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Introduction

“One swipe of lipstick was all it took to turn me into the girl of my best friend’s dreams.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I never meant to change. A dusty lipstick from a Salem thrift shop should’ve been nothing more than a trinket. But one touch turned me into her—into Bella. Curves, soft skin, hair brushing my shoulders. For the first time, I wasn’t invisible.

And Trevor noticed.

As Bella, he looked at me like I was the only person in the room. He held my hand under the moonlight. He kissed me. He fell for the girl I became.

But I’m Bill. And every time the lipstick fades, so does the lie.

Now I’m trapped between who I’ve always been and who I ache to be. Between the fear of losing him and the truth I can’t hide forever.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, magical feminization, friends to lovers, romantic comedy, crossdressing romance, 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 Why Are You So Girly?


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

∞∞∞

SALEM always felt like a museum someone forgot to lock. Even in late afternoon, with tourists already thinning out, Essex Street held the smell of salt and old pages. The brick sidewalks were damp from a morning mist, and a gull kept crying over the harbor like it had something important to say.

Trevor, my best friend, was at soccer practice on the high school field three blocks over. He’d texted a photo of his muddy cleats and a winky face, which was his way of saying, You better show up, Mills. I texted back a thumbs-up and then ducked into a side street where the crowds didn’t drift. The sign over the door read ASTRID’S ATTIC in chipped gold paint. The bell over the frame gave a tired ding when I pushed inside.

The shop was long and narrow, dim enough that the front windows looked like theater lights. Racks leaned under coats and skirts and things that had lived other lives. The air was a mix of lavender sachets, floor polish, and the Atlantic. Somewhere, a tiny radio played a jazz station that kept cutting in and out.

I told myself I was killing time. I told myself I’d head to the field any minute, clap when Trevor scored, pretend I understood offsides. Mostly, I liked being here, where nobody expected me to be loud or sure of anything. Threads dangled. Sequins caught light. My reflection slid over a line of tarnished mirrors, never settling.

A glass case stood near the back, half fogged with fingerprints. There were brooches shaped like leaves, a stack of cracked bangles, a green velvet jewelry box with a brass clasp. The box was the only thing that looked tended to, as if someone had polished it out of habit. I lifted the lid.

Inside, nested like a strange egg, was a lipstick tube. Gold, with a delicate floral engraving running down one side. It didn’t look cheap. It looked like it belonged in a photograph of a vanity with feathered powder puffs and soft light. I picked it up before I could stop myself. The metal had the faint chill of the glass case, but it warmed in my palm.

“You all right there?” a voice asked.

I startled so hard the tube almost jumped out of my hand. The woman at the counter had gray hair in a loose bun and a Salem State sweatshirt under a cardigan. Her glasses slid down her nose when she peered at me.

“You’ve got that face people make when they find something they weren’t looking for.”

“I… was just curious,” I said. My mouth went dry. I put the tube back in the nest, too quick, like it might bite. “How much is this?”

“For that?” She leaned her elbows on the counter. “Ten dollars. Came in a box from an estate sale in Marblehead. The rest of it was junk. That one wanted to be kept.”

Wanted to be kept. I smiled like it was a joke, but my chest tightened.

“It’s pretty.”

“Everything’s prettier when it remembers being loved,” she said.

“You want me to hold it till you bring your mom?”

“I don’t need to ask my mom,” I said too fast, heat creeping up my neck. “I mean—yes, I’ll take it.” My voice shrank at the end.

She rang it up, the old register clacking, then slid the box into thin paper and folded it over twice. “Busy out there today?” she asked, nodding toward the window. “October brings out the whole world. They want witches and they buy salt shakers.”

“It’s September,” I said, then realized I sounded like I was correcting her. “But, yeah. It’s already crowded.”

“You from here?” she asked.

“Born here.” I lifted the paper-wrapped box like it might float away. “I live near Lafayette.”

She smiled. “Then you know the rules. Never take home anything you don’t mean to keep.” She glanced at the bundle in my hands. “Some things keep you back.”

[image: A person standing in a room with a bag  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

I had no idea what she meant, and I laughed because that was easier than asking. “Thanks.”

The bell dinged as I stepped outside. Late sun slid along the rooftops, painting the street with that thin New England gold that made everything look like a painting. A witch tour went past, the guide in a cloak that looked like it came from a costume bin. Everyone stared at their phones anyway.

I tucked the little parcel into my backpack, deep enough that even I wouldn’t see it if I didn’t try. The zipper rasped. I stood there a second and told myself I’d go to the field, wave at Trevor, maybe grab a slice afterward the way we always did. Instead, I caught my reflection in the glass and wondered how I’d look if I were… different. Softer around the eyes. Mouth fuller. Hair not fighting me.

My phone buzzed.

Trevor: scrimmage ran long. meet @ tony’s 5:30?

Me: sure

Trevor: u good?

Me: yep

I should have typed something about the shop or the weird jewelry box or the sweatshirt lady’s rules. I should have said, Good luck, score one for me, I’ll get a table. Instead, I slid the phone into my pocket and started home, the evening fog already folding across the crosswalks like a curtain.

Salem’s houses always leaned a little, as if listening. I passed salt-streaked fences and pumpkins on porches that hadn’t been carved yet. A cat watched me from a railing, tail flicking. In my backpack, the box pressed against a notebook and a tangled charger. It was light. It felt like a promise.

I thought of Trevor sprinting across the field, hair pushed back, grin bright when he looked over to the bleachers and found me. I imagined walking up after practice and saying, I found something funny at Astrid’s, and he’d roll his eyes and say, You’ll make me try on some feather boa, won’t you, Mills. We’d laugh and I’d pretend it didn’t matter.

By the time I reached our street, the sky had gone the color of wet slate, and the streetlights hummed. Our house was the kind that popped up when you googled “colonial with a porch that creaks.” The porch creaked. Mom’s sedan was in the driveway. Dad’s rig wasn’t.

I stood on the stoop with my key in the lock and felt the tiniest tremor run through me, like the moment before a ride drops. I told myself I was being ridiculous. It was a tube of lipstick. It was ten dollars and a joke and a relic and nothing.

The door stuck like always, then gave. The smell of roasted chicken drifted from the kitchen. Emma, my sister’s laughter bounced off the hallway walls.

I kept the backpack on until I reached my room. Then I set it down and listened to the house breathing—the dishwasher starting, the news in the living room, someone’s shower upstairs. Evening in Salem, ordinary as a grocery list.

The box, wrapped in tissue, sat in my hand like a heartbeat.

Dinner was louder than I wanted it to be. Emma kept kicking me under the table because she wanted the mashed potatoes first, and Mom was balancing her phone between her shoulder and cheek while she poured gravy, talking about a night shift opening at the hospital. Dad, home for once between hauls, grumbled about traffic on I-95. I chewed quietly, nodded when Mom asked about school, and tried not to look guilty.

