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Introduction

“I knew that moving to an all-boys school was a mistake. They’re all so thirsty for girls that they wanted me to dress like one.”

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

∞∞∞

I had a life in Iowa. It wasn’t something as cool as a teen would wish for, but it was pretty normal.

When my father had a new job opportunity, we were forced to move to the city.

I’d never been to a private school before and worse… an all-boys one. My expectations were already bad but reality was way worse.

The students in that school were all spoiled. All they cared about were cars, sneaking into clubs, and girls.

I wasn’t one of them, and never will be. My plan was to finish high school and keep to myself without having to deal with adjustments.

It was only a year, how bad could it be?

Then, with a twist of fate, he came into the picture, with his crew of playboys who took notice of my girlish looks… and made me wear clothes I’d never thought of wearing in a million years.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, transition, feminization, transgender romance, and a femboy's first time with a MAN 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 Campus Crush.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I HAD JUST FINISHED WATCHING Whispers of the Heart for the hundredth time. The movie always made me tear up. The story of Shizuku finding herself through her writing journey struck a chord with me. Maybe because, like her, I was trying to find my own path in life, and I often felt lost.

“Sean, dinner’s ready!” Mom’s voice echoed from downstairs.

I wiped my eyes and took a deep breath, composing myself before heading down. Dinner was our family’s time to connect, and I always looked forward to it. As I reached the kitchen, the aroma of Mom’s homemade lasagna filled the air. She smiled warmly at me, her eyes crinkling at the corners.

“Hey, sweetie, how are you?” she asked as I took my seat.
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“Good, as always,” I replied, forcing a smile.

Dad was already seated, his face serious as he looked at me. He was a foreman for a construction company, a job that kept him busy but provided for our humble life. Tonight, though, there was something different in his expression.

“How’s school going, son?” he asked, his tone unusually formal.

“It’s fine. I’ve been working on my art project,” I said, feeling a bit uneasy under his gaze.

“Well, we’ve got some big news,” Dad said, exchanging a glance with Mom.

“We’re moving to Los Angeles.”

I blinked, sure I had misheard him. “What?”

“Dad’s company has a new project in L.A. They’re building a big condominium complex, and we’re going to be there for five years,” Mom explained, her tone gentle yet excited.

“It’s a great opportunity for us, Sean. We’ll have a free home, a higher salary, and you’ll get to go to Francesco Assisi School.”

My mind raced. Francesco Assisi School? The private school for boys with a notorious reputation for being full of playboys and sons of the mega-rich.

“But I’m graduating soon. I’ve been at Coarsley since prep. All my friends are here.”

“I know it’s sudden, but this could be really good for your future,” Mom said.

“You could make important connections.”

“I don’t need connections. I just want to teach art,” I said, feeling my chest tighten.

“They’ll probably make fun of me there.”

Dad’s face hardened. “This isn’t up for discussion, Sean. This is a decision for the family. You’ll adapt.”

The rest of dinner was a blur. I barely touched my food, and as soon as I could, I excused myself and went to my room. I flopped onto my bed, staring at the ceiling.

Los Angeles?

A new school?

I didn’t want any of it. My life in Iowa was simple and predictable, and I liked it that way. But now, everything was about to change, and I wasn’t ready for it.
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Two months later, I found myself on an airplane, staring out the window at the clouds below. Soft rock songs played through my headphones, but they did little to calm my nerves. I had never been on a plane before, and the idea of leaving my small town for Los Angeles felt like a dream I wasn’t ready for.

Mom and Dad sat beside me, chatting about the move. I couldn’t focus on their conversation, my mind drifting back to Iowa. I thought about our small house, the quiet streets, and my friends at Coarsley Campus.

Everything was so familiar and safe there. Los Angeles, on the other hand, felt like a different planet.

After long hours, the plane started its descent, and I felt a mix of anxiety and curiosity. “Do you think the new school will be nice?” I asked, more to myself than anyone else.

Mom heard me anyway.

“I’m sure it will be, sweetie. It’s a great opportunity.”

Dad nodded. “You’ll see. Francesco Assisi School has excellent facilities.”

I sighed and looked back out the window. The sprawling cityscape of Los Angeles came into view, a stark contrast to the endless fields of Iowa. It was overwhelming.

When we finally landed, the airport was a whirlwind of noise and people. We grabbed our luggage and headed to our new home. The condo was near Rodeo Drive, a place I had only seen in movies. I couldn’t help but feel a flicker of excitement despite my nerves.

As we entered the condo, I was struck by how luxurious it was. The living room was spacious, with large windows that let in lots of light. The kitchen was modern, with sleek appliances and marble countertops. I followed my parents as they explored, trying to hide my awe.

“Wow, this place is amazing,” I muttered.

Mom smiled. “Isn’t it? And it’s all free, thanks to Dad’s job.”

Dad grinned. “Pick any bedroom you like, Sean. They’re all yours to choose from.”

I wandered through the hallway, peeking into each room. There were three bedrooms, all equally impressive. I finally chose the one at the end of the hall, with a view of the city skyline. It felt like a scene out of one of my sketches.
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“This one’s mine,” I called out.

Mom and Dad came to see. “Good choice,” Mom said. “It has a great view.”

I nodded, feeling a bit more excited. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all.

“Yeah, I think I’ll like it here.”

As I started unpacking my things, I glanced out the window again. The city was alive with lights and movement, so different from the quiet nights in Iowa. I couldn’t help but wonder what adventures awaited me in this new place. Despite my nerves, I felt a tiny spark of hope.

Maybe, just maybe, Los Angeles would be the fresh start I didn’t think I needed.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the tie on my father’s old suit. The jacket was a bit too big, and the tie felt like it was choking me. I wanted to blend in, to look like I belonged among the rich kids at Francesco Assisi School. I had no idea what to expect.

At Coarsley Campus, everyone was “normal,” like me. Here, I hoped the stereotypes about rich kids weren’t true.

“You look handsome,” Mom said, smiling as she leaned against the doorframe.

“Thanks, Mom,” I mumbled, still fussing with the tie.

“Do you think I’ll fit in?”

“Of course, you will. Just be yourself.”

I nodded, trying to believe her. “Alright, I’m off.”

I grabbed my backpack and headed outside, where my old pink bicycle waited. It had been Mom’s when she was younger, and now it was mine. I hopped on and started pedaling, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement. People smiled at me as I rode by, which gave me a little confidence boost.

As I approached Francesco Assisi, my jaw dropped. The gate was enormous, and inside, I saw rows of shiny sports cars. I suddenly felt out of place. I rode my bike slowly, trying to take it all in, when a loud honk startled me.

“Hey, move it!” a voice shouted.

I turned to see a sleek Lamborghini behind me. A handsome guy emerged from it, smirking.
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“Are you sure you’re in the right place?”

I flushed with embarrassment. “Uh, yeah. Sorry.”

He laughed, shaking his head. “There’s no parking for bikes, just so you know.”

I mumbled another apology and hurried away, feeling ashamed. I finally found a spot at the school’s park and chained my bike to a tree. As I walked towards the main building, I noticed everyone was dressed in casual clothes.

Jeans, t-shirts, and hoodies. I was the only one in a suit.

“Nice suit,” someone snickered as I passed by.

I tried to ignore the giggles and whispers, but it was hard. My face felt hot, and I wanted to disappear. I hurried to my first class, keeping my head down. When I finally found the room, I took a deep breath and walked in, hoping to make a better impression.

As I sat down, I couldn’t help but feel out of place. But I reminded myself of what Mom had said: be yourself. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad after all.

Then, while unpacking my things, a boy slid into the seat next to me. He looked geeky, with glasses and a slight lisp. He smiled at me.

“Hey, you’re new here, right?” he asked.

I nodded, smiling back. “Yeah, just moved from Iowa. I’m Sean.”

“I’m Bart. Nice to meet you,” he said, extending his hand. I shook it, grateful for the friendly gesture. “I’m happy to see someone new. I’ve been here since prep and never really made any friends. They make fun of me because of my lisp and, well, because I’m fat.”

I felt bad for him. “That’s awful. People can be really mean. But you seem cool to me.”

Bart shrugged. “It’s fine. I’m used to it. What’s your favorite subject?”

“Art,” I said, my face lighting up. I pulled out my sketchbook and showed him some of my drawings.

“Wow, these are amazing!” Bart said, genuinely impressed. “I wish I had talent like that. I don’t really like school much. I prefer video games.”

“Video games are cool too,” I said, trying to make him feel better.

“Everyone has their own thing.”

Before we could talk more, the classroom door opened and a man walked in. He had a friendly face and introduced himself as Mr. Cluster.

“Good morning, class. I’m Mr. Cluster, your homeroom teacher and also the art teacher.”

My heart skipped a beat. An art teacher? Maybe this school wouldn’t be so bad after all.

Mr. Cluster scanned the room and his eyes landed on me.

“We have a new student joining us today. Sean, would you like to introduce yourself?”
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I stood up nervously, feeling all eyes on me. “Hi, I’m Sean. I’m from Iowa.”

One guy in the back immediately mooed and exaggerated a country accent, “Y’all grew up in a barn, huh?”

The class burst into laughter. My face turned red, and I wanted to shrink away.

Mr. Cluster frowned. “Alright, that’s enough. Show some respect. Go on, Sean.”

I took a deep breath. “Uh, yeah. We have chickens too… and I hope to get to know you all better.”

Bart gave me a thumbs-up, and I sat down, feeling a little more confident. It wasn’t the best start, but at least I had made one friend. As Mr. Cluster began his lesson, I glanced over at Bart. Maybe, just maybe, things would be okay here.

Later that day, I arrived back at the condo feeling completely exhausted. The day had been long and draining, and all I wanted was to collapse on my bed. As soon as I stepped inside, though, the delicious smell of Mom’s cooking hit me, waking me up.

“Hey, sweetie!” Mom called from the kitchen.

“Dinner’s almost ready.”

I dropped my backpack by the door and made my way to the kitchen. Mom was cooking up a storm, as usual. The table was already set, and Dad was just coming in from the balcony.

“How was your first day?” Mom asked as we sat down to eat.

“It was okay,” I said, picking at my food. “I made a friend.”

“That’s amazing!” Mom said, smiling. “Were people nice?”

I shook my head, the frustrations of the day bubbling up. “Not really. They’re so shallow, Mom. They made fun of me for riding my bike, and then at school, they laughed at me for wearing a suit. And this guy mooed when I said I was from Iowa! Can you believe that?”

Mom giggled, but her eyes were sympathetic.

“Don’t worry, Sean. Those city boys got nothing on you. You just need to give it some time. You’ll show them how great you are.”

I sighed, feeling a bit better but still annoyed.

“I guess. It’s just hard, you know? Everything’s so different here.”

“I know, sweetie,” she said, reaching over to squeeze my hand.

“But you’re strong, and you’ll find your place. Just be yourself.”

Dad nodded in agreement. “Your mom’s right. This is a big change, but you’ll adjust. And hey, you made a friend on your first day. That’s a good start.”

I nodded, taking a bite of dinner.
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“Yeah, Bart seems nice. He’s been there since prep and never made any friends. People make fun of him because of his lisp and because he’s...you know, he’s a bit chubby.”

“That’s terrible,” Mom said, frowning. “But it sounds like you two could be good for each other. Support each other.”

“Yeah,” I said, thinking about how genuine Bart had been. “Maybe you’re right.”

As we finished dinner, I felt a little more hopeful. It had been a rough start, but at least I had one friend.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS LATER, I was starting to get really annoyed. Students showed up to class late, if they showed up at all, and no one seemed to care. Teachers barely noticed, and it felt like no one took school seriously.

I sat in the cafeteria with Bart, watching the chaos unfold around us. “I don’t get it. How do they get away with this? Back in Iowa, you’d be in serious trouble for being late, let alone skipping class.”

He shrugged, taking a bite of his sandwich. “They don’t have to worry about it. Their parents just bribe the teachers to keep their grades up and to look the other way.”

“That’s insane,” I said, shaking my head.

“How is that even allowed?”

Bart leaned in closer, lowering his voice.

“It’s not, but money talks, you know? Just keep it hush-hush.”
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As he finished speaking, the cafeteria doors swung open, and three guys walked in. Bart nudged me. “Speaking of the devil, here they are. That’s John Kim, the son of a Korean tech magnate. His family owns Jam Jeong, the company that makes all those cellphones and appliances.”

I followed Bart’s gaze to a tall, slender guy with dark hair and a confident stride.
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“And that’s Frank Fletcher,” Bart continued. “His dad was a senator, but now he’s a real estate magnate. They own half of New Jersey and San Diego.”

Then my eyes landed on the third guy, and my stomach dropped. It was the blonde guy from the Lamborghini, the one who had made fun of me on my first day.
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“And that’s Vincent Valentine,” Bart said.

“He’s their boss. His dad owns a bunch of hotels and malls, and ExoSpace, a company that rivals SpaceX.”

I watched as Vincent led the group to a table, their presence commanding attention. Students parted like the Red Sea to let them through.

Bart sighed. “They pretty much run the school. Everyone wants to be their friend, or at least stay on their good side.”

“Great,” I muttered, remembering how humiliated I had felt. “Just what I needed.”

He patted my shoulder. “Don’t worry about them. They’re not gonna harass you if you stay out of their way. Let’s just focus on getting through the day.”

I nodded, but my eyes kept drifting back to Vincent. I wondered if he even remembered me. I hoped he didn’t. The last thing I needed was more attention from him and his crew. As the bell rang, signaling the end of lunch, I stood up, determined to keep my head down and make it through another day.

After school, I walked through the locker hall and spotted a table with a sign that read "Open for Student Council Aspirants." Curious, I approached the table. There were two parties listed, but I noticed that neither had the president position open. I frowned and leaned in to ask the guys at the table.

“Hey, why isn’t the president position open?” I asked.

One of the guys, a tall and lanky student named Albert Gale, looked up and smiled. “Oh, that’s because we’ve already decided that Vincent will be president.”

I blinked, feeling dumbfounded. “But why?”

The other guy, Stephen Tender, who was shorter with a round face, leaned in and explained, “It’s going to help Vincent’s resume. His family funds a lot of the school’s activities and programs. We don’t want to get in trouble by running against him.”

I stared at them, seething with anger but unable to find the right words. “So, you’re saying no one else even has a chance?”

Albert shrugged. “Pretty much. It’s just easier this way.”

Stephen nodded. “Yeah, besides, who would want to go against Vincent? It’s not worth the hassle.”

I felt my face flush with frustration. “That’s ridiculous. This school is like something out of a dystopian novel. And Vincent’s the tyrant.”

They both looked at me with mild interest but didn’t seem bothered by what I said.

“That’s just how it is here,” Stephen said, shrugging again.

“You’ll get used to it.”

I walked away, my mind racing. I couldn’t believe how everyone just accepted this. It was infuriating. The whole school seemed to revolve around Vincent and his family’s money. It made me feel like everything was pointless, that no matter what I did, it wouldn’t matter because Vincent had already won.

As I rode my bike home, my thoughts were a whirlwind of anger and confusion. How could people be so blind, so willing to let one person control everything? It wasn’t fair, and it made me feel powerless. But deep down, I knew I couldn’t let this go. There had to be a way to change things, to make people see that they didn’t have to live under Vincent’s shadow. I just had to figure out how.
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Later that night, we sat around the dinner table, the aroma of Mom’s roast chicken filling the room. Normally, I’d be savoring every bite, but tonight my mind was elsewhere.

“So, how was school today?” Dad asked, cutting into his chicken.

I couldn’t hold it in any longer. “Terrible. This guy Vincent is basically running the whole place. He’s got everyone wrapped around his finger because his family funds the school. He’s even set to be the student council president without anyone running against him!”

Mom looked up, intrigued. “Vincent, eh? He sounds impressive.”

“Impressive?” I almost choked on my food. “He’s a spoiled jerk who gets everything handed to him. He drives a Lamborghini to school, for crying out loud. And everyone’s too scared to stand up to him because his family’s rich.”

