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Introduction

“I don’t know about that. Dressing up like a girl to make her jealous sounds like a crappy idea.”

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

∞∞∞

Adjusting to a new home wasn’t easy but adjusting to a new family was way harder.

Troy and I are NOT and will NEVER be siblings. But my mom kept pushing me to bond with him in hopes of creating a stronger unit. We had nothing in common… up until he asked me to put on a dress to make the girl of his dreams jealous.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Becoming His Stepsister.


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

∞∞∞

SAN DIEGO BREEZES, always so sweet and salty, wafted through the slightly open window, stirring the sheer curtains. The sensation was a soft caress on my skin, but my mind was anything but at ease. Mom was sitting at the foot of my bed, her hands clasped, her eyes pleading.

"Joshua, please," she started, her voice so soft it was almost drowned out by the hum of the distant city and the rustle of leaves outside.

"I know it's hard, but he's just trying to adjust. Just like you are."

I could feel the heat rising in my face, every bit of annoyance and anger spilling out.
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"Mom, do you know how infuriating it is? I walked past the bathroom this morning, and there were dirty socks and shirts everywhere. Everywhere, Mom! And the way he just smiles and laughs everything off? I can't deal with it!"

She let out a long sigh, her hands coming up to rub her temples. The fragrance of her lavender lotion filled the room.

"I know, honey. And I've talked to him about it. But the contractor will start on the renovations for Sarah's old room in two days. After that, he'll have his own space. Just be patient. Why can’t you be more like your sister? She gave up her old room for your stepbrother."

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.

" I've been patient. It’s been a week. How much more do I have to endure?" I kicked at my sheets once more, a flurry of cotton and frustration.

"I didn’t sign up for this, you know. For a new...brother. Especially not a dumb jock."

She reached out, touching my arm. Her fingers were cool against my skin, a momentary relief.
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"I know this isn't easy. But families blend and grow. We adapt. And, Joshua, maybe you could try to get to know him? You might be surprised."

I snorted. "I doubt that." The distant sounds of laughter and cars from outside underscored my isolation in that moment.

“I bet he can’t even distinguish the difference between an apple and a pear.”

"Come on, sweetie, he's just as out of place as you feel. New school, new city... Imagine how he feels, coming into a home where he knows he's an outsider."

There was a long silence, only the ambient sounds of San Diego and my own heavy breathing filling the space.

"Fine," I finally muttered. "I’ll try. But I’m not making any promises."

She smiled, her eyes bright. "That's all I ask. Two days, Joshua. Just two days."

As she got up to leave, I turned to look out of the window. The sun was setting, casting a beautiful golden hue over the horizon. Yet, amidst that beauty, all I could think of was how my life had been turned upside down. I could hear the distant sound of a car pulling into the driveway, Troy and his dad returning. Two days. I could handle that.

Still, as I heard Troy's boisterous laughter from downstairs, an unwelcome addition to the symphony of my home, I couldn’t shake the feeling that things were about to get even more complicated.

The door swung open, a rush of noise from the hallway flooding into my sanctuary. I jerked my head up, my pulse quickening in annoyance. "I told you to knock!" I snapped.
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Troy strolled in, his blue eyes sparkling with mischief. He seemed oblivious to my irritation, holding up a stack of colorful cards in his hand.

"Chill, dude. Look what I found while unpacking."

My eyes narrowed. They were unmistakably Pokémon cards, a part of my childhood I had long packed away both physically and emotionally.

"Really? I'm surprised you even know what those are," I retorted, my voice dripping with sarcasm.

He shrugged, grinning.

"It's complicated, man. But I've got loads of these shiny ones," he said, waving a holographic Charizard card in front of my face. I could see the colors refracting in the dim light of my room. It was in mint condition.

I bit the inside of my cheek, battling the surge of interest and envy. I wanted to grab the card, inspect every inch of it, see the rest of his collection. But instead, I coolly remarked, "I bet you don’t even know how to play."

He chuckled, shuffling through the cards. The plastic sleeves crinkled in his hands, sending a waft of that distinct new-card scent into the air.

"Not really. But these look pretty cool, right?"

I rolled my eyes, turning away, but the corners of my mouth betrayed a tiny smirk. I couldn’t help but be a little impressed.

Switching gears, he suddenly blurted out, "Do you know that girl Taylor from school?"

I grimaced, a sour taste forming in my mouth at the mere mention of her name.

"Eww," I muttered. "You mean the cheerleader? You should know she has a boyfriend."

Troy's brow furrowed, but his confidence didn’t waver.
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"I don’t care. It's not like she's married."

"You two seem like a perfect match," I drawled, my voice dripping with disdain. Internally, I had to admit they both radiated the same energy-beautiful, magnetic, and seemingly shallow.

He raised an eyebrow, smirking. "Jealous?"

I scoffed, "In your dreams, Hemingway."

Our banter was interrupted by the distant call of our parents from downstairs. Troy tucked the cards back into his pocket, giving me a final, challenging look before heading to the door.

"See you at dinner, Thompson."

And as the door closed behind him, I was left alone with a swirl of thoughts, my room once again silent, save for the distant murmurs of our blended family below.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

TWO DAYS LATER, the loud sound of drilling and hammering was a melody to my ears. Finally, the renovations were underway. I settled into my chair, the familiar glow of my game screen illuminating my face, and got lost in the digital world. But a movement at the corner of my eye caught my attention. Troy was slipping out of the room, phone in hand.

As soon as the door clicked shut behind him, I found my mind drifting back to that stack of Pokémon cards. I hadn't been able to shake off the memory of the glinting Charizard, and I yearned to see the rest of the collection. My heartbeat quickened at the thought of sneaking a peek.
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Before I could second-guess myself, I found my feet carrying me to Troy's side of the room. There, on the nightstand, lay the stack of cards, the holographic sheen of a few peeking out from beneath. The scent of freshly printed cards wafted up, sending a jolt of nostalgia through me.

I had barely thumbed through a few cards, marveling at the collection, when a voice cut through the silence.

"Ha! Knew you were curious."

I jolted upright, the cards slipping from my fingers and scattering across the floor. He stood at the door, an eyebrow raised in amusement. I felt my face burn, the flush of embarrassment searing my cheeks.

"Sorry... I shouldn't have," I mumbled, scrambling to gather the cards. The room was filled with the rustling sound of cards being picked up and the thud of my racing heart.

