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Introduction

“But Principal Garth… wearing a schoolgirl’s skirt is too much punishment, I can’t…”

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

∞∞∞

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.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Detention Delights.


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

∞∞∞

MY NAME'S NICK STEIN, your usual underdog with an unusual tale to tell. I'm 18, just a kid compared to my golden child of a brother. He's a junior in college, buried in business textbooks while I'm practically consumed with doodling comic characters. Mom, a true patron of the esoteric, would read her tarot cards, while Dad, a stern preacher, would criticize her, and they'd bicker about what they believed.

It was an odd mix, a spiritualist and a preacher under one roof.

One afternoon, the sun was lazily descending and casting an orange hue that bounced off Mom's sequined shawl. The scent of the vanilla candles she lit permeated the room. The candlelight flickered as it danced upon the colorful tapestries draped across the walls, creating a hypnotizing sight.

"Nick," Mom called, her voice as soothing as the warm breeze that rustled through the leaves outside.

"Come here, love."

I sighed, placing my pencil down. My sketchbook bore my latest character, a heroic figure with a black dress and a sword in hand.

[image: sketch book]

I rose from the old, comfortable armchair, its fabric worn down by years of use, and approached the round table where Mom sat. The familiar sight of tarot cards spread out on the antique lace tablecloth greeted me.

"I've told you, Mom," I started, taking the chair opposite her.

"I don't believe in..."

"I know, dear," she interrupted, her green eyes sparkling with an intensity that seemed to reflect the universe.

"But humor your old mother, yes?"

Her worn hands, soft from lotion and smelling faintly of lavender, shuffled the deck with ease and precision. The cards whispered together as they were shuffled, the soft sound was akin to dried leaves dancing in an autumn breeze.

The first card she flipped was The Lovers. Its image depicted two figures bound in an intimate embrace, their connection was evident and undeniable. My heart skipped a beat, a subtle sensation that caught me off guard.

"Ah," she exhaled, tracing her fingers gently over the card.

"The Lovers. This represents partnership. Harmony and mutual respect."

"Sure, Mom," I retorted, rolling my eyes, even as my pulse quickened. Something inside me felt alive, expectant. It was strange and uninvited.

She placed the second card next to the first. The Wheel of Fortune. Its vivid imagery displayed a rotating wheel and several figures, both ascending and descending.

"The Wheel of Fortune," she intoned.

"Change is coming, dear. Your life is about to take a turn."

I sighed, a shiver crawling up my spine. I watched as she revealed the third card: The Star. The hopeful card was awash with vibrant hues, a woman pouring water and a night sky filled with shining stars.

"The Star," she said with a knowing smile, "symbolizes hope, faith, and a great deal of generosity. Your journey won't be easy, Nick, but it will be worthwhile."

I was silent for a moment, studying the cards. I didn't want to believe, but the goosebumps spreading across my skin said otherwise. I watched as Mom flipped the fourth card, revealing The Emperor. A regal figure sat on a throne, commanding and resolute.

"The Emperor represents power, structure, and discipline. Your soulmate, Nick, will embody these qualities."

I couldn't help but scoff. The idea of such a person existing, much less being my soulmate, was just ludicrous. But as I locked eyes with the Emperor on the card, a shiver coursed through me. My disbelief was being chipped away bit by bit.

Escaping from the mystical grasp of the tarot reading, I retreated to the familiar chaos of my bedroom. Sketches scattered everywhere, graphite pencils of varying hardness strewn across the table, and the scent of eraser shavings hung in the air. I nestled into the creaky wooden chair in front of my battered sketchbook, a blank page staring back at me, begging to be adorned with life.

My fingers flew across the keyboard, pulling up an image of The Emperor tarot card. The commanding figure glared back at me, his majestic aura captured within the confines of the card. I couldn't help but compare this figure of authority and stability with my own image, a stark contrast.
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I picked up a pencil, it was familiar, the rough texture of the wood against my skin, the cold hardness of the graphite point. With the image of the Emperor before me, my hand began to move, creating soft strokes that soon turned into a face, a body, an aura of commanding presence.

With each stroke, I was recreating my version of the Emperor. His features sharp and resolute, his eyes deep and knowing. His regal outfit, complete with a crown and scepter, symbols of power and authority, were carefully detailed.

It felt as though I was not only drawing a figure, but etching a prophecy onto paper.

My hand began to cramp from the strain, and I shook it out, dropping the pencil and flexing my fingers. I stood, stretching the stiffness out of my back, the room around me fading into a soft blur as my glasses slid down the bridge of my nose. I pushed them back up, the world sharpening into focus.

The drawing stared back at me, a mirror of the image on the screen but undeniably my interpretation. It was me who had breathed life into this Emperor. I found myself wondering if this was the person my mother foresaw.

An Emperor for me, an 18-year-old who doodles comic characters and daydreams more than he should.

I rose and moved over to the mirror that hung over my desk, cluttered with random doodads, loose change, and comic books. The reflection staring back was a far cry from the Emperor in the tarot card and my sketchbook.

A pair of oversized glasses perched on a freckled nose, sea-green eyes hidden behind thick lenses. My hair was a mess of chocolate brown curls, sticking out in every direction possible, and a smattering of acne decorated my forehead and chin like an unwanted constellation.

My outfit was a far cry from regal— an old flannel shirt, faded to a dull red, over a superhero graphic tee. Worn jeans hugged my lanky frame, evidence of numerous sketching sessions apparent in the graphite stains. The Emperor wore a crown; I wore a worn-out beanie.

"What Emperor would fall for a kid with acne who prefers drawing comics to making friends?" I muttered to my reflection, poking at a new spot on my forehead.

It seemed ludicrous. I was no one special, not like my brother, the golden boy. Who was I but a random high school senior with a dream to become a comic book illustrator?

I glanced back at the Emperor drawn in my sketchbook.

[image: emperor drawing tarot card]

Would my soulmate be as commanding as the Emperor on the card?

Or would they have the gentle strength of the figure I had drawn?

The thought sent an unfamiliar warmth coursing through me, fluttering in my stomach and making my heart beat a little faster. The room felt smaller, a sense of anticipation wrapping around me.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, sunlight streamed through my window, casting long, golden shafts across the room. I rubbed my bleary eyes, shuffled to my wardrobe, and yanked it open. It was as if all my shirts had gone on vacation, and all that remained was a lone, pink flannel shirt.