Dad nodded thoughtfully. “Sounds like he’s got a lot of influence. Maybe you should try to befriend him, Sean. It could open some doors for you.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Are you serious?! I don’t want to be friends with someone like that. He’s arrogant, entitled, and makes everyone else feel like garbage. Today, I found out no one else can even run for student council president because everyone’s already decided he’ll win!”

Mom smiled gently. “Sometimes, it’s smart to be on the good side of influential people, sweetie. Maybe you’ll see a different side of him if you get to know him.”

I pushed my plate away, my appetite gone.

“I can’t believe you guys are saying this. He’s everything I hate about this place. I’m not going to suck up to him just because he’s rich.”

Without another word, I got up and stormed to my room, slamming the door behind me. My anger boiled over as I paced back and forth. How could my parents not see what was so obvious to me?

Vincent Valentine wasn’t someone to admire; he was a bully who used his wealth to control everything.

I flopped onto my bed, fuming. It felt like no one understood what I was going through. But I wasn’t going to let him and his cronies dictate my life.

I had to find a way to stand up to him, to show everyone that they didn’t have to bow down to his family’s money.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I was parking my bike when I noticed a commotion on the soccer field. I hurried and my heart sank as I saw Vincent, John, and Frank, all shirtless, dancing around Bart. They were laughing and taunting him.

“Isn’t this what you want? Why don’t you just admit you’re gay already?” John sneered, pushing Bart.
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“Please, it’s not like that, let me go.”

Bart was trying to get away, his face red with embarrassment and fear. I couldn’t stand by and watch. I rushed over, my anger boiling over.

“Enough!” I shouted, pushing through the crowd that had gathered.

John turned to me, smirking. “What’s wrong, hillbilly? We’re just having a little fun.”

Frank added, “Besides, Bart seems to like it.”

Vincent stepped up to me, his eyes cold. “And who the fuck are you?”

I glared at him, my voice shaking with rage. “I’m Sean, and I’ve had enough of your bullshit. You three are the dumbest, most spoiled brats I’ve ever met. You think you can treat people like dirt just because your families have money? Without your parents’ money, you’d be nothing, Vincent. You’re just a coward hiding behind your wealth.”

Students gathered around us, their eyes wide with shock. Vincent’s face twisted with anger.

“You think you’re so tough? Let’s see about that.”

He shoved me hard, and I stumbled back, falling to the ground. The crowd gasped, and Vincent, John, and Frank walked away, laughing and holding their shirts.

I scrambled to my feet, brushing off the dirt. “Are you okay, Bart?”

Bart nodded, his eyes brimming with tears. “Yeah, thanks.”

As he and I walked away, trying to recover from the encounter, he glanced at me with a pained expression. "Sean, they were right. I am gay."

I looked at him, surprised by his sudden confession. "What?"

He nodded, his voice low. "They found a Playgirl magazine in my locker back in fifth grade. Ever since then, they've never let me forget it."

I felt a surge of anger and sympathy. "That's terrible, Bart. I'm sorry they've treated you like this. It’s still not right for them to harass you like that."

He shrugged, though his eyes were sad. "It is what it is. But I'm worried about you. Vincent seems really mad. He can ruin your life."

I tried to sound confident. "Don't worry about him. He can't do anything to me."

He shook his head. "You don't understand. Vincent's family has a lot of power. They can make things really difficult for you. They could get you kicked out of school or make sure you never get a scholarship."

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of Bart's words. I had stood up to Vincent, and it felt good, but now I was starting to realize the potential consequences.

"I won't let them scare me. Someone has to stand up to them."

He sighed. "Just be careful, okay? I don't want to see you get hurt because of me."

I patted his shoulder. "We're in this together. And besides, you’re my only friend here. I'm not going to let them bully you or anyone else."

As we continued walking, my mind raced with thoughts of what might happen next. Standing up to Vincent had felt empowering, but the reality of his influence was starting to sink in. I was nervous, but I also knew I couldn't back down now.
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Later in class, Mr. Cluster stood at the front, a wide smile on his face. “I’m so happy to announce that Vincent Valentine has accepted the position of student council president.”

I felt a weird twist in my stomach. Why was Mr. Cluster so supportive of this obvious power play? It didn’t make sense.

Mr. Cluster continued, “Remember, everyone, when you vote for your representatives, do so based on your beliefs and values. Don’t just follow the crowd. Integrity is key in all aspects of life.”

I almost laughed out loud.

Integrity?

Really?

How could Mr. Cluster talk about integrity when he didn’t even question Vincent’s unchallenged win? It was infuriating. This school was a joke.

I seethed silently, clenching my fists under the desk. But I kept my anger to myself. No use making a scene now.

Later, Mr. Cluster’s hypocrisy got my stomach growling. I got in line in the cafeteria, hoping for a decent meal to help me get through the day. But when I reached the lunch lady, she gave me a pitifully small portion.

“Can I have some more, please?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Sorry, that’s all we have,” she said, not even looking at me.

I took my tray and walked to the table where Bart was already sitting. He looked at my plate and frowned.

“That’s not enough to feed a bird. Here, take some of mine.”

“Thanks, Bart,” I said, accepting his offer.

“Do you think Vincent’s behind this?”

Bart nodded. “Probably. He’s got connections everywhere. He probably bribed the lunch lady.”

I felt a surge of fury. “This is ridiculous. They can’t just starve me out.”

He looked worried. “Just be careful, Sean. Vincent doesn’t like being challenged.”

“I know,” I said, trying to calm down. “But I’m not going to let him win. I’ll endure this. I won’t let him get to me.”

As I ate my meager lunch, I thought about how corrupt this school was. Vincent’s influence was everywhere, and it made me sick. But I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of seeing me break.
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Later that day in P.E., we were playing tennis. I was up next, trying to focus on my serve. As I prepared to hit the ball, a random tennis ball flew past my head, followed by another and another. I looked around and saw a group of students laughing and throwing balls at me.

“Hey! Stop that!” the P.E. teacher shouted, but they ignored him, their laughter growing louder.

I tried to dodge the balls, but it was impossible. They kept coming from all directions. My heart pounded, and I felt a mix of fear and anger. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I dropped my racket and ran, hoping to escape the onslaught.

As I sprinted across the field, I heard more laughter behind me. Suddenly, paintballs started hitting me, splattering my clothes with bright colors. I stumbled, my anger turning into a boiling rage. They wouldn’t stop. They just wouldn’t stop.

“Leave me alone!” I yelled, but it only made them laugh harder.

I kept running, paintballs stinging my skin. By the time I reached the edge of the field, I was a mess, covered in paint and breathing hard. I didn’t know what to do. The harassment wouldn’t end, and I felt powerless.

As I stood there, trying to catch my breath, the P.E. teacher finally reached me. “Sean, are you okay?”

“No,” I said, my voice trembling with anger. “They just keep coming after me. I don’t know what to do.”

He sighed, looking frustrated. “I’ll report this to the principal. This behavior is unacceptable.”

I nodded, but I wasn’t hopeful. Reporting it wouldn’t change anything. Vincent and his friends had too much influence. They could get away with anything.

As I walked back to the locker room, I felt a deep sense of helplessness. I was angry, humiliated, and tired of fighting a battle that seemed impossible to win. But I knew I couldn’t give up.
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Later that night, I sat at the dinner table with my mom, my plate piled high with food. I couldn’t stop thinking about the day’s events, the constant bullying, and the humiliation.

As I ate, I remembered something my dad always said: we come from a family of Vikings. Our Norwegian lineage was a point of pride for him.

“Dad would always say we can win every battle,” I thought to myself, shoving another forkful of food into my mouth.

“I have to be strong like that.”

Mom noticed my unusually large appetite.

“You’re eating a lot tonight, Sean. Are you alright?”

I forced a smile, trying to hide my inner turmoil. “Yeah, Mom. Just hungry.”

She gave me a curious look but didn’t press further. “Okay, but if something’s bothering you, you know you can talk to me.”

I nodded, continuing to eat with determination.

“I know. Thanks, Mom.”

In my mind, I felt like I was preparing for battle, just like the Vikings. I had to find a way to stand up to Vincent and his crew. I couldn’t let them keep pushing me around. I had to be stronger, tougher.

“Sean, you know we’re proud of our heritage, right?” Mom said suddenly, as if reading my thoughts.

“Your dad always believed we had the strength of our ancestors.”

I nodded again, feeling a surge of resolve. “I know, Mom. I can win every battle.”

She smiled, though she still looked concerned.

“Just remember, you don’t have to fight alone. We’re here for you.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I said, finishing my meal. “I’ll be okay.”

As I cleared my plate, I felt a new sense of determination. I wasn’t going to let Vincent and his friends break me. I had the strength of my Viking ancestors within me. I just had to figure out how to use it.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, the bullying hadn’t stopped, but that morning, I felt more prepared than usual. I had ordered a bulletproof vest from Amazon. I wasn’t even sure if it was just a costume or the real deal, but it made me feel safer. I also wore a Viking hat, a nod to my heritage and a source of strength.

As I walked into school, students burst into laughter, pointing and whispering. But I didn’t care. I was ready for whatever they threw at me.

I walked into my first class, and Mr. Cluster immediately noticed my unusual attire. He raised an eyebrow. “Sean, could you please remove your gear?”
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I shook my head. “No, Mr. Cluster.”

He sighed, approaching my desk. “Sean, the school has rules about uniforms.”

I straightened up, meeting his gaze. “I checked the rules, Mr. Cluster. There’s nothing in there about not wearing a bulletproof vest or a Viking hat. I’m not breaking any rules.”

Mr. Cluster stared at me for a moment, clearly in awe.

“Well, that’s... quite the interpretation. But I suppose you’re right.”

The class snickered, but Mr. Cluster ignored them and continued his lecture. I felt a surge of pride. I wasn’t going to let them intimidate me anymore. I was standing my ground.

Lunch time found Bart and me huddled in the bathroom, eating our homemade meals. The cafeteria had become too hostile, and the lunch lady refused to give me anything. It wasn’t ideal, but it was the best we could manage.

Bart wrinkled his nose, taking a cautious bite of his sandwich. “I hate eating in here, Sean. It smells like piss.”

I nodded, swallowing a bite of my own sandwich.

“I know. But it’s better than dealing with those jerks.”

He looked at me, concerned. “Aren’t you hot in that vest and hat?”

I shrugged. “Yeah, it’s hot, but it’s better than spending my time scrubbing paint off my skin or getting another lump on my head.”

Bart sighed, his expression sympathetic.

“I get it, man. It’s just... hard, you know?”

I nodded again, about to take a big bite of my sandwich when suddenly, cold water sprayed all over us. I jumped up, soaked and furious, as laughter echoed through the bathroom.

“Gotcha!” a random boy shouted, brandishing a water gun.

“Enough!” I yelled, chasing after them, but they were too fast. They ran through the hallways, still spraying water as they went.

“Come back here, you cowards!” I shouted, but they just laughed and kept running.

I stopped, drenched and panting, feeling a mix of rage and helplessness. Bart caught up to me, also wet but trying to smile.

“Don’t let them get to you, Sean,” he said, patting my shoulder.

“They’re just trying to break you.”

Later that day, I was exhausted. I took off my bulletproof vest and Viking hat, ready to stash them in my locker. As I opened the door, I heard footsteps behind me. Before I could react, a cloud of ink powder exploded all over me. I spun around, but whoever did it was already gone.
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“Ahhh!” I screamed, my frustration boiling over. I was covered in ink, feeling more defeated than ever.

I wiped my face as best as I could and trudged to the park, ready to ride my bike home and escape this nightmare of a day. But as I approached my bike, my heart sank. Both tires were flat, clearly pierced, and the metal frame was bent, like it had been kicked repeatedly.

Tears welled up in my eyes. That pink bike had been my mom’s, and it held so many beautiful memories. We’d ridden through the small town, seen breathtaking views, and shared so many good times. Now it was destroyed, just like my spirit.

I knelt down, touching the bent frame, and the tears started to fall.

“Why?” I whispered to no one. “Why does it have to be like this?”

Sitting alone in the park, I felt an overwhelming sense of despair. I looked at my ruined bike, feeling a mix of anger and sadness.

"These rich kids... they think they can get away with anything," I thought, my fists clenching.

"Especially Vincent."

Vincent, John, and Frank. Their faces flashed in my mind, and my anger grew. They had everything handed to them, and they used their wealth to make others feel small. Vincent, especially, with his arrogance and sense of entitlement, was the worst.

"I hate them," I thought, tears streaming down my face.

"They don't know what it's like to struggle. They don't care who they hurt as long as they get their way."

The weight of my helplessness pressed down on me. I wanted to fight back, but I didn't know how. Every time I tried to stand up to them, they found a new way to break me down. It felt like I was fighting a losing battle.

"Why can't they just leave me alone?" I whispered, my voice choked with emotion.

"Why do they have to ruin everything?"
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As the sun set, casting long shadows across the park, I realized I was truly alone in this fight. There was no one to turn to, no one who could understand the depth of my pain. The rich kids had all the power, and I was just one person, struggling to hold on to my dignity.

With a heavy heart, I started the long walk home, dragging my ruined bike behind.

Later that night, I lay on my bed, scrolling through TikTok, trying to distract myself from the events of the day. My thumb paused when I saw a video of Vincent, John, and Frank. They were being interviewed by someone from an account called HandsomeUniBoys.

The interviewer was gushing over them.

"So, Vincent, you guys seem so down-to-earth despite your wealth. How do you stay so grounded?"

Vincent smiled charmingly. "We just try to remember what our parents taught us growing up, you know, treat everyone with kindness and respect."

I nearly choked on my disbelief. They were acting like they were the nicest guys in the world, and the comments were even worse.

"Oh my god, they're so perfect!"

"I'd love to be Mrs. Valentine someday!"

"Such humble guys, love them!"

I smirked, feeling a surge of anger mixed with satisfaction. These girls had no idea who they really were. I couldn't let them get away with this. I had to let the truth be known.

I started typing furiously.

"Let me tell you the truth about Vincent, John, and Frank. They are the biggest bullies at our school. They use their money and power to make other students' lives miserable. Vincent drives a Lamborghini to school and thinks he's better than everyone else. They bully anyone they think is beneath them, especially those who can’t fight back. Don’t be fooled by their charming faces and fake smiles. They don’t treat anyone with kindness or respect. They’re just spoiled brats who get away with everything because their parents have money. I know because I'm one of their targets. They destroyed my bike, threw ink on me, and harass me daily. These guys are not what they seem."

I hit "post" and watched as my comment joined the sea of adoration. A sense of satisfaction washed over me. Maybe now, people would start to see the truth.

Feeling a weight lift off my shoulders, I put my phone down and closed my eyes. For the first time in a while, I felt like I had taken a stand, and it felt good.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I woke up with a sense of excitement. I couldn’t wait to see the replies to my comment. I grabbed my phone and opened TikTok, expecting some validation for finally exposing the truth. Instead, I was flooded with hate comments.

"You're just jealous."

"Get a life, loser."

"They're amazing and you're just bitter."

I stared at the screen, shocked. “What has the world gotten into?” I muttered to myself.

Feeling a mix of anger and disbelief, I got out of bed and started getting ready for school. I had almost forgotten about my ruined bike. As I reached the condo’s garage, I saw it again, bent and useless.

“Great,” I grumbled, remembering the destruction. I had no choice but to run to the bus stop if I didn’t want to be late.

I grabbed my backpack and sprinted out the door. As I ran, my thoughts raced. “How can people be so dumb?” I muttered under my breath.

“Both offline and online. They don’t even know the real Vincent, John, and Frank. They just see what they want to see.”

I reached the bus stop, out of breath but just in time. As I boarded the bus, I found a seat and slumped down, still seething. The ride to school felt longer than usual, my mind replaying the hateful comments and the relentless bullying.
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Moments later, I was in school and as I walked down the hallway, I felt a hand grab my arm and pull me into a corner. I turned to see Vincent, his eyes burning with anger.

“Give me your phone,” he demanded.

“Why?” I shot back, trying to pull my arm free.