He stepped in, a playful smirk on his lips.
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"It's cool. You can look at them."

He paused, his gaze softening a little.

"I would've shown them to you if you'd asked."

I glanced up, our eyes meeting for a brief second before I focused back on the cards. There was an unfamiliar comfort in the silence that enveloped us. As I continued browsing, I noticed Troy sitting on his bed, engrossed in his phone.

Yet, something was off. His usually cheerful face looked pensive, maybe even sad. It irked me that I even cared, but the words slipped out before I could stop them.

"Hey, what's bothering you?"

He looked up, surprise evident in his eyes. For a moment, he just stared at me, as if weighing whether to share.

Troy's thumb flew over his phone screen, swiping and tapping in a rhythm of mounting frustration. "Taylor's still not following me back on Instagram, and she's ghosting my DMs," he grumbled, the blue glow of his screen reflecting in his downcast eyes.

I lifted an eyebrow, trying to mask my amusement.
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"Maybe she's really into Gary. They've been together for a while now," I pointed out, thinking of the other jock I often saw Taylor hanging around with.

He scoffed, his face contorting into a mask of disbelief.

"Gary? Seriously? That guy? Look at me!" With that, he popped up from the bed, flexing his biceps. The muscles bulged impressively, and even I had to admit they were a sight.

"I mean, come on! Look at these guns!"

I chuckled, unable to contain it any longer. "Oh, I see them. Loud and clear." My fingers danced over my own phone as I decided to tease him further.

"But maybe Taylor's into brains over brawn."

His blue eyes sparkled with determination, as if he had taken on a new challenge. "I really want her, man. There's gotta be something I can do."

A mischievous grin spread across my face.
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"Well, there's always Google. Let's see what the internet has to say about your predicament." My fingers flew over the screen, typing away. I could feel the cool texture of the phone, the haptic feedback from each press, and the warmth of Troy's curiosity over my shoulder.

As the search results populated, one particular headline caught our attention: "How to Get a Girl Who Already Has a Boyfriend to Notice You." Troy leaned in closer, his minty breath tickling my ear. I clicked on the link.

We scanned through the list, the two of us getting more engrossed with each point. But it was one particular tip that made his eyes light up: "Make her jealous."

His face broke into a wide grin.

"That's it! That's what I'll do! I'll make her so jealous she won't be able to resist me." His enthusiasm was palpable, filling the room with a mix of hope and teenage recklessness.

I rolled my eyes, even as a smirk played on my lips.

"Oh, this should be good."

With a renewed sense of purpose, he jumped up from the bed. "Thanks, man," he said, clapping me on the shoulder, his hand warm and firm. And then he was gone, out the door, no doubt concocting some grand plan to win Taylor's attention.

Left alone in the room, I let out a soft laugh, shaking my head. Life with Troy was turning out to be far more entertaining than I had ever imagined.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

TWO DAYS HAD PASSED, and oh, the sweet relief of having my room to myself again. I walked in, my feet sinking into the plush carpet, the familiar scent of my room—a mix of old books and aftershave—welcoming me home. Stretching my arms wide, I reveled in the freedom, the solitude. Every corner, every poster on the wall, the feel of the cool metal doorknob in my grasp—it was all mine again.

Just as I was about to collapse onto my bed and bask in the peace, the door swung open with a bang. My heart skipped a beat, and I whipped around to face the intruder. Troy. Of course.
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"I told you to knock!" I snapped, the brief moment of calm shattered.

He just shrugged, looking unapologetically mischievous. "Why're you still here? You have your own room now."

He leaned against the doorframe, a twinkle in his eyes.

"I've figured it out. I know how to make Taylor jealous."

I raised an eyebrow, feigning indifference. "I’ll pretend I'm interested. Go on."

He grinned, clearly taking the bait. "I need to hang out with a girl at the arcade. Taylor's always there, and if she sees me with someone else, she'll totally get jealous."

I mulled it over. "That's... actually not a bad idea. For once."

Troy rolled his eyes but looked a touch desperate. "Thing is, I don't really know any girls here. I mean, not well enough to ask them to pretend-date me."

"And?" I prodded, not seeing where he was going with this.

His gaze fixed on mine, hesitation flickering briefly before being replaced with determination.
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"Why don't you dress up as a girl and pretend to be my date?"

I choked, a fit of laughter erupting from deep within.

"You're out of your mind!"

"Come on! It's genius," he persisted. "Besides, you have that... androgynous look going on."

I blinked, processing his words. There was no malice in them. In fact, he seemed sincere. But still, it was absurd.

"That's the dumbest idea I've ever heard."

His blue eyes locked onto mine, his expression serious. "If you do this for me, you can have my Pokémon card collection."

My heart raced, caught between indignation and sheer desire for those cards. "Are you seriously trying to bribe me with Pokémon cards?"

He smirked, pushing off from the doorframe.

"Think about it. I've got soccer practice. Later."

And with that, he was gone, leaving me in a whirlwind of thoughts and a decision I never thought I'd have to make.

Later that night, the gentle hum of the AC did little to calm my racing thoughts as I tossed and turned in bed. The cool fabric of my sheets wrapped around me, yet sleep remained elusive. I thought that once Troy was out of my bedroom, I’d have more restful sleeps. But the weight of his absurd proposal pressed on my mind, and no matter how I tried to shove it aside, it kept resurfacing.

Those damn Pokémon cards.

They beckoned me like a siren song. But then there was the catch: the image of myself dressed as a girl. I tried to picture it, drawing on every teen movie transformation I'd seen. The more I thought about it, the more surreal it felt.

Going out on a fake date with someone I couldn’t stand?

And with Troy of all people?

I hadn't even been on a real date yet. And besides, I’m straight.

Going out with another guy, and one who was practically family now?

Gross.
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I gave my pillow a hard slap, feeling its soft rebound against my palm. This was ridiculous. It shouldn't be this complicated. It was just cards.

Frustration bubbling, I reached for my phone on the nightstand, its cold metal casing familiar in my grip. My fingers moved of their own accord, typing in "guy to girl makeovers". The results flooded the screen, from professional makeup transformations to everyday guys trying out the look.

As I scrolled, my initial resistance waned. It was hard not to be fascinated. The transformations were incredible. From rugged to ravishing, the power of makeup and wardrobe was evident. I began to watch a few videos, the soft murmurs of the narrators and the background music lulling me into a trance.