The backpack with the lipstick sat by my chair, leaning against the leg like a secret I had to guard with my life. I pushed food around my plate until Mom noticed.

“You all right, Bill?” she asked, eyes flicking from her phone to me.

“Yeah,” I said too quickly. “Just tired.”

“From what?” Dad snorted, spearing a piece of chicken. “You sit at that desk all day doodling. Go run with Trevor, toughen up. That’ll wake you up.”

My throat closed. I managed a small shrug. Emma made a face at me across the table, and I looked down so I wouldn’t say something I’d regret.

When it was over, I loaded the dishwasher, took the trash out, did all the things expected of me. The whole time I felt the weight of my backpack in the hall, humming like a live wire.

Upstairs, I closed my bedroom door, pressed my back to it, and exhaled so hard my chest ached. The house muffled around me—Dad’s TV downstairs, Emma yelling about homework, Mom’s voice sharp and tired as she called out reminders. My lamp cast a pool of light over my desk. Everything looked normal.

I unzipped the backpack.

The little velvet box slid out, tissue paper crinkling. My hands shook as I set it on the desk. The floral engraving caught the lamplight, soft gold against the shadows.

“Just look,” I whispered. “Just once.”

The cap clicked when I pulled it off. The color was deep red, like it had been waiting centuries for someone to twist it open. My heart raced.

I leaned toward the mirror above my dresser. My reflection looked pale and awkward, hair flopping into my eyes, shirt too big. The kind of boy who blended into the background.

I pressed the lipstick to my mouth. The first swipe dragged cool across my lip, then warm. My stomach flipped. By the second pass, a tingle spread over my skin.

The room tilted. I grabbed the dresser, knuckles white. Heat rippled across me, not painful but… alive. My jaw narrowed. My cheekbones softened. Lashes brushed against my skin.

I gasped, staggering back. My shirt clung differently. My chest curved. My waist pinched inward, hips widening just enough to make my jeans strain.

The girl in the mirror blinked at me.

Longer hair skimmed her shoulders. Lips fuller, red and perfect. Eyes wide, shining. Her hands—my hands—were delicate, smooth, trembling.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, the sound higher, lighter, not mine.

I touched my cheek. My skin was soft, satin under my fingers. My body hummed like it had been waiting for this, aching for it.

I turned sideways, staring at the silhouette in the mirror, horrified and enchanted. Jeans that didn’t sit the same, a shirt stretching where it never had. My throat tightened, tears burning, not from fear but from something I couldn’t name.

It was me. And it wasn’t.

I should have screamed. I should have run to Mom and begged for help. Instead I kept staring, caught between terror and awe, as if I’d been waiting my whole life for this stranger to appear.

The stranger who was me.

A knock rattled my door.

“Bill?” Mom’s voice.

“Can you bring down your laundry before bed?”

My stomach dropped. I spun from the mirror, heart hammering so loud I thought she’d hear it through the wood. My hands fumbled at my shirt, tugging it flat against curves that shouldn’t exist.

“Uh—yeah!” My voice cracked, high and wrong. Panic flashed. I cleared my throat hard, forcing it lower. “I’ll, um, I’ll get it later!”

“Now, please. I’m running a load.” The doorknob twitched like she might open it herself.

I scrambled for the lipstick. My fingers smeared red across the tube as I shoved it back into the box, heart racing. I wiped at my mouth with the heel of my hand, but the color clung, glossy and stubborn. My reflection in the dresser mirror was still her—still Bella, still impossible.

“Two seconds!” I croaked.

I stumbled into the bathroom, flipped the lock, and twisted the faucet on full blast. Cold water rushed. I splashed it against my face, scrubbing, scrubbing, watching streaks of red swirl down the sink. But the reflection stayed the same. The girl stayed.

Tears stung my eyes. “Please,” I whispered to the mirror, “go away.”

The knock came again, firmer this time. “Bill?”

I wrapped myself in a towel like it could hide me. “I said I’ll get it!” I shouted, voice breaking.

Silence. Then Mom’s footsteps receded down the stairs.

I slid to the floor, back against the tub, water still running. My chest rose and fell under the towel in a shape that didn’t belong to me, but felt… right. Too right.

My hands trembled as I held them out in front of me—smaller, softer, nails delicate. My throat ached with confusion, with guilt, with something close to joy.

I pressed my palms to my face. I couldn’t let anyone see. Not Mom. Not Dad. Not Emma.

But the girl in the mirror wasn’t fading.

By the time the house went quiet—Emma’s TV off, Mom’s footsteps soft in the hallway, Dad’s snores rumbling from their room—I was still sitting cross-legged on the floor of my bedroom, staring at myself.

The towel had slipped away hours ago. I hadn’t dared turn on the big light; just the desk lamp glowed, throwing shadows that made Bella’s face look even more unreal. My face.

I lifted the lipstick again, fingertips tracing the floral etching. The cap clicked, and that sound alone made my pulse skip. I set it down quick, like it burned.

“Stop,” I whispered. “You’re losing it.”

But curiosity swelled, restless in my chest. I leaned toward the mirror, studying the way my hair brushed my shoulders, the way my lips parted like they belonged in a photograph. I tried a smile. It looked easy. Natural.

I reached for my sketchbook without thinking. The pencil scratched across the page, sketching the slope of a cheek, the glint of an eye, the curl of hair. When I finished, I stared at Bella’s face on the paper. It was better than anything I’d ever drawn. Too good.

A sound in the hall made me freeze. Emma’s door creaked, then shut again. I shoved the sketchbook under my pillow, heart pounding.

Lying back, I pulled the blanket over me, curling around the lipstick box like it was contraband. My body still hummed with leftover warmth, my skin too soft against the sheets. Guilt pressed heavy on my chest.

What if Trevor ever saw?

He’d laugh.

He’d say I was crazy.

He’d never look at me the same.

But another thought followed, stubborn and sweet: what if he didn’t laugh? What if he liked me like this?

I closed my eyes, trying to shove it all down, but the mirror across the room caught the lamplight, and I could still see her there. Me, but not me. Bella, waiting.

I drifted into sleep with that image burned behind my eyelids, the lipstick cool in my hand, the night outside thick with Salem fog.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

WHEN I WOKE up, the first thing I did was touch my face. My skin felt too smooth, like the pillowcase hadn’t rubbed against it at all. I sat up, hair falling in my eyes, and shuffled to the mirror.

The lipstick box still sat on the desk where I’d left it, harmless in the morning light. But my reflection wasn’t harmless. My lips were pinker than usual, like I’d been biting them all night. My lashes looked darker, my cheeks less flat.

I pressed a finger to my mouth. A faint shimmer came away, like a ghost of last night’s red.

“No way,” I whispered.