“Delete the comment you made on TikTok or I’ll make your life even harder,” he hissed, his grip tightening.

For the first time, I felt a surge of power. Vincent was trying to bargain with me. He was feeling threatened. I smirked, shaking my head.

“Sure, I’ll delete it. But I’ll just make another account and post it again.”

Vincent’s face turned red with fury. John and Frank, who were standing behind him, exchanged surprised looks.

“Damn, Sean’s got some balls,” John muttered, clearly impressed.

Frank nodded. “Yeah, didn’t see that coming.”

Vincent glared at me, his eyes full of rage.

“You think this is over? I can ruin you.”

I stood my ground, feeling more confident than ever. “Do whatever you want, Vincent. But you can’t silence me. People will find out the truth, one way or another.”

He released his grip on my arm, stepping back, seething with anger.

“This isn’t over,” he growled, before storming off with John and Frank trailing behind him.

I watched them go, my heart pounding but my spirit unbroken. For the first time, I felt like I had the upper hand. Vincent might have the money and influence, but I had the truth.
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During lunch, I was back in the bathroom with Bart, but this time I was wearing a raincoat. The bulletproof vest hadn’t been useful against the water guns, so I thought this might help.

As I unwrapped my sandwich, I glanced around, expecting the usual barrage of harassment. But nothing happened. I took a tentative bite, waiting for the chaos to begin. But again, nothing.

Bart looked at me, puzzled.

“What’s going on, Sean? Why’s it so quiet?”

I shrugged, still wary. “I don’t know. Maybe they’ve got something else planned.”

We ate in silence for a while, both of us on edge. But as I finished my meal, I realized something incredible: no one had bothered us. For the first time in days, I had eaten a whole lunch without any interruptions.

“Bart,” I said slowly, “maybe the comment really did scare Vincent off.”

Bart’s eyes widened. “You think so?”

I nodded, feeling a cautious sense of triumph. “Yeah, it’s possible. He seemed really pissed off earlier. Maybe he’s worried about more people finding out the truth.”

Bart grinned, raising his half-eaten sandwich in a mock toast.

“Well, then, here’s to you, Sean. You stood up to him, and it looks like it worked.”

I laughed, feeling lighter than I had in weeks.

“Here’s to us, Bart. We did it together.”

We finished our lunch, savoring the rare moment of peace. For the first time in a long while, I felt hopeful. Maybe things were starting to change. Maybe, just maybe, we could win this fight.

As we walked out of the bathroom, I couldn’t help but smile. Today had been a small victory, but it was a victory nonetheless. And it felt good to finally have something to celebrate.

The rest of the school day was eerily calm. No one bothered me, no snide comments or pranks. It felt surreal. Maybe Vincent had called for a truce. Maybe he really was scared of what I could expose. As the day wore on, I started to believe that I might have actually won.

I even considered deleting the comment.

As I stood at the bus stop, my mind was racing with possibilities. Maybe this was the start of something new. I was so lost in thought that I didn’t notice the black van pull up until it was too late.

Three men in dark suits and sunglasses stepped out. They looked like bodyguards, and they were heading straight for me.

“Hey, what’s going on?” I asked, trying to back away.

One of them grabbed my arm. “Come with us, kid.”

I struggled, trying to pull free. “Let go of me!”

Another one of the men pulled out a handkerchief and pressed it over my nose and mouth. The strong smell made me dizzy almost immediately.

“No… stop…” I tried to fight, but my limbs felt heavy. My vision blurred, and darkness closed in.

I woke up with a start, my head pounding. I was in the back of the van, my hands tied. I tried to move, but the ropes were tight.

“Where… where am I?” I mumbled, still groggy.

One of the men glanced back at me. “Just sit tight, kid. We’re taking you to see someone.”

Panic surged through me. “Who? Why are you doing this?”

The man didn’t answer, just faced forward again. I struggled against the ropes, but it was no use. I was trapped.
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After a short ride that felt like forever, I was led out of the van and onto a luxurious driveway, flanked by manicured hedges and grand marble statues. The house in front of me wasn’t what you’d normally see in Iowa, with towering columns and expansive windows—it was basically a castle within the city. I tried to shake off the men’s grip, but they held me firmly.

“Let go of me!” I yelled, struggling against their hold.

They ignored me, guiding me through the massive front doors and down a long hallway. Finally, we entered a conference room with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of a large pool. The room was filled with expensive furniture and art, a stark contrast to the fear churning inside me.

Vincent emerged from the pool area, wearing a robe and still wet from his swim. He looked at me with a smirk. “Let him go. I’ll take care of this.”

The men released me, and I stood there, seething. “I knew it was you, Vincent. What do you want from me, you coward? I can’t believe you’d go this low.”

He raised an eyebrow, clearly amused. “Calm down, Sean. You’re overreacting.”

“Overreacting?” I shouted. “You had me kidnapped! Are you planning to silence me by killing me? Or are you going to blackmail me, or maybe lock me up somewhere?”

Vincent laughed heartily, shaking his head. “Will you relax? You’ve got quite the imagination.”

“Relax?” I repeated, my voice trembling with anger. “You think this is a joke? You’ve been tormenting me since day one, and now you kidnap me and expect me to be calm?”

He walked over to a chair and sat down, gesturing for me to do the same.

“I wanted to talk, Sean. And you weren’t exactly open to a conversation at school.”

I didn’t move. “Talk about what?”

He sighed, looking out the window for a moment before meeting my gaze. “About the comment you made on TikTok. You’ve caused quite a stir.”

“Good,” I snapped. “People need to know the truth about you.”

Vincent’s expression hardened. “You think you know everything, don’t you? My life, my family, what I’ve been through. But you don’t.”

I crossed my arms, still standing. “I know enough to see what a bully you are. You and your friends make everyone’s life miserable.”

Vincent leaned back, his eyes narrowing. “Maybe there’s more to it than you think. But we’re not here to discuss my life story. I want you to take down that comment.”

“Why should I?” I asked defiantly.

“Because if you don’t,” Vincent said calmly, “I’ll make sure your life becomes even harder. And not just at school. Think about your future, Sean. Scholarships, college applications... I can influence all of that.”

I felt a cold wave of fear wash over me, but I tried to hide it.

“So this is a threat?”

“No,” Vincent said, standing up.

“It’s a reality check. Take down the comment, and maybe we can find a way to coexist. Keep it up, and you’ll regret it.”

I stared at him, my mind racing. This wasn’t a game anymore. I had to choose my next move carefully, but one thing was clear: I couldn’t let Vincent scare me into submission.

Not now, not ever.

He leaned forward, his eyes gleaming with a mix of satisfaction and something that looked almost like fear. “I just found out that your father works for my family’s company. You know, the one that offered you housing and a scholarship. Did you also know that Bart dreams of going to MIT and becoming a rocket scientist? He can kiss that dream goodbye if you don’t delete that comment and write another one anymore.”

I felt a wave of guilt wash over me. The last thing I wanted was to drag other people into this mess.

“Why is the comment such a big deal to you?” I asked, my voice shaky.

“You don’t know how it feels to be constantly threatened with losing your inheritance if you cause a scandal,” he said, his voice lower now.

“You don’t know what it’s like to be the only heir to the Valentine Corporation.”

I stared at him, shocked. For the first time, Vincent seemed scared.

“Fine, I’ll delete the comment and won’t write anything. But you have to promise not to bully me anymore.”

He smirked. “Well, you don’t really have a choice, do you? I know how much you love your father.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, my heart pounding. Slowly, he walked back to the pool.
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Then he shrugged—a smirk forming on his face. “It’s common for you poor people to put family first.”

His words stung, but he was right. I did love my family, and the thought of my dad losing his job or Bart losing his chance at MIT was unbearable. I looked at Vincent, realizing the depth of his control.

He had the power to ruin everything I cared about.

He then walked back to me—water dripping on the floor and his expression turning serious. “There’s one thing you should know about me, Sean. I am the perfect gentleman. That's probably why my last name is Valentine.”

I burst into laughter, unable to help myself but he turned to me and looked at me in shock.

“It’s true!” he insisted—sounding like the boy who cried wolf, clearly taken aback by my reaction.

I shook my head, still chuckling. “And what does that have to do with anything?”

His face turned more serious. “I respect women so much that I don’t have it in me to hurt them.”

I stared at him, confused. “Okay... and?”

He leaned in, lowering his voice. “The only way for me to stop bullying you is if you dress up like a girl.”

I laughed again, thinking it was a joke. “Are you serious?”

His eyes narrowed. “Do I look like I’m joking?”

I swallowed hard, realizing he wasn’t kidding. “What if I don’t do it?”

“You already know the consequences,” he said coldly. He reached for his radio and spoke into it, “Take him home.”

As I was led back to the black van, my mind raced. This was beyond anything I had expected. Vincent's proposal was insane, but his threats were real.

What was I supposed to do?

During the ride home, I sat in silence, my thoughts a jumbled mess. Dressing up as a girl to stop the bullying? It sounded ridiculous, yet Vincent seemed dead serious. The fear of what he could do to my family and Bart weighed heavily on my mind.

I arrived home, still in a daze. I had no idea what to do next. How could I possibly agree to Vincent’s demands?

But then again, how could I not?

The consequences of defying him were too great.

As I lay in bed that night, I felt trapped. My life had become a nightmare, and Vincent held all the cards. I had to find a way out, but for now, I was stuck in a game I didn’t know how to play.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I hadn’t been to school for three days. Instead, I was hiding out at an arcade near the school, pretending to go to class. The bright lights and sounds of the games were a welcome distraction from my worries.

I was playing the claw machine, trying to grab a stuffed animal, when my phone buzzed. I pulled it out and saw a text from an unknown number.

Unknown Number: You called me a coward, but you can’t even stand up for your friends and family. You can’t even dress up like a girl for one school year.

My heart sank. It was Vincent. As I stared at the message, another text came through.

Unknown Number: Huh? Answer me! Answer me!
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I took a deep breath, realizing he was right. I had been avoiding the problem, but it wasn’t going away. I needed to make a decision. With shaking hands, I called the number.

Vincent picked up almost immediately. “Where are you!?” he demanded.

“I’m in the arcade nearby,” I said, my voice barely steady.

“Don’t you go anywhere. I’ll be there soon!” he ordered.

I hung up, feeling a mix of fear and resignation. As I waited for him to arrive, I tried to calm my racing thoughts.

Could I really go through with this?

Did I have a choice?

Within minutes, Vincent stormed into the arcade, his eyes scanning the room until they landed on me. He marched over, his expression a mix of annoyance and triumph.

“Finally,” he said, glaring at me. “You’ve been hiding out here instead of facing reality.”

I nodded, feeling defeated. “I know. I just... needed time to think.”

Vincent crossed his arms. “So, have you made up your mind?”

I swallowed hard, knowing what I had to say. “I’ll do it. I’ll dress up like a girl for one school year. Just... leave my family and friends out of this.”

His face softened slightly. “Good. You’re finally starting to get it. Now, let’s talk about the details.”

As we sat down in the corner of the arcade, I couldn’t shake the feeling that my life was about to change in ways I couldn’t even imagine. But I had made my choice, and now I had to live with it. For my family, for Bart, and for myself.

Soon after, he laid out the rules for our arrangement. I tried to absorb everything, feeling a mix of dread and resignation.

“So, after school, you’ll take me to your house?” I asked, my voice uncertain.

He nodded. “Yes, someone will take care of your makeover there. You’ll need to look convincing.”

I frowned, feeling a surge of discomfort. “You’re weird, you know that?”

He shrugged, clearly unfazed. “Yeah, whatever. See you tomorrow. And remember, you can’t skip school anymore.”

I sighed, feeling the weight of the situation settle over me. “Fine. I’ll be there.”

He stood up, his usual smirk back in place.
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“Good. Don’t make me regret this, Sean.”

As he walked away, I sat there, staring at the claw machine. This was really happening. I was going to dress up as a girl for a year to keep Vincent from ruining my life and the lives of those I cared about.

It felt surreal, but I had no choice.

The next day after school, I stood at the bus stop, feeling a mix of nerves and dread. Bart was bouncing with excitement next to me, his enthusiasm uncontainable.

“I can’t believe you get to go to Vincent’s house again!” he exclaimed. “Vincent’s the hottest guy in the world. You’re so lucky! What’s his house like? Are you going to sleep there? So many questions!”

I stared at him, incredulous. “Are you insane? Bart, I’m not into guys, just so you know. And this isn’t exactly a fun trip for me.”

He grinned, unbothered by my frustration.

“I know, I know. But still, it’s Vincent Valentine! You have to admit, his life is fascinating.”

Before I could respond, the black van pulled up to the curb. The same bodyguards from before stepped out, their expressions unreadable. Bart waved enthusiastically as they approached.

“Good luck, Sean!” Bart called out. “Tell me everything later!”

I gave him a weak smile and nodded, then turned to face the bodyguards.

“Alright, let’s get this over with.”

The van pulled up to Vincent’s mansion, and I stepped out onto the luxurious driveway. Standing there was a statuesque, gorgeous woman with a curvy figure. She smiled warmly at me.
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“Hi, I’m Mandy Monroe. I’ll be in charge of your makeover,” she said, extending a perfectly manicured hand.

I shook her hand, feeling a bit overwhelmed by hear beauty—my blood rushing to my face. “Hi, I’m Sean.”

“Nice to meet you, Sean,” she said. As we walked towards the house, she started sharing stories. “You know, transitioning to a girl was the best decision I ever made. It wasn’t easy, but it was worth it. I remember when I first started...”

She was so gorgeous, and I was perturbed by the revelation but when she said…

“You remind me so much of myself. Don’t worry, I’ll unleash the woman within you.”

That was when my heart started palpitating. I felt a wave of panic. “I’m not trans,” I blurted out, stopping in my tracks.

She looked at me, surprised.

“Oh, sorry about that. So why the hell are you getting a feminizing makeover?”

I sighed, feeling the weight of the situation again. “To make the spoiled brat happy.”

She giggled, her laughter light and infectious. “Well, let’s make sure you look fabulous then.”

She opened the door to a home spa, and I was taken aback by its grandeur. It was like something out of a luxury magazine, with plush chairs, elegant decor, and every beauty treatment imaginable.

“This place is amazing,” I said, still in awe.

She nodded. “Vincent’s family spared no expense. Now, let’s get started.”

As we moved deeper into the spa, Mandy explained each step of the process.

“We’ll start with skin, then we’ll move on to hair, makeup, and wardrobe. Trust me, by the end of this, you’ll look stunning.”

I tried to relax as the treatments began, but it was hard to shake the feeling of how surreal this all was. Mandy was kind and chatty, telling me more about her life and experiences.

“You know, it’s not just about the outside,” she said as she applied a face mask. “It’s about feeling confident and owning who you are. Even if this is just temporary for you, you can still embrace it and have fun.”

I nodded, appreciating her positivity. “Uhh… I guess. Thanks, Mandy. I’ll try.”

As we moved deeper into the spa, she led me to a room filled with all sorts of waxing supplies. My stomach churned at the sight.

"Alright, Sean, time for a full-body wax. We need to get you nice and smooth," she said cheerfully, snapping on a pair of gloves.

I gulped. "Uh, do we have to?"

She laughed. "Trust me, it’s part of the process. Now, lie down and relax."

"Relax, she says," I muttered to myself, climbing onto the table.

"Easy for you to say."

She applied the warm wax to my legs first. The heat was surprisingly soothing, but I knew what was coming next. "Okay, ready? On three. One, two—"

Before she even finished counting, she yanked the strip off.

"Ahh!" I yelped. "Are you trying to kill me?"

She laughed again. "You’ll get used to it. And hey, beauty is pain, right?"

"Sure, if you’re a masochist," I grumbled.

We continued through the process, Mandy chatting away to distract me.

"So, any hobbies? Besides getting waxed, of course."

I managed a laugh through the pain. "I like reading. Novels, mostly."

"That’s wonderful! You know, a lot of writers appreciate the human form with their writing but this… think of this as art in motion," she said, moving on to my arms.