Before I knew it, I was on my feet, phone in hand, standing before my mirror. The dim light from my phone cast a pale glow on my face.

Could I pull it off? Maybe with the right wig, the right clothes... I shook my head and shuddered, trying to banish the image.
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"Nope, nope, nope," I muttered, diving back into bed. The pillows felt cooler now, the soft whispers of fabric lulling my troubled mind. I closed my eyes, forcing the whirlwind of thoughts to a stop.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

SUNLIGHT GLINTED off the sleek exterior of Troy's new car a week later as he pulled up in front of our house, the engine rumbling with restrained power. It was one of those sports models—flashy, every teenager's dream.
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He rolled down the window with a smug grin, the scent of new leather wafting out. "Want to take her for a spin?"

I eyed the vehicle, an involuntary 'whoa' escaping my lips.

"This is sick." The feel of the cool metal against my fingers as I touched the car door was thrilling. The world outside seemed to blur and fade as the car's interior enveloped me in its embrace.

He revved the engine a little, the vibration humming through the seats. "You drive?"

I hesitated, a shadow passing over my face. "My mom won't let me. After... after my dad's crash, she's been terrified of the thought."

The echo of shattering glass and twisted metal still haunted my nightmares, even after all these years.

Troy's playful demeanor shifted, replaced by a genuine sympathy.
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"Oh, Josh... I'm so sorry."

Before I could react, he reached over, pulling me into a comforting hug. I stiffened, the unfamiliar warmth of another person so close making me uncomfortable. I wasn't one for physical touch, but he held me just long enough for the initial awkwardness to pass and for me to acknowledge the kindness in the gesture.

Pulling away, he glanced around.

"Why not give it a shot here? It's just the park. I'll be right beside you."

I swallowed, looking around the empty lot with its long stretch of tarmac. It was tempting. A chance to break free, to feel the wind on my face and the world speeding by.

"I don't know..."

"Trust me," he said, nudging me with his elbow. The scent of his cologne, fresh and woodsy, filled the space between us.

"You'll be great."

And so, with a heart hammering in my chest and the roar of the engine in my ears, we switched seats and I took the wheel. His instructions were gentle, guiding, his voice a calm presence beside me.

The car responded beautifully, gliding around the park, and with each loop, my confidence grew.
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As we pulled back up to the house, I felt a rush of gratitude. Troy had given me a small piece of freedom, a brief escape from my fears. And for the first time since he'd moved in, I genuinely felt like maybe, just maybe, we could be more than just stepbrothers.

We could be friends.

Later that night, in the quiet cocoon of my room, my mind kept replaying the day's events. The gentle hum of my ceiling fan mixed with the distant chirping of crickets outside. Lying in the darkness, my sheets rustling softly with each turn, I couldn't help but revisit the feel of the car's steering wheel, the thrill of driving, and more importantly, Troy's unexpected gesture of kindness.

I exhaled deeply, my breath warm against the cool night air filtering through the slightly ajar window. What he had offered me today went beyond a simple car ride; it was a moment of understanding, a shared vulnerability.

The weight of his earlier proposal about dressing up as a girl began to gnaw at me again.

Was I really considering this?

Could I do it?

Tossing the covers aside, I sat up. The metallic taste of apprehension lingered on my tongue. I couldn’t believe I was even thinking about this. But the truth was, deep down, I wasn't doing it for the Pokémon cards.
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Not really.

I was doing it because of the bond that was starting to form between Troy and me.

With a resigned sigh, I grabbed my phone from the nightstand, its screen illuminating the room with a soft glow. Quickly typing out a message to Troy, I paused for a second before hitting send.

"Alright, I'm in. Let’s make Taylor jealous. But only for those Pokémon cards, got it?"

Barely a minute passed when I heard the unmistakable creak of my bedroom door. Troy stood there, grinning, and without warning, pulled me into another one of his suffocating hugs. The familiar scent of his cologne surrounded me.

"You didn't have to come here, idiot," I muttered, though my voice lacked any real irritation.

He pulled back, his blue eyes searching mine.

"I just wanted to make sure it's official."

Shaking my head, I couldn’t suppress a smile.

"You're ridiculous."

He winked. "And you're in for an adventure."


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE BRIGHT LIGHTS of the women's lingerie section felt more like spotlights a week later, making me acutely aware of my every movement. The colorful racks were filled with a riot of lace, silk, and satin – all different, all intimidating.

Every color of the rainbow hung in neat rows, and each fabric had a unique texture, inviting a touch. From the lacy details to the soft, smooth silks, the array was almost overwhelming.
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Feeling like a fish out of water, I cautiously approached a stand of panties, trying to look as casual as possible. Every whisper of fabric against my fingers sent a small jolt up my spine. The plush velvet of a robe, the cold touch of a satin nightgown, the scratchy feel of lace–each texture pulled me deeper into this unfamiliar world.

Suddenly, a voice pulled me from my daze. "Can I help you find something?"

Panicking, I grabbed the first thing my hand landed on–a lacy, delicate-looking panty.

"No, thank you," I mumbled, not even daring to meet the sales attendant's eyes.

The scent of her perfume, flowery and sweet, briefly filled my nostrils before I hurried away. At the cashier, I mumbled something about it being a gift for my girlfriend, my face burning the entire time.

Stepping out into the open air felt like being reborn. The hustle of the city surrounded me–cars honking, distant chatter, the faint smell of food trucks–but I was too focused on the small bag clutched in my hand.

Walking into the public bathroom in the park was another challenge altogether. I chose a stall at the far end, where the sounds of the outside world were just a distant murmur. The cool tiles sent a shiver through my feet as I gingerly took out the lacy panty, its fabric feeling so much more intimate now.

Taking a deep breath, I changed into them, struggling a bit with tucking. Each failed attempt frayed my nerves a bit more, but after multiple tries, I finally got it right. The sensation was... different.

Lighter. Freeing in a way.
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I carefully redressed, the knowledge of what I wore underneath giving me both a thrill and a slight pang of anxiety. No one would know, I kept reminding myself as I walked home. On the outside, I looked like any other guy, but inside, I was experiencing something entirely new.

Every step felt like an act of defiance and discovery. The slight rustle of fabric against my skin, the new contours of my body, even the distant sounds of the city–everything felt magnified, as if I was experiencing the world through a different lens.

