing Brent’s beauty empire like it was a chessboard they were strategizing over.

I did my best to sit still, nod politely, and pretend I wasn’t completely out of my depth.

But then, disaster struck. Sebastian leaned toward me mid-conversation, his sharp eyes narrowing slightly.

I frowned. “What?”

He exhaled through his nose. “Your lipstick.”

My stomach dropped. “What about it?” Without warning, he reached forward and brushed his thumb against my lower lip.

I froze.

The table blurred, the voices faded, and all I could focus on was the press of his skin against my mouth. “Smudged,” he murmured, rubbing the corner of my lip with an infuriating level of focus.

I sat there, completely useless, as he fixed my makeup like it was the most normal thing in the world. His touch was gentle, but there was something about it—something too careful, too intimate—that made my breath hitch.

His thumb lingered for half a second too long before he pulled away. “There,” he said smoothly, picking up his wine glass again. “Better.”

I gripped my fork like a weapon, ignoring the heat creeping up my neck. “I could’ve done that myself.”

“Doubt it.”

I was going to kill him. But before I could snap at him, a familiar voice chimed in from behind me. “Oh, how sweet. Is Sebastian finally learning how to be useful?”

I tensed.

Delia.

She slid into the seat beside Sebastian, pressing against him with ease, her manicured nails gliding over his arm like she owned him. “I thought you were meeting with the Watson Group,” Sebastian said.

“I was. But I’d much rather be here.” She tilted her head, eyes flicking to me. “And of course, I had to check in on our little Kylie.”

I plastered on a polite smile, even as my skin prickled with irritation. She smirked. “You look lovely, dear. That dress is almost perfect for you.”

Almost.

I bit the inside of my cheek. “Thank you, Delia.”
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Sebastian exhaled, like he could already sense where this was going. “Delia—”

“Oh, don’t be boring, darling,” she cooed, resting a hand on his shoulder. “I was just thinking how interesting it is that you’ve taken such a hands-on role in Kylie’s situation.”

Sebastian’s jaw tightened. “She’s Brent’s heir. It’s my job.”

Delia hummed, dragging a perfectly manicured nail down his sleeve. “Of course. But you’re enjoying it, aren’t you?”

Her voice was light, teasing, but her eyes were sharp. Sebastian didn’t reply. I should’ve ignored it. Should’ve smiled and let it go. But instead, I found myself gripping my wine glass too tightly, irritated at the way she was wrapped around him, speaking like I wasn’t even there.

Before I could stop myself, I leaned forward, tilting my head just slightly.

“Why wouldn’t he enjoy it?” I said, voice smooth. “I’m excellent company.”

Delia’s smile froze for just a second.

Sebastian glanced at me, his expression unreadable. Then, Delia laughed lightly, twirling a strand of blonde hair around her finger.

“Oh, darling,” she said sweetly. “Let’s hope you keep thinking that.” Something about the way she said it made my skin crawl.

Sebastian placed a hand on my arm—just a light touch, like he was silently telling me to stand down. I set my glass down, forcing a polite smile.

The game was on.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I TOOK a deep breath and placed one foot in front of the other. The heels didn’t wobble. My ankles didn’t twist. I glided. Sofia clapped her hands together, grinning. “Finally! My baby giraffe has evolved.”

I stopped at the end of the studio floor and turned, arms crossed. “It’s taken me weeks. Pretty sure real heiresses don’t have to practice walking.”

Sofia waved a hand. “They do when they’ve spent their whole lives stomping around like a man.”

I rolled my eyes, but I couldn’t argue. Walking in heels had been hell—weeks of sore calves, twisted ankles, and cursing under my breath. But now?

It felt natural. That part unsettled me.

Sofia strutted over to the rack of clothes, flipping through silk dresses, tailored coats, and sleek skirts with the enthusiasm of a kid in a candy store.

“You’ve earned a reward,” she announced. “Your very own wardrobe.”

I hesitated. “I already have clothes.”

She scoffed. “You have borrowed pieces I picked out. It’s time you actually own something. Something that feels like you.”

I didn’t know what that meant.

She pulled a burgundy wrap dress off the rack and tossed it at me. “Try this.”

I caught it against my chest, staring at the soft, luxurious fabric. Sofia nudged me toward the dressing room. “Go. Let me see my masterpiece.”

I sighed but obeyed, stepping inside and pulling the curtain shut.

The dress slid over my skin like water. The fit was perfect—cinching at the waist, the V-neck just modest enough to be elegant. It hugged my body differently than the oversized hoodies and stiff barista aprons I was used to.

I turned to the mirror. The person staring back at me wasn’t Kyle. Kylie was poised. Feminine. Effortlessly put together.

I swallowed. I should have felt ridiculous. Instead, I felt…

I didn’t know what I felt.

Sofia’s voice came from outside. “You better not be crying in there.” I scoffed and stepped out. She beamed. “Gorgeous.”
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I smoothed my hands over the fabric, avoiding her gaze. “It’s just a dress.” She smirked. “Sure it is.” Her knowing tone made my stomach twist. I wasn’t Kylie.