"Yeah, right," I muttered as she yanked another strip.

"Art in motion. Sure feels like torture in motion."

Next came my chest, and I was sweating bullets.

"Is this really necessary?" I asked, wincing as she spread the wax.

"Absolutely. Have you seen a girl with a hairy cleavage? We need you smooth and hairless for the best effect," she said, ripping off another strip.

"Why didn’t anyone tell me I’d be signing up for medieval torture?" I groaned.

She giggled. "You’re doing great, Sean. Almost done."

After what felt like an eternity, she finished. I lay there, feeling oddly vulnerable but also relieved it was over.

"There you go," she said, giving me a pat on the shoulder.

"All smooth and ready for the next steps."

I sat up slowly, still wincing. "That was... an experience."

"Feel your legs, Sean," she said, motioning for me to touch my now smooth legs.

I hesitantly ran my hand over my legs and was surprised by how smooth they felt.

"Wow, that's... really smooth."

She grinned. "Now, feel mine," she said, guiding my hand to her leg.

I felt a rush of heat as I touched her leg. They were incredibly smooth and soft.

"See the difference?" she asked.

"Yeah," I mumbled, feeling a bit shy and aroused at the same time.

"Yours are good, but they need some TLC," she explained, handing me a goody bag filled with lotions and skincare products. "Make sure you moisturize when you get home."
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"Uh, thanks," I said, taking the bag.

Soon after, she picked up her radio and called someone. "We’re done here. Send Nancy to the spa."

Turning back to me, she continued, "Nancy will teach you how to do your makeup. I’m not the makeup expert, but I do good hair."

As she spoke, she started pulling things out from a drawer. I watched, confused, as she took out several long, wavy hair extensions.

"We’re going for va-va-voom, here are some human hair extensions," she said with a wink.

“Uh… aren’t those like, permanent?” I asked.

“Well, yeah, unless you get into a fight in a club for being the hottest chick and someone pulls your hair,” she jested.

"Can't I wear something temporary… like a wig? My parents will know," I said, feeling a bit panicked at the idea of having extensions.

"Oh, wow, I missed that part," she said, looking thoughtful.

"Hang on a second. I’ll get some wigs from the other room."

As she left, I sat there, feeling the weight of the day settling in. The waxing, the smooth legs, and now the prospect of a full makeover. It was a lot to take in, but I reminded myself why I was doing this. For my family and friends. For Bart.

As I waited, the door opened and a new woman walked in. She had vibrant red hair and a confident air about her. "You must be Sean," she said, smiling warmly.

"I'm Nancy. Oh wow, you're a pretty boy indeed."

I blinked, not sure how to respond. "Uh, thanks?"

She chuckled. "Don't worry, it's a compliment. Now, let's get started on your makeup."

She began by cleansing my face with a gentle cleanser. "It's important to start with a clean canvas," she explained.

"This will help the makeup go on smoothly and last longer."

Next, she applied a primer. "This will help fill in any pores and fine lines, creating an even base for the foundation."

She then applied a liquid foundation, blending it carefully with a sponge. "This will give you a flawless finish. Make sure to blend it well into your neck so there's no harsh line."

She continued, explaining each step. "Now for concealer. This will help cover any dark circles under your eyes and any blemishes."

As she worked, she shared tips and tricks. "When applying concealer, use a shade lighter than your foundation. It brightens up your face and makes you look more awake."

She set everything with a translucent powder.

"This will help keep everything in place and reduce shine."

Next came the contouring. "We'll add some dimension to your face with a bit of contour. Just a little under your cheekbones, along your jawline, and at your temples."

She applied blush to the apples of my cheeks. "Blush adds a healthy glow. Smile and apply it to the roundest part of your cheeks."

Then, she moved on to my eyes. "We'll do a subtle eye look, nothing too dramatic. A bit of neutral eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara."

As she was finishing up my eyes, Mandy walked back in, followed by another woman. "This is Ramona," Mandy said. "She'll be in charge of your wardrobe."

Ramona waved, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"Can't wait to get started. We'll have you looking fabulous in no time."

Nancy continued with my makeup, applying a light pink lipstick.

"Lips are the final touch. This color will look natural but still give you a bit of glam."

She stepped back, admiring her work. "There we go. What do you think?"

I looked in the mirror, barely recognizing myself. "Wow, I... I look different. Like a model?"

Nancy smiled. "You look beautiful but let’s not get too ahead of ourselves, Sean. Now, let's see what Ramona has in store for you."

As Ramona started sorting through various outfits, I felt a mix of nerves and curiosity. This transformation was more intense than anything I had imagined, but there was no turning back now.

She then started pulling out an assortment of clothing and accessories, laying them out with meticulous care. "Alright, Sean, we've got a lot to work with here. Lingerie, shapewear, dresses, skirts, tops, bras, breastplates, hip pads, shorts, heels... you name it."

I stared at the growing pile, feeling overwhelmed. "That's... a lot."

She nodded. "It is, but each piece has its purpose. We'll start with the basics and work our way up. For example, the shapewear and hip pads will help create a more feminine silhouette."

Mandy watched, then suddenly interjected. "Ramona, you forgot the most important thing." She reached into a drawer and pulled out a small piece of fabric.

"The tucking gaff."

I looked at the item, confused. "What is that?"

Mandy giggled. "This is how Ramona and I get that flat look. It helps keep everything tucked away neatly."

Ramona laughed too. "Oh yeah, I almost forgot about that. Sorry, Sean."

I felt a bit awkward as they led me to the dressing area.

"Don't be shy," Ramona said, winking. "We don’t bite, and it’s not like we don’t have what you have between our legs too,” she followed.

I gulped—shocked by how two beautiful women could have a penis between their legs. But then, I was about to almost become one so I had to desensitize myself.

The dressing process began, and it was tiring. Ramona and Mandy bickered playfully as they helped me into each piece. "Hold still, Sean," Ramona instructed, adjusting the hip pads. "These need to be just right."

"I am holding still," I protested.

Mandy laughed. "You two are like an old married couple."

Ramona rolled her eyes. "Just focus on your part, Mandy."

After what felt like hours of adjustments, they finally stepped back to admire their work.

"There we go," Ramona said, sounding pleased.

"What do you think?"

I looked in the mirror, feeling a mixture of shock and awe. The reflection staring back at me was almost unrecognizable.

"Wow, I look..."

"Fabulous," Mandy finished for me. "You look fabulous."

I took a deep breath, trying to process everything. "This is a lot to take in."

Ramona nodded sympathetically. "I know it is. But remember, we're here to help you every step of the way. You look amazing, Sean. And you're going to rock this."

Mandy gave me a reassuring smile.

"We're not quite done yet," Mandy followed with a mischievous smile.

She pulled out a collection of wigs in various styles and colors. They then started trying them on me, one by one, each time having a lively debate.

"What about this one?" Ramona asked, placing a curly brunette wig on my head.

Mandy shook her head. "No, too mature. He's supposed to look youthful and fresh."

They tried a short red wig next. "This one has personality," Mandy said, stepping back to take a look.

Ramona frowned. "I don't know. It doesn't suit his features."

The back and forth continued until Mandy picked up a long, straight blonde wig. She carefully placed it on my head and adjusted it.

Both of them stepped back and exchanged a look.

"Wow," Ramona said, her eyes wide.

"Yeah, this is it," Mandy agreed, her voice full of admiration. "This is totally Shane."

I looked at my reflection, stunned. The long blonde hair framed my face perfectly, softening my features and giving me a completely different look. I hardly recognized myself. Ramona then took out a headband from a drawer and placed it over the wig.
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"Shane," I repeated, testing out the name. "Shane Shy."

Mandy smiled. "I like it. Shane, very simple, girl next door. Like a campus crush."

I nodded slowly, still in awe of my transformation. "Yeah, not bad. Shane Shy."

Ramona clapped her hands together. "It's perfect. You look amazing, Sean—I mean, Shane."

I couldn't help but smile. Despite the overwhelming process, I had to admit that they had done an incredible job. For the first time, I felt a flicker of confidence.

Maybe this wouldn't be as unbearable as I had feared.

"Alright, Shane," Mandy said with a grin. "Let's go show Vincent the new you."

“Aww, too bad, he’s not here,” Ramona said.

“What do you mean he’s not here?” I asked.

“He went to some house party with his friends. I guess you’ll just have to take his breath away on Monday,” she added.

“Hmm… I don’t know about that,” I said—before glancing in the mirror once more.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

IT WAS MONDAY, and I woke up even earlier than usual. I left a note on the kitchen counter for my mom, saying I was in charge of some school event. In reality, I needed to get to school early to start my transformation into Shane.

I caught the first bus, carrying a gym bag filled with all the feminine stuff Ramona and Mandy had given me. When I arrived at school, the halls were still quiet. I made my way to the bathroom, locking the door behind me.
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I deigned going to private school, but for some reason, the bathroom worked in my favor, I didn’t have a hard time navigating dressing up like a girl on my own for the first time with the generous space. Apart from the toilet bowl, each stall had its own mirror and countertop.

I took out the schoolgirl uniform Ramona had chosen for me. It was a blazer and plaid skirt combo, appropriate for school but still stylish. I laid everything out and then opened my phone to find a YouTube video on makeup.

"Alright, let's do this," I muttered to myself, starting the video.

I followed along, step by step. Foundation first, blending it carefully. Then concealer to cover any dark circles. I had to rewatch a few parts, trying to remember the techniques Nancy had taught me. It had only been two days since the makeover, but I felt like I was learning all over again.

"Come on, Sean," I whispered. "You can do this."

Next was the eyeshadow. I opted for neutral tones, something subtle. Then a bit of eyeliner and mascara to make my eyes pop. I took a deep breath as I applied blush, hoping I didn’t overdo it.

Finally, a light pink lipstick.

"Okay, that’s the makeup done," I said, looking at my reflection. I actually looked pretty convincing.

“What!? It has been almost an hour!?” I looked at my phone. I could start hearing students’ voices from outside and I had to hurry.

Next came the tucking. I grimaced, remembering Mandy’s instructions, but managed to get it done. Then I put on the bra and the breastplates, adjusting them until they looked natural.

I slipped into the skirt and blazer, smoothing them down. The final touch was the long, straight blonde wig and a headband to keep it in place. I took a deep breath, looking at myself in the mirror. Shane Shy.

"Here goes nothing," I whispered.
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As I walked through the hallways, I noticed the boys staring at me in awe. They were clearly confused, but also wowed by my appearance. Whispers filled the air as they tried to figure out why there was a girl in an all-boys school.

I kept my head high, trying to ignore the attention. When I reached the park, I spotted Bart. He immediately recognized me, having seen the selfie I sent last Friday.

“Shane!” he exclaimed, running over to me. “You look amazing!”

I smiled, feeling a bit more confident.

“Thanks, Bart. I’m still getting used to it.”

As we walked to our class together, I felt a mixture of excitement and nerves. The halls were buzzing with whispers and glances and it was then when I saw Vincent, John, and Frank standing there, clearly shocked.

Even Vincent looked taken aback.

I couldn’t bring myself to meet his eyes. My heart was pounding as he walked towards us.

“Seems like you’ve decided to be a good girl,” Vincent said, caressing my face and smirking before walking away.

John and Frank were smiling at me, clearly impressed. “Looking good, Sean,” John said with a wink.

Frank nodded. “Yeah, I wouldn’t have known.”

My heart was beating fast, but I managed a smile. “Thanks.”

Bart grinned, nudging me. “Told you you’d be fine.”

As we took our seats, I couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of accomplishment. I had faced my fear, and I had done it well. Vincent’s reaction had been almost approving, and that was a good sign. Maybe this plan would work after all.

As we waited for Mr. Cluster to arrive, an announcement came over the school’s speakers.

“Attention, Franciscans,” Principal McLaren’s voice boomed. He cleared his throat.

“Don’t be surprised if you start seeing a girl in school. She is the new student and… she transitioned into a girl. Please treat her with the utmost respect.”

Bart started giggling, trying to stifle his laughter. I turned to him, incredulous.

“What the fuck? I didn’t transition. This is all Vincent’s game.”

He shrugged, still chuckling. “Maybe he bribed the principal so you can dress up like a girl.”

I shook my head, feeling a mix of frustration and resignation.

“Yeah, you’re probably right. What a sicko.”

He gave me a sympathetic look. “Hang in there, Shane. You’re doing great.”

Just then, Mr. Cluster walked in, and the room fell silent. He glanced at me, raising an eyebrow but said nothing about the announcement. As he began his lecture, I tried to focus, but my mind was racing with thoughts about Vincent’s manipulations and the crazy turn my life had taken.

“So, what’s the plan now?” Bart asked as Mr. Cluster talked about Plato’s philosophies.

I sighed. “Keep my head down, play along, and hope this doesn’t get any worse.”

He nodded. “You’ve got this. Just remember, you’re not alone.”

“Thanks, Bart. I’ll need all the help I can get.”

Moments later, walking through the hallways, I couldn’t ignore the many looks I was getting from my classmates. Boys were trying to be cute, walking by with exaggerated swagger, blowing kisses. I felt awkward and a bit grossed out by the sudden attention.

"Ugh, this is so weird," I muttered to Bart, shivering from the male attention.

He giggled, thoroughly entertained. "I told you, you're the new sensation."

Soon after, a group of boys swarmed around me like bees to honey.

"Hey, Shane, let me carry your books," one of them offered.

"No, thanks," I said politely, but another one quickly replaced the first.

"How about your lunch? Can I buy you something?" another asked, his eyes hopeful.

"Really, I'm fine," I repeated, feeling overwhelmed.
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As I reached the lunchroom, I got pushed to a spot on top of a table. Boys continued to crowd around, offering their lunch trays piled high with food.

"Here, take mine, Shane!" one boy said eagerly.

"No, take mine! I have extra desserts," another chimed in.

Bart, still giggling, stepped in to act as crowd control.

"Come on, guys, it's like you've never seen a girl before."

One of the boys shrugged. "Of course, Bart. You know how it feels; we've been together since prep."

I managed a polite smile, trying to navigate the flood of attention.

"Thanks, everyone, but I've got enough."

Finally, Bart and I managed to sit down, and I let out a sigh of relief.

"This is nuts," I said, shaking my head.

Bart grinned. "Welcome to the world of being a girl, Shane."

I couldn’t help but laugh, even though the attention was overwhelming. "Yeah, thanks for the warm welcome."

As we ate, I couldn't shake the feeling that my life had taken a bizarre turn. But for now, I had to play along and make the best of it.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

A MONTH LATER, I had become accustomed to dressing up like a girl. To be honest, I loved it, though I couldn’t quite figure out why. The male attention was flattering, and I had never felt so special. Back in my small town, I was invisible. Here, I was the center of attention.

I had even learned how to flirt with boys to get them to do things for me. It was a strange new power, but I was getting the hang of it.
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One day, as I passed by the drama club, a group of guys called out to me.

“Hey, Shane! Come in, come in!”

I was surprised but walked in, curious. “What’s up?”

“We want you to play Juliet in the school play,” one of them said enthusiastically.

I shook my head. “Oh, no, I don’t act. I love to read Shakespeare, but acting’s not my thing.”

Just then, a handsome guy who looked like he belonged on the cover of a GQ magazine stepped forward. “Hi, I’m Carter Morgan, president of the drama club,” he said, extending his hand.

I shook his hand, feeling a bit flustered by his good looks.

“Nice to meet you, Carter. But really, I’m not an actor.”

He smiled warmly. “I’d really love for you to be Juliet, Shane. I saw one of the poems you submitted two weeks ago. It was amazing.”

I felt my cheeks heat up. “You read my poem?”

“Yes,” he nodded.

“And he has some connections in the publishing industry. If you agree to play Juliet, he’ll make sure one of your poems gets published in a contemporary poetry collection that’ll be out next year in Barnes & Noble,” one member added.

I stared at him, stunned. “Are you serious?”

“Absolutely,” Carter said.

“His mother, Dolly Morgan, runs a media conglomerate. He can make it happen.”