What had I just embarked on?

Later that night, the silkiness of the panty under my pajama pants felt strangely soothing. Every shift and move sent tiny sensations up my spine. I found myself almost subconsciously tracing the delicate lace trim, reveling in the feel. A new experience, one I hadn't really anticipated enjoying quite so much.

As I got lost in this tactile world, the sudden sound of my bedroom door swinging open jolted me back to reality. In strode Troy, his blue eyes shining mischievously, holding a paper bag with the unmistakable logo of the lingerie store I had visited earlier.

Before I could tell him about my little shopping trip earlier, he began pulling out a pair of stockings from the bag.

"Thought these might help with, you know, the whole 'hairy legs' issue," he remarked with a smirk.

I felt the flush creeping up my neck. In a moment of uncharacteristic boldness, I lifted the waistband of my pajama pants slightly, revealing the edge of the lacy panty.

"Well, look what I got," I retorted, a playful challenge in my eyes.

The laughter that filled the room was light, a mix of surprise and amusement.

"Man, we're really doing this, aren't we?" he chuckled.

"Yeah, I guess we are." I agreed, shaking my head.

"Help me with these stockings?"

The process was awkward, to say the least. As Troy helped me pull the stockings over my legs, we both marveled at the transformation. The nylon felt cool and smooth against my skin, providing a stark contrast to the warmth of Troy's hands.

We both took a moment to appreciate the sensation, the softness of the fabric, the surprising elegance of my now hairless-looking legs.

"Wow," Troy whispered, almost reverently, his fingers gently tracing over the material and my skin.
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"Your legs look... amazing."

Feeling a strange mix of embarrassment and pride, I flexed a foot, watching the stocking stretch and shimmer.

"They feel amazing too," I admitted, a bit breathlessly.

We both sat there for a moment, two teenagers on the brink of something new, surrounded by soft fabrics and the heady mix of emotions.

The next day, the sensation of the nylon stockings rubbing against the rougher fabric of my jeans was strange but not entirely unpleasant. The panties, a constant reminder of the odd situation I had allowed myself to be dragged into, added another layer of complexity to my current emotional state.

From my vantage point on the bench, I observed Taylor intently.

Blonde waves cascaded down her back, moving like a silken waterfall every time she turned her head or adjusted her cheerleading uniform. Sunlight caught in her hair, making it shimmer with golden highlights.

Her teeth, when she laughed or chatted with friends, gleamed perfectly white against her sun-kissed skin. It was hard to deny she had that all-American, girl-next-door kind of beauty.

"Why her?" I mused, feeling the gentle caress of the wind and noting the distant hum of students practicing on another field. The aroma of freshly cut grass mixed with the sharp tang of adolescent sweat as students buzzed around me.
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"I mean, yeah, she's pretty, but... what does Troy see in her?"

Each step she took on the field seemed calculated, like she was constantly performing. As I reached down, my fingers grazed the subtle texture of the stockings through my jeans. The juxtaposition of my current reality with the spectacle in front of me felt surreal.

"Would she even notice if someone like Troy showed interest? Or would she simply laugh it off?" I wondered.

My train of thought was interrupted when I spotted Gary, her boyfriend, calling her over. She responded with an almost feline grace, closing the distance between them swiftly. Their embrace was passionate, consuming.

Watching them, I felt like an intruder witnessing an intimate moment. Their lips met, and it was clear: there was undeniable chemistry between them.

A sigh escaped my lips. "How's Troy going to compete with that?" I muttered, my inner dialogue colored with doubt.

"They're clearly so wrapped up in each other."

The weight of the challenge ahead loomed large. I felt out of my depth, tangled in nylon, emotions, and teenage drama.

Skipping art class, hunched over my laptop in the quiet corner of the library, I found myself Googling stuff I never imagined I'd need to know.

"Shades of lipstick"–that's what my search history displayed, and I couldn't help but feel a little ridiculous. The image of Taylor's lips popped into my mind, how the color seemed to shift from a bright, almost neon pink in the sunlight to a subtle purple shade in the shadows under the bleachers.

"How does one even begin to match that?" I murmured to myself, scrolling through an endless array of lipstick shades.

My ears picked up the muffled sounds of students shuffling books and whispering around me, the typical soundtrack of the school library. The air carried a faint mustiness, typical of a place stacked with aging books, and a subtle hint of someone's floral perfume wafted from a nearby aisle. I took a moment, closed my eyes, and tried to block out the distractions.

Opening another tab, I typed in "how to remove leg hair–safe and cheap."
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I couldn't believe this was now part of my life. I rubbed my forehead, feeling the smooth keys of the laptop under my fingers and the slight strain in my eyes from staring at the screen for too long.

The search results displayed a bewildering mix of shaving, waxing, and hair removal creams. Each method, accompanied by its own list of do's and don'ts, seemed more daunting than the next.

I clicked on a tutorial video, and the soft, cheery voice of the YouTuber filled my ears, sounding far too enthusiastic about leg hair removal.

"Can it really be this complicated?" I thought, glancing down at my own legs hidden under the table.

A part of me wanted to just slam the laptop shut and forget this whole charade. "But then there are the Pokémon cards," I reminded myself, that tantalizing thought nudging me back to the task at hand. "And whatever this... thing... is with Troy."

Resigned, I bookmarked a few seemingly helpful links and shut my laptop, the screen snapping shut with a satisfying click. The library's silence enveloped me again, a stark contrast to the storm of confusion whirling in my head.

I stood up, slinging my backpack over my shoulder, feeling a weird mix of determination and apprehension about what I was getting myself into.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

TWO DAYS LATER, post-school anxiety and curiosity had me ransacking the confines of my mom's bathroom. The sharp, sterile scent of various cleaners and products hung in the air, an overwhelming symphony of fragrances.

My fingers brushed past various bottles, searching for a disposable razor and perhaps some shaving cream. I could hear the distant chatter of the TV from the living room, the noise slightly muffled by the bathroom door.

Just as I unearthed a can of shaving cream, my mom's voice, laced with surprise, pulled me out of my focused hunt.
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"What are you doing in here?" she asked, her face appearing around the door.

Caught red-handed, I stuttered, "Oh, sorry, mom. I... uh, just wanted to... you know, shave."

She raised an eyebrow, a smile playing at the corners of her lips.