Not really.

But standing there, wrapped in silk, heels clicking against the floor, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Kyle was slipping further away.

Later that night, the car ride to the black-tie business event was quiet. Sebastian sat beside me in the back of the sleek black sedan, checking his phone while I stared out the window, watching the Chicago skyline blur past.

I crossed my legs, the slit in my dark emerald gown revealing a hint of thigh. Sofia had chosen this dress—something that would make me look the part without making me feel too exposed. The fabric was smooth against my skin, the fitted bodice cinching my waist perfectly.

I looked… expensive. And I hated that I didn’t hate it.

Sebastian finally spoke. “Tonight is important. You need to impress the investors.”

I sighed, turning to him. “I don’t even know what I’m supposed to say to them.”

“You don’t have to say much,” he said, slipping his phone into his pocket. “Just smile, laugh at the right moments, and let them think you belong.”

I frowned. “That’s all it takes?”

His mouth quirked slightly. “You’d be surprised how far charm goes in business.”

I exhaled, adjusting my earrings. “Great. So I just have to pretend to be the perfect little heiress.”

“You’re getting good at pretending.”

I shot him a glare, but before I could say anything, the car rolled to a stop. A valet opened my door, and I stepped out onto the pristine marble driveway of an extravagant downtown hotel.

The event was already in full swing—chattering guests in tuxedos and designer gowns, glasses of champagne balanced on silver trays, the hum of classical music drifting through the air.

I straightened my posture, reminding myself of everything Sofia had drilled into me.

Smile. Shoulders back. Walk like you own the room.

Sebastian offered his arm. “Ready?”

I took it, forcing a careful, poised smile. “As I’ll ever be.”

The second we stepped inside, all eyes were on us. People whispered, some smiling politely, others watching with subtle curiosity.

I hated the attention. Sebastian, of course, thrived in it. He led me toward a small group of investors, each one distinguished, powerful, and visibly rich.

One of them, a silver-haired man in his sixties, gave me an approving nod. “So this is Mr. Nordstrom’s niece.”

Sebastian introduced me, his voice smooth and authoritative. I shook hands, smiled, responded to their small talk with carefully measured charm. It was exhausting. But I could tell it was working.

One of the investors laughed at a joke I barely remembered making. Another clinked his glass to mine, saying he looked forward to seeing what I did with the company.

I wasn’t just passing.

I was winning them over.

I turned to Sebastian, expecting some smug remark, but his expression was unreadable. Then, as if sensing my confidence, he leaned in, voice low.

“Careful, Kylie,” he murmured, just loud enough for me to hear. “You’re starting to get dangerous.” I blinked. “What?” His lips barely moved. “You’re enjoying this.”

I scoffed, but my throat was dry. “I’m doing what you told me to do.”

“Yes. And you’re doing it very well.”

There was something undeniable in his voice—something I couldn’t place. Heat crept up my spine. I swallowed, forcing a light laugh. “I guess I’m just a natural.”

His gaze flickered over me, assessing, thoughtful.

Then he smirked. “Maybe you are.” The words sent an unwelcome shiver down my back. Before I could respond, someone interrupted.

“Sebastian, darling,” a familiar voice purred.

Delia.

I tensed as she slid into the conversation like she belonged there, looping her arm through Sebastian’s and pressing a soft kiss to his cheek.

I didn’t know why it bothered me. But it did. I took a slow sip of my drink, forcing my expression into polite disinterest.

Delia glanced at me, her red lips curling. “Oh, don’t tell me you’re corrupting our sweet Kylie already.”

Sebastian chuckled, but I could tell he was bored of this game.

I wasn’t. I tilted my head, flashing a sweet smile. “Oh, Delia, you give him too much credit. I can handle myself.”

Her eyes narrowed just slightly.
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Sebastian exhaled. “Play nice, ladies.”

Neither of us responded.

The tension hung between us, thick and unchallenged.

I was playing a dangerous game.

And I wasn’t sure I wanted to stop.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE EVENT was extravagant, even by Brent Nordstrom standards. The ballroom had been transformed into a shrine of luxury, with sleek, towering product displays featuring Brent’s final skincare formulations—the ones that had never seen the light of day before his passing.

Soft lighting cast a golden glow over the space, and waiters floated around with crystal glasses of champagne, offering them to Chicago’s most powerful beauty moguls, influencers, and celebrities.

It should have been a celebration of my uncle’s legacy. Instead, it felt like a reminder of what had been lost. I adjusted the silky gold gown Sofia had chosen for me, trying to push the thought aside. This wasn’t about Brent anymore. This was about me convincing everyone I belonged.

I caught Sebastian watching me from across the room. It wasn’t the first time tonight. His gaze flickered every time I moved, every time I spoke to someone new, every time I laughed at a joke that wasn’t funny.

I pretended not to notice.