I could see Carter’s face get redder and redder from the revelation and for some reason, I had this feeling that I shouldn’t let him down.

Besides, the offer was tempting. Really tempting.

“You really think I can do it?” I asked, feeling a mix of excitement and doubt.
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Carter nodded. “I know you can. And I’d love to help you get your work published. Just think about it.”

I took a deep breath, weighing my options. Playing Juliet was way out of my comfort zone, but the chance to get my poetry published was a dream come true.

“Alright,” I said finally. “Let’s try...”

Carter’s face lit up. “That’s great! Thank you, Shane. You won’t regret it.”

As I left the drama club room, I felt a mix of nerves and excitement. This was a huge step, but I was ready for the challenge.

Later after school, I sat in the park with Bart, telling him all about Carter. Bart was practically bouncing with excitement.

“Carter Morgan wants you to be Juliet? That’s amazing!” he exclaimed.

“Yeah, it is,” I agreed, feeling a bit weirded out. “But here’s the thing, Bart. I’m not gay, but I find him really attractive. What’s up with that?”

He grinned. “Maybe you’re bi.”

I frowned, confused. “What’s the difference?”

He cleared his throat then launched into an explanation. “Well, LGBTQIA+ stands for Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender, Queer or Questioning, Intersex, Asexual, and more. Being bi means you’re attracted to both genders. It’s a spectrum, really.”

I felt overwhelmed, trying to process all the information.

“Wow, that’s a lot to take in,” I chuckled.

Just then, Vincent and his crew approached us. He looked at me with a serious expression.

“Tomorrow, you’re joining me for lunch.”

It was the first time Vincent had interacted with me since I started dressing as Shane. I thought he’d get out of my hair once I dressed up and I was really confused.

“I’m sorry, but I promised Carter I’d rehearse some lines with him during lunch.”

His face darkened. “Forget him. See you tomorrow and don’t be late.”

As they walked away, John and Frank smiled and waved. “Bye, Shane.”

I watched them go, my heart pounding. “What was that about?” I muttered.

Bart shrugged. “Seems like Vincent still wants to keep an eye on you. Be careful, Shane.”

I nodded, feeling a mix of apprehension and curiosity. Vincent was unpredictable, and I had no idea what he had in mind. But one thing was certain—I had to stay on my toes and tighten the strings of my ballet flats.

The next day, I was in the boys’ bathroom, tweezing my eyebrows while Bart watched. It was lunchtime, and I was stuck in a dilemma.

Should I keep my promise to Carter or join Vincent?

“I don’t know what to do,” I said, glancing at him in the mirror.

Bart sighed. “That’s tough. But if it were me, I’d go with Vincent.”

I frowned. “Why?”

“Because he’s way hotter, and he’s Vincent Valentine, duh,” he said, rolling his eyes playfully.

I shook my head. “You know what, Vincent already made me dress up like this, and that was our deal. If I go with him, it’s like I’m allowing him to breach that deal and he’ll just do whatever he wants with me.”

He nodded thoughtfully. “Good point. So, what’s the plan?”

“Do you have any food with you?” I asked, hoping for a solution.

He shook his head. “No, let’s get some from the cafeteria.”

“I can’t go there,” I said, feeling the weight of the decision.

“Vincent’s there.”

He sighed. “Ah, you’re right.”

I took a deep breath, trying to think. “Go ahead and eat your lunch. I’ll figure this out.”

He looked at me with concern. “Are you sure?”

I nodded. “Yeah, I’ll be fine. I just need to think.”

As Bart headed to the cafeteria, I stayed in the bathroom, staring at my reflection. The boy I used to be was almost unrecognizable, replaced by Shane. I had to make a choice that felt right for me, not just to appease Vincent or Carter.
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Still standing in the bathroom, I weighed my options. My father’s job and Bart’s college dreams were at stake. Could I really risk that by defying Vincent?

As I walked down the hallway, my phone buzzed with a text from Vincent.

Vincent: Don’t you know I own your life? Who do you think you are to make me wait like this!?

I stared at the screen, fury bubbling up inside me. Who did he think he was? Controlling my life like this, treating me like a pawn in his twisted game.

With a surge of defiance, I made up my mind. I wasn’t going to let him dictate my every move. I turned on my heel and headed straight to the drama club to meet Carter.

When I arrived, Carter was waiting, going over the script. He looked up and smiled when he saw me.

“Hey, Shane. Ready to rehearse?”

I nodded, feeling a mix of anger and determination. “Yeah, let’s do this.”

He noticed my tense expression. “Everything okay?”

I took a deep breath, trying to calm down. “Just some... complications with Vincent. But I’m here now. Let’s focus on the play.”

Soon after, he handed me the script, his eyes sparkling with enthusiasm. “Alright, Shane. Let’s dive into the balcony scene. This is one of the most iconic moments in the play.”

I nodded, trying to focus. “Okay, I’m ready.”

We began reciting our lines, and I tried to immerse myself in the character of Juliet.

He started, his voice smooth and confident. “But, soft! What light through yonder window breaks? It is the east, and Juliet is the sun.”

I felt a flutter in my chest as I responded, “O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo? Deny thy father and refuse thy name; Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, And I'll no longer be a Capulet.”

He stepped closer, his eyes locked onto mine. “Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?”

I hesitated for a moment, feeling a strange mix of emotions. “'Tis but thy name that is my enemy; Thou art thyself, though not a Montague. What’s Montague? It is nor hand, nor foot, Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part Belonging to a man. O, be some other name!”

He smiled, his gaze intense. “Take all myself.”

I felt a warmth spread through me, confused by my own feelings.

“I take thee at thy word. Call me but love, and I’ll be new baptized; Henceforth I never will be Romeo.”

We paused, and he looked at me, his expression serious. “Shane, you’re really good at this. You bring a lot of emotion to the role.”

I blushed, feeling both flattered and confused. “Thanks, Carter. It’s... a lot easier with a great partner.”

He chuckled. “You’re too kind. But seriously, you have a natural talent. Have you ever thought about acting more?”

I shrugged, trying to gather my thoughts. “Not really. This is all pretty new to me. I’ve always been more into writing.”

His eyes lit up. “Well, your writing is amazing too. I can’t wait to see your poem in that collection. It’s going to be incredible.”

I smiled, feeling a strange connection with him. “Thanks. It means a lot that you believe in me.”

He stepped even closer, our faces just inches apart. “I do, Shane. You’ve got something special.”

I felt my heart race, confused by the intensity of the moment.

“Carter, I...”
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He looked at me, waiting for me to continue. “Yes?”

I took a deep breath, trying to sort out my feelings.

“Nothing,” I lied. The truth was, I was so confused with my emotions. Never in my life did I imagine that I’d be into a guy. He nodded, his expression gentle.

“If you want to talk about it…”

I smiled, grateful for his understanding. “Yeah, maybe some other time.”

As we continued rehearsing, the chemistry between us grew. Every line, every glance felt charged with unspoken emotions. I didn’t know what the future held, but in that moment, I felt a sense of hope and possibility.

For the first time, I was starting to see that maybe, just maybe, this crazy situation could lead to something good.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE BELL RANG, signaling the end of lunch. “Goodbye, Carter,” I said, feeling a mix of emotions.

Carter smiled warmly. “See you later, Shane. Great job today.”

I walked out of the drama club, checking my phone. My heart sank when I saw the barrage of angry texts from Vincent.

Vincent: Where the hell are you?

Vincent: You think you can ignore me?

Vincent: Don’t you know who you’re dealing with?

I sighed, feeling a mix of fear and defiance. When I got to class, Bart immediately confronted me.

“Why didn’t you go to the cafeteria?” he asked, his eyes wide with curiosity.

“I went to the drama club to rehearse with Carter,” I explained, still feeling the warmth from my time with him.

His jaw dropped. “Vincent prepared a really nice meal for you. He basically had the whole cafeteria closed and turned it into a fine dining restaurant, complete with violins!”
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I felt my cheeks flush. “What!? He did that?”

He nodded. “Yeah, everyone was talking about it. He went all out.”

I showed Bart the texts from Vincent.

“Is that someone you’d want to meet for lunch?”

He read the texts, his eyes wide. “Of course! That’s so hot. He’s so into you.”

I shook my head, frustration bubbling up.

“He just wants to humiliate me, Bart. You don’t know a thing about him.”

He looked thoughtful for a moment. “Maybe. But maybe he’s starting to care. Why else would he go through all that trouble?”

I sighed, feeling torn. “I don’t know. This whole situation is so messed up. I just don’t trust him.”

He gave me a sympathetic look. “Just be careful, Shane. Whatever you decide, make sure it’s what you want.”

As I sat down for class, I couldn’t shake the feeling of being caught between two worlds. On one hand, there was Carter, who made me feel seen and appreciated. On the other, there was Vincent, who wielded control and power over my life. I had to find a way to navigate this strange new reality, but for now, I just had to survive the day.

After school, I stood at the bus stop, waiting. My mind was a whirl of thoughts about Carter, Vincent, and the mess my life had become. Suddenly, a luxury pickup truck pulled up, and out stepped Vincent, John, and Frank.

“Hey, pretty lady,” John and Frank chimed in unison, smirking.

Vincent couldn’t meet my eyes. He walked to the back of the pickup and pulled out a brand-new, expensive-looking bike. “I’m sorry about your bike. I just told them to poke holes, not destroy it.”

John and Frank laughed, making the situation feel even more absurd.

“No, thank you,” I said firmly, crossing my arms.

Vincent frowned. “Take it. Don’t be ungrateful.”

My anger flared. “You can’t just buy anything with your money, Vincent. Especially not the memories I have with my mom’s bike.”

Vincent’s expression turned to one of annoyance.

[image: (((handsome male Germanic short cleancut blond hai]

“What’s wrong with you poor people? You’re so dramatic.”

I took a deep breath, trying to control my anger. “You don’t get it, do you? That bike was more than just a thing to me. It was memories of my mom, our time together. You can’t replace that with some expensive toy.”

John and Frank fell silent, clearly taken aback by my outburst. Even Vincent looked surprised.

“You think money can solve everything, but it can’t. You don’t understand what it’s like to actually value something beyond its price tag. My mom’s bike meant something to me, something you’ll never understand.”

Just then, the bus arrived. I turned away from them and boarded it, my heart pounding with a mix of anger and adrenaline. As the bus pulled away, I caught a glimpse of Vincent, looking furious but silent.

I sat down, trying to calm myself. It felt good to finally stand up to Vincent, even if it was just a small victory. But I knew this wasn’t over. Vincent wasn’t the type to back down easily. I’d have to be ready for whatever came next.

Soon after, I arrived at the condo, my thoughts still racing from the confrontation with Vincent. Before heading home, I ducked into the men’s bathroom in the lobby. I found an empty cubicle and quickly started changing out of my girl clothes.

I removed the wig and tucked it away in my bag. “Vincent is so annoying,” I muttered, pulling off the blazer and skirt.

“Thinks he can solve everything with money.”

As I peeled off the hip pads and tucked them into my gym bag, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of relief. Being Shane was exhausting, but it had its moments. Still, Vincent’s arrogance made it all the more difficult.

I changed into my boy clothes, feeling more like myself. “Why does he have to be such a jerk?” I said to the empty cubicle, pulling on my jeans.

Once I was back in my regular clothes, I took a deep breath and looked at my reflection in the mirror. After removing my makeup with wipes, I was Sean again, at least for now. I felt a strange mix of emotions—relief, frustration, and a lingering sense of empowerment from standing up to Vincent.

I headed up to the condo and walked through the door, trying to put on a normal face for my mom. “Hey, Mom, I’m home!” I called out.

“Hi, honey! How was school?” she asked from the kitchen.

“Pretty good,” I lied, dropping my bag by the door. “Just the usual stuff.”

As I walked into the kitchen to greet her, I couldn’t help but think about how complicated my life had become. Balancing my two identities was getting harder every day, but I had to keep going.

For my family, for my best friend, and for myself.

Later that evening, I sat down to dinner with my parents. As I observed them, I couldn't help but smile. They were so sweet together, talking about the future and making plans.

My dad was animated, waving his fork around as he spoke.
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“You know, with this job, I’m finally able to save up enough to start my own construction firm. It’s been a dream of mine for years.”

Mom smiled, spoonfeeding him a bite of mashed potatoes.

“And I’ll be right there with you, supporting every step of the way.”

I felt a lump in my throat. Seeing them so in love and happy made me feel conflicted. I couldn’t bring myself to defy Vincent, not when so much was at stake. Tears welled up in my eyes, and I tried to blink them away.

Mom noticed and looked at me with concern.

“What’s wrong, Sean? Why are you crying?”

I quickly wiped my eyes and forced a smile. “Nothing, I’m just happy to see you two so in love and happy.”

Dad reached over and squeezed my hand. “We’re happy because of you, kiddo. You’ve always been our biggest blessing.”

Mom nodded, her eyes shining with emotion. “That’s right. We’re so proud of you, Sean.”

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of my secret life pressing down on me.

“Thanks, Mom. Thanks, Dad.”

As we continued eating, I felt a renewed sense of determination. I had to keep up the act, not just for myself, but for my parents. They deserved all the happiness in the world, and if playing along with Vincent’s game meant protecting their dreams, then I’d do it. No matter how hard it got.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, I found myself having lunch with Carter in the cafeteria. We were sitting at a corner table, laughing and talking about the upcoming play. It was just a month away, and the excitement was starting to build.

He took a bite of his sandwich and grinned. “So, Juliet, are you ready for our big debut?”

I laughed, feeling a warmth spread through me. “As ready as I’ll ever be, Romeo.”

He chuckled. “You’ll do great, Shane. You’ve got a natural talent for this.”

I blushed, feeling flattered. “Thanks. That means a lot.”

He leaned in, his eyes sparkling with mischief. “Do you want to hear a joke?”

“Of course,” I said, smiling.

“Why did the scarecrow win an award?” he asked, his grin widening.

“I don’t know, why?”

“Because he was outstanding in his field!” Carter said, bursting into laughter.
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I couldn’t help but laugh along with him. His sense of humor was infectious, and it was nice to forget about all my worries for a while.

Just then, Vincent and his friends walked into the cafeteria. I felt my heart sink as I saw the anger in Vincent’s eyes. He glared at me, then turned and stormed out, John and Frank following him.

Carter noticed and frowned. “What’s wrong with him?”

I shrugged, trying to shake off the unease. “Forget him. He’s not worth it.”

He reached across the table and took my hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “You’re right. Let’s focus on the play and having fun.”

I smiled, grateful for his support. “Yeah, let’s do that.”

As we continued our lunch, I felt a sense of comfort and happiness being with Carter. He was sweet, funny, and a wonderful distraction from the chaos that Vincent brought into my life. For a moment, everything felt normal, and I allowed myself to enjoy it.

After lunch in the science lab, I noticed a small tear in my skirt. I tried to cover it with my hand, hoping no one would see. To my surprise, Vincent walked in and sat down next to me.

"Vincent?" I blurted out, shocked that he was my lab partner.

He gave me a sheepish smile, then cleared his throat.

"I'm sorry, Shane. What do I have to do to let you know that I'm sorry? First, you ignore my invitation, then you reject my gift?"

I stared at him, trying to process his words. "People make mistakes, I mean, not me, but most do," Vincent continued, his narcissism showing.

"You know what I mean."

Despite myself, I couldn't help but chuckle. Vincent was right in his own twisted way. Why was I avoiding his efforts?

"Fine," I said, sighing. "I forgive you."

His face lit up with a genuine smile. "Great. The bike's parked… in the park," he said, handing me the key.

I finally looked at Vincent, really looked at him. He was inches away, and I noticed how handsome he was up close. His often unruly hair had always distracted me, but now I saw the sharpness of his jawline, the depth of his eyes. I felt a blush creeping up my cheeks and quickly tried to focus on our lab task.

"Let's get started," I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

He nodded, looking pleased. "Absolutely. What's our experiment today?"

"We're testing reactions between different chemicals," I explained, grateful for the distraction.