"Finally! I was starting to think you'd go full caveman on me. I can't wait to see that pretty face without all that scruff."

Her choice of words sent a warm blush flooding my cheeks.

"Pretty face?" I thought, "Does she suspect something?"

But her helpful demeanor silenced those thoughts. Before I knew it, she was handing me more products than I'd ever imagined using on my face.

Taking a deep breath, I ventured, "Um, mom? Can I use this to... you know, shave my legs?"

She let out a light chuckle, the sound echoing slightly in the tiled room.

"Oh honey, that jungle? I think we might need something a bit more robust."
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Reaching into one of the drawers, she produced my stepdad's electric shaver.

"This should do the trick," she said, handing it over.

"Okay, cool," I mumbled, suddenly feeling very self-conscious about my apparently jungle-like legs.

"But," she began, her eyes filled with genuine curiosity, "why the sudden desire to shed all that leg hair?"

My brain scrambled for a plausible reason.

"I guess I just... want to groom myself a bit more?" It sounded lame even to my ears, but it was the best I could come up with on the spot.

She nodded, her expression unreadable.

"Okay, dear. Just call if you need help, okay?"

I swallowed hard, feeling a mix of gratitude and nervousness.

"Thanks, mom."

I was preparing to go to bed as the soft, ambient lighting of my room was just bright enough for me to see my laptop screen, where Pewdiepie was navigating through some game, making jokes and being his usual comedic self.

I couldn't help but chuckle every now and then. The distant hum of the computer combined with the light scent of the fresh lotion I was rubbing onto my freshly shaven legs, making for an oddly relaxing moment.

The cold, silky lotion felt weird against the smooth skin of my legs – a sensation I wasn’t used to but oddly enjoyed. Pulling on the stockings afterward, I marveled at how different everything felt – lighter, sleeker.

Dressed in a negligee, it was my way of easing into this new side of myself, taking the femininity I was trying to adopt for a test drive.

Suddenly, I heard the doorknob jostle and my heart leaped into my throat.

“Wait!” I shouted, more out of surprise than anything else.

The door swung open a crack, revealing Troy's annoyed face.

"I told you to knock," I admonished, a bit sharper than I intended.

"What's the big deal?" he retorted, his impatience clear. But as I pushed the door open wider, his gaze landed on my negligee-clad form and his eyes widened in surprise.
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Flashing a mischievous grin, I said, “Come feel my legs. Aren’t they smooth?”

But Troy’s expression was hard to read. It wasn’t the teasing or playful look I’d expected. Instead, he seemed taken aback.

“Uhm, so how’s the studying going? You know, with makeup and all the feminine things?”

Excitedly, I started sharing all that I’d learned so far. My enthusiasm grew as I spoke of various makeup techniques and shades. The one hiccup?

"I just can't really afford a wig and the makeup right now," I confessed, hoping he might have a solution.

He seemed snapped back to the moment by my words.

"Oh, don't worry about that," he reassured, "just tell me what you want."

My face lit up as I quickly pulled up various tabs, showing him different wigs and makeup sets.

"Please, it has to be long and blonde," I emphasized, feeling a twinge of excitement at the prospect. "I think I'll look great in it. And the makeup–the shades have to be right."

Troy nodded, taking it all in. "Okay, I’ll order them and pick them up for you." There was a pause, the air between us thick with an unspoken tension.
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"Goodnight, Josh," he murmured, and then, much to my surprise, he made a swift exit.

I sat there, a little stunned, wondering why he'd been so eager to leave. Normally, he’d hang out, chat, or at the very least, annoy me a little. The night’s events left me with more questions than answers.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE HEAVY PAGES of my textbook rustled as I turned them, trying to cram as much information into my brain as I could while I brushed my leg against another to feel the relaxing sensation of my stockings.

The library, bathed in hushed silence, had that unique old book scent–a blend of dusty paper and faint musk. My fingers skimmed over the hard plastic of my laptop, tracing the grooves of the keys as I typed up some last-minute notes. My focus, however, was interrupted by the soft ping of my phone alerting me to a new text.

Glancing down, I saw Troy’s name light up the screen.

“Hey, let’s go somewhere after school. You got any plans?”
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I smirked, wondering what he was up to now. “Sure,” I typed back, the curiosity evident in my tone, where are we heading?

The reply was almost immediate. “It's a surprise.”

Rolling my eyes, I couldn't help but smile. Classic Troy.

Once my exam was over and I'd exited the building later that day, I found Troy leaning against his car, sunglasses on, and that usual mischievous grin playing on his lips.

"How'd it go?" he asked as I approached, pushing off the car and sliding into the passenger’s seat.

I let out a sigh, feeling the weight of the exam press down on me.

"I don't know," I confessed as I buckled up.

"Could've aced it, but there were three questions I wasn't sure about."

He chuckled, turning the ignition and letting the car rumble to life.

"Opposite for me. I was only sure about three answers," he said, a self-deprecating grin on his face.

I laughed, shaking my head in disbelief. "Well, at least one of us might pass."

He winked at me, the car's engine purring as we pulled out of the school's parking lot.

"So, where are we going?" I pressed, my curiosity getting the better of me.

Troy only grinned wider, mischief evident in his eyes. "Somewhere fun. You'll see."

The rhythmic hum of the car and the gentle sway of the journey lulled me into a state of relaxation. My gaze shifted from the winding road to the trees and eventually to the telltale stone markers indicating our arrival at a cemetery.

[image: cemetery]

"Hey, isn't this a cemetery?" I asked, a hint of confusion lacing my voice.

He glanced over with a cheeky grin, "Yeah, but it's not just any cemetery."

Before I could question him further, he parked the car in an empty lot and began to pull out a rolled-up picnic mat from the trunk. He spread it out with a flourish, the fabric rustling against the grass. The location felt odd, but the air was fresh, and the soft chirping of the birds created a serene atmosphere.

He continued, "Think of it more like a private park," and gave me a conspiratorial wink.

I chuckled, shaking my head, "Leave it to you to turn a cemetery into a picnic spot."

From the trunk, Troy began to pull out several paper bags, placing them neatly on the mat. As he started to unload the contents, my heart raced with anticipation. First came an array of makeup products-the colors popping vibrantly against the green backdrop.

Then, delicate dresses of various hues, followed by the pièce de resistance—a gorgeous, long blonde wig.