I sipped my drink and turned back to the man in front of me—Gus Bleau, the DJ responsible for half the parties in Los Angeles and a reputation dirtier than a backstage bathroom floor.
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“I still can’t believe Brent had an entire product line just sitting in a vault,” Gus mused, swirling the champagne in his glass. His eyes lingered on me a little too long, the corner of his mouth curling up in amusement.

I forced a polite laugh. “He believed in perfection. If it wasn’t ready, it wasn’t launching.”

Gus leaned in slightly. “Perfection is overrated.”

I didn’t like how close he was. Or the way he was looking at me. But I didn’t step back. Because this was part of the game. I smiled, tilting my head slightly, letting my lashes drop just enough. Flirty, but distant. Just as Sebastian had taught me.

Gus chuckled. “Gotta say, I expected some rich, snobby type, but you… you’ve got something else going on.”

I raised an eyebrow. “And what’s that?”

He grinned. “You feel real.”

That was dangerously close to the truth. I took another sip of my drink instead of answering. The conversation might have continued if not for the sharp weight of a stare burning into the side of my face.

I glanced over. Sebastian.

He was still across the room, standing near a group of executives, but he wasn’t paying attention to them. He was looking at me. His jaw was set, his eyes unreadable.

But something about the way his grip tightened around his glass made my breath catch. Gus followed my gaze and smirked. “Ah. The lawyer. He’s been watching you all night.”

I forced a laugh. “He’s just protective.”

Gus made a humming noise, tapping his glass. “I’d say he’s territorial.”

The words sent an unwelcome thrill through me. I hated that I liked it. But I hated even more that Gus had noticed. I smiled smoothly, placing my empty glass on the nearest tray. “I should mingle.”

Gus grinned. “I’ll see you later then, Kylie.”

I didn’t respond. I was already walking toward Sebastian.

Soon after, Sebastian didn’t say anything when I stopped in front of him. But I could feel the heat rolling off him, the tension coiling tight between us.

I crossed my arms. “Something wrong?”

His jaw tensed. “You tell me.”

I scoffed. “If this is about Gus—”

“It is.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

He took a slow step closer, his voice low, even. Too controlled.

“That guy is a problem,” he said. “You don’t want to be seen with him.”

I laughed under my breath. “Wow. Controlling much?”

“This isn’t about control.” His eyes darkened. “It’s about keeping you out of trouble.”

I tilted my head. “Or maybe you just didn’t like watching another man flirt with me.”

His mouth twitched, but he didn’t deny it. My stomach flipped, a nervous thrill crawling up my spine. I should have walked away. Instead, I stepped closer, dropping my voice. “You need to get used to it, Sebastian. I’m supposed to be an heiress. People are going to want me.”

His breath hitched. For half a second, neither of us moved. Then suddenly, his hand wrapped around my wrist, and I was being pulled into a side hallway.

I barely had time to react before my back hit the wall. Sebastian’s hands landed on either side of me, caging me in. My heart pounded. “What the hell are you doing?”

He didn’t answer.

He just looked at me.

Really looked.

Like he was seeing something he didn’t want to admit was real. Then his hand moved—tracing the edge of my jaw, down my throat, over my collarbone. My breathing hitched. This wasn’t happening.

He wasn’t—

Then he kissed me.

I froze, my mind short-circuiting. His lips were hot, demanding, pressing against mine like he was trying to burn the moment into his memory.

I hated how good it felt. How right.

A sharp wave of panic surged through me. I tore myself away and slapped him. It wasn’t hard, but it was enough to make his head snap to the side.

Sebastian inhaled, chest rising and falling too fast, his hands curled into fists. “I shouldn’t have done that,” he muttered, voice rough.

I didn’t wait for an apology. I just turned and walked away.

No.

I ran.

I didn’t stop moving until I reached the far end of the ballroom, pushing through the crowd toward the hallway leading to the restrooms.

I needed to breathe. I needed to think. Instead, I found something much worse. Just as I turned the corner, I saw them.

Delia.

And Gus.

Kissing.

Her arms were wrapped around his neck, his hands gripping her too-tight dress, their bodies pressed together like they had done this a thousand times before.

I stared.

Delia ripped herself away first, her eyes going wide with horror when she saw me.

“Kylie,” she breathed. “It’s not—”
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I raised a hand. “Save it.”

She reached for me, desperation creeping into her voice. “Please, don’t—Sebastian can’t know about this.”

I exhaled sharply, already done with the night, with everything.

“Delia, I have my own problems right now,” I muttered. “I don’t have time for yours.”

And then I walked away.

Because for once, I wasn’t the one with the biggest secret in the room.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

SEBASTIAN’S office was eerily quiet. I sat across from his desk, still shaken from the night before, my mind looping the same images over and over—his hands on me, his mouth against mine, the way he’d pulled away like he regretted every second of it.

I told myself I wasn’t thinking about it.

That was a lie.

His assistant, Melissa, walked in without knocking. She had the stiff, professional expression of someone delivering bad news. “You both need to see this,” she said, sliding her tablet across the desk.