I opened the box and lifted the tube. In daylight it looked ordinary, just metal and wax, nothing glowing. I twisted it up, the bullet of red smooth as glass. My hand shook as I leaned toward the mirror and swiped a thin coat across my bottom lip.

Heat bloomed instantly. My jaw softened, hair brushing longer against my cheek. My chest rose under my shirt, the fabric tugging. I gasped and dropped the tube.

It rolled across the desk, bumping against my sketchbook. I scrambled to wipe my mouth with a tissue, scrubbing until the paper tore. The red faded, and with it, the changes shrank. My chest flattened again, my hair shortened. But not all the way. My lips still looked fuller, my eyes wider, my skin softer.

I stared at the half-boy, half-girl in the mirror.

The truth clicked in my chest, sharp and certain: the more I wore, the more she came through.

I picked up the lipstick, twisted it, and painted my lips fully.

Bella, the name I thought of on a whim, stared back, red-lipped and radiant.

My breath hitched. I wiped it away again, hard. The curve of her vanished, but traces stayed—my reflection blurred between both selves, like a photograph that wouldn’t focus.

The alarm clock buzzed, yanking me back to reality. School. Trevor. Everyone.

I stuffed the lipstick into my backpack and ran to brush my teeth, scrubbing so hard my gums ached.

At school, the September air was sharp, kids huddled on the steps of Salem High. Trevor waved me over, grinning in his uniform jacket. He slung an arm over my shoulder like he always did, but his hand lingered on my sleeve.

“There’s something different,” he said, squinting at me.

“What?” My throat closed.

He leaned closer, examining my face like a detective. “You look… softer or something. I dunno. Why are you so girly, Mills?”

Heat rushed up my neck. I laughed, too loud. “Shut up.”

“I’m serious.” He tapped my chin, smirking.

“Got a new skincare routine you’re not telling me about?”

“Yeah, sure. Dove soap,” I muttered.

He grinned, not letting it go. “Well, it’s working. You’re glowing.”

I shoved his arm off and tried to laugh again, but inside, the words hooked deep. Girly. Glowing. Softer.

All I could think about was the lipstick, hidden in the bottom of my bag, burning like a secret no one was supposed to touch.

Dinner was chicken cutlets and overcooked broccoli. The kind of meal Mom made when she was too tired from her shift to do anything fancy but still wanted to say she cared. I poked at mine with a fork, chewing slow, trying not to let my nerves show.

The lipstick was upstairs in my backpack. I kept thinking I could feel it through the ceiling, humming in its box, waiting for me. Every time I glanced at my hands, I swore they looked slimmer, my nails smoother.

“You’re not eating,” Mom said, eyes narrowing.

“I am,” I mumbled, shoving a piece of broccoli into my mouth.

She frowned. “You look pale. And thinner. Are you sleeping?”

“I’m fine.”

“You don’t look fine.” Her tone softened, but it pressed against me anyway.

Dad cut in, voice rough from years on the road. “He’s just inside too much. Always drawing. Get outside, boy. Go run. Play a real sport. Sitting all day will make you sick.”

“I’m not sick,” I said quietly.

Emma smirked across the table, sensing tension like she always did. “Maybe he’s in love,” she sang, stabbing a piece of chicken.

My ears burned. “Shut up.”

“Emma,” Mom warned.

“What? Look at him. He’s blushing.”

I dropped my fork, the clatter too loud in the small kitchen. Dad sighed, shaking his head, muttering something about drama. Mom touched my wrist, gentle but heavy.

“Bill, if something’s wrong, you can tell me.”

I wanted to. I wanted to scream, I put on a lipstick last night and became someone else, and I can’t stop thinking about her. But the words lodged in my throat. I pulled my hand back, staring at the broccoli, wishing I could disappear into the floor.

“I’m fine,” I repeated.

The silence that followed was worse than the questions.
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Later that night, I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, the glow-in-the-dark stars Emma had stuck up there years ago still faintly shining. The house had gone quiet—Dad asleep, Mom folding laundry, Emma humming through the wall.

The lipstick sat in the box on my desk. Even from across the room, I could feel it.

I rolled over, pulled the blanket over my head, and squeezed my eyes shut. But it didn’t help. Every time I blinked, I saw Bella. The curve of her mouth. The way her hair fell against her shoulders. The way my chest had looked under that stretched shirt.

I thought about Trevor.

He’d said I looked different. Softer. Girly. He’d touched my chin and smiled like he meant it. The memory replayed again and again, until my stomach twisted.

I tried to imagine telling him the truth. I’d open my bag, hand him the tube, say, Look, this is me too. Bella is me.

But in my mind, he laughed. Or worse—his face hardened, his voice sharp.

“That’s sick, Mills. You’re sick.”

I buried my face in the pillow, ashamed for even imagining it.

And yet another image rose up anyway, uninvited: Trevor meeting Bella for the first time, not knowing it was me, his smile widening, his voice low when he said hello. Bella smiling back, bolder than I ever could be.

The thought made my chest ache. I wanted it. I hated that I wanted it.

I reached for the box once, twice, then yanked my hand back under the covers.

“Stop,” I whispered to myself.

“Just stop.”

But I couldn’t. The stars glowed faint above me, the lipstick hummed from across the room, and in my head, Trevor’s voice looped over and over.

Why are you so girly, Mills?


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

BY THE THIRD night I couldn’t hold back anymore. I’d hidden the lipstick in the bottom drawer under old notebooks, tried to convince myself it was just a weird dream, a trick of the light. But every hour of every day it called to me, louder than anything else in my life.

When the house finally settled—Dad’s snores rumbling through the vent, Emma asleep with her headphones still playing, Mom’s footsteps fading down the hall—I pulled open the drawer.

The lipstick gleamed even in the dim lamp glow, patient, like it had known I’d come back.

I sat in front of the mirror, heart pounding, and twisted the tube. The red rose up like a flag. My hand shook as I brought it to my lips, but the moment it touched, warmth spread, familiar and thrilling.

In seconds Bella was back.

Hair brushing my collarbone. Skin glowing soft. My shirt pulling tight in ways that made me gasp.

This time I didn’t stop.

From under my bed, I dragged out the paper bag I’d filled with thrift shop treasures: a plaid skirt, a loose blouse with pearl buttons, a pair of heels I’d claimed were for a costume project when the cashier gave me a look. I slipped them on, each piece settling like it had been waiting.

When I turned back to the mirror, Bella stared at me. Radiant. Whole.

I grabbed my phone, propped it on the shelf, and hit the camera. The shutter clicked, soft and addictive. Poses spilled out of me without thinking—hand on hip, chin tilted, smile half-hidden. I laughed under my breath, a laugh higher and brighter than Bill’s had ever been.

The photos filled the screen. Bella twirled in the plaid skirt, hair catching the lamp light, lips gleaming red. I looked at them until my eyes blurred, intoxicated by proof. Proof that she existed. Proof that I did.