"Pink?" I murmured aloud to my empty room, the garment almost glowing amidst the dull wooden interiors of the closet. I gingerly picked it up, the flannel material soft under my calloused fingers. Its color was soft, not overly vibrant, yet still far from the spectrum of colors I usually stuck to.

With a sigh, I held the shirt up to my nose, it smelled fresh, with a faint trace of the fabric conditioner Mom used. As my mind grappled with the decision, I weighed my options and decided to check the laundry room. Maybe there was something clean there that I could wear.

Barefoot, I padded across the cool wooden floor of the hallway, the soft hum of the air conditioning a soothing background noise. The laundry room smelled strongly of detergent, a scent I associated with cleanliness. Piles of clothes were stacked around, each marked by their owner's name.

My eyes fell on my pile, a stack of t-shirts, jeans, and flannels, all waiting to be cleaned. I picked up a shirt at random, immediately recoiling at the stale smell. It was definitely unwashed, the odor of sweat and sketching sessions lingered in the fabric.

"Nope," I muttered, dropping it back onto the pile. The rest of my clothes didn't fare any better. Each item I picked up smelt worse than the last. A sigh escaped my lips as I realized the pink flannel was my only option.

I trudged back to my room, the pink flannel in hand. For a moment, I stared at my reflection in the mirror, imagining the reaction at school.

They'd already nicknamed me "Nerd Nick", a name I was neither proud of nor bothered by. Now, they would probably come up with something new.

"Brace yourself," I muttered to my reflection, pulling on the pink flannel shirt. It was a size too big, hanging loosely off my frame.

I buttoned it up, each click a reminder of the decision I was making. In a weird way, the shirt felt right. It was soft against my skin, the cotton fabric warm and comforting. I picked up a pair of slightly wrinkled jeans from the floor, sliding into them and doing up the button.

Stepping back to take a look at myself, I had to admit that the pink wasn't too bad. It made me look different, a bit more approachable perhaps. I ran a hand through my unruly curls and adjusted my glasses, a nervous energy bubbling within me.

"But... it's just a shirt," I reasoned, shaking my head at my reflection, "It doesn't define who I am."
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And so, I grabbed my sketchbook, sliding it into my bag along with a set of pencils, and headed for school. Today, I was going to be "Nerd Nick" in a pink shirt, and I would survive.

As I stepped onto the school bus, I straightened my shoulders, a newfound courage burning bright within me. The pink flannel felt like a shield, protecting my vulnerabilities. Perhaps, today would be different. It wasn't just another day. It was the day I wore pink. The day I chose to be bold. The day I faced my fears.

The moment I stepped onto the bus, I could feel all eyes on me. In a sea of blues, blacks, and grays, my pink shirt stuck out like a sore thumb. The bus was already filled with its usual crowd—jocks, nerds, cheerleaders, goths—all of them neatly categorized into their respective high school stereotypes.

As I started walking towards my usual seat at the back, a hand shot out and grabbed my arm. Bruce. The school's very own stereotypical jock and my personal tormentor. His grip was like iron, his hand rough and calloused from all the football he played. I could smell the leather of his jacket, the strong aftershave he doused himself in, a musky scent that seemed to ooze masculinity.

"Nice shirt," he smirked, his voice loud enough for the entire bus to hear.

"Did you get it from the Barbie department?"

A round of laughter echoed through the bus, the cruel sound bouncing off the metal interior and ringing in my ears. My heart pounded in my chest, a mixture of fear and humiliation. My palms started to sweat, and I gripped my sketchbook tightly, its familiar texture grounding me.

I tried to pull away, but his grip only tightened.

"I'm not done with you," he said, pulling me down onto the empty seat beside him. His dark eyes were full of malice, a look I was unfortunately familiar with.

Reluctantly, I sat next to him, the leather seat squeaking under our combined weight. The scent of stale gum and upholstery filled my nostrils, making me want to gag.

"See, I've got this math homework," he started, pulling out a crumpled sheet of paper from his backpack and shoving it into my hands. I glanced down at the paper, equations and problems staring back at me.

"I need it done by the time we get to school."

My hands shook as I held the paper. I could taste the bitter bile rising in my throat, the metallic tang of fear.

"And if I don't?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

A cruel smile twisted his lips.

[image: inside school bus]

"Then, you'll get to experience what it feels like to be the football during practice."

The threat hung in the air, thick and suffocating. I swallowed hard, nodding silently. As much as I loathed the idea of doing Bruce's homework, the thought of being his personal punching bag was even worse.

I fumbled for a pencil in my bag, my hands shaking slightly. The soft chatter of the bus and the low hum of the engine were drowned out by the pounding of my heart. I glanced down at the worksheet, my mind working to solve the equations.

As I worked through the problems, the world outside the bus window seemed to blur into a whirl of colors. Houses, trees, people, they all melded into one as I focused on the numbers, trying to escape from the reality of my situation.

The equations became my lifeline, my escape from the humiliation and fear. My pen moved across the paper, numbers flowing out in a rhythmic pattern, a dance of digits and symbols.

Despite the anxiety gnawing at my insides, I found a strange solace in the numbers. They were constant, predictable, not like people. People were variables, always changing, always unpredictable.

My focus narrowed down to the problems at hand, my mind tuning out the noise, the laughter, and Bruce's occasional jab about my shirt. I let myself be absorbed by the equations, losing myself in their complexity and certainty.

By the time the bus rolled to a stop in front of the school, I'd finished the last equation. I handed the worksheet back to him, my fingers brushing against his as I did. He snatched it out of my hand, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips.

"Thanks, Nick," he sneered, his voice dripping with sarcasm.

"You're not as useless as you look."

My heart pounded in my chest as I stood up, ready to escape the confines of the bus. The cool metal of the handrail was a welcome relief as I descended the stairs, stepping out into the sunny morning.

Today, I'd survived the bus ride. I'd survived Bruce and his cruelty. I'd survived the laughter and the humiliation. I was still "Nerd Nick" in a pink shirt, but I was also "Nerd Nick" who'd stood up to a bully and survived. I wasn't the Emperor from the tarot card, but maybe I was becoming my own kind of Emperor, one who could face the challenges life threw at him with courage and dignity.

Later that afternoon, the world around me blurred into inconsequence as I focused on the sketchbook before me. The lines took form, shapes emerging under the guidance of my practiced hand.

I was sketching the Emperor card my mom had showed me, adding my own touches and shading. Pencil in hand, I felt invincible, able to create my own reality and escape from the one I lived in.

The scent of graphite filled my nostrils, comforting and familiar, the slight smudge it left on my fingers a reassuring presence.