I blinked in astonishment, my fingers itching to touch and explore each item. "I can't believe you got all this," I breathed out, my voice tinged with awe.

He raised an eyebrow playfully, "Woah, you really got into character, huh?"

Slightly embarrassed, but still excited, I picked up a lipstick, admiring its rich shade.

"I know, right? Never imagined I'd be this stoked about makeup and dresses."
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He chuckled, a lightness in his eyes. "Well, we're far from home, so go on, play with it."

I needed no further encouragement. Opening the lipstick, I watched as its deep color glistened under the soft sunlight, ready for me to dive into this new adventure.

Eagerly, I started with the foundation, the smooth, cool texture blending into my skin, leaving behind an even tone. The faint scent of the product mingled with the earthy aroma of the cemetery grass. I moved to the eyeshadow next, applying a shade that shimmered under the waning sunlight, then a brush of mascara, feeling the bristles lightly tickling my lashes.

Troy watched for a moment, his eyes filled with amusement.

"You sure you haven't done this before?" he teased, lips curled into a smirk.

I rolled my eyes, trying to maintain a serious demeanor.

"No peeking!" I ordered, as I moved on to the lipstick, feeling its velvety touch glide effortlessly over my lips.

"Fine, fine," he relented with a chuckle, pulling out his phone and immersing himself in a mobile game, the soft, rhythmic taps barely audible over the quiet ambiance of our unique 'picnic' spot.

I continued, letting each product enhance my features. The blush added warmth to my cheeks, its powdery scent tickling my nostrils. Next, I moved to the dresses, each one feeling different against my freshly shaven skin. The silky fabric of one, the coarse lace of another. Every sensation was a new discovery.

Slipping into a pair of heels, I felt taller, the ground feeling more distant, each step wobbly and uncertain. But as I walked around, the sensation became less foreign, more familiar.

Lastly, I gingerly placed the wig on my head. The soft, blonde strands cascaded down, brushing against my back, creating a gentle tickling sensation. I took a moment to admire my handiwork, feeling both proud and anxious.
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Clearing my throat, I hesitated before asking, "Okay, you can look now."

Troy paused his game and lifted his eyes. For a moment, he just stared, the expression on his face unreadable. Then a slow smile spread across his face, "You know, for a first-timer, you did pretty good."

I grinned, my heart doing a little happy dance, "Thanks, it feels... different. But not bad."

We shared a moment of comfortable silence, the sun setting, and the first stars beginning to twinkle above.

Not long after, Troy's pacing caught my attention, his shoes crunching against the mixture of grass and gravel. Every step he took seemed more urgent than the last, tension palpable in the evening air. Finally, he stopped, taking a deep breath.

"How about a test run?" he blurted, his eyes locked onto mine, searching for any hint of reluctance.

I blinked, trying to understand his meaning. "You mean...?"

"Yeah," he said, running a hand through his hair, his gaze now fixed on a spot over my shoulder.

"Like a...date or something?"

My heart raced, a whirl of emotions threatening to overwhelm me. My stomach fluttered with an odd mix of excitement and anxiety, and I could taste the metallic tang of nervousness on my tongue. The scent of fresh earth and evening blossoms wafted over, grounding me.

"I...um," I began, looking down at the heels that felt foreign on my feet.

"I haven't really mastered walking in these yet."

His expression softened, his initial hesitation replaced by determination.

"I'll hold your hand," he offered, extending his hand toward me.

I took a deep breath, the cold air filling my lungs, trying to remind myself that it was just a show. "Okay," I murmured, placing my hand in his.
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Our fingers interlaced, a warmth spreading from where our hands met. The sky above was awash with the colors of twilight, deep blues blending into purples, with the first stars peeking through.

We began our slow stroll, my initial unsteadiness offset by Troy's solid grip. With every step, the crunch of the ground beneath our feet served as a rhythm to our quiet journey. The distant sounds of crickets chirping and the soft rustle of leaves created a serene backdrop.

"It's beautiful tonight," he murmured, his voice breaking the silence.

I nodded, my heart still racing but for entirely different reasons. "Yeah, it is."

Neither of us said much after that. Words weren't necessary. The night, with its quiet beauty and shared secret, said it all for us.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE NEXT WEEKEND found us parked outside Arcade Planet, the lively hum of machines and laughter seeping through the windows. I was, for all intents and purposes, Jessica tonight. My golden blonde wig cascaded over my shoulders, bouncing slightly as I moved my head.

The red dress clung snugly, ending just above the knees, paired with sheer black stockings and matching heels. Completing the look, a swipe of MAC's best deep red lipstick gave my lips a sultry tint.

Troy glanced over, his eyebrows furrowed in concern.

"Are you sure about this? You seem really nervous, Jessica. We can always come back another time."

Opening my compact mirror, I took a deep breath, taking in the reflection of the new me.
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"Let's do it," I said, my voice steadier than I felt inside.

As the door to the arcade swung open, the aroma of buttered popcorn and a tangy mix of adolescent perfumes wafted through. The buzz of electronic games, punctuated by the intermittent ding of a jackpot, filled the air. But all of that faded into the background as we stepped inside.

All eyes, it seemed, were on us.

There she was, Taylor, in her typical cheerleader outfit, looking every inch the high school queen bee. Her eyes met mine, or rather, Jessica's. There was a flash of recognition, a hint of confusion, followed by a sneer that was all too familiar. She leaned over to Gary, her boyfriend, whispering something into his ear, her gaze never leaving me.

Troy seemed to sense the mounting tension. In a bold move, he slid his arm around my waist, drawing me closer to him. His touch was comforting and possessive at once. Guiding us toward the ice cream stand, he said, "Let's get something sweet, okay?"

The chatter of voices blended into white noise, but every so often, snippets of hushed conversations reached my ears.

"Who is she?" "She looks familiar..." "Are they together?"

I tightened my grip on Troy's arm, taking solace in his warmth, knowing that whatever happened tonight, we were in this together.
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As we stood in line at the ice cream stand, Taylor and her crew swarmed around us like bees to honey. The scent of their fruity perfumes wafted into my nose, almost making me dizzy. Their laughter was a little too loud, a little too forced.

"Hey there," Taylor purred, leaning in closer to Troy. Her blue eyes twinkled under the arcade lights.

"I'm Taylor, cheer captain," she said unnecessarily. I could feel her breath, a hint of mint and something floral, on my face.