A floorboard creaked outside my door. I froze, clutching the phone to my chest. Silence followed. Probably Emma heading to the bathroom. Still, my pulse wouldn’t slow.

I changed fast, scrubbing at my mouth with tissues until my lips burned, stuffing everything back under the bed. When I finally slid beneath the blankets, the lipstick still tingled on my mouth, a secret I couldn’t erase.

The next night, I couldn’t stop staring at the photos on my phone. I’d scrolled through them so many times that my thumb knew the rhythm by heart—swipe, swipe, pause on the one where Bella tilted her chin just right.

It wasn’t enough anymore. Being her only inside my room made me feel like I was suffocating.

So I dared myself.

By nine o’clock the Mills house was asleep again. I slipped on a black dress and sneakers that pinched just enough to remind me I was real. My denim jacket covered the new parts I knew I’d get again and still wasn’t used to, but not all. I dabbed the lipstick, full and certain, and watched Bella emerge.

The mirror didn’t scare me this time. It felt like greeting an old friend.

I left through the back door, careful not to creak the screen. Salem’s streets were damp, fog curling around the streetlamps. Every step echoed louder than it should have, but it thrilled me. My heels clicked on the bricks like a heartbeat I’d never had before.

The café sat at the edge of town, a place with chipped paint and warm yellow lights in the windows. It smelled of coffee grounds and cinnamon when I pushed the door open. A few students typed on laptops, an old man read a newspaper. I ordered tea just to have something in my hands, my voice higher but steady. The barista didn’t even blink.

I took a seat near the window, coat draped over the chair. The fog outside made everything look like a watercolor painting. For the first time, Bella wasn’t trapped inside four walls. She breathed.

Then the door swung open, and my stomach dropped.

Trevor walked in.

He wasn’t alone—two teammates trailed him, laughing, nudging shoulders. His soccer jacket hung loose, his hair damp from practice. He glanced around, casual, until his eyes landed on me.

On Bella.

The laugh stuck in my throat. My tea cup rattled against the saucer. I looked away fast, pretending to study the menu board, but heat rose in my face.

When I dared glance back, Trevor was still watching. Not with suspicion. With curiosity.

He nudged his friend, muttered something, then headed for the counter. But his gaze flicked back once, twice. Our eyes met, just for a breath, and it felt like stepping off a ledge.

He didn’t recognize me.

Of course he didn’t. How could he? Bill was quiet, awkward, invisible. Bella was… not. Bella was alive.

I turned my face toward the window, heart thundering.

All I could think was: what if he came over? What if he said hello?

I stirred my tea until it went cold, pretending to read a flyer on the wall about open mic night. My hand shook so much the spoon clinked against the cup. I prayed Trevor would forget me, that his teammates would drag him into a booth, but every nerve in my body buzzed with the opposite wish.

Footsteps drew closer. Slow. Certain.

“Hey.”

His voice was familiar and not at all. Softer than when he yelled across the soccer field, but still Trevor’s. I looked up too quickly, the red lipstick burning against my skin.

“Hi,” I said, trying to make my voice light, casual.

He grinned, the same grin that had knocked me flat a hundred times before. “Sorry if this is weird, but… have we met? You look kinda familiar.”

My stomach flipped. “I don’t think so.”

“You sure?” He tilted his head, studying me. His eyes lingered on my mouth, then my hair. “You just… you remind me of somebody.”

The heat crawling up my neck almost gave me away. I forced a smile. “Maybe I just have one of those faces.”

He laughed. “Yeah, maybe.” He slid a hand into his jacket pocket, rocking back on his heels. “I’m Trevor.”

“I’m—” My mind blanked. Bella. Bella, say Bella. “I’m… Bella.”

The name slipped out like it had always belonged to me.

“Nice to meet you, Bella.” He held my gaze a second longer than he needed to, then his teammates called from across the café. He raised a hand to them.

“Guess I should… yeah. But maybe I’ll see you around?”

“Maybe,” I whispered.

He left, easy and unbothered, while my whole body buzzed like a live wire.

I stared at my reflection in the darkened window, at Bella’s red lips curved into a smile I didn’t recognize.
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He hadn’t known it was me.

And yet for the first time in my life, Trevor Collins had looked at me like I wasn’t his geeky best friend.

I slipped in through the back door past midnight. The house was dark except for the glow of the microwave clock. I held my breath climbing the stairs, each creak sounding like a confession.

In my room, I shut the door and leaned against it, shaking. The mirror waited, and Bella waited inside it. My cheeks were still flushed, my lips still red.

I kicked off the dress, the shoes, letting them fall in a heap. Standing there in my undershirt, I wiped at my mouth until my lips were raw. Slowly, painfully, Bella receded. My chest flattened, my hair shortened, my reflection blurred back into Bill.

But not all the way. The softness lingered. The fullness. Like she was just beneath the surface, daring me to call her back.

I collapsed onto the bed, phone in hand. My thumb hovered over Trevor’s name. I could text him right now, ask about practice, pretend nothing had happened. Instead, I opened the camera roll.

Photo after photo of Bella stared back at me. Posing, smiling, radiant. And over it all, Trevor’s voice echoed in my head: You look kinda familiar.

I buried my face in the pillow, torn between a laugh and a sob.

He hadn’t recognized me. Thank god.

He hadn’t recognized me. And somehow, that hurt more than anything.

The lipstick sat on the nightstand, glinting in the lamplight. I turned onto my side, staring at it until sleep dragged me under, my last thought looping like a song I couldn’t shake:

Bella. He looked at Bella.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I TOLD MOM I was meeting Trevor to study for history, and she’d smiled, relieved I was finally “applying myself.” Dad barely grunted from the couch, too focused on a football game to notice. Emma raised an eyebrow, suspicious, but didn’t say anything.

By the time I slipped out, the lie pressed against my chest like a stone.

Honey Vergara’s house was on the other side of town, one of those white colonials with a wraparound porch and fairy lights strung through the trees. Everyone knew her parties were legendary. Everyone also knew I would never get invited.

But Bella might.

I ducked into the men’s bathroom at a small park two blocks away, heart hammering. The place smelled of disinfectant and stale air. My backpack hit the sink with a thud, and I unzipped it like a thief.

Inside: the plaid skirt, the blouse, the wig I’d found in the back of Astrid’s Attic. And the lipstick, nestled safe in its box.

I locked the stall door, stripped out of my jeans and hoodie, and tugged on the skirt. The fabric swished against my thighs, alien and perfect. The blouse slid soft over my shoulders, buttons trembling under my fingers.

From the stall I could hear voices—guys laughing, water running. My stomach clenched. If anyone saw me now, if anyone banged open the door, I’d die.