As we worked together, I found myself sneaking glances at Vincent. He was surprisingly focused and knowledgeable about the task. Every now and then, our hands would brush against each other, sending little sparks of electricity through me.

"So, Shane," he said after a while, breaking the comfortable silence.
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"Why did you really ignore my invitation? And be honest."

I hesitated, not sure how to explain. "I guess I thought you were trying to control me. I didn't want to feel like I owed you anything."

He frowned slightly. "I wasn't trying to control you. I just wanted to make things right. I'm not used to people turning me down."

“Well, the way you texted me didn’t feel like you were sincere…”

“Yeah, about that, I have a short temper. But I’m a genius, Shane. Most of us have that trait and you shouldn’t take it personally.”

“Yeah, right,” I chuckled.

Feeling a little more comfortable in his presence, I looked at him, searching for sincerity in his eyes. "Well, maybe we can start over. No more controlling, just... being friends?"

Vincent's face softened, and he nodded. "I'd like that."

We continued working, the tension between us easing. For the first time, I felt like I could see a different side of Vincent. Maybe he wasn't just the spoiled brat I had thought he was. Maybe there was more to him, and I was curious to find out.

Later that day, I walked to the park to check out the bike Vincent had given me. As I approached it, I couldn't help but be wowed. It was sleek, shiny, and looked incredibly expensive. I ran my fingers over the handlebars, feeling a mix of excitement and gratitude.

"Well, here goes nothing," I muttered to myself as I swung my leg over and started pedaling.

The bike was amazing. Smooth, fast, and responsive. Although I loved my old bike and the memories it held, this new one was undeniably cool. I couldn't help but grin as I zipped through the park, feeling the wind in my hair.

After a while, I parked the bike and hurried to change back into my boy clothes before heading home. I rushed into the men's bathroom, quickly swapping out my skirt and blazer for jeans and a T-shirt.

I stuffed the girl clothes into my gym bag and dashed out.

When I got home, I was surprised to find the place empty. I pulled out my phone and saw a text from Mom.

Mom: Doing groceries. Be home soon. Love you!

I sighed in relief, dropping my bag by the door. I walked into the kitchen and poured myself a glass of water, reflecting on the day. Vincent's gesture had thrown me off, but riding the bike had been fun. Maybe there was hope for us to get along after all.

Just then, my phone buzzed with another text, this time from Bart.

Bart: What happened in the lab? Sorry, I had to go home early. Any drama with Vincent?

I smiled, typing back quickly.

Me: Actually, he apologized. Gave me a new bike too. Crazy day.

Bart: Wow, that's unexpected! How's the bike?

Me: It's awesome. Still weirded out by Vincent, though.

Bart: Yeah, I get that. Just be careful, okay?

Me: Will do. Thanks, Bart.

Soon after, deciding to cook dinner for the family, I pulled out a few simple ingredients. I didn't want Mom to have to cook after doing groceries, so I opted for my favorite humble meals—everything out of a can and simple to make. I set a pot of beans on the stove, opened a can of corn, and started heating up some canned chili.

As I stirred the chili, the doorbell rang. I perked up, excited for the groceries. We had run out of instant noodles, and I missed them.

I rushed to the door and opened it, expecting to see my mom with bags of groceries. Instead, I found Vincent standing there, laughing with my parents—looking surprisingly sheepish and a bit out of place.
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"Vincent? What are you doing here?" I blurted out, completely shocked.

Before he could answer, my dad walked up behind me, grinning widely. "You didn't tell me you're best buddies with my boss’ son!" he exclaimed, clapping Vincent on the back.

Mom appeared next, her eyes lighting up. "Please, come in, come in!"

Vincent stepped inside, acting very polite and not rude at all. I was completely weirded out by the whole situation.

"Hello, Mr. and Mrs. Shy," Vincent said with a gracious smile.

"Thank you for having me."

I stared at Vincent, trying to process this new development. "Uh, yeah, welcome," I managed to say, still in disbelief.

Vincent's eyes met mine briefly, and he gave me a small, almost shy smile. "Thanks for having me, Sean."

"Sure," I said, stepping aside to let him in. "I was just making dinner."

My dad beamed. "Sean's quite the cook. Always making sure we eat well when he has the chance."

Mom nodded, guiding Vincent to the living room. "Please, make yourself comfortable. Dinner will be ready soon."

I went back to the kitchen to finish dinner, still trying to wrap my head around Vincent being here.

"Do you need any help?" Vincent asked, following me into the kitchen.

As I stirred the chili, I couldn’t hold back any longer. “Why are you here?” I asked, trying to keep my voice low.

He shrugged, leaning against the counter. “Nothing much. I saw you riding the bike and you looked happy, so I followed you. I wasn’t really supposed to go anywhere, but the house is a bore. My parents aren’t home and my sisters are overseas.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I guess being a prince is exhausting.”

He chuckled. “Yeah, you could say that.”

Just then, my parents walked into the kitchen and beamed at him.

“Vincent, come here! We have something to show you!” my mom said, leading him to the living room.

Dad joined them, pulling out an old photo album. “Look at these childhood photos of Sean! He was such a cute kid. His memaw always called him a princess because of his girlish looks.”

Vincent smiled politely, glancing at the pictures. “You were adorable, Sean,” he said, smirking at me.

Mom and Dad were clearly impressed with him.

“Vincent, tell us more about your family. Your parents must be very proud of you.”

He nodded, launching into a detailed explanation. “Yes, my parents are very supportive. I wish I could finish college soon so I could go full-time in helping. I like to assist foundations and charities, and I’m planning to build mine that focuses on education.”

I stood in the kitchen, listening but not buying everything he said. It all sounded too perfect, too rehearsed.

I decided it was time to interrupt. “Dinner’s ready!” I called out, trying to sound cheerful.

Everyone moved to the dining table, and I served the simple meal I had prepared. He sat down, and my parents continued to shower him with attention.

“This looks delicious, Sean,” Vincent said, smiling at me.

“Thanks,” I replied, sitting down across from him. “I hope you like canned chili and beans.”

Mom laughed. “Sean makes the best simple meals. He’s always been a great help in the kitchen.”

As we sat down to dinner, I noticed Vincent hesitating to take a bite. My mom, ever the gracious hostess, smiled warmly at him.

“You should really try it. It’s good.”

Before Vincent could respond, I interjected rudely, “He doesn’t eat poor people food.”

“Watch your mouth, Sean,” my dad said sternly.

“Sir Vincent Valentine isn’t like that.”

Vincent smiled, picked up his fork, and took a bite. “Wow, this is really yummy,” he said, finishing his plate quickly and asking for more. I blushed, feeling a mix of irritation and surprise.

As we ate, Vincent continued to tell stories about helping others and being a good student. I knew they were all lies, but my parents were eating it up.

“I wish my dad put you in a better suite,” Vincent said, looking around. “This is a bit small. Don’t worry, I’ll tell him to help you out.”

My parents laughed, clearly amused.

“This condo is more than enough for us,” Mom said, patting Vincent’s hand.

“You’re very kind.”
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After dinner, Mom turned to me. “Now don’t be rude, Sean. Take Sir Vincent to the lobby.”

I scowled. “He was able to come here by himself. He should be able to go home by himself too.”

Mom gave me a sharp pinch on the butt, making me yelp.

“Fine! Fine! Let’s go,” I said, grudgingly getting up.

Vincent followed me to the door, and I couldn’t help but feel a mix of annoyance and curiosity. As we walked to the elevator, I tried to keep my composure.

“You know, you don’t have to be so difficult,” Vincent said, smirking.

“You don’t know anything about me,” I shot back.

He chuckled. “Maybe not. But I’m trying to make an effort here.”

I sighed, feeling conflicted. “Why, Vincent? Why are you trying so hard?”

He looked at me, his expression softening. “Maybe I just want to make things right.”

"By the way… I don't like seeing you with Carter," he said, his voice low and tense.

"You're wasting your time with him."

I frowned, caught off guard. "Why? He’s a cool guy and the smartest I’ve met."

He hesitated, looking frustrated. "You don't look good together."

"Really?" I challenged. "What makes you say that?"

"Because..." he started, but his voice trailed off. He stepped closer, his eyes locking onto mine. The air between us seemed to crackle with tension.

Before I knew it, we were inches apart, and I felt my heart race. We were so close, I could feel his breath on my skin. For a moment, it felt like we might kiss. I was surprisingly okay with it, even looking forward to it.

But just as quickly, Vincent pulled back. The elevator doors opened, and he stepped out.

"Good night," he said, without looking back.
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I stood there, stunned. As the elevator doors closed, I caught my reflection. I was in boy mode, Sean, not Shane.

I ran a hand through my hair, trying to process what had just happened. We almost kissed, and I had wanted it. But Vincent had stopped.

Was it because he saw me as Sean and not Shane?

I couldn't shake the confusion. The lines between my two identities were blurring, and my feelings for Vincent were becoming more complicated.


Chapter 12

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS LATER, I stood in front of my mirror, looking at my reflection. It was late at night, and the apartment was quiet. The face staring back at me was Sean, but it felt like I was looking at a stranger.

“I don’t relate to being Sean anymore,” I whispered to myself. “I feel so happy when I’m Shane.”

I thought about how it all started. Dressing up as Shane was supposed to protect my family and friends, but it had turned into something more. Now, it felt like I had to protect myself from them, especially my parents. They wouldn’t understand, and I wasn’t sure I understood it myself.

Carter’s face flashed in my mind, followed by Vincent’s. I was starting to fall for Carter, and even if I didn’t like to admit it, Vincent was getting into my heart too. But I wasn’t a real girl, and this was supposed to be temporary, just for the school year.

I compared Sean and Shane in my mind. They both loved to read and write, both had crazy dreams, and yes, a bit shy and introverted but they were both brave, but with Shane, I felt more whole. There was a confidence and freedom that came with being her.

It was confusing.

“Why do I feel this way?” I asked my reflection.

“What does this mean?”

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. The truth was, I didn’t have any answers. I was living two lives, and the lines between them were blurring. Sean felt like a role I was playing, while Shane felt more like the real me.

“But what if I’m just fooling myself?” I wondered aloud.

“What if this is all just because of the circumstances?”

Deep down, I knew there was more to it. Shane wasn’t just a disguise; she was becoming a part of me. And that was terrifying.

The next day, I parked my bike and locked it up, feeling the morning sun warm on my face. As I grabbed my bag, I heard a familiar voice.
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"Good morning, Shane. Let me carry that for you," Carter said, approaching with a wide smile.

"It's fine, really," I said, shaking my head.

"Come on, I don't spend hours in the gym to not put these guns to good use," he joked, flexing his muscles playfully.

I giggled, handing over my bag. "Alright, if you insist."

Just then, Vincent and his crew appeared, looking furious. Vincent marched straight up to us.

"Can you stop following her around?" he snapped.

I was shocked, but what surprised me more was Carter’s response. He stood up to Vincent, something nobody at this school dared to do.

"Well, what are you gonna do about it?" Carter challenged, his voice steady.

Vincent’s eyes narrowed. "I can destroy you and your family."

"Stop it!" I yelled, stepping between them, but Carter wasn’t backing down.

"Yeah? I can just reveal the truth about you and broadcast it with one of our companies," Carter retorted, his eyes locked on Vincent’s.

Vincent smirked. "I'd like to see you try."

Carter took a step closer, his voice calm but firm.

"Can't you fight like a man and not threaten everyone with your connections?"

"Hell yeah," Vincent said, his voice low and dangerous. Then he shoved Carter hard, sending him stumbling backward.

Without hesitation, Carter lunged at Vincent, and they started grappling with each other. Students began to gather around, forming a tight circle and shouting encouragements.

"Stop it! Both of you!" I yelled, trying to push them apart, but they were too caught up in the fight.

Just then, the P.E. teacher, Mr. Devon, barged through the crowd.

"Break it up, now!" he shouted, pulling the two apart with surprising strength.

"What's going on here?" Mr. Devon demanded, glaring at both of them.

Vincent and Carter were breathing heavily, glaring at each other but not saying a word.

Mr. Devon turned to me. "Shane, what happened?"

"They just... started fighting," I said, still in shock.

"Enough of this nonsense," Mr. Devon said, his voice stern.

"Vincent, Carter, both of you to the principal's office. Now."

As they walked away, still glaring at each other, I felt a mix of fear and confusion. What was I supposed to do now? The tension between them was escalating, and I was caught in the middle. This was far from over, and I had a feeling things were going to get a lot more complicated.

In the classroom, I took my seat next to Bart, still reeling from the morning's events. He turned to me, eyes wide with curiosity.

“What happened out there? I heard there was a fight.”

I sighed, rubbing my temples. “Yeah, Vincent and Carter got into it. Vincent was being a jerk and asked Carter to stop following me, and Carter stood up to him. It got pretty intense.”

He seemed giddy with excitement. “Why are you so mad, Shane? Sounds like a scene out of a drama.”

I rolled my eyes. “Well, Vincent doesn’t know how to control himself. He’s back to being the brat that he is. I thought he changed.”

He giggled. “Count your blessings. The two hottest guys in school are fighting over you.”

I frowned. “No, they’re just bored and probably because, technically, I’m the only girl in school.”

He shook his head. “You’re selling yourself short. They’re into you, trust me.”

[image: A cartoon of a person in a uniform sitting on a desk  Description automatically generated]

I sighed, feeling more confused than ever. “It’s just… complicated. Vincent is so unpredictable, and Carter, well, he’s sweet, but I’m not sure what he really wants.”

He leaned in, whispering conspiratorially. “They both want you, Shane, just admit it.”

I blushed, looking down at my notebook. “I don’t know. I just wish things were simpler.”

He patted my shoulder. “Life’s never simple for a pretty girl like you, especially when it comes to love and boys. Just take it one day at a time,” he said—his eyes dreamy.

After lunch break, I decided to skip my next class. The events of the morning plus the last few days left me feeling unsettled and confused. Instead of heading to the classroom, I made my way to the guidance counselor's office.

Mr. Sherman was known for his calm demeanor and approachable nature. He had a way of making students feel heard and understood.

I knocked on the door and waited.

“Come in,” Mr. Sherman called out.
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I opened the door and stepped inside. He was sitting behind his desk, a warm smile on his face. He was an older man, with graying hair and kind eyes behind his glasses.

“Shane, what brings you here?” he asked, gesturing for me to sit down.

I hesitated, taking a deep breath.

“I... I need to talk to you about something. Something important.”

He leaned forward, his expression serious. “Of course. What’s on your mind?”

I hesitated again, trying to find the right words. “I’ve been dressing up as a girl for a while now. It started out because of an agreement with Vincent Valentine, it’s a long story. But… it’s more than that now. I’m not sure why, but I feel happier as Shane.”

His eyes widened in surprise, but he quickly composed himself.

“I see. That’s quite a revelation, Shane. How long have you been feeling this way?”

“For a few weeks,” I admitted. “At first, it was just to keep the peace and protect my family, but now... I think I’m doing it because it makes me happy. I don’t know what that means.”

He nodded thoughtfully. “It sounds like you’re experiencing an identity crisis. It’s important to explore these feelings further. Have you spoken to anyone else about this?”

I shook my head. “No. I’m scared to tell my family. They won’t understand.”

He gave me a reassuring smile. “It’s a big step, and it’s understandable to feel scared. But you don’t have to go through this alone. I’d recommend you see a doctor who specializes in gender identity. Dr. McClusky is an old friend from university. He’s a gender specialist and can help you navigate these feelings.”

I felt a pang of anxiety. “I don’t have money for a specialist.”

Mr. Sherman waved his hand dismissively. “Don’t worry about that. Dr. McClusky and I are friends. He’ll do it pro bono. He’s helped many students in similar situations.”

I felt a mix of relief and apprehension.

“Thank you, Mr. Sherman. I don’t know what to say.”

“Just take it one step at a time, Shane,” he said gently. “You’re not alone in this. There are people who can help you, and it’s important to take care of yourself.”

I nodded, feeling a bit more hopeful. “Thanks. I’ll think about it.”