"And these are my friends, Brittney, Hailey, and Jules."

Each girl nodded in turn, sizing me up with appraising, slightly judgmental eyes. I could feel the heat rise in my cheeks, thankful for the layers of foundation and blush.

Gary, standing a bit apart from the group, eyed Troy warily.

"What's up, man?" he grunted, giving a nod in Troy's direction.

I stayed silent, my mouth pressed into a small smile, afraid that my voice would betray me. But when Taylor's gaze rested on me again, curiosity evident, I felt the need to say something.

"Hi," I managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

She cocked her head, a smirk playing on her lips.

"Which school are you from? You look familiar."

Before I could respond, Troy stepped in smoothly.

"Jessica's from St. Agnes Girls' School."

The name seemed to give Taylor pause. She blinked, processing the information, then laughed.

"Of course, how silly of me. That explains it." Her flirtatious demeanor shifted back to Troy.

"So, how do you two know each other?"

Troy just gave her a mischievous grin. "Let's just say we go way back."

Gary's patience seemed to wear thin.

"Come on, Tay," he growled, clearly irritated by the palpable tension between her and Troy.
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Taylor, never one to back down, flipped her long blonde hair over her shoulder and said, "Nice meeting you, Jessica," before raising an eyebrow suggestively. The message was clear—this was far from over.

Soon after, Troy and I found a dimly lit corner of Arcade Planet, our ice creams in hand. The sweet, creamy sensation of the vanilla bean flavor melted on my tongue, contrasting with the tingle of the cold. The ambient arcade noises played in the background: the blips of game machines, the shuffle of feet, the low buzz of teenage chatter.

He looked over at me, his face illuminated by the neon lights of the adjacent game.

"Wow, Jess," he said, taking a bite of his mint chocolate chip cone.

"You were incredible. You actually had them fooled!"

I smirked, swallowing the lump of ice cream in my mouth. "I know, right? I couldn't believe it either." I let out a giggle, feeling lighter than I had in a long while.

Just then, Troy's phone buzzed. He glanced down and his eyebrows shot up in surprise. "Whoa," he exclaimed, showing me his screen.

"Taylor just followed me back!"

I blinked, taken aback. A weird pang of jealousy tightened my chest. Why did I feel this way? Shoving the feeling aside, I focused on the objective.

"I guess the plan worked," I said, trying to sound casual.
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His eyes twinkled with mischief and gratitude. "You're the best, man!" he exclaimed, pulling me into a tight hug. The familiar scent of his cologne enveloped me, making me feel safe and a tad dizzy.

"Yeah," I murmured, pulling back and licking a drip of ice cream from the side of my cone.

"I guess I am... man."


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

A MONTH AFTER our grand scheme started, the secret layers of Jessica seemed to meld effortlessly with Josh. Every stolen moment inside my room, slipping into outfits that made me feel confident, bold, even beautiful, began to feel less like a task and more of a thrilling routine.

The chill bathroom tiles pressed against my bare feet as I stared at my reflection. There was a clear disparity between Jessica's delicate features and Josh's more rugged ones.
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My thick eyebrows had always been a defining trait, but now they seemed like barriers to my transformation. I hesitated, gripping the tweezers, feeling the cold metal against my warm fingers. A simple act of plucking could push me further from Josh and closer to Jessica.

Was I ready for that?

My phone buzzed on the countertop, jolting me from my thoughts. Another message from Troy popped up with him telling me how Taylor’s going to eat out of his hands in no time.

I skimmed through our past conversations feeling a pang of guilt. We had not only disrupted Taylor and Gary's relationship but had led Troy down a deceptive path. The more he flirted with her, the deeper the charade became.

Every bubble of laughter, every exchanged glance, every secret message they shared was a step further into deception, and I was the architect of this chaos.

But there was something else, a new feeling gnawing at me. Why did it matter so much that Troy was texting Taylor? I pressed a cool palm against my hot forehead, willing away the blush that threatened to creep across my cheeks.

Admitting feelings for Troy seemed absurd. The same Troy who ate cereal at midnight, left wet towels on the bathroom floor, and could be infuriatingly loud sometimes.

And yet, there was a lingering thought that refused to leave—was it possible that amidst this ruse, I had developed feelings for my stepbrother?

"Ew, no. Come on, Josh," I muttered, distracting myself by focusing on a stray hair above my eye. The sharp sting of plucking anchored me back to reality, but even as I meticulously shaped my eyebrows, my mind swirled with confusion.
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It was another fake date night and the neon lights blinked rhythmically, casting dancing shadows around Arcade Planet. The moment we entered, I scanned the bustling space for Taylor and her posse. But they were nowhere in sight.

"Looks like they're not here," I sighed, feeling a tinge of relief mixed with disappointment.

"Let's just go home."

Troy turned to face me, his brow creased in confusion.

"We're already here, Jess. Let's just have fun."

I hesitated. Every time I was with him, it felt more and more like a real date, and less like the scheme it started out as. Every smile, every laugh, every shared moment was a reminder of the feelings bubbling within me.

But seeing the eager look on Troy's face, I caved.

"Fine. But just for a little while."

We dove into the arcade games. The lights from the machines painted our faces in bright, ever-changing hues. The whirl of electronic music, the rhythmic tapping of buttons, and the distant cheers of players filled the air.

His fingers danced expertly on the controls as he smashed high scores, and I found myself laughing at his exaggerated celebrations.

At one point, we ended up in the retro section of the arcade, playing a co-op game on a vintage machine. Our fingers brushed against each other's as we shared the joystick, each accidental touch sending electric jolts down my spine. The air was thick with the scent of buttery popcorn and the sweet tang of spilled soda.
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Later, we sat at a corner booth sharing a plate of burger and cheesy fries. Troy was in the middle of a story, animatedly describing something funny that happened in his history class. But all I could focus on was the way his lips moved, the gleam in his eyes, and the gentle curl of his hair falling onto his forehead.

And though we laughed and shared stories, my mind kept wandering back to the truth: that underneath all this fun was a growing ache, a yearning for something more.

My feelings for Troy were no longer a secret to myself, but admitting them out loud was another matter entirely. The fear of rejection, of complicating our relationship, weighed heavily on me.

The night wore on, and before I knew it, we were heading out, arms laden with plush toys we'd won. The crisp night air was a sharp contrast to the warm, noisy atmosphere of the arcade.