Sebastian picked it up, his brows furrowing as he scrolled. His jaw locked. I leaned forward. “What is it?” He turned the screen toward me. I stared.

It was a photo of Delia and Gus—the exact moment I had seen last night in the hallway. His hands on her waist, their faces pressed together.

But this wasn’t some grainy security footage.

This was high-resolution, crystal clear, straight from a paparazzi camera. And it was already online. Chicago’s most popular gossip site had plastered it everywhere, the headline merciless:

MODEL DELIA WATSON CAUGHT IN SCANDAL—SEBASTIAN QUINN’S FIANCÉE SPOTTED KISSING DJ GUS BLEAU

I inhaled slowly. Melissa continued. “The media is all over it. Investors are already asking questions. We need damage control.” Sebastian leaned back in his chair, his expression unreadable. But I could see the tension in his clenched fist, the way his throat worked like he was holding something back.
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A sharp knock cut through the silence. Then the door swung open. Delia strode in, sunglasses perched on her nose, her perfectly manicured nails tapping against her clutch.

She didn’t look flustered. She looked prepared.

Sebastian set the tablet down, his voice cold, controlled. “So. You’re here.”

Delia removed her sunglasses, revealing eyes that were tired, but defiant.

“This isn’t what it looks like,” she said.

Sebastian let out a humorless laugh. “Oh, please. You don’t get to play that card.”

Delia stepped forward. “It was a mistake, Sebastian. A one-time mistake.”

I almost snorted out loud. A one-time mistake? Sure.

Sebastian stared at her, his face stone cold. “Do you take me for an idiot?”

Delia didn’t flinch. “I take you for a man who understands business.”

The energy in the room shifted. I sat perfectly still, watching as Delia reached into her bag and pulled out a neatly folded document.

She placed it on the desk. Sebastian didn’t touch it. “What’s that?”

Delia crossed her arms. “My terms.”

Sebastian laughed again, this time genuinely amused. “You’re negotiating?”

Delia’s expression didn’t waver. “I made a mistake, but you and I both know a public breakup would be catastrophic. The investors like stability. They like power couples. If you end this now, it will cost you.”

Sebastian’s jaw tightened. Delia leaned in slightly, voice dropping to a whisper. “And if you don’t marry me, I’ll tell everyone that Kylie is a man.”

My blood ran cold. Sebastian went rigid. Delia straightened, adjusting the strap of her bag. “Goodbye to your attorney’s fees, Sebastian. I assume you don’t want to kiss that ten percent of a hundred mil goodbye?”

Sebastian said nothing.

Delia smiled. “Think about it.” Then she turned, walked to the door, and left.

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding.

Sebastian didn’t move. His hands curled into fists. And for the first time since I’d met him, I wasn’t sure what he was going to do next.

After that confrontation, we decided to talk about what just happened with bottles of beers. The pub was quiet, tucked into a dimly lit corner of the city, the kind of place where people went to be left alone.

Sebastian sat across from me, his tie loosened, his sleeves rolled up, fingers wrapped around a half-empty whiskey glass. I stirred my cocktail with the tiny straw, staring at the melted ice cubes like they held the answers to the mess we were in.

He hadn’t said much since we left the office. He had just walked out, almost wordlessly, like he needed air. And I had followed. Now, we sat in heavy silence.

Finally, I sighed. “So. What’s the plan?”

He lifted his glass, took a slow sip. “Not sure yet.”

I frowned. “You have to do something.”

He exhaled, leaning back in his chair. “You think I don’t know that?”

I hesitated. “Maybe… maybe you should just marry her.”

His eyes snapped to mine. “Excuse me?”

I shrugged, forcing a casual tone. “She’s right about the business. A public breakup will make everything messy. And maybe it was just a one-time mistake. People screw up, right?”

His grip on the glass tightened. Something flickered across his face—something unreadable. Then he let out a quiet laugh, but there was no humor in it.

“You sound just like my father.”

I blinked. “What?”

He swirled his drink, watching the amber liquid move. “He used to say the same thing. That betrayal is just a moment. That people only cheat when something is missing.”

I swallowed.

Sebastian lifted the glass to his lips, took another slow sip. “He forgave my mother every time. Right up until the day she packed her bags and left him for someone else.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. For once, I didn’t have a clever response. I just watched him, this perfectly put-together man, sitting there like he was slowly unraveling at the seams.

I exhaled. “Okay. But… you also kissed me.”

His fingers stilled against his glass. I immediately regretted saying it. But the words were already hanging between us, heavy and unavoidable.

He set his drink down, rubbing a hand over his face. “That’s different.”

I crossed my arms. “How?”

His jaw tightened. “Because what Delia and Gus have is different.”

I tilted my head. “And what about us?”
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He went completely still. His voice was quiet when he finally spoke. “What I have with you is… professional.” I laughed, but it wasn’t funny.

It was relieved. And sad. And confused.

I picked up my drink, downed the rest in one go, then stood.