The mirror over the sink looked cracked and unforgiving, but when I leaned close with the lipstick, my hand steadied. One stroke. Heat surged. Two strokes. My chest swelled, my waist pinched, my skin shimmered soft. Bella filled the reflection, radiant even under flickering fluorescent lights.

The door creaked open.

I froze, heart in my throat. A guy stepped in, sneakers squeaking, whistling off-key. I ducked back into the stall, clutching the lipstick, praying he wouldn’t notice the heels poking out beneath the door. My breath caught until the faucet ran, the door banged shut, and silence returned.

When I finally stepped back to the mirror, Bella stared at me. Skirt, blouse, hair falling over her shoulders, lips shining red. I whispered her name like a spell.

Bella.

The walk to Honey’s house was agony, every heel click too loud on the pavement. But with each step, the terror shifted into something else. Something closer to freedom.

Honey’s house throbbed with bass you could feel from the sidewalk. Laughter spilled from the porch, lights blinking like the whole neighborhood was in orbit. My knees wobbled as I climbed the steps, coat pulled tight over the skirt, praying no one would stop me and ask who I was.

Inside, the air was thick with perfume and beer. People pressed shoulder to shoulder, music pulsing through the walls. Nobody looked twice at me. Nobody shouted, Hey, isn’t that Bill Mills in a skirt? They just let Bella slip between them like she belonged.

I stood by the kitchen island, fingers tracing the rim of a plastic cup, when a voice cut through the noise.

“Bella?”

My head snapped up. Trevor.

He was across the room, soccer jacket unzipped, hair damp from a shower. He pushed past a cluster of cheerleaders, eyes fixed on me. My stomach flipped so hard I thought I’d faint.

“I can’t believe it,” he said when he reached me. His grin was wide, his voice softer than the music. “I was hoping I’d see you again after the café.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. “Oh. Um. Hi.”

“You came to Honey’s?” His eyebrows lifted, impressed. “Bold move. These things get wild.”

I laughed weakly. “Guess I wanted to see for myself.”

Trevor leaned closer, his shoulder brushing mine. “I’m glad you did.”

The guilt hit sharp, but I smiled anyway, caught in his gaze. His friends shouted from the living room, but he ignored them.

“It’s so loud in here,” he said, voice pitched just for me.

“Come outside for a minute?”

Before I could answer, he reached for my hand. His palm was warm, steady. I let him lead me through the sliding glass door onto the backyard deck.

The night air was cool, the noise muffled behind us. Above, the sky stretched clear, the full moon bright enough to paint the grass silver.
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Trevor looked up, then back at me. “Beautiful, right?”

“Yeah,” I breathed. But I wasn’t looking at the sky.

He stepped closer, close enough that I could smell the soap on his skin.

“Dance with me.”

“There’s no music.”

He smiled, tugging me gently into the yard. “Don’t need any.”

His hands settled lightly at my waist, and mine found his shoulders. We swayed slow on the grass, our shadows turning with us under the moon. The world shrank to just the sound of his breath, the brush of his thumb against my side.

I felt alive in a way I never had as Bill. Terrified, guilty, but alive.

I rested my cheek against his shoulder, eyes stinging. If he only knew. If he knew it was me.

Sunday afternoon, Trevor sprawled across my bed like it was his own, tossing a soccer ball up and catching it over and over. I sat at my desk pretending to study, pen tapping against the margin of my notes. My body still hummed from the night before, the memory of his hands steady on my waist, the full moon silver on his hair.

He sighed, grinning at the ceiling. “Man. I met someone last night.”

My pen froze. “Oh?”

“Yeah.” He caught the ball against his chest, eyes far away. “Her name’s Bella. We talked at Honey’s. She’s…” He trailed off, shaking his head with a laugh. “I don’t know. Different. Not like the others.”

My stomach twisted, sour and sweet all at once. I forced a laugh.

“Wow. That’s… fast.”

“Fast, but real.” He leaned up on an elbow, looking at me. “You ever meet someone and feel like you’ve known them forever?”

The words sliced through me. My throat tightened. “Can’t say I have.”

“You’d like her,” he said. “She’s shy, but when she smiles—” He stopped, chuckling, embarrassed by himself. “Sorry, I sound ridiculous.”

I kept my eyes on the paper, though the lines blurred. “Nah. You sound like a guy with a crush.”

He threw the ball lightly at my arm. “Don’t make fun of me, Mills.”

“I’m not.” My voice cracked. I swallowed hard, tried again.

“I’m not.”

Inside, I wanted to scream, to tell him the truth, to make him see that Bella was me, that I’d been right there in his arms under the moon. But the words stayed locked in my chest, strangling me.

Trevor lay back again, humming a tune.

“I hope she comes around more. I want to see her again.”

My stomach twisted tighter, jealousy burning, guilt piling on top of it. I laughed weakly, but the sound felt hollow.

“Yeah,” I said. “Hope so.”


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE LATE afternoon sun hit the bleachers hard, turning the metal into something that burned if you touched it. I sat near the end, sketchbook open in my lap, pretending to draw the goalposts while Trevor and his teammates jogged laps.

They circled back toward the benches, laughing, slinging water bottles at each other. I kept my head down, pencil scratching, but voices carried easily in the open field.

“Man, camp girls,” one of them said. “You still texting that one?”

Trevor laughed, a little sheepish. “Yeah. Marissa. She was cool.”

My chest tightened.

“You like her?” the teammate pressed.

Trevor shrugged. “I mean… yeah. She was funny, into music, not like the usual. We hung out a lot after practice.”

The pencil stilled in my hand.

Marissa. A girl from soccer camp. Not Bella. Not me.

My stomach twisted so hard I thought I’d be sick.

“Ask her out,” his teammate urged.

“Maybe,” Trevor said. Then, after a pause, softer, “But there’s this other girl too…”

I knew exactly who he meant. My throat went dry.

The teammate hooted. “Two girls? Damn, Collins. Busy man.”

Trevor just laughed, wiping sweat from his forehead.

“Don’t make it a big deal.”

I snapped my sketchbook shut before my hands shook it off my knees.

When Trevor jogged over later, face glowing, I forced a smile.

“So, Marissa, huh?”

His eyes widened. “You heard that?”

“Kind of hard not to.” My laugh sounded thin.

“So, what’s your plan?”

He grinned, shy but excited. “I don’t know yet. Maybe I’ll text her more, see if she wants to hang out if she’s ever in Salem.”

“That sounds… good,” I said, though the word scraped in my throat.

He nudged me with his elbow. “What do you think I should say?”

I swallowed down the ache, sketchbook clutched to my chest. “Just be honest. Girls like that.”

He smiled, easy and trusting. “Thanks, Mills. You’re the best.”

I nodded, holding my breath until he turned away, then let it out in a shaky rush.

Inside, I was breaking in half.

That night, I shut myself in my room with my sketchbook open on the desk and the lipstick box hidden under a stack of loose papers. Trevor’s laugh still echoed in my head, the way he’d said Marissa’s name like it meant something.