My concentration was broken by the deep, resonating voice of Mr. Watts.

"Bruce," he called out, the name echoing in the quiet classroom.

Mr. Watts was the kind of man who commanded attention effortlessly. His voice was deep and smooth, with an underlying authority that made every student sit up straighter.

He was tall, with broad shoulders that strained against his crisp, white shirt. His dark hair was always perfectly styled, and his square jaw was often covered with a light stubble. He was ruggedly handsome, the object of many a girl's fantasies.

I watched as Bruce got up from his seat, a confident smirk on his face. His letterman jacket was slung casually over his shoulder, his jeans fitting him just right. He sauntered up to the board, chalk in hand, ready to solve the problem Mr. Watts had written. My heart pounded in my chest, the anticipation making my palms sweaty.

Bruce started writing, his handwriting almost illegible. I watched in growing horror as he jumbled up the equations, wrote the wrong solutions, and made a complete mess of the problem. The classroom was silent, the only sound being the harsh scratch of chalk on the blackboard.
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The moment Bruce turned around, a smug grin on his face, the silence was broken by laughter. The entire class erupted into giggles, Bruce's confident smirk fading into a look of confusion.

He glanced at Mr. Watts, expecting a praise but met with a stern gaze instead.

"Mr. Shayne," Mr. Watts started, his voice filled with disappointment, "Who did your homework?"

The laughter died down, a heavy silence descending upon the class. Bruce hesitated, his gaze shifting from Mr. Watts to the class, then finally landing on me. I could see the realization dawn on his face.

He pointed a finger at me, his voice barely a whisper, "Nick did."

A gasp echoed through the class. All eyes were on me now. I could feel the heat rising to my face, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. I had hoped to remain unnoticed, blend into the background as I always did. But now, I was the center of attention.

Mr. Watts looked at me, his eyes piercing through my defenses. I saw disappointment there, a hint of anger, but also confusion. Why would I help Bruce, the jock who tormented me daily?

"Mr. Stein, Mr. Shayne, Principal Garth's office. Now," Mr. Watts ordered, pointing towards the door.

My heart pounded in my chest as I followed Bruce out of the classroom. The hallway was eerily quiet, the only sound being our footsteps echoing off the walls. We were headed to the principal's office, a place feared by every student.

Principal Garth was a stern, middle-aged man, known for his strict discipline and zero-tolerance policy. He had a sharp, angular face, his graying hair always neatly combed back. He was never one to scream or yell, but his icy calm demeanor was terrifying. The way he looked at you, as though he could see right through you, was enough to make anyone squirm.

[image: inside principal office]

As we entered his office, I felt a shiver run down my spine. The room smelled of old books and strong coffee, an almost comforting scent that was at odds with the fear gnawing at my insides. I swallowed hard, bracing myself for the inevitable. The day had just started, and it was already spiraling into disaster.

Despite everything, I couldn't help but marvel at the twisted irony of it all. I had been read a fortune of meeting my soulmate, of transformation and change, and yet, here I was, caught in the chaos of high school politics, facing detention for a deed I had no choice but to commit.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

PRINCIPAL GARTH'S OFFICE was a domain that carried an air of solemn authority. The scent of leather-bound books and rich mahogany filled the room. The large oak desk at the center was piled with papers and reports, and behind it sat Principal Garth. His icy blue eyes held a certain sternness that made me swallow nervously.

His gaze shifted between Bruce and me, the silence in the room stretching into eternity.

"Whose idea was it?" he asked finally, his voice steady and unwavering.

Bruce, who was standing tall and seemingly unaffected, shrugged nonchalantly.

"Nick wanted to help me 'correct' my homework," he lied smoothly. As he spoke, his gaze met mine. He subtly clenched his fist, a warning clear in his eyes. I felt my heart beat faster, fear gnawing at my insides.

Swallowing hard, I nodded in agreement.

"Yes, I wanted to help him," I echoed, my voice barely a whisper.

Principal Garth observed us, his brows furrowing slightly. He leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers. His gaze was penetrating, as if he could see through our lies.

"Bruce, you're suspended from football practice for a week," he said finally, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Bruce's face drained of color.
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"But football is my life," he protested, but Principal Garth just waved him off. With a defeated slump to his shoulders, Bruce left the room, leaving me alone with the principal.

As the door closed behind Bruce, a silence fell over the room, heavy and uncomfortable. Principal Garth's gaze was on me now, a mixture of disappointment and understanding in his eyes.

"Nick," he began, his voice softer now, "I know you're lying. Did Bruce bully you into doing his homework?"

His words hung in the air, an unspoken accusation, a plea for honesty. But fear had its icy grip around my heart. I glanced at the door, half-expecting Bruce to burst in any moment.

"No, he didn't," I found myself saying. "I really wanted to help him."

Principal Garth sighed heavily, running a hand through his hair. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk, his gaze never leaving mine.

"I'm disappointed, Nick," he said, his voice filled with regret.

"You have so much potential. You're a brilliant student, an exceptional artist, and yet you let someone like Bruce walk all over you."

His words stung. I could feel my cheeks burning, shame washing over me. But I said nothing, my eyes fixed on the mahogany desk, its polished surface reflecting my own disappointed face.

"If you refuse to tell the truth, I can't help you," Principal Garth continued, his voice holding a hint of sadness.

"You'll have to face the consequences. I can't protect you if you won't stand up for yourself."
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His words echoed in the silent room, a grim reminder of the harsh reality I was too afraid to face. I was stuck in this cycle of fear and helplessness, caught in the crosshairs of high school hierarchy.

Later that night, the comforting sound of my pencil sketching on the paper was my lifeline as the voices of my parents filtered into my room, an unpleasant cacophony to the otherwise tranquil evening. I tried to focus on the canvas before me, to drown out their bickering with the strokes of my pencil, to create a world where I was the emperor, the one in control.

The sketchbook before me was an escape, a window into a different realm. My pencil glided over the paper, breathing life into my imagination. The palace I was drawing was grand, extravagant - fit for an emperor. Tall spires, intricate arches, lush gardens - each stroke of my pencil added another detail to this dream-like structure.

I found myself imagining the feel of the ornate throne under my fingers, the warmth of the sun streaming in through the grand windows, the scent of roses from the royal gardens wafting in the air.

My mind wandered to the hustle and bustle within the palace, the courtiers in their elaborate attire, the musicians playing a melodious symphony. It was all so captivating, so far removed from the grim reality of my life.