“Good to know, well, I hope you change your mind, about the marriage,” I muttered.

Then I grabbed my purse and walked out. Because if I stayed, I might have asked him if he was lying. And I wasn’t sure if I wanted to hear the answer.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

I SAT ON the edge of my bed, staring at my reflection. The study table’s light cast a soft glow over my face, catching the delicate shimmer of the lip gloss I had absentmindedly applied. The blush I had dabbed onto my cheeks was subtle, just enough to give me a glow.

It wasn’t part of the disguise anymore. I had done this for me. The thought sent a nervous chill through me.

I reached up, wiping at my lip, as if smearing the gloss would somehow fix the confusion storming inside me. But I didn’t scrub it off. I just let my fingers linger, feeling the slight tackiness, the deliberate softness.

Something had shifted.

It wasn’t just the kiss with Sebastian. It wasn’t just Delia’s threats. It was everything. The way my body felt in silk. The way my voice had changed without me even trying. The way I felt less like Kyle pretending to be Kylie and more like Kylie existing.

I needed answers.
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The next day, the therapist’s office was warm, inviting, nothing like the sterile clinics I had imagined. Dr. Lorraine Parker was in her fifties, dressed in an earth-toned sweater, her expression calm but curious.

“So,” she said, tapping her pen lightly against her notepad. “What brings you here, Kylie?”

I hesitated. I hadn’t thought about what I would say.

Finally, I exhaled. “I think I need help figuring out… who I am.”

She nodded. “Tell me more.”

I stared at the floor. “I started this whole thing as… as a lie. A disguise. I had no choice, or at least I thought I didn’t. But lately, I—”

I swallowed, my voice catching. Dr. Parker waited. I lifted my head, meeting her gaze. “I don’t feel like I’m pretending anymore.”

She studied me for a moment, then asked, “How does that make you feel?” I let out a shaky laugh. “Terrified.”

“Why?”

I exhaled sharply. “Because if this is real, if this is me, then what does that mean for the person I used to be?”

She smiled gently. “That person didn’t disappear, Kylie. They just became.” I inhaled through my nose, trying to absorb the weight of her words.

Dr. Parker tapped her pen again. “Have you ever questioned your gender before?”

I hesitated. “No.”

Then I frowned. “I mean, maybe? But I didn’t have a name for it. I always thought I was just… different. And then, when this whole heiress thing happened, I thought, ‘Well, this is just an act.’ But then I started feeling…”

I trailed off, gripping my hands together.

“Started feeling what?” she prompted.

I forced myself to say it. “Relief.” It was out.

The moment the word left my lips, something unlocked inside me. Dr. Parker nodded. “Tell me about that relief.”

I swallowed. “I don’t know. It’s like… I used to feel off, but I never really questioned it. And now, every time I do something that’s supposed to be ‘pretend’—whether it’s the way I dress, or the way I talk, or even the way people see me—it doesn’t feel fake. It feels…”

I clenched my jaw. “Right.” Dr. Parker was quiet for a moment. Then she smiled. “That sounds like an answer, Kylie.”

I let out a breath. “Yeah. I think it does.” And for the first time in weeks, I felt lighter.

I stepped out of the office, the wind catching my hair, the city buzzing around me. I reached into my purse, pulling out my compact mirror, flipping it open.

I didn’t see Kyle.

I saw me.

For the first time, I wasn’t a fraud.

I wasn’t an imposter.

I was my uncle’s heiress.

I was Kylie Nordstrom.

And I wasn’t going to let anyone take that from me.

The week that followed was the most self-indulgent of my life. For the first time, I wasn’t dressing up for anyone else. Not for Sebastian. Not for investors. Not for some carefully curated image of Brent’s heiress.

I was doing it for me.

I had spent so much time resisting—fighting against the clothes, the makeup, the way people called me “Miss Nordstrom” with effortless certainty. But now, I let myself unravel.

I went shopping for lingerie that no one would ever see but me.

I let Sofia drag me to a high-end spa, where I leaned into the luxury of facials and deep-conditioning treatments, sighing as my body softened under the care.

I got my nails done—not because I had to, but because I wanted to.

I learned how to do my makeup the way I liked it. Some days barely there, just a hint of mascara and gloss. Other days glamorous, smoky eyes and lips that commanded attention.

I took long baths with oils and candles, feeling the water hug my skin in a way that made me feel cherished.

I let myself exist.

But even with all of that, even with the relief of knowing this wasn’t a lie, my mind kept drifting.

Back to him.

No matter how much I tried to push it away, Sebastian lingered. The way his voice dropped when he spoke just to me. The way he watched me like he was waiting for something. The way his hands had felt when he grabbed me in that hallway.

And, of course, the way he had pulled away.

I told myself it didn’t matter. That it was a mistake.

That his words in the pub—what I have with you is professional—were the only thing I should hold on to.