As we walked to the car, Troy turned to me, a soft smile on his lips.

"See? Wasn't that fun?"

I forced a smile, though inside, my heart was a tumultuous sea.

"Yeah," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper. "It was."

Moments later, the weighty silence in the car felt almost tangible, pressing down on me like a thick blanket, making the air feel dense. His gaze flicked between the road and me, the car's dim lights casting fleeting glows on his features. The hum of the engine was a distant backdrop to our thoughts.

"Why aren't you speaking?" Troy's voice broke through, an unexpected crack of tension.

I looked away, out at the blurred streaks of city lights.

"I don't know. Maybe I'm just not feeling well." My voice was a soft, strained whisper.

He pulled the car into the side and in a move that was so typical of him, reached over to check my forehead for a fever.
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"You're not hot," he murmured. As his face came closer, I could feel the warmth radiating from him, and smell the faint musk of his cologne. Our proximity was causing my heart to pound furiously.

Suddenly, I pulled away.

"Don't do that!" My voice held a sharp edge of panic.

"Stop touching me! Don't be so...sweet."

Troy's eyes widened, shock and confusion evident.

"Did I do something wrong?"

My breaths were coming in fast and shallow.

"You don't get it, do you? I can't handle the guilt. The scheme with Gary, Taylor... It's all so twisted."

"But you never seemed guilty before."

He tilted his head, searching my eyes. Frustration bubbled up. "Is it the Pokémon cards? Do you want them now?" he huffed. Before he could even add more of his dense remarks, "Are you that clueless, Troy? I'm in love with you! And I don't understand how or why."

His face was a canvas of surprise. My words hung in the air, both a confession and a plea. My eyes started to sting. "And I know," I continued, voice thick with emotion, "that you'll never love me back because I'm not a real girl."

"Shh," Troy whispered, his face inching closer to mine. He pressed his lips to mine, a gentle kiss that held a world of emotion. I froze, then melted into it, every sensation heightened. The taste of him was bittersweet, the feel of his lips soft and warm.

Pulling away slightly, he took out his phone and showed me his Instagram.

"Taylor hasn't followed me back," he admitted.

"We haven't really been messaging. Since you started transforming, I couldn't look away. The pretend dates? They were my way to be with you."

I stared at him, processing his words. Troy's face was flushed, his eyes earnest.

"I'm in love with you, Jessica," he admitted, voice trembling with intensity.

"Truly, madly, deeply."

Our lips met again, this time with a fervor borne of pent-up emotions. The world fell away as we lost ourselves in each other, the taste, touch, and sound of the moment overwhelming. It was raw, passionate, and profoundly real.
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“B—but how about my mom, and your dad…” I said as he enveloped my neck with his warm breaths.

“I guess they’ll have to live with it like how you and I lived with their relationship,” he assured—as he kissed me once more—helping me erase all doubts, trepidations, and fears that were overwhelming me.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE SUN BLAZED OVERHEAD and the car's AC battled the heat, leaving a coolness that made the inside of the vehicle a sanctuary against the midday warmth. The scent of fresh leather seats permeated the car, a constant since my stepdad dad got it. Mom was animatedly discussing the ceremony's program, her voice tinged with pride.

Troy leaned over to me, his voice barely above a whisper, "Can't believe we've been doing this... us... for six months." His eyes held a playful glint.

I smirked, "Best kept secret, right?" But deep down, anxiety knotted my stomach. Today was about more than just graduation.

Troy must've sensed my unease because he squeezed my hand.
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"Hey, no matter what, I'm by your side."

As the car pulled into the school's parking lot, I felt the weight of the moment pressing down on me. Before we could even step out, Troy halted everyone.

"Wait, there's something we need to tell you."

With trembling hands, I undid the clasps of my toga, revealing the dress underneath. "This is me," my voice quivered, "I'm Jessica. I want to accept my diploma as my true self." Tears blurred my vision, the weight of years of hiding, of suppressing, pressing down on me.

A silence enveloped us and I thought that my mom was going to break down. But then, the unexpected happened. Warm arms wrapped around me, first mom, then my Troy’s dad. Their embrace spoke volumes, words of acceptance and love that didn't need uttering.

Troy, teary-eyed, fished out the wig from his bag and gently placed it on my head.

"You look beautiful," he whispered.
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Walking side by side towards the graduation area, the soft rustle of our togas and the distant chatter of excited graduates surrounded us. Settling into our seats, Troy leaned over with a mischievous smirk.

[image: A group of people in a graduation cap  Description automatically generated]

"Well, we got that off our chests. Now, how do we tell them about us?"

I chuckled, feeling lighter than I had in months.

"One thing at a time, okay?"

Leaning closer, he whispered, "I love you, you make me so damn happy."

I was really glad that I wasn’t wearing eyeliner that day as I couldn’t stop my tears from falling.

“I love you more, Troy, thanks for being part of my life.”

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Becoming His Stepsister? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Fantasies.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Girthy Girl

I’ve never lost a case and I topped the bar exams. Discipline came naturally but why was it so hard to resist the tactile feeling of silk and stockings brushing against my hairless legs?

Story 2 – The Doctor is In

He was the best cosmetic surgeon in the city and my career as a new nurse highly depended on his recommendation. In too deep, I allowed him to fill me in the most intimate places and completely change my wardrobe.

Story 3 – Island Princess

It wasn’t exactly a lovely day to go scuba diving, but it was the perfect day to be washed away and be rescued and feminized by a hunky prince.

Story 4 – Red Light Sissy

I had to know her. I had to get her story. But I didn’t have the money to do so. The free way to do it was to dress up like her, I thought.

Little did I know, it entailed more than standing on the street corner in a long brown wig, a tight red dress, chewing gum, and marching in fishnet stockings and high-heeled boots.

Story 5 – Royally Switched

When my sister badgered me into going to Paris, I was fine with carrying her bags and pretending to enjoy the sights and sounds of the city.

Little did I know, the trip that she had planned all her life would drastically change mine, with a bonus of chefs, chauffeurs, chambermaids, royal treatment, gowns, jewelry, the highest of high-heels, and a tall glass of aristocratic hunk that would show me how it was to be a woman… even just for one night.

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 Feminization Fantasies

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“Me? Go back to school as a GIRL!?”

Read All Girls School


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

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

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

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

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and Becoming His Stepsister – A Gradual Feminization Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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