But the harmony of my imaginary world was shattered by the voices of my parents, their argument growing louder. Their words were a blend of sharp accusations and defensive rebuttals, a dance they had perfected over the years.

My father, a devout preacher, stood firm in his belief in organized religion. My mother, on the other hand, was fascinated by the world of the esoteric, convinced that there was more to the universe than what met the eye.

"Dominic, it's not about casting spells or worshiping evil," my mother was saying, her voice pleading, "It's about understanding the energy of the universe, the connection we have with it."

"And I say that's blasphemy, Renee!" my father retorted, his voice filled with indignation, "Our faith in God, that's what connects us to the universe!"

Their voices echoed through the house, shattering the tranquility of my room. The palace I was sketching seemed to crumble under their raised voices, the imagined melodies replaced by the discord of their argument.

Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. I put my pencil down, standing up from my sketching desk. My heart pounded in my chest as I walked over to my door, pulling it open.

"Can you please just shut up!" I yelled, my voice cutting through their argument. I could hear my own words echoing in the silence that followed, the abruptness of my outburst shocking even me.

The silence stretched on, heavy and uncomfortable. I stood in my doorway, the echo of my yell hanging in the air, the palpable tension making me wish I could disappear into the sketch of my grand palace.

But I was stuck in this grim reality, trapped in a world where I was far from being an emperor.

The morning came with a heavy dread that hung over me like a thick blanket. As I walked into my first class of the day, the familiar rhythm of high school life seemed strangely out of sync. The chatter of my classmates, the shuffle of papers, the drone of the teacher—it all seemed distant, as if I was standing on the edge of it all, waiting for the inevitable.

The inevitability came in the form of Principal Garth's stern voice over the PA system, summoning me to his office. A chorus of "oooohhhhs" echoed around the room as I got up, my heart pounding in my chest. The sight of Bruce's smirking face was the only thing that matched my dread.

Principal Garth was waiting for me, his gaze stern, his posture rigid. There was a certain finality in his eyes that made my breath hitch

"Nick," he said, his voice steady, "I have no choice."

Then, he pulled out a pink skirt from his drawer, his expression unyielding.

"If you want to live this life, being bullied, then you'll have to face the consequences," he said, his tone final.

I stared at the skirt in disbelief, my mind struggling to comprehend his words. This was insane, utterly, absolutely insane. But Principal Garth's imposing presence, his stern gaze, and his unwavering conviction left no room for protest.

"Change into it," he ordered, his gaze not wavering from mine.

The world seemed to pause, the silence in the office overwhelming. The color of the skirt was a soft pink, a stark contrast to the severity of the situation. The fabric was soft to the touch, cool against my shaking hands.

With a heavy sigh, I took the skirt from him, my mind reeling with a mix of fear, embarrassment, and a strange sense of acceptance. This was happening. This was real. I was about to step out of the principal's office wearing a pink skirt.

I changed quickly, my hands shaking as I buttoned up my hoodie over the skirt. The skirt felt strange around my waist, the unfamiliar sensation of fabric brushing against my legs making me hyper-aware of my own vulnerability. But I had to do this. I had to face this, head-on.
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With a final glance at my jeans folded in my backpack, I stepped out of the principal's office. The world outside awaited me, ready to judge, ready to laugh.

Every step down the school hallway felt like a lifetime as the chatter ceased and heads turned in my direction. The air was charged with an anticipation that prickled at my skin, and I could feel my heart pounding a loud, erratic rhythm in my chest.

A wave of laughter rolled down the hall, threatening to drown me, to pull me under and extinguish the strange sense of resolve I had kindled within me.

Yet, as I forced myself to keep walking, to meet their laughs with an unwavering gaze, something unexpected happened. A chorus of gasps and whispers erupted from a cluster of girls, their eyes wide as they took in my pink skirt.

"Cute skirt, oh my god!" one of them exclaimed, her words making the corners of my lips twitch upward in a small, incredulous smile.

Even the cheerleaders, the epitome of high school popularity, cast admiring glances my way. Their words of approval, laced with genuine surprise, were a balm to my jangled nerves. But their admiration did little to prepare me for the storm waiting for me in my classroom.

My classmates erupted into laughter as I stepped into the room, their faces a mask of shock and amusement. Bruce's laughter was the loudest, his gaze gleeful as he drank in the sight of me in a pink skirt. I felt a blush creeping up my neck, the familiar sting of embarrassment clawing at my insides.

And then there was Mr. Watts, the surprise on his face quickly morphing into confusion.
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"What the hell are you wearing, Nick?" he asked, his gaze stern. The laughter in the room seemed to amplify at his words, ringing loud and clear in my ears.

"It's...uh...it's my punishment, sir," I explained, my voice steadier than I expected it to be, "I was told to change into it during detention."

Silence filled the room, a heavy, oppressive silence that seemed to wrap around me like a shroud. I could feel their eyes on me, their gazes ranging from amused to puzzled to genuinely curious.

I forced myself to meet their stares, to stand tall despite the flush that painted my cheeks a deep shade of red.

As the day wore on, the whispers and laughter followed me like a shadow, a constant reminder of the choice I had made. But amidst the embarrassment and fear, there was a strange sense of liberation. It was as if by donning the pink skirt, I had freed myself from the shackles of their expectations and prejudices.

The cafeteria buzzed with life as I entered, the clatter of trays and the murmur of conversation echoing in the large room. The smell of overcooked vegetables and stale pizza wafted through the air, mingling with the more pleasant scent of fresh apples and oranges. I could taste the bitterness of fear in the back of my throat as my eyes locked onto Bruce, his threatening gaze fixed on me.

"Serves you right," he snarled as I walked past his table, his voice carrying over the noise. His words hit me like a slap to the face, the injustice of his blame leaving a sour taste in my mouth.

I had done nothing wrong, it was all Bruce's fault, and yet he seemed determined to make my life miserable.

"Because of you, I don't get to play football," he continued, his words gaining the attention of everyone around us. The anticipation in the room was palpable, the taste of impending conflict heavy in the air.

He stepped closer, his hand reaching out to grab my collar. His fingers were like iron, cold and unyielding against the fabric of my shirt. I could see the fury in his eyes, the same fury that had led him to bully me in the first place.

The crowd egged us on, their voices a chaotic symphony of cheers and taunts. My heart pounded in my chest, adrenaline coursing through my veins. I was trapped, like a deer in headlights, waiting for the inevitable collision.

But just as Bruce was about to land a punch, Principal Garth swept into the cafeteria, his authoritative figure cutting through the crowd like a knife. He pulled me away from Bruce with a force that left me stumbling, his grip firm on my arm.