But deep down, I wasn’t sure I believed him. Because if it was only professional, then why did it feel like something more?
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I exhaled, staring at my reflection in the massive floor-length mirror of my uncle’s penthouse suite. I was wearing a silk robe, fresh from the shower, my damp hair falling over my shoulders. My face was bare, no makeup, no illusion.

I still looked like her. I still looked like me. And I had never felt more beautiful.

I hugged my arms around myself, sighing. I had finally figured out who I was. Now I just had to figure out what I wanted. And whether Sebastian Quinn was part of that answer.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THE SALON smelled like luxury—a mix of jasmine, sandalwood, and something clean and expensive, like money well spent. I stood near the front, watching everything unfold around me—clients sipping cucumber water, stylists weaving magic with their hands, the soft hum of blow dryers and whispered gossip floating through the air.

It had been a month since I fully stepped into Brent’s world. A month of training, of learning the business, of showing up in salons, skincare stores, and board meetings with a poised smile and a notebook full of reminders.

A month of pretending I was fine.

Sofia adjusted the cuffs of her blazer, standing beside me with her usual sharp-eyed confidence. “You’re getting better at this.”

I huffed. “At what?”

She gestured to the salon floor. “Blending in.”

I swallowed. “That’s the point, isn’t it?”

She tilted her head, studying me like I was a client in need of a transformation. “Not blending in,” she corrected. “Owning it.”

I forced a small smile, but the truth sat heavy in my chest. Because even though I had everything lined up perfectly—the image, the skills, the undeniable claim to my uncle’s empire—there was still a void. And I knew exactly what it was.

Sebastian. Or rather, the absence of him.

He had pulled back completely. No more heated glances. No more arguments that felt like they meant something more. He had made his choice. And I had made mine.

I lifted my chin, smoothing a hand down my silk blouse. “So, what’s next on the agenda?”

Sofia glanced at her schedule. “Investor brunch at eleven. After that, we visit the Gold Coast store.”

I nodded. “Let’s do it.” I had a future to focus on. Even if it wasn’t the one I wanted.
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The city felt endless later that night. I walked aimlessly after a long grueling meeting at one of my uncle’s stores, the cool air wrapping around me, my heels clicking against the pavement in soft, steady rhythms.

I had told Sofia that I would go home by myself. I needed a moment. Maybe I had meant a lifetime. My mind was too full. Of decisions I had made. Of choices that weren’t mine to begin with. Of a man who had kissed me and then pretended like it never happened.

I exhaled, tilting my head back, looking for some kind of sign. That was when I saw it. A billboard, towering above the city skyline, glowing against the night.

Nordstrom Beauty: Unleash the Real You.

The model’s eyes stared back at me, as if she knew exactly what I was afraid of.

I swallowed hard. Maybe I was looking for too much meaning in things. Maybe I was just tired. But right then, I wanted to believe it. That I didn’t have to be afraid. That I could unleash who I really was. A voice broke through my thoughts.

“Careful. You might get warped inside that billboard.”

My breath hitched. I turned sharply.

Sebastian stood a few feet away, hands in his coat pockets, looking as unsure as I felt. I crossed my arms. “What are you doing here?”

He hesitated, then took a slow step closer. “I was supposed to attend the meeting, and I was late. Then I saw you walk out of the building.”

I frowned. “So you followed me?”

His lips twitched—just slightly. “Something like that.”

The city buzzed around us, but we were standing in our own little world, the space between us charged with too many things left unsaid.

Sebastian inhaled sharply, exhaling through his nose like he was bracing himself. “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking,” he murmured.

I swallowed. “And?”

His eyes darted away, like saying it out loud was harder than he expected. Then he looked back at me, and for the first time, he didn’t look composed. He looked nervous.

“I can’t marry Delia,” he said softly. The words knocked the air out of me. I blinked. “What?”

“I can’t do it.” He shook his head. “Not just for the attorney’s fee. Not to keep things neat. Not for the inheritance.”

I stared at him, heart hammering.

“I’m sorry about your inhe—”

Before he could finish, I cupped his face with my hands and then I kissed him.

It wasn’t like last time. It wasn’t rushed, or desperate, or filled with regret. It was soft, reverent, deep. His lips moved against mine like they had been waiting forever to do this.

I melted into him, my hands gripping the fabric of his coat, pulling him closer, like I was afraid he would change his mind. But he didn’t.

His hands slipped around my waist, holding me like I was precious, like I was the only thing in the world that mattered. The city could have crumbled, and I wouldn’t have noticed.

When we finally pulled apart, I was breathless, my forehead resting against his.

He exhaled shakily. “I love you.”
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A shudder ran through me. I closed my eyes, gripping onto him. “I love you too.”

He pulled back just enough to look at me, his gaze soft but certain. “I don’t care about the inheritance,” I whispered. “I just want you.”

His thumb brushed against my cheek. “You have me.”

And then he kissed me again. This time, I kissed him back without hesitation. Because for once, there was nothing left to doubt.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS had passed since I kissed Sebastian in front of that billboard. Three months since he walked away from Delia, since she threw my secret into the world like a match into gasoline.