I tried to draw, pencil dragging over the page, but all that came out were half-formed faces—Bella’s lips, Trevor’s grin, fragments that didn’t fit together.

The door creaked.

“Bill?” Emma’s voice.

I snapped the sketchbook closed. “What?”

The knob turned before I could get up, and she slipped inside, clutching a bowl of popcorn. Her hair was tied up in two messy buns, her socks mismatched. She plopped onto my bed like she owned it.

“Mom’s watching Grey’s Anatomy downstairs and Dad’s snoring already. I’m bored,” she announced.

I forced a laugh. “Then watch your own shows.”

“Already did.” She leaned back, munching loudly.

“What are you hiding?”

“I’m not hiding anything.”

Her eyes narrowed, sharp in a way that always unsettled me. “You’ve been acting weird. Sneaking around. Smiling at your phone like you’re texting someone.”

I froze.

Emma grinned, triumphant. “You have a girlfriend.”

“No.” My voice cracked.

“Yes, you do. Who is she? What’s her name?”

I stood quickly, moving to block her view of the desk.

“Emma, get out.”

She sat up, eyes darting toward the stack of papers. “What’s that box?”

“Nothing.” My pulse spiked.

She slid off the bed, reaching.

“Emma!” My voice rose, sharper than I meant.

She froze, eyes wide, then scowled. “Fine. Don’t tell me anything.”

I grabbed the popcorn bowl from her hands and shoved it back toward her.

“Out.”

She stomped toward the door, muttering, “You’re so weird,” before slamming it behind her.

The silence after made my skin crawl.

I pulled the papers aside, snatched up the lipstick box, and shoved it under the loose floorboard by my bed. My hands trembled as I slid the wood back into place, pressing until it clicked flush.

Only then did I collapse onto the mattress, heart still racing.

Emma didn’t know. She couldn’t know. But she was getting too close.

I buried my face in the pillow, the smell of pencil shavings and laundry detergent familiar, almost comforting. But it couldn’t muffle the fear twisting inside me.

And beneath that fear, deeper still, was the same guilt I couldn’t shake—Trevor’s voice, low and easy, saying Marissa’s name like it belonged to him.

Later that night, I couldn’t sleep. The house was silent except for the hum of the fridge downstairs and Dad’s uneven snores through the vent. Emma’s words looped in my head—You’re hiding something, you’re weird—and Trevor’s laugh tangled with them until I couldn’t breathe.
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I sat at my desk, the lamp casting a dim circle of light, and opened my sketchbook again. The floorboard under the bed held the lipstick safe, but I still felt it humming, like it wanted to crawl out and sit in my palm.

My pencil moved on its own. First Trevor’s profile, sharp nose, hair messy like after practice. Then Bella’s lips, parted in a smile I didn’t remember making. I shaded them carefully, dark and full, the kind Trevor had stared at in the café.

I stared at the page until the lines blurred.

The jealousy crawled up my throat. Trevor liked Marissa. He liked Bella. He trusted Bill. Three names, three people, all twisted together until I didn’t know which one I was anymore.

I flipped to a fresh page and scrawled my own name. Bill. Then, below it, Bella.

I whispered both out loud, testing how they sounded in the empty room.

Bill. Flat, thin, ordinary.

Bella. The word filled the air, soft and bright.

I pressed my face into my hands, tears stinging my eyes.

I wanted Trevor to like me.

Not Marissa, not some mystery girl.

Me.

But what even was me anymore?

The pencil rolled off the desk and hit the floor with a soft clatter. I left it there, pulled the blanket up over my head, and curled into myself, whispering her name until the dark carried me under.

Bella.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE WEEK dragged like wet clothes on a line. Classes blurred. I laughed when I was supposed to, nodded when teachers called my name, but inside I was somewhere else. Every time Trevor smiled at me, I wondered if he was picturing Bella.

Saturday evening, the air crisp with October, I found myself in the park, lipstick cool in my pocket. I told myself I was only going to walk, to breathe, to forget. But my reflection in a darkened shop window had already told me the truth: Bella wanted out.

By the time I reached the park fountain, heels clicking on the bricks, Bella stood in my place. Coat cinched, hair brushing her shoulders, lips glowing red.

And Trevor was there.

He sat on the edge of the fountain, tossing pebbles into the water, jacket half-zipped. His face lit when he saw me.

“Bella,” he said, standing. “I was hoping I’d run into you again.”

My pulse skipped. “Hey.”

He shoved his hands into his pockets, suddenly shy. “Mind walking with me?”

We fell into step on the path lined with lamps, leaves crunching underfoot. For a while he didn’t say anything, and I was glad, because I couldn’t think past the hammering in my chest.

Then he sighed. “You ever feel like you’re carrying someone else’s weight? Like you want to help them but don’t know how?”

I blinked at him. “What do you mean?”

“My best friend,” he said, kicking at a loose stone. “Bill. He’s been… I don’t know. Different. Quieter. Like he’s drowning in something I can’t see. He keeps it all locked in. I’m worried about him.”

The words hit me so hard I stumbled. He caught my elbow, steadying me.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I whispered, throat tight.

He dropped his hand but kept close. “Bill means a lot to me. I just… I wish he’d let me in.”

Tears stung my eyes. He was talking about me. About the me he didn’t see.

I forced a smile, voice trembling.

“That’s really sweet. He’s lucky to have you.”

He looked at me then, really looked, and something shifted. “You remind me of him, you know? The way you listen. The way you…” He trailed off, shaking his head with a soft laugh.

“Sorry. I don’t want to make this weird.”

“It’s not weird,” I said quickly.

His hand brushed mine, hesitant, testing. Electricity shot up my arm. I didn’t pull away.

We walked a few more steps in silence, the air between us heavy, sparking. Then he stopped, turned to me, and under the lamplight his eyes searched mine.

“Can I—?” he began.

I didn’t let him finish. Our lips met, soft and trembling. My heart leapt into my throat. For a second the world dissolved: no Bill, no lies, no lipstick. Just us.

When we pulled apart, I could barely breathe.

Trevor smiled, dazed. “Wow.”

He asked for my number, but I turned away, ran for the hills, and never looked back.

At home, I shut my bedroom door and slid down against it, heart pounding so loud I swore it echoed through the house.

I had kissed Trevor. But he only kissed Bella, and not me.

My lips still tingled, the ghost of him lingering there. I pressed my fingers against my mouth and let out a choked laugh that turned into a sob.

I curled on the floor, tears spilling, the weight of it all pressing me down. I was betraying him. Leading him on with a lie, making him fall for someone who wasn’t real. But Bella felt more real than Bill ever did, and that truth scared me more than anything.

Shaking, I crawled to the desk and yanked the lipstick out of its box. The cap clicked off like a dare. I smeared it across my lips in the mirror, desperate. Heat flared, skin softening, hair brushing my cheek, chest rising again.