"Mr. Shayne!" he addressed Bruce sternly, "I would like to see your parents first thing in the morning!" His words hung in the air, heavy with the threat of serious repercussions. Bruce's face paled, his eyes wide with surprise.

Suddenly, Principal Garth was steering me towards his office again. My heart pounded in my ears, the taste of fear sour in my mouth. His grip on my arm was unyielding, his presence radiating authority and determination.

As I was guided through the hallway, the scent of polished wood and old books grew stronger. The familiar stern countenance of Principal Garth filled my vision, his stern eyes boring into mine. I was going back to the place where this all started, where my life took a turn I could never have predicted.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

AS PRINCIPAL GARTH ushered me into his office, his grip around my arm finally lessened. The room was as stern and unyielding as he was, the scent of old books and polished mahogany still pungent. The only difference this time was the softness in his eyes, a vulnerability that felt out of place on his usually stern features.

To my surprise, I saw a sheen of moisture gathering in his eyes, the corners crinkling slightly. It was like staring at a mirage in a desert—so surprising and uncharacteristic. His chest rose and fell with heavy breaths, as though he was fighting an internal battle. His voice, when he finally spoke, was tinged with frustration.

"Why aren't you fighting back? Why are you like this?" he asked, his words hitting me harder than any of Bruce's punches ever could. His gaze bore into mine, searching for answers I wasn't even sure I had.

"I-I don't know," I stammered, "I'm just scared." My words hung heavy in the room, the admission of my fear seeming to echo off the walls. I could taste the saltiness of my own tears, suddenly feeling small and vulnerable under his penetrating gaze.

To my surprise, Principal Garth looked even more upset than before. His jaw clenched as he fought back his own emotions.

"I'm sorry... this is all my fault," he muttered, his voice barely a whisper.

"I shouldn't have made you wear that skirt."

His words washed over me like a wave, leaving me numb and disoriented. I could hear the regret in his voice, the guilt that seemed to weigh heavily on his shoulders. He was blaming himself for the humiliation I had endured, and it broke my heart.

"I want you to change into your jeans," he continued, gesturing towards my backpack, "and then go home early. You need rest."

I nodded, barely trusting myself to speak. As I changed back into my jeans, the soft fabric felt like a comforting touch against my skin.
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Once I was dressed, I turned back to Principal Garth, his eyes still reflecting a deep-seated regret.

Stepping outside the office, I felt the cool air hit my face, a refreshing contrast to the stuffy interior. The hallway seemed quieter, the energy subdued.

As I walked towards the exit, I realized that amidst the whirlwind of events, amidst the fear and humiliation, I had found an unexpected ally in Principal Garth. And for the first time that day, I felt a glimmer of hope.

As I stepped outside the school building, the afternoon sun was a soft caress against my skin. I adjusted the straps of my backpack and began my walk home, the gravel crunching under my shoes in a soothing rhythm. The sound of chirping birds filled the air, their melodious tunes bringing an unexpected sense of calm.

I felt different, as if a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. My heart was lighter, and for the first time in a long while, I felt special. I was accustomed to being the forgotten one at home—the neglected son, the overlooked brother.

My parents hardly doted on me, always too engrossed in their own world of conflicting beliefs. My brother, the golden boy, never missed an opportunity to rub in the fact that he was the favored one.

But today, something had shifted. Principal Garth's tear-filled eyes flashed in my mind, and my heart fluttered. He had shown me a level of care that I had never received from anyone else. And though it was borne out of an unfortunate incident, it felt incredibly special.

The scent of blooming flowers wafted through the air, a sweet fragrance that made my walk home more pleasant. I pulled out the sketch I had made the previous night, the image of the Emperor still as imposing as ever.

A sense of wonder filled me as I traced the lines I had drawn, the intricate details that made up the powerful figure.

Was Principal Garth the Emperor my mom had predicted? It made sense—he was authoritative, demanding obedience just like the Emperor. But then again, he had also shown me kindness, had apologized for the way things had turned out, and had gone as far as tearing up. He had been firm, yes, but also gentle in his own way.

My thoughts were a whirlwind, a confusing mix of apprehension and excitement. The flavor of uncertainty lingered on my tongue, yet it was not entirely unpleasant. I was intrigued by this new turn of events, by this unexpected connection between my life and the tarot card prediction.

As I reached home, I paused at the door, looking back at the path I had walked. I had a long way to go. But at that moment, I wasn't scared anymore. I was ready to face whatever lay ahead.

Days passed in a blur after that episode. Three days, to be exact. Bruce had been suspended for a week, leaving me to navigate through the labyrinth of high school on my own. The silence that hung around me felt deafening.

Yes, there was peace, but it was a hollow kind of tranquility that made me feel even more lonely than before.

I walked the familiar hallways of the school, my footsteps echoing off the walls in an empty rhythm. The laughter and whispers that used to follow me were now replaced with an unsettling quiet. It was as if I had turned invisible, my existence fading into the background.

The classrooms felt larger, emptier without the looming presence of Bruce. My classmates were wrapped in their own worlds, hardly acknowledging my presence. The teachers droned on, their voices a monotonous hum that did nothing to break my bubble of isolation.

My days were characterized by a constant yearning for something to happen, anything that would break the monotony. I missed the adrenaline rush, the thrill of unpredictability. I missed the odd sense of satisfaction that came from standing up to Bruce, however futile it may have been.

Principal Garth's image flashed in my mind often. His stern eyes, the way his voice had cracked when he spoke to me. He was like a puzzle I couldn't solve, a mystery I couldn't unravel. And for some reason, I found that intriguing.

I found myself sketching him from memory during class, his imposing figure taking shape on the paper. The lines of his face, the curve of his lips—I was fascinated by them all.

Each stroke of my pencil brought me closer to understanding him, to deciphering the complex persona he presented.

I could almost smell the scent of his office, the mix of old books and fresh ink. I could hear the authoritative tone in his voice, could feel the warmth in his gaze. It was these little details that brought my sketch to life, that made him seem real and tangible.

Yet, with each passing day, I felt a gnawing void grow within me. It was as though a part of me had been left in that office, in the company of Principal Garth.

The memory of his tear-filled eyes haunted me, filled me with a sense of guilt and concern. I longed to see him, to assure myself that he was okay. But the distance between us felt like a chasm too wide to cross.