“Good,” he said, smiling warmly. “Remember, my door is always open if you need to talk.”

As I left his office, I felt a sense of clarity. The road ahead was still uncertain, but at least I had taken the first step in understanding myself better.

Later that day, after rehearsing lines in the drama club, I noticed the bruise on Carter’s face. I winced, feeling guilty. “I’m sorry about what happened. That looks painful,” I said, pointing to his bruise.

He shrugged, giving me a reassuring smile. “Don’t worry about it. It’s not that bad.”

“Vincent’s such a jerk,” I muttered, shaking my head.

He chuckled softly. “Our play is just weeks away. If this doesn’t settle, I don’t know how people would receive a bruised Romeo,” he joked, leaning in closer. We were face to face, just inches apart.

An idea struck me. “Aha!” I said, rummaging through my bag. “I have something that might help.” I pulled out a concealer and held it up triumphantly.

“Trust me, it works wonders,” I said, dabbing some on my finger.

“Hold still.”

As I applied the concealer to his bruise, we were so close I could feel his breath on my skin. My heart pounded in my chest, and I tried to focus on the task at hand. The tension between us was palpable.

“See? The magic of makeup,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

He looked away, breaking the spell. “Yeah, thanks, Shane. You’re a lifesaver.”

Just then, my phone buzzed with a text. I checked it and saw it was from Mr. Sherman, with details about Dr. McClusky and an appointment scheduled for that evening at 7:00 PM.

“Wow, I didn’t expect it to be this fast,” I said, showing him the text.

He looked at the text, then back at me. “Who’s Dr. McClusky?”

“He’s a gender specialist. Mr. Sherman recommended him,” I explained, feeling a mix of nervousness and anticipation.

His expression softened. “That’s great, Shane.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling a bit more confident. “It means a lot.”

We stood there for a moment, just looking at each other. The rehearsal room felt charged with unspoken emotions. But for now, I had to focus on the next step of my journey, and that meant seeing Dr. McClusky.


Chapter 13

∞∞∞

LATER THAT NIGHT, I found myself sitting in the waiting room of Dr. McClusky’s office. I had texted my mom, telling her I’d be late because of a group project. In reality, I was in the hospital, waiting nervously for my appointment.
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The secretary looked up from her desk and gave me an apologetic smile. “Dr. McClusky will see you at 8:00 PM. He’s running late because of a conference. I’m sorry for the delay.”

“It’s okay,” I said, managing a small smile. “Thanks.”

I sat back down, fidgeting with my hands and hiding them inside my blazer’s pockets. The room was quiet except for the ticking of a clock on the wall. I glanced at my phone, checking the time every few minutes. My heart was racing, and I couldn’t seem to calm down.

“What if this is a mistake?” I whispered to myself, trying to keep my thoughts in check.

“What if I’m just confused?”

The minutes seemed to drag on. I stared at the floor, at the walls, at anything to distract myself from my nerves. My mind kept drifting back to the events of the day—the fight between Carter and Vincent, the rehearsal, and now, this moment. It felt like everything was happening so fast.

Finally, the door to Dr. McClusky’s office opened, and the secretary called my name.

“Shane Shy? Dr. McClusky will see you now.”

I took a deep breath and stood up, my legs feeling a bit shaky. I walked to the door, my heart pounding in my chest. As I stepped inside, I saw Dr. McClusky sitting behind his desk. He was an older man—balding, with intense eyes.

“Hello, Shane,” he said, standing up to greet me. “I’m Dr. McClusky. Please, have a seat.”

“Hi,” I replied, taking a seat across from him. “Thanks for seeing me on such short notice.”

“It’s no problem at all,” he said, settling back into his chair.

“Mr. Sherman told me a bit about your situation. How can I help?”

I hesitated, trying to find the right words. “I... I’ve been dressing up as a girl for a while now. It started as a deal and... now I think I’m doing it because it makes me happy. I’m not sure what that means.”

He nodded, his expression understanding. “It sounds like you’re experiencing some complex feelings about your gender identity. That’s completely normal, and it’s good that you’re exploring these feelings. Can you tell me more about how you feel when you’re dressed as Shane?”

I took a deep breath, trying to articulate my thoughts.

“When I’m Shane, I feel more confident, more... whole. It’s like I’m more myself. But I’m scared. I don’t know what this means for me, and I don’t know how to tell my family.”

Dr. McClusky leaned forward, his eyes kind.

“It’s okay to feel scared and uncertain. What you’re going through is a journey, and it’s important to take it one step at a time. Have you heard of gender dysphoria?”

I shook my head.

“Not really. What is it?”

“Gender dysphoria is a condition where a person experiences discomfort or distress because there’s a mismatch between their biological sex and gender identity,” he explained.

“Many people who experience this feel a strong desire to live as their true gender, which can be different from the sex they were assigned at birth.”

I nodded slowly, taking in his words. “That sounds... a lot like what I’m feeling.” He smiled gently.

“It’s possible that you’re experiencing gender dysphoria. The feelings of confidence and wholeness you described when you’re Shane are common for people exploring their true gender identity. It’s important to listen to these feelings and understand what they mean for you.”

I fidgeted with my hands, feeling a mix of relief and confusion.

“So, what should I do?”

“We’ll start by talking more about your experiences and feelings,” he said. “This will help us understand your situation better. Then, we can explore options for support, whether it’s counseling, support groups, or other resources. The goal is to help you feel comfortable and happy in your own skin.”

I felt a wave of relief wash over me.

“Thank you, Dr. McClusky. That means a lot.”

He smiled warmly. “You’re welcome. Remember, this is a journey, and it’s okay to take your time. We’ll figure it out together.”

We talked for a while longer, and as I shared more about my childhood, experiences, and feelings, I began to see a path forward. His understanding and support made me feel less alone and more hopeful about the future.

As our session ended, Dr. McClusky gave me a list of resources and scheduled another appointment.

“We’ll take it one step at a time,” he said reassuringly.

“And if you ever need to talk, my door is always open.”

Leaving his office, I felt a sense of clarity and determination. This was just the beginning, but I was ready to take the next step in understanding myself.
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Soon after, I unlocked my bike from the rack in Avonlea Medical Center’s basement parking, feeling a bit more at ease after my session with Dr. McClusky. It was around 9:30 PM and the place was mostly empty. As I started to get on my bike, I noticed two guys circling me.

One was tall with a muscular build, dark hair, and a tattoo peeking out from under his sleeve. The other was shorter, stockier, with a shaved head and a smirk that made me uneasy.

“Hey, wanna come to a party with us?” the tall one asked, leaning in a bit too close.

I forced a polite smile. “No, thank you. I need to get home.”

The stocky guy stepped in front of me, blocking my path.

“Come on, it’ll be fun. Don’t be a party pooper.”

“I said no,” I repeated, trying to stay calm.

Just then, Vincent appeared out of nowhere. “Let go of her,” he demanded, his voice cold and firm.

The tall guy turned to Vincent, sneering. “Who the hell are you?”

Vincent clenched his fists. “No need for introductions. Say hello to my fist!”

Before I could react, Vincent swung at the tall guy, hitting him square in the jaw. Chaos erupted. The two men were strong, and despite Vincent’s efforts, they quickly overpowered him.

I tried to help, but they were too strong. They beat Vincent mercilessly, and my heart pounded in fear and helplessness.

Then, one of the men grabbed my arm, dragging me away. In the struggle, my wig fell off, revealing my short hair.

“What the—you're a dude?” the stocky guy exclaimed, looking disgusted.

“What a waste of time.”

Tears streamed down my face as I picked up my wig and ran to Vincent, who was lying on the ground, battered and bruised. “Stay with me. I’ll take you inside,” I sobbed, trying to lift him.

He groaned, barely conscious. “Shane…”

“Help! Somebody, please help!” I screamed, running into the building, my voice echoing through the empty corridors.

A nurse rushed out, her eyes wide with concern. “What happened?”

“Please, my friend is hurt. He needs help!” I cried, my voice breaking.

She quickly called for assistance, and within moments, medical staff were rushing out with a stretcher. They lifted Vincent onto it, and I followed them back into the hospital, my heart aching with worry.

As they wheeled Vincent into the emergency room, I collapsed into a chair, my hands shaking. Tears continued to fall, and I felt completely overwhelmed. This night had turned into a nightmare, and all I could do was hope and pray that Vincent would be okay.

Two hours later, it was almost midnight and I had several missed calls from my mom. The doctor finally arrived in the waiting area, looking for me.

“Shane, you can come in now,” he said, leading me to Vincent’s room.

Vincent was lying in bed with bandages on his arms and legs, but he looked okay. The doctor explained, “He needs to rest. Make sure to call his parents.”

“Thank you, doctor,” I said, turning to Vincent as the doctor left.

“How are you?”
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“I’m good, just need to rest,” he replied, his voice tired.

“Can I get the number of your parents?” I asked, worried.

“Don’t bother,” he said, shaking his head. “They’re in Paris.”

“What about your siblings? Anyone?” I pressed.

“They’re in Europe for college. Don’t bother,” he repeated.

“You should go home. Your parents are probably looking for you.”

I felt a pang of guilt. Vincent was alone.

“How did you find me in the parking lot?”

He sighed, “It was just a coincidence.”

“Nothing’s a coincidence with you,” I said, skeptical.

He hesitated before revealing, “The bike has a tracker.”

My eyebrows contorted in different directions—causing him to chuckle.

“I’m not a stalker. I just wanted to make sure you were alright and got home safe.”

My heart pounded. No one had ever cared about me that much. At that very moment, I wanted to kiss him, to make him feel how overwhelmed I was but then, my phone rang. It was my mom, and she was furious.

“Where are you, Sean!? Do you know how worried your father and I are!?” she yelled.

“I’m not coming home, Mom,” I said, trying to stay calm.

“I’ll be sleeping at my classmate’s house, Vincent Valentine’s. Our project took a while.”

Her tone changed instantly.

“Oh, Sir Valentine! Wow, you kids are really working hard. That’s good, you should be more like him! Say hello to Vincent for me! Be safe, okay!?”

“Yeah, Mom, will do,” I said, hanging up and turning back to him.

“Seriously, you can go home,” he insisted.

“After you saved my life, this is the least I can do,” I said, holding his hand. A spark of something more passed between us.

“Thank you, Vincent.”

His eyes softened, and I could feel my heart beating even faster.

“You’re welcome, Shane.”

“I’ll get you some soup,” I said—my heart still pounding with emotions I couldn’t quite understand.

As I walked out to find some soup, I couldn’t help but feel that tonight had changed everything. Vincent wasn’t just the spoiled rich kid I had thought he was. He cared, and that meant more to me than I could put into words.


Chapter 14

∞∞∞

A WEEK AND A HALF LATER, I was getting my makeup done for the dress rehearsal. I had seen Dr. McClusky three times now, and I was sure of it—I was trans. The only problem was figuring out how to reveal this to my parents, which seemed like the hardest part.

Vincent had been recovering from getting beaten up and hadn’t been coming to school. He always texted me to update me, and we had become very good friends. However, without his presence, I found myself spending more time with Carter, which only confused my feelings more.

Bart, who knew about my dilemma, leaned against the makeup counter, watching me. “You’ve got to decide who you like, Shane. You can’t keep this up.”

I sighed, staring at my reflection as the makeup artist applied foundation.

“I know. It’s just... complicated.”
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He raised an eyebrow. “Is it really that complicated? You like Carter, don’t you?”

I hesitated, feeling the weight of his words.

“Carter’s been very sweet to me. It’s hard not to like him.”

He crossed his arms. “And Vincent?”

I bit my lip, thinking about the texts from Vincent, his concern for me, and the night he defended me. “Vincent’s different. He’s been really good to me too. I can’t just ignore that.”

He rolled his eyes. “So, what are you going to do?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I wish I could figure it out.”

Carter walked over, smiling warmly. “Ready for the big rehearsal, Juliet?”

I smiled back, trying to push my confusion aside. “As ready as I’ll ever be, Romeo.”

He chuckled and handed me a small bouquet of flowers. “For good luck.”

I took the flowers, feeling my heart flutter. “Thanks, Carter. That’s really sweet.”

As the makeup artist finished up, Carter stood close, watching intently. “You look amazing, Shane. You’re going to steal the show.”

“Thanks,” I said, blushing slightly. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

We made our way to the stage, and I couldn’t help but feel torn. His kindness and charm were hard to resist, but my connection with Vincent was undeniable. Bart’s words echoed in my mind—I had to decide who I liked.

The dress rehearsal went smoothly, with Carter and I playing our parts perfectly. Afterward, we sat together, catching our breath.

“You were great, Shane,” he said, his eyes sparkling. “I can’t wait for the real performance.”

“Thanks. You were amazing too,” I replied, my heart pounding with confusion and excitement.

After removing my makeup, it was just him and me, sitting on our thrones in the theater, still talking.

[image: (((face closeup shot))) (((handsome male Germanic]

“I think we’ve got this,” he said, leaning back.

“Yeah, it feels good,” I replied, smiling. “I’m really excited for the actual performance.”

He nodded, his eyes locked on mine. “You’re a natural. It’s been amazing working with you.”

I felt a warmth spread through me at his words.

“Thanks, Carter. I couldn’t have done it without you.”

He stood up and there was a moment of silence, the kind that felt charged with unspoken words. He shifted closer, and I could feel the tension between us building. His gaze dropped to my lips, and my heart started to race.

“Shane, I...” he began, his voice soft and unsure.

I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening. “Yes, Carter?”

He leaned in, and for a moment, I thought he was going to kiss me. My breath caught in my throat, and I felt like everything was happening in slow motion.

But then he pulled back, standing up abruptly. “I have to go home early. My… my dog is hungry,” he said, avoiding my eyes.

I blinked, trying to process the sudden shift and absurd lie. “Oh, okay. Sure.”

“See you tomorrow?” he asked, his voice a bit strained.

“Yeah, see you tomorrow,” I replied, feeling a mix of disappointment and confusion.

He gave me a quick smile before walking away, leaving me alone on the stage. I watched him go, my mind racing.

What had just happened?

We had been so close, and then he had pulled away. I couldn’t make sense of it.

I sighed, feeling the weight of my confusion settle over me. Everything was so complicated, and I didn’t know how to untangle my feelings.


Chapter 15

∞∞∞

THE DAY OF THE PLAY finally arrived, and the theater was buzzing with excitement. Bart was beside me backstage, gushing about how phenomenal I looked in Juliet mode.

“Shane, you’re going to be amazing!” he said, practically bouncing on his feet.

“Everyone’s so excited to see you.”

“Thanks, Bart,” I replied, feeling a mix of nerves and anticipation.

As I peeked out from behind the curtain, I was shocked to see Vincent in the front row, crutches resting beside him, with John and Frank flanking him. A wave of happiness washed over me. Despite everything, Vincent had come to support me.

The play began, and I took a deep breath, stepping onto the stage. Carter, as Romeo, was already there, looking every bit the part. We exchanged a quick smile, and then we were in character.

“Two households, both alike in dignity, in fair Verona, where we lay our scene,” the narrator began.

Carter and I moved through the scenes, the world of Romeo and Juliet coming to life around us. Finally, it was time for our first big scene together.
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“O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo?” I called out from the balcony, feeling the weight of Juliet’s longing.

Carter stepped forward, his voice filled with emotion. “Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?”

I gazed down at him, feeling every bit of Juliet’s turmoil. “’Tis but thy name that is my enemy; Thou art thyself, though not a Montague. What’s Montague? It is nor hand, nor foot, Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part Belonging to a man. O, be some other name!”

Carter looked up at me, his eyes intense. “I take thee at thy word. Call me but love, and I’ll be new baptized; Henceforth I never will be Romeo.”

My heart pounded as we moved through the scene, the words flowing between us, the emotions raw and real. The audience was silent, completely captivated.

We continued, each scene drawing us deeper into the tragic love story. The tension built, leading us to the final, heartbreaking moments.

“Thus with a kiss I die,” Carter whispered, the despair in his voice tearing at my heart.