Bella stared back at me, tearstained and trembling.

The door creaked.

“Bill?” Emma’s voice.

I spun, too slow, lipstick still in hand. She stood frozen in the doorway, eyes wide.

“What the—” she whispered.

Panic shot through me. I rushed across the room, clapping a hand over her mouth. “Please. Don’t scream. Don’t—” My voice cracked.

“It’s me. It’s still me.”

Her eyes darted over my face, my hair, my body, then back to my eyes. She blinked, hard, then nodded. I pulled my hand away slowly.

She whispered, “You’re… you’re a girl?”

“I don’t know,” I said, wiping at my face, smearing lipstick across my cheek. “I don’t know what I am. I just—this makes me happy. Happier than I’ve ever been. And Trevor—” My chest heaved. “God, Emma, I kissed him tonight. As her. As Bella. And he doesn’t know it’s me. I’m lying to him. I’m lying to everyone.”

Emma stepped into the room, shutting the door behind her. Her voice was small.

“So… you’re Bella sometimes?”

“Yeah.” My throat ached. “I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. But I feel so guilty. I feel like I’m breaking into pieces.”

She looked at me for a long moment, then sat down on the bed. “Okay. First of all, I’m not telling Mom or Dad. Your secret’s safe. I promise.”

My knees buckled with relief.

She added, softer, “But you can’t keep lying to Trevor. If you care about him, you have to tell him the truth. You can’t hide forever.”
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I wiped my face with the back of my hand, tears and lipstick mixing. “He’ll hate me.”

“Or he won’t.” She gave me a tiny smile. “You don’t know yet.”

I sat beside her, my body trembling. She leaned against me, resting her head on my shoulder.

“So I guess,” she said, voice playful but kind, “that means I don’t just have a brother anymore. I’ve got a sister too?”

A laugh slipped out of me, shaky and real. “Maybe.”

She hugged me tight. “Then I’m okay with that.”

The tears came again, but this time they felt different. Lighter.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE NIGHT smelled like fried onions and damp leaves. Trevor had insisted on getting hotdogs from the vendor at the park entrance, and now we strolled side by side, steam curling from the foil in our hands.

“Here,” he said, grinning, holding his toward my mouth.

“Try mine. It’s better than yours.”

I laughed nervously. “They’re the same.”

“Trust me.”

I leaned in, lips brushing the bun as I took a bite. Mustard streaked the corner of my mouth, and he reached up with his thumb before I could react, wiping it away. His touch lingered. My heart stuttered.

We kept walking, lamplight stretching our shadows long on the path. His arm brushed mine now and then, deliberate, testing. I wanted to freeze time, to stay here where Bella was real and Trevor was smiling just for me.

But then it started.

The warmth that always came with the lipstick wavered. My chest tightened, not with joy but with something slipping. My reflection in the dark window of the concession stand looked off—hair shorter, jaw harder.

Trevor noticed. He slowed, eyes narrowing. “Wait.”

My breath hitched. “What?”

“Your hair…” He reached out, fingers brushing strands that felt shorter than they had minutes ago.

“It looks… different.”

“No,” I said quickly. “You’re imagining things.”

But the glow in my skin dulled, lips losing their perfect shape. Panic clawed up my throat.

“Bella…” His voice dropped, confused, worried.

“What’s happening?”

I tried to step back and reapply the lipstick that had smudged off from eating that damn mustardy hot dog, but he caught my wrist gently, searching my face as if he could hold me still long enough to understand.

And then I felt it—the illusion crumbling. My blouse sagged against a flatter chest. My legs itched where the skirt no longer fit the same. The lipstick smeared as if it was melting away.

“Stop looking at me,” I begged, voice breaking.

But he didn’t.

His eyes widened as Bella blurred into Bill.

And I couldn’t hide anymore.

I ripped my wrist free and stumbled back, hands flying to my face. Tears blurred everything, and when I blinked, Bella was gone. It was just me—Bill—standing there under the streetlamp in a skirt that no longer fit, makeup smeared, hair too short again.

Trevor stared, frozen. His hotdog slipped from the foil and hit the ground.

“Bill!?”

I choked on his name. “I’m sorry.”

He took a step closer, then stopped like the air between us had turned electric.

“What the hell is going on!?”

The words poured out of me in a rush, messy and unstoppable. “It was a lipstick. From Astrid’s Attic. I didn’t mean to—God, I didn’t mean for any of this. I put it on and I changed. I became her. Bella. And I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop. But I lied to you. I lied to everyone.”

My voice cracked, the sobs tearing free. “I kissed you. As her. And you didn’t know it was me. You liked her. You liked me. And I’m disgusting. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

Trevor ran a hand through his hair, pacing a step, then another. His jaw clenched. “You’re telling me… every time we’ve been together—at the café, Honey’s party, the park—you were… you?”

I nodded, shame burning my skin. “I never wanted to trick you. I just—Bella made me feel alive. Like I wasn’t invisible. And when you looked at me, you actually saw me.”

His eyes flicked over me, raw with hurt, confusion, something else I couldn’t name.
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“Do you have any idea what this feels like? To think I’m falling for someone and then—” He broke off, shaking his head.

“You should have told me.”

“I know.” My knees gave out, and I collapsed onto the damp grass, hugging myself. “I know. I wanted to. I was scared. If you knew, you’d hate me. You’d leave. And I couldn’t stand that.”

Silence stretched. Only the wind rustled through the trees.

Finally, Trevor knelt in front of me. His face was tight, unreadable, but his voice was softer. “I don’t…”

I looked up through my tears.

“I feel—” He hesitated, breath unsteady. “I don’t even know what I feel. Hurt. Angry. Confused…” His eyes searched mine.

“I need time,” he said. “I need to think.”

The ache in my chest split wide open. “Please don’t go.”

“Don’t call me,” he said, voice rough. “I just… can’t right now.”

He turned and walked away, his figure swallowed by the shadows.

I stayed kneeling on the grass, sobbing until my throat hurt, the lipstick box heavy in my pocket like a curse I’d never escape.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE HOUSE felt heavier during those days, like every wall was listening. Trevor didn’t text. He didn’t show up at my door. At school, he kept his distance—still polite, still smiling when someone cracked a joke in class, but never turning that smile my way.

I spent most of my time sitting on the edge of my bed with the lipstick in my hand. Turning it over, twisting it up, twisting it back down. Imagining the heat crawling over me again, Bella’s reflection rising in the mirror. Then imagining Trevor’s face when the illusion had slipped.

Emma would peek in sometimes. She didn’t say much. Just sat cross-legged on the floor, pretending to do her homework while her eyes flicked toward me.

“You’re going to wear it out if you keep playing with it,” she said one night.

“I know.” My voice came out hoarse.