It was ironic, really. For years, I had wished to be left alone, to escape from the relentless bullying. But now, the silence felt worse. The absence of conversation, the lack of human connection—it was suffocating.
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It was another morning, another day of silence, when I found myself looking for an escape, a way to feel again, to exist. My wandering feet led me to my mother's wardrobe. It was a sanctuary of her past, a treasure chest of memories.

As I rifled through the neatly folded clothes, my hand brushed against a soft fabric. Pulling it out, I held up an old schoolgirl uniform, the once vibrant blue now faded to a softer hue. It was an artifact from a different time, a symbol of my mother's youth. I held the uniform in my hands, feeling its worn-out fabric against my skin. The skirt was pleated, the top button-down with a cute little tie. It was quaint, traditional, and for some reason, intriguing.

Before I knew it, the uniform was in my bag, neatly folded and hidden under my sketchbooks. I felt a weird sense of anticipation, a wild thrill running through my veins. The idea was ridiculous, absurd even. Yet, the prospect of it was intoxicating.

The next day, I found myself in the men's bathroom at school, the uniform clutched in my hands. The tiles were cold under my feet, the fluorescent lights casting an unflattering glow on my skin. I looked at myself in the mirror, my usual hoodie and jeans replaced by the uniform.

The skirt felt soft against my legs, its fabric brushing against my skin as I moved. The blouse was a bit tight around the chest, but it fit. I looked at myself, the mirror reflecting a sight I had never imagined.

It was strange, unfamiliar, and yet, it felt liberating. I felt a sudden surge of power, an inexplicable euphoria. It was like stepping into a different role, like playing a character.

I ran my fingers through my hair, pulling it into a makeshift bun. My acne-laden face looked odd under the feminine attire, but it didn't matter.

As I walked out of the bathroom, I felt the air shift around me. The skirt swished with my movements, the fabric rubbing against my legs. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet, I was exhilarated. It was the thrill of doing something outrageous, of breaking norms and pushing boundaries.

My heart pounded in my chest as I entered the hallway. The silence broke as murmurs filled the air, eyes widened, and laughter echoed. I was the center of attention, the hot topic of the day. It was overwhelming, unnerving, and yet, it was the most alive I had felt in days.
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I held my head high, my steps confident. I was no longer the bullied, invisible Nick. I was the empress, the princess. I was powerful, fierce, and untamed.

The laughter, the teasing, the snide comments, they all washed over me. I was invincible, a force to reckon with. And even though the attention was negative, even though people were laughing at me, I was there. I was seen. And for the first time in days, I felt like I existed.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE SHRILL SOUND of my name echoing in the hallway broke me out of my reverie. I turned to see Principal Garth striding toward me, his usually composed face a mask of confusion and concern. His tailored suit was a stark contrast to my secondhand uniform, and suddenly, I felt small.

"What on earth are you doing?" His words pierced through the laughter and whispers that had filled the air. His eyes bore into mine, seeking an explanation, a reason, something to make sense of my unexpected transformation.

Despite the shock and concern on his face, a strange satisfaction washed over me. He had noticed me. I was no longer a face in the crowd. I mattered. The irony wasn't lost on me. I had to wear a skirt to be seen, to be acknowledged. But the feeling was too intoxicating to let go.

"I... I don't know," I stammered, my voice barely a whisper. I looked at him, seeing the same stern face that had sent chills down my spine just days ago. But this time, I wasn't afraid. I was exhilarated. I was seen. I was noticed.

"When you made me wear that skirt," I continued, my voice steadier now, "I felt seen. I felt like I existed. I didn't feel like a random loser. I felt... different, in a good way."

My words hung in the air, raw and honest. His eyes softened as he processed what I said. He seemed taken aback, as if he didn't expect such honesty. But there was something else in his gaze – a glimmer of admiration.

"Does your family know about this?" His voice was gentler now, his stern demeanor replaced with concern. It was a fair question. After all, my sudden transformation was drastic, swift, radical even.

"No," I admitted, "I stole this from my mom's closet and wore it in the bathroom earlier."

His eyes widened slightly, surprise etched on his features. But there was no judgment, no disgust, only surprise, and a hint of understanding.
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"Come to my office tomorrow," he said after a long pause. His voice was firm, yet devoid of any anger or disappointment. His eyes bore into mine, their stern gaze replaced with an odd mix of pity and respect.

And at that moment, I knew that he saw me. He saw the person behind the uniform, behind the act. He saw me.

As he walked away, the laughter and whispers resumed, filling the hallway once again. But it didn't matter anymore. I turned to face the crowd, the skirt of my uniform swishing around my legs.

I felt the cool fabric against my skin, the light tugging at my makeshift bun. I tasted the sweet, intoxicating thrill of attention, of power, of existence. I heard the whispers, the laughter, the mockery. I saw the surprised, amused, and bewildered faces around me.

I was no longer Nick Stein, the random loser. I was no longer invisible, unheard, unseen. I was the empress, the princess, the emperor. I was strong, brave, unapologetic.

I was me.

The next day, when I walked into the principal's office, a flurry of emotions swirled within me. A peculiar mix of fear, curiosity, and excitement fluttered in my stomach. There was a sense of anticipation as I sat on the chair, my heart pounding against my ribcage.

To my surprise, Principal Garth wheeled out a small luggage case. It was plain, somewhat worn out. But it was what lay inside that caught my breath. An array of dresses, lingerie, and neatly stacked boxes of what I presumed were cold wax strips stared back at me.

"If you want to be seen, you have to do it the right way," he said, his voice carrying a touch of tenderness. The sentence hung in the air between us, like a question waiting to be answered. I glanced back at him, my eyebrows furrowed in confusion.

"What do you mean?" I finally managed to ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

His eyes held a soft gleam as he looked at me. He seemed to be reminiscing about something distant, yet close to his heart.

"You have to look pretty for it," he replied, his eyes not leaving mine. His words seemed to fill the room, echoing in the silence.

And then, he told me his story.

His wife was a transgender woman who had passed away due to lung cancer. As he recounted their journey, his love and adoration for her was palpable. He shared tales of her transition, their shared joys and struggles, the lessons they had learned. I listened, captivated by the love story that unfolded before me.

He shared his grief, his loneliness, his fond memories of his late wife. He spoke of her courage, her resilience, her beauty. And in doing so, he painted a picture of a woman who had found her identity, her place in the world, despite all odds.

The luggage, he explained, was her last gift. A memento of their shared journey, a treasure chest of her life's transformation.

“Lift your jeans, please,” he requested.

Fear gripped me as he picked up a wax strip. The coldness as he pressed it against my leg.