I knelt beside him, tears streaming down my face.

“O happy dagger, This is thy sheath. There rust, and let me die.”

As the play ended, the audience erupted into applause. I stood up, feeling a rush of exhilaration and relief. Carter and I took our bows, and I glanced at the front row, my eyes locking with Vincent’s.

Backstage, Vincent and his friends were waiting for me, all smiles and congratulations. I was on cloud nine.

“Shane, you were amazing!” Vincent said, his eyes shining with pride.

“Thanks, Vincent!” I replied, grinning from ear to ear.

“How are you feeling?”

“Better than ever,” he said with a wink. “Let’s have dinner to celebrate!”

Frank looked at Bart and added, “You can come too, Bart.”

I smiled at Bart, who looked thrilled. “I’ll just get out of this costume first,” I said, heading towards the bathroom.

On my way, I ran into Carter. He was waiting for me, and before I could say anything, he pulled me into a hug. “Shane, you were incredible out there,” he said softly.

“I think I like you, Shane.”

I was taken aback, feeling my heart race. “Carter, I...”

He pulled back slightly, looking into my eyes.

“I mean it. I really like you.”

I felt a rush of emotions. I liked him too, but something about this moment didn’t feel right. Vincent was waiting, and everything was so confusing.
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“Carter, I don’t know. I like you too, but I’m still figuring stuff out about my gender and sexuality...”

He nodded, looking a bit disappointed but understanding.

“I get it, Shane. I just wanted you to know how I feel.”

“Thanks for telling me,” I said, feeling a mix of emotions. “I appreciate it.”

We stood there for a moment, the weight of his confession hanging in the air. I gave him a small smile and headed to the bathroom to change into my school clothes.

As I slipped out of the Juliet costume and into my regular clothes, I couldn’t stop thinking about Carter’s words. I liked him, but now that Vincent was back, I needed time to figure out my feelings.

When I was ready, I stepped out and saw Vincent, John, Frank, and Bart waiting for me. Vincent smiled, his eyes warm. “Ready to go?”

“Yeah, let’s go,” I said, feeling a strange mix of happiness and confusion.

Later, we piled into John's van and headed to a luxury billiards hangout place where all the coolest people went. As we arrived, I felt a knot of nervousness in my stomach. What if they found out I was trans and made fun of me?

John and Frank immediately started talking to a group of girls, while Bart went straight to the billiards tables, eager to start playing. That left Vincent and me alone in a cozy lounge area.

Vincent gave me a shy smile. “I ordered pizza. Hope that’s okay.”

“Yeah, it’s fine,” I replied, trying to relax. The atmosphere here was both exciting and intimidating.

He shifted uncomfortably, his usual confident demeanor replaced with something more vulnerable.

“Shane, I... I wanted to say something.”

I looked at him, curious and nervous. “What is it?”

He took a deep breath. “I’ve been thinking a lot about you, and I want you to know that I care about you. A lot. And I want you to be happy.”

My heart raced. “Thanks. But… why?”

“I don’t know…” was all he could say.

There was a moment of silence, thick with tension. Finally, I decided to share what had been on my mind. “You know, the reason why I was in that hospital was because it was my first time meeting a gender specialist… Dr. McClusky. I think I’m trans. I’ve been seeing him regularly after school, and I’m planning to come out, but I’m scared of telling my parents.”

He nodded, his eyes filled with understanding. “I met your parents. I’m sure they’ll understand. They seem like really cool people.”

“I hope so,” I said, feeling a bit more at ease.

“It’s just so hard, you know?”

He reached out and took my hand, his touch sending a jolt of electricity through me. “Shane, you’re brave for figuring this out and wanting to be true to yourself. Whatever happens, I’ll… I’ll… well, you can call me anytime.”

I squeezed his hand, grateful for his words.

“Thanks, Vincent. That means a lot.”

We sat there, close to each other, the tension between us palpable. It was both comforting and confusing. I glanced at him, his face soft in the dim light, and felt a mix of emotions I couldn’t quite decipher.
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The pizza arrived, and we started eating, the conversation turning to lighter topics. Despite the awkwardness, it felt good to be close to Vincent, to share a part of myself that I hadn’t fully revealed to my family yet.

While we were eating, Bart suddenly blurted out, “Vincent’s way cooler, Shane. You should tell Carter that you already like someone else.”

My eyes widened in shock, and I felt my face flush. John and Frank immediately started egging me on.

“Vincent, Shane, this is juicy!” John said, leaning in.

“Wait, Carter? What’s going on with you and drama boy?” Frank added, smirking.

Vincent looked at me, curious and slightly tense. Bart’s eyes went wide with realization.

“Shit, I’m sorry, Shane. I didn’t mean to,” he mouthed.

“It’s okay,” I said, trying to regain my composure. “Carter confessed his feelings for me earlier…”

John laughed. “Whoa, so drama boy’s trying to be a real life Romeo, huh?”

Frank snorted. “You should reject him. He’s weird as fuck.”

I glanced at Vincent, who looked jealous but said nothing. The awkwardness in the air was suffocating.

“I really have to go home,” I said, standing up. “Thanks for dinner, everyone.”

Bart grabbed my arm. “Stay, Shane. Don’t leave because of this.”

“No, I really have to go,” I insisted, avoiding Vincent’s gaze.

Vincent still wouldn’t look at me, and the silence between us was deafening. I felt a pang of hurt as I walked out of the lounge and headed to the place’s rack to get my bike.

As I unlocked it and started pedaling home, I couldn’t shake the feeling of embarrassment and confusion. Why did everything have to be so complicated?


Chapter 16

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I found myself sitting on the bleachers with Bart, the autumn wind ruffling my wig. The past week had been a whirlwind of confusion and silence, and I needed to talk to someone about it.

"Vincent has stopped texting and talking to me since that night at the billiard lounge," I said, staring out at the empty field. The ache of his absence was gnawing at me.

He looked apologetic. "I'm really sorry, Shane. I shouldn't have said anything."

I shook my head. "No, it's not your fault. You were just trying to help."

He sighed. "To be fair, I told you to pick already. You can't keep two people hanging like that."
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"I know," I admitted, feeling a pang of guilt. "This is all my fault. But to be honest, I don't even believe they'd be into me like that. After all, they're rich, handsome kids who could get any girl they like. And I'm here, still unable to tell my family about my real self."

He put a comforting hand on my shoulder. "Hey, don't sell yourself short. You're amazing, Shane. If they can't see that, it's their loss."

I gave him a weak smile. "Thanks. I just... I feel so lost. I don’t know what to do or how to fix things."

"Maybe you should start by figuring out what you want," he suggested gently. "Not what they want, but what you want. It's your life, Shane. You need to be happy with your choices."

I nodded, feeling the weight of his words. "Yeah, you're right. I just need to be honest with myself first."

"And with them," he added. "It's not fair to keep them in the dark."

I sighed, knowing he was right. "I'll talk to them. I owe them that much."

"You know… what makes it harder is that Vincent didn't tell me that he likes me," I said, still staring out at the empty field. "I don't want to assume. With Carter, he said outright that he’s into me, and I feel like... it’s easier if I just go with Carter."

He shook his head. "But that’s not the point, Shane. Who do you like more? Who makes your heart beat faster?"

I sighed, feeling the weight of his question. "They both do... but Vincent, it’s too complicated."

He gave me a skeptical look. "Complicated doesn't mean you should avoid it. Sometimes the best things in life are the hardest to get."

I took a deep breath, making up my mind. "Maybe you’re right. But for now, I think I’ll give Carter a chance. He’s been clear about his feelings."

He frowned, not liking the idea. "I still think you’re making a mistake."

Just then, Bart checked his phone and his eyes widened. "Shane, you need to see this."

He showed me his Twitter feed, where an article about our Romeo and Juliet play had been posted. We read it together, our excitement turning to shock as we continued.

The article from The World's Mirror, one of the media companies owned by Carter’s family, gave all the credit to him for being accepting of a transgender partner and praising him as an ally. It even outed me as trans, and my heart sank with fear that my parents would find out before I was ready to tell them.

"They outed me," I whispered, my voice shaking.

"My parents... they’re going to find out like this."

He looked equally horrified. "That’s messed up! They had no right."

We kept reading, and the article mentioned that Carter planned on going to Harvard with his childhood sweetheart and girlfriend, Katherine de Wilt, a socialite from a rich family attending an all-girls school.

"What the hell?" I said, feeling a surge of anger and betrayal.

"He has a girlfriend?!"

Bart looked furious. "See, I told you. Carter's not worth it. He’s just using you for his image."

I felt a mix of emotions—hurt, anger, and confusion.

"I can’t believe this. I thought he liked me."

"I’m so ready to beat him up!" Bart said firmly. "You deserve someone who cares about you for who you are, not just for the attention they can get!"

Tears stung my eyes, but I nodded, knowing he was right. "I need to talk to Carter. I need to end this before it gets worse."

“There will be no talking!” Bart said with finality before standing up.

"Bart, wait!" I called, my voice cracking.

"I’m going to beat the crap out of drama boy," he growled, not slowing down.
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We turned a corner and saw Vincent already confronting Carter, his voice echoing through the hallway. "Don’t you know what you did? Shane’s parents don’t even know she’s trans and you outed her!"

Carter yelled back, his face red with anger.

"It’s not like I lied! And besides, I had no control over the editorial."

Bart lunged forward, but I grabbed his arm, trying to hold him back.

"Bart, stop! This won’t help."

Frank and John were there too, glaring at Carter. "You’re such a piece of shit," Frank spat. "You don’t deserve to breathe the same air as her."

John nodded, cracking his knuckles. "Maybe we should teach him a lesson."

Carter’s friends from the drama club stepped in, forming a protective circle around him. "Back off," one of them said. "This isn’t helping anyone."

I felt numb, my heart breaking with every passing second. I stepped forward, my eyes empty from hurt, and grabbed Vincent’s hand. "I’m sorry for everything," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Let’s go. He’s not worth it."

Vincent looked at me, his expression softening. He nodded, squeezing my hand.

"Oh—okay."

Bart glared at Carter one last time before turning away.

"You’re lucky Shane’s here," he muttered.

As we walked away, I felt the weight of the world pressing down on me. The confrontation had left me drained and broken, but I knew I had to keep moving forward.

I led Vincent to the rooftop, the cool air a welcome contrast to the heated confrontation we had just left. He still couldn’t look me in the eyes, pretending to be upset.

“Don’t think I’ve forgiven you already,” he muttered, staring off into the distance.

I smiled, despite the tension. “I’m such an idiot,” I said, taking a deep breath.

“But it’s not entirely my fault. You never told me you liked me.”

He finally looked at me, his eyes intense. He grabbed my hand, his grip firm but gentle.

“I’m a man of few words, Shane.”

His gaze was so piercing, my heart started beating faster.

“But you’re the heir to the Valentine Corporation and I’m...”

Before I could finish, he shut me up with a kiss. It was sudden, unexpected, and completely perfect. All my doubts and fears melted away, replaced by certainty I hadn’t felt in a long time.

My head spun like I just rode a Six Flags rollercoaster and my stomach tickled like it had a million butterflies fluttering their wings inside. I’d never dreamed of kissing a guy before and never thought I’d be into it.

His lips, his eyes, his grip, the warmth of his body—all made me feel like a natural woman submitting to a man’s desire.

When he pulled back, he looked into my eyes, his expression softer now.
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“Is that enough to show you how much I love you?”

I didn’t need to think twice. I kissed him again. I wasn’t done with him. I wanted more. And I was ready to cherish every drop on my knees—feeling the connection between us grow stronger with each passing second.

When we finally broke apart, I rested my forehead against his, feeling a sense of peace I hadn’t known I needed. “I love you so much, Vincent.”

He smiled, his eyes full of love and promise.

“You don’t know how much you mean to me, Shane. I love you.”

Soon after, Vincent pulled out his phone and typed something quickly.

“Target locked—Carter,” he said with a smirk.

From the rooftop, we watched as Vincent’s minions chased Carter around the school grounds with paintball guns and water guns, just like they had done to me before. Carter was running frantically, slipping and stumbling as he tried to get away.

“Vincent, stop it!” I said, trying to hold back a laugh despite myself.

He chuckled, wrapping an arm around my shoulders.

“He needs to learn his lesson, that drama boy.”

As we watched the comedic chaos unfold below, I felt a pang of worry. “I don’t know how my family will react,” I admitted, my voice trembling slightly.

“They probably already know.”

He turned to me, his expression serious.

“Well, I’m taking you home, and I’ll talk to them.”

I looked at him, my heart swelling with emotion.

“Do you really mean that?”

“Yes,” he said firmly. “And if they disown you, you can stay in one of the many suites in my home, or any hotel that we own. I’ll take care of you, forever.”

His words were like a balm to my soul, easing my fears and filling me with hope.

“Vincent, you don’t have to do that.”

“But I want to,” he insisted, his eyes full of sincerity.

“You mean the world to me, Shane. I’m not letting you go through this alone.”

I felt tears prick at the corners of my eyes, overwhelmed by his love and support. “Thank you. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

He leaned in, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. “You’ll never have to find out.”
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As we stood there on the rooftop, watching Carter run for his life, I knew that no matter what happened next, I wouldn’t have to run away anymore… or at the very least, alone.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

STANDING IN FRONT OF THE CONDO, I felt my heart race. I was in boy mode, Vincent beside me, as we nervously faced the front door.

He squeezed my hand. "It’ll be okay, Shane. I’m here with you."

I nodded, taking a deep breath. Just as I was about to knock, the door opened, revealing my mom. She wasn’t as cheerful as usual, even with Vincent present.

"Hi, Mom," I said, trying to gauge her reaction.

"Come in," she said, her voice gentle but firm.

[image: luxury condo living room no people]

We stepped inside, and I noticed my dad in the living room. He turned off the TV and looked at me, a mix of emotions on his face.

"Sean... or Shane," he began, "I saw the article."

Vincent stepped forward. "Mr. Shy—"

My mom interrupted, her voice softer now. "You think we wouldn’t know? You always leave your bag unattended, and I see you riding your bike in girl’s clothes whenever I run errands. We just didn’t know how to approach you. We thought you weren’t ready."

I felt a lump in my throat. "I... I’m sorry. I didn’t know how to tell you."

To my surprise, my dad walked towards me, his expression full of love.

"I just can’t believe you’d tell others before us. We love you so much."

My mom joined the group hug, wrapping her arms around us.

"We love you, Shane."

Tears streamed down my face. "I love you too. Thank you for understanding."

Vincent stood by, smiling as he watched our emotional reunion. Then he cleared his throat, drawing our attention. "Since everyone seems good with everything, I also have something to say."

I laughed through my tears. "Don’t ruin our moment, Vincent."
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He grinned. "No, I just want to ask your parents if… I can take you to prom. It’s only three months away, and you don’t seem like the type to learn how to dance quickly."

I looked at him, my heart swelling with happiness. "Of course, Vincent. Of course!"

My parents smiled, giving their approval. "We’d be honored, Sir Valentine," my mom said, her eyes shining with pride.

Vincent took my hand, his eyes full of love.

"Looks like we’ve got some dance lessons to start, then."

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Dream Girl? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Very Girly Boys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Detentions Delights

Bullied constantly by a jock and now, the principal?

Was I really doomed to suffer this fate forever?

But then, my mother said otherwise after drawing out The Emperor and Wheel of Fortune cards. She told me that my life was about to change.

Story 2 – Old Maid

When my father died, I took over his role as the man of the house. Working odd jobs, doing gigs, and spending all of my earnings to support my family wasn’t a problem.

But 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 3 – The Farmer’s Daughter

She hated me… I reminded her of the man who left her for a younger woman… but she was my mother.

All I could do was run to him. The man who loved me unconditionally and raised me as his own. The man who showed me what it was to truly be alive.

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 Very Girly Boys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“100 thousand dollars… but I have to look exactly like his dream girl.”

Read Dream Girl


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.

[image: A person in a white dress  Description automatically generated]

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 reading Campus Crush – A Senior High 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 |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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