The media had devoured it.

Heiress or Fraud?

Kylie Nordstrom’s True Identity Exposed!

Transition for Inheritance? Chicago’s Elite Divided!

I had tried not to let it get to me. I had told myself it didn’t matter. That I had Sebastian, that I had my truth, and that should have been enough.

But the world wasn’t so simple.

Now, I had one final fight left—the hearing that would decide my future. If I lost, the inheritance would be stripped from me, funneled back into the government or whatever hands wanted to sink into it.

And the worst part? They would say I was never real to begin with.

I stood in front of my walk-in closet, staring at the outfit laid out on the bed. Sofia had helped me pick it. It wasn’t some over-the-top designer statement. It wasn’t armor. It wasn’t meant to impress.

It was just me.
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A soft lavender blouse, elegant but understated. A white pencil skirt, fitted at the waist but professional enough to command respect. A pair of nude heels, just high enough to give me confidence. I smoothed a hand over the fabric, exhaling slowly.

This was it. This was the moment where I proved that I was Kylie Nordstrom. Not because of Brent’s will. Not because of money. Because this was who I had always been.

A soft knock at the door pulled me from my thoughts.

Sebastian leaned against the frame, hands in his pockets. “You ready?”

I turned to him, meeting his gaze. “I have to be.”

He stepped inside, his expression softer than I had seen in weeks. “You don’t have to prove anything to them, Kylie. You already know who you are.”

I smiled, even though my chest felt tight. “Then let’s make them see it too.”

The courtroom was cold, sterile, suffocating. Rows of polished wooden benches were packed with journalists, business executives, and high-profile spectators waiting to witness the final hearing of Kylie Nordstrom.

At the front, the judge—Honorable Frank Holloway—sat behind his elevated bench, his face grave and unreadable. The jury lined the box beside him, their expressions ranging from mild curiosity to thinly veiled skepticism.

Sebastian sat beside me at the defense table, sharp in his navy suit, his presence a fortress between me and the rest of the world.

Across from us, the opposition sat—an entire team of state attorneys determined to strip me of my inheritance. At the head of them was Douglas Grayson, a seasoned, ruthless litigator who had already painted me as nothing more than a con artist in high heels.

I straightened my spine, keeping my hands folded neatly in my lap.

I had prepared for this.

I wouldn’t let them see me shake.

The judge cleared his throat. “We will now hear the final arguments before this court renders its decision. Mr. Grayson, you may proceed.”

Grayson stood, buttoning his jacket as he strode to the center of the courtroom.

He was deliberate—every movement meant to command attention.

“Ladies and gentlemen of the jury,” he began, his voice smooth, practiced, cutting. “What we have before us is a case of deception. A fraud so meticulously crafted that it nearly fooled Chicago’s elite. But we see through it now, don’t we?”

He turned, pacing slowly.

“The facts are undisputed. The late Brent Nordstrom’s will stated that his inheritance would go to a niece or granddaughter—a woman. That alone should be enough to close this case.”

He turned, gesturing toward me. “But what do we have instead? A man, Kyle Nordstrom, who—conveniently—discovered womanhood by posing as a transgender woman later in life when it meant gaining access to a hundred-million-dollar empire.”

A murmur rippled through the crowd. I kept my face neutral. Sebastian’s fingers tightened around his pen. Grayson continued.

“Months ago, Kyle Nordstrom lived his life as an ordinary man. No records of gender dysphoria. No history of transition. No indication that he was anything but male.”

He let the words sink in before turning toward the jury, lowering his voice.

“And then, overnight, he became Kylie Nordstrom—the heiress Brent wanted, the perfect solution to a problem.”

He folded his hands. “Ladies and gentlemen, this is not a case of identity. This is a case of convenience. If we allow this, we set a dangerous precedent—that womanhood can be claimed at will, for profit, at the expense of a man who can no longer defend his wishes.”

Silence. Then, a slow, deliberate voice.

“Are you finished, Mr. Grayson?”

Sebastian.

Grayson smiled, pleased with himself. “For now.”

Sebastian stood. He adjusted his cuffs, stepping forward with the kind of controlled intensity that turned boardrooms silent. I had seen him command a room before. But never like this.

He turned to the jury, his gaze steady.

“Mr. Grayson would have you believe this is a simple case of fraud,” Sebastian said, his voice calm but dangerously sharp. “That my client is merely playing dress-up, parading as something she is not. That womanhood is a transaction, a costume that can be put on and taken off.”

He paused. Then, with deadly precision, he turned back to Grayson.

“I have one question for the prosecution,” he said. “How long does someone have to be a woman before she is real to you?”

The room shifted. Grayson opened his mouth, but Sebastian cut him off.
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“No, really. What’s the timeline? Is it a year? Five? Ten? How many years of feeling different, of questioning, of hiding, does it take before someone qualifies as who they say they are?”

Grayson stiffened. Sebastian’s voice didn’t waver.

“My client’s journey of self-discovery is not a crime.”

His words echoed through the courtroom.