"I'm scared," I admitted, my voice barely a whisper. The words echoed around the room, reverberating against the walls.

"Don't be," he reassured me, his voice calm and steady. There was a strange sense of comfort in his words, a soothing warmth that lulled my fears. I closed my eyes, the sound of his voice my only anchor in the storm of my emotions.

When I finally dared to lift my gaze, I saw him looking at my legs. His fingers traced the smooth skin, his touch surprisingly gentle. The sensation sent shivers up my spine. My legs felt different—smoother, softer.

"I think it's best if you change into the skirt," he suggested, the statement hanging in the air like an unexpected, yet gentle, breeze.

His suggestion caught me off-guard. I looked down at the uniform lying neatly folded on the table, the soft pink fabric inviting, almost beckoning. It was unlike anything I'd ever worn before, but oddly, it felt right.

I nodded, my heart thumping against my ribcage, and took the uniform into the restroom. There was a bizarre sense of freedom as I traded my jeans for the pink schoolgirl skirt.

The fabric was soft against my freshly waxed skin, the pleats cool and comfortable. As I looked at myself in the mirror, there was a newfound sense of belonging. I felt like I was finally embracing a part of myself that I'd always ignored.

Emerging from the restroom, I found Principal Garth waiting, wax strips in hand. He instructed me to sit on the chair, explaining that schoolgirls were often hairless, and if I wanted to be seen, I needed to look the part.

He was patient, his hands working meticulously, waxing the rest of my legs. His touch was tender, his movements assured.

He took his time, his actions methodical, ensuring that every hair was removed. The waxing was painful, but the pain was bearable. With every strip he pulled, I felt lighter, freer, my skin becoming smoother. The sensation was odd, and yet oddly satisfying.
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When he had finished waxing my legs, he moved on to my face. His touch was gentle as he applied the wax, the sensation slightly burning, but tolerable.

"Don't worry, I had acne before too. It will disappear in your 20s," he said, his voice soothing. His words were like a balm, easing the sting of the wax and the sting of years of insecurity about my acne.

With each strip, the roughness of my face was replaced with a tender softness. I touched my face, amazed at how smooth it was.

As I watched him clean the remaining wax off my skin, I felt a sense of admiration for him. He was helping me, caring for me, in ways no one else had. In his presence, I felt seen, heard, understood.

We didn't speak much as he continued waxing the rest of my body. The room was filled with a serene silence, the occasional rustle of wax strips the only sound breaking the tranquility. The process was oddly therapeutic, a cathartic release from years of insecurities and self-doubt.

By the time he finished, I felt transformed. My skin was smooth and soft, my body hairless. I looked at myself in the mirror, seeing not just a schoolgirl, but an entirely new version of myself.

And for the first time, I felt cared for, truly cared for. It was not the care of a family member or a friend, but of someone who saw me, truly saw me, for who I was and who I wanted to be.

Moments later, the silence that hung between us was deafening. My heart pounded in my chest like a trapped bird flapping against the bars of its cage.

Principal Garth's hand brushed against the strands of my hair, tucking them behind my ear with a tenderness I wasn't used to. His touch was warm, unexpectedly soft, and it sent a shiver down my spine. The air around us buzzed with a tension that left me feeling both exhilarated and terrified.

His fingers brushed against the edge of my ear, his touch feather-light yet firm. My skin tingled where he had touched, his warmth seeping into me.

There was a look in his eyes that I couldn't quite decipher, an intensity that was overwhelming. It was as if he saw something in me that I hadn't yet realized. I could feel the weight of his gaze, my heart pounding even louder, the noise deafening in the silence of his office.

Then, he pulled out a small bag from his drawer. It was a simple black velvet pouch, unassuming in its appearance. As he unzipped it, an array of makeup spilled out onto his desk—lipsticks in various shades, mascara, blush, eyeliners.
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It was a feast for the eyes, the colors vibrant and mesmerizing. He handed it to me, his eyes soft and understanding.

"This is your homework," he said, his voice soft, "I know you are artistic, you will figure it out quickly."

My hand shook as I reached out to take the pouch from him. The texture of the velvet was soft under my fingertips, a stark contrast to the rough callouses on his hand. His fingers brushed against mine as I took the pouch, the brief contact sending another shiver down my spine.

"Nick," he continued, his voice low and soothing, "If Bruce bullies you, just tell me. I'll protect you from whoever." The promise in his words felt like a shield, a beacon of safety in the tempest that was high school.

I was overcome with a wave of gratitude, my eyes stinging with unshed tears. I had never felt this kind of protection before, this sense of being cared for.

As I walked out of his office, the pouch of makeup weighing heavy in my backpack, I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of peace.

Principal Garth's words echoed in my head, a mantra that gave me the strength to face the world. I was no longer just Nick Stein, the invisible kid, but someone who had the potential to be something more.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

BATHED IN THE FAINT, warm glow of my room's overhead lamp, I sat before my mirror, surrounded by the treasures of the black velvet pouch. A wave of anticipation washed over me as I reached for the first tool of my transformation: a tube of concealer.

My fingers trembled as I unscrewed the cap and applied a dot to my index finger. I inspected the mound of off-white cream with trepidation, my heart pounding in my chest.

I'd watched the videos, committed the tutorials to memory, but this was the first time I'd actually tried to cover my acne. The journey from my finger to my face felt like a marathon. I could feel the cool, slick texture of the cream as I began to dab it on my pimples, wincing slightly as I felt the sensitive areas.

The concealer was cold against my skin, a refreshing contrast to the heat that was radiating off of me. It had a strange smell, not unpleasant but foreign.

It reminded me of Principal Garth's office, a faint scent of roses and lavender that seemed to permeate every product. It was a comforting scent, reminding me that I was not alone in this journey.

With every dab of the concealer, I could see my blemishes disappearing, replaced by a flawless canvas. My reflection in the mirror began to morph, changing into someone I hardly recognized. It was as if I was peeling back the layers of the old Nick, revealing a new and improved version. A version that was more confident, more radiant, more...me.

Next, I picked up a compact of foundation, its case cool and smooth against my palm. The puff inside was soft and fluffy, tickling my fingers as I picked it up. I could feel the smooth powder on my skin as I started to apply it, brushing it all over my face in light, even strokes. It was as if I was painting, but this time, I was the canvas.

The transformation was subtle, yet powerful. I could see my skin becoming smoother, more even. The feeling was exhilarating, a surge of confidence blooming within me. The foundation felt light on my skin, a barely-there layer that seemed to breathe new life into me.