She closed her notebook. “Are you planning to use it again?”

I stared at the gold tube, the little floral engraving catching the light. It felt like both—like I wanted to smear it across my mouth until Bella was back, radiant and real. And also like I wanted to crush it under my heel until there was nothing left to tempt me.

Emma stood, walked over, and nudged my shoulder.

“Whatever you decide, I’ll back you.”

The lump in my throat grew so big I couldn’t answer. My hand shook as I twisted the cap on tight, crossed the room, and threw the window open. The autumn air rushed in, cold and sharp.

Emma’s eyes widened. “Bill…”

I hurled the lipstick into the dark. It spun once, caught the porch light, and vanished into the trees beyond the yard.

My chest caved with relief and grief all at once. Emma wrapped her arms around me before I could fall apart completely.

“It’s gone,” I whispered into her hair.

“It doesn’t have to be gone,” she murmured back.

“She’s still in you.”

I held her tighter, eyes wet, heart heavier and lighter all at once.

Halloween came with the smell of pumpkin guts and wet leaves. Emma barged into my room hours before Honey’s party with a tote bag full of makeup and a grin that made me nervous.

“Sit,” she ordered, pointing at the chair by my desk.

“I don’t think this is a good idea,” I muttered.

“Relax. No lipstick needed. We’ll do this our way.” She tugged a wig from the bag—a dark brown one with soft waves. “You’re lucky I convinced Mom I needed this for a school project.”

I laughed despite myself, sitting down. She pinned the wig carefully, humming off-key, brushing the strands over my forehead until they framed my face. Then came concealer, blush, mascara, each step punctuated with her commentary.

“Stop squirming. You’re worse than my friends.”

“Because your friends aren’t terrified their dad will walk in.”

She smirked. “Dad wouldn’t notice unless you turned into a car.”

By the time she finished, I hardly recognized myself. Bella stared back from the mirror, not from magic, but from Emma’s steady hands and my own features reshaped by practice. My chest was still flat, my body still Bill’s, but something about the way the blouse fit, the way the skirt swished—it was enough.

Mom peeked in then, holding her phone. “Oh my God.”

I jumped up, panicked, but she only smiled. “You look beautiful. Hold still.” She snapped pictures before I could protest.

“Mom,” I groaned.

She laughed. “For memories. You’ll thank me one day.”

Then Dad appeared in the doorway, arms crossed, eyes hard. He didn’t say anything, just looked me up and down, his jaw tight.

Emma bristled. “Don’t.”

Dad shook his head and walked away. The silence left behind stung more than words.

Mom touched my shoulder. “Ignore him. You look wonderful.”

By the time I reached Honey’s house, music shook the windows and kids in costumes spilled onto the lawn. A cheerleader with devil horns waved me inside. No one blinked when I said my name was Bella.

In the kitchen, guys from the soccer team clapped me on the back.

“Cool costume, bruh,” one said, laughing. But it wasn’t cruel. Just easy, like they meant it. I laughed along, nerves loosening.

And then Trevor was there.

He stood in the doorway, costume half-hearted—a hoodie and fake vampire teeth shoved in his pocket. His eyes locked on me.

I froze.

He walked over slowly, like each step mattered. “Hey,” he said softly.

My breath caught. “Hi.”

“I thought about you,” he said. “About everything.” He ran a hand through his hair, nervous in a way I’d never seen. “And I realized… I don’t care about soccer camp girls or whatever. I don’t care about the lies. I care about you. I just needed to understand.”
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My chest ached. “Trevor—”

He cut me off, stepping closer. “Bill. Bella. Whoever you are. It’s still you. That’s who I want.”

Before I could crumble, he leaned in, and our lips met again. No magic this time. Just me.

The noise of the party blurred away. The laughter, the music, the chatter—they all faded until there was only us, swaying slightly in the kitchen light, his hands warm on my back.

I kissed him like I’d never kissed anyone before, terrified and thrilled, guilty and free.

For once, I didn’t feel split in two.

I felt whole.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

SNOW FELL soft and steady, blanketing Salem in white. The park fountain was frozen over, the trees strung with lights that blinked against the gray sky. Trevor’s gloved hand was warm in mine as we crunched along the path, our breath puffing clouds in the cold air.

I wore the wig Emma had brushed that morning, curls tucked into a red knit hat. A long coat flared over tights and boots, the kind of outfit I’d once only imagined in my sketches. My cheeks burned, but not just from the cold.

“Pretty quiet out here,” Trevor said, kicking at a drift.

“Yeah.” My voice shook.

He glanced over. “You okay?”

I nodded, then shook my head. “I keep thinking… I want to tell them. Mom. Dad. About me. That I’m not just playing dress-up. That Bella’s not temporary.” My throat tightened.

“But what if they don’t understand?”

Trevor squeezed my hand. “You’re scared.”

“Terrified.” The word slipped out before I could swallow it back. I stared at the snow, heart pounding. “Dad barely looks at me as it is. What if he never does again? What if Mom tries but can’t really accept it? I don’t want to lose them.”

[image: A person standing on a sidewalk in the snow  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

We stopped under a lamppost dusted with snow. Trevor turned me toward him, his eyes steady, serious in the glow.

“If I understood what you did to me before—the lipstick, the lies, all of it—if I could see past that and still be here…” He brushed a stray curl from my cheek. “Then I’m sure they can understand too. They’re your parents. They love you.”

I blinked hard, tears stinging despite the cold.

“You really think so?”

“I know so,” he said. “Because I’ve seen both sides of you. Bill and Bella. And they’re the same person—the person I care about.”

The snow swirled between us, silent and endless. I leaned into him, resting my forehead against his chest, and let out a shaky laugh.

“I don’t know how you make it sound so simple.”

He kissed the top of my head. “Because it is. You’re you. And that’s enough.”

I closed my eyes, holding him tight, the world hushed around us. For the first time, the fear didn’t drown me. It was still there, sharp and real, but beneath it was something stronger.

Hope.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Why Are You So Girly? 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

[image: A close up of a logo  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

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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“Nurses help people—they’re not supposed to be blackmailed into wigs, stockings, and humiliation.”

When billionaire heir Chase Harrington wrecked his Lamborghini, I was sent to his countryside estate to care for him. He didn’t want a nurse—he wanted entertainment.

Every pill, every therapy session came with a condition: wear the costume, play the part, be the doll he could mock.

I swore I hated him. His arrogance, his smirk, the way he renamed me “Rylie” like I was his to command. But the longer I wore the name, the more it felt like mine. The longer I played the part, the more I realized it wasn’t a game at all.

Now my heart is caught between resentment and desire, shame and freedom. Because somewhere between the humiliations and the storm-lit kisses, I stopped pretending.

And if I let him close again, he just might ruin me.

Or love me.

Or both.

Read He Needs a Girl Nurse

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 Why Are You So Girly.

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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