“You speak of womanhood like it is a single, universal experience—like every woman in this room has the same story, the same struggles, the same path. But that’s not reality. Reality is that some women know from childhood. Some don’t realize until they are well into adulthood. Some are forced to bury that truth until the right moment forces them to confront it.”

His eyes flickered toward me for a brief second. Then he turned back to the jury.

“The only difference between Kylie and the millions of other women who have had to fight for their identity is that she was put under a spotlight. She was forced to defend her womanhood under a courtroom’s scrutiny, when for every other woman, it is simply accepted.”

A beat of silence. Sebastian took a slow breath.

“Womanhood is not something you earn. It is not something that comes with an expiration date or a checklist of suffering. It does not come with an inheritance attached to it. It is not a contract that can be negotiated or revoked.”

He turned back to Grayson, his expression unflinching.

“My client is not a fraud. She is a woman who finally had the freedom to realize it.”

The words hung in the air. And for the first time, Grayson had no rebuttal.

The judge cleared his throat. “The jury will now deliberate.”

The room held its breath as the jury stood and exited. I squeezed my hands together, trying to keep from shaking. Sebastian sat beside me, his knee just barely touching mine.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t have to.

Fifteen minutes later, the jury returned.

The judge nodded toward the foreperson. “Has the jury reached a unanimous decision?”

The woman stood, a steady presence in the storm of everything.

“Yes, Your Honor, we have.”

She unfolded the paper, cleared her throat, and spoke.

“The jury finds Kylie Nordstrom to be the rightful heiress of Brent Nordstrom’s estate.”

The courtroom erupted. I sucked in a breath. Sebastian’s hand found mine under the table, gripping tight. I squeezed back. Because I had won. Not just the inheritance. Not just the case.

I had won myself.

And that was the only thing that had ever truly mattered.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE SUMMER air was warm as I stepped out of the car, my heels clicking softly against the polished marble driveway. I paused for a moment, taking it all in.

The glass-paneled building in front of me was brand new, sleek and modern, with my name—Kylie Nordstrom—etched into the side in elegant gold lettering.

My name.

Not Kyle. Not an imposter. Not a fraud.

Just me.
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The grand opening of Nordstrom Beauty’s first flagship store in Paris was in full swing, cameras flashing as reporters clustered near the entrance, waiting for the official ribbon-cutting ceremony.

Sofia stood beside me, dressed in a perfectly tailored blazer, scrolling through her phone. “Press is eating this up. ‘The Real Heiress’ comes full circle,” she said, grinning. “You’re a legend, babe.”

I let out a breathy laugh, smoothing a hand down my silk dress. “I still can’t believe it.”

She nudged me. “Believe it. You made it happen.”

A year ago, I had been standing in a courtroom, fighting for my right to exist.

Now, I was standing in front of a legacy that was mine.

Not just Brent’s.

Mine.

I turned as a familiar presence stepped beside me.

Sebastian.

Dressed in a navy suit, his tie loosened just enough to make him look effortlessly handsome. He slid his hands into his pockets, watching me with that quiet intensity that had never faded.

I arched a brow. “No skirt adjustment? No lawyerly corrections?”

His lips twitched. “You don’t need them anymore.”

I smirked. “Took you long enough to realize that.”

His gaze softened. “I always knew.”

The cameras flashed wildly as the announcer called my name, signaling that it was time for the ribbon cutting.

Sofia winked at me. “Go show them who you are.”

I took a deep breath and stepped forward. The red ribbon stretched across the entrance, waiting. Waiting for me. Sebastian stood just behind me, always close, but this time, this moment was mine alone.

I lifted the golden scissors, the weight of them steady in my hands. I wasn’t just Kylie Nordstrom, the girl who had fought to prove she was real. I was Kylie Nordstrom, the woman who had already won.

The blades sliced through the ribbon. The crowd cheered. Sebastian leaned in, his voice warm, full of something unspoken.

“Proud of you, sweetheart.”
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I turned to him, my heart light. “I know.”

And as I smiled for the cameras, for the press, for the world—

I knew that for the first time in my life, I was smiling just for me.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy The Heiress is a Boy? 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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"Work on your farm in a dress and a wig? All of that because I stole eggs? You must be out of your mind, Old McDonald!"

I thought I’d sneak onto Donald McDonald’s farm, grab a few from the coop, and be gone before sunrise. Instead, I got caught—and my punishment? A full week of hard labor… in a dress.

At first, I fought it. I told myself it was just humiliation, a joke, nothing more. But the longer I spent on that farm, the more I saw myself in the mirror, the less Jules felt real—and the more Jolene did.

And then there was Donald. Rough around the edges, strong as hell, and watching me like he saw something in me I wasn’t ready to see in myself.

I never meant to fall for him. And I sure as hell never meant for the town to find out. But when the gossip turned to threats, when my own father came with a shotgun in hand, I had to make a choice.

Hide, fight, or run.

Read The Femboy Farmer

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 Heiress is a Boy.

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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