Next came the blush. The blush was a vibrant, rosy pink that looked intimidating in its compact. However, when applied, it gave my cheeks a natural, flushed look.

It felt silky on my skin, adding a youthful glow that I hadn't seen before. The process was oddly therapeutic, each stroke of the brush making me feel more alive.

The mascara came next, a daunting challenge that I had been dreading. My hand shook as I unscrewed the cap, the brush looking like a miniature torture device. However, as I applied it, I realized that it wasn't as scary as I thought.

With every stroke, my lashes seemed to grow longer, more voluminous. The effect was dramatic, my eyes appearing larger and brighter.

The last step was the lipstick. The tube was sleek and elegant, the color a muted pink that matched my blush. As I applied it, I could feel the velvety texture gliding over my lips. The color was beautiful, adding a pop of color that brightened my entire face.

As I looked at my reflection, I could hardly recognize the person staring back at me. I was no longer the insecure boy who hid behind his sketchbook. I was bold, confident, beautiful.

[image: ]

The transformation was magical, a metamorphosis that left me breathless. I felt like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon, ready to spread its wings and take flight.

My heart pounded in my chest as I thought about Principal Garth.

Would he like my transformation?

Monday morning arrived with a sense of anticipation that tingled through my veins like an electric current. It was a familiar routine: wake up, dress up, eat breakfast.

But this time, things were different. I was different. I was not just Nick Stein, the ordinary high school boy. I was the Nick Stein, the high school boy who dared to wear a schoolgirl uniform.

Bruce was back in school after his week-long suspension. His usual aura of arrogance and dominance seemed somewhat tempered, subdued. He was quieter, his eyes flitting around the room nervously. His gaze landed on me, lingered for a moment too long before quickly looking away.

It was strange, Bruce ignoring me. The hallways of the school, once a battleground, now felt oddly peaceful. I caught him sneaking glances at me several times throughout the day, his eyes wide and curious. But he said nothing, did nothing. It was as if he was a different person.

I couldn't help but wonder, had Bruce changed after the suspension?

Was he avoiding trouble?

Or was it something else?

As these thoughts swirled in my mind, I felt a sense of odd tranquility. His silent acceptance, his quiet admiration, it felt oddly satisfying.

After school, I found myself in Principal Garth's office. The familiar scent of roses and lavender filled my senses, grounding me. I felt a rush of anticipation, a flutter of nervous energy as I waited for his arrival.

"Nick," his voice boomed as he entered, his eyes wide with surprise, "You look...wow, you're so gorgeous." His words, though unexpected, sent a rush of warmth through me. My cheeks flushed as I thanked him, the compliment settling comfortably in my heart.

"You should grow your hair longer," he continued, his gaze sweeping over me. I nodded, filing away his advice for later. He then went to his drawer, retrieving another bag. It was larger this time, bulging with contents that had my heart pounding in my chest.

Inside were several pieces of lingerie. Delicate lace, soft satin, intricate embroidery. The textures felt extravagant, luxurious. I had never worn anything like it before. The idea was daunting, the prospect of donning such intimate apparel made me nervous.

Seeing my hesitation, he explained, "You need to wear them to feel it from the inside. To shine brighter on the outside." His words, though comforting, did little to quell my nerves. But I trusted him. I trusted his judgment, his guidance.

The lingerie felt soft against my skin, the lace tickling my thighs, the satin cool against my bare back. It was different, uncomfortable yet intriguing. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, a wild rhythm that echoed through the silent office.

Inside Principal Garth's bathroom, I was greeted by the sight of a full-length mirror, its silvery surface reflecting my image back at me. The pink lacy lingerie I wore seemed to glow under the soft bathroom lights.

I stared at my reflection, feeling an odd combination of nerves and excitement. The lingerie was beautiful, the lace hugging my body, the satin ribbons giving it a touch of whimsical femininity.

Principal Garth's touch surprised me. I hadn't heard him enter, lost in my reflection. His hand was warm against my shoulder, his fingers gently kneading the tense muscles.
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"Wow, stunning," he said, his voice filled with appreciation.

His praise warmed me from the inside, a spreading sensation that settled comfortably in my stomach. I could feel a stirring within me, an arousal that was both unfamiliar and terrifying. I could feel myself harden against the fabric of the lacy panties, my body reacting to the intimate situation I found myself in.

Embarrassingly, he noticed my arousal. It was impossible to hide, the thin lace doing nothing to conceal the bulge. But he said nothing, his touch never faltering and the look in his eyes seeming like they were lit for a bonfire.

I was a virgin, inexperienced in these matters. The situation was overwhelming, my arousal and anxiety warring within me.

In a rush, I pulled the schoolgirl uniform on over the lingerie. The pleated skirt felt cool against my legs, the blouse soft against my chest. As I buttoned up the blouse, I could still feel the lace of the bra underneath, an intimate reminder of what I wore beneath.

"Sorry," I said, my voice shaky, "this is too much." I couldn't meet his eyes, couldn't see the reaction on his face. I was embarrassed, unsure of how he'd react.

Without waiting for a response, I fled. I rushed out of his office, the door closing behind me with a soft click. My heart pounded in my chest, a wild rhythm that echoed the chaos in my mind.

In the hallway, I almost ran into Bruce. His eyes widened in surprise, taking in my disheveled appearance. My makeup was flawless, despite my earlier panic, my hair in a disarray around my face.

But it was the peak of the pink lacy bra from underneath my blouse that had him shocked.

Bruce's eyes flicked towards the door of the principal's office, realization dawning on him. He didn't say anything, simply staring at me in shock. It was a strange sight, Bruce the bully rendered speechless.

A week had passed since that shocking encounter in the hallway. I was in my bedroom, my sanctuary amidst the chaos, my heartbeat pulsing in my ears. Fear gnawed at my insides, stoked by the incessant 'what ifs'.

What if Bruce had spilled the beans?

What if the school was already humming with rumors, fueled by his twisted retelling of the scene?

Bruce. The mention of his name alone was enough to sour the taste in my mouth. Over the years, he'd become a master at undermining me, his manipulative games as routine as the ticking of a clock.

Now, I was terrified that he might use our latest encounter as ammunition for his next attack.

The creaking of the door interrupted my frantic thoughts. My mother was standing there, her eyes soft, her expression a curious mix of concern and understanding.

"Is there something you're not telling me...?" she asked, her voice gentle, inviting me to share the burden of my secrets.

“Don’t try to lie, my cards are always right,” she added.
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Her simple question broke the dam. The words tumbled out in a rush, the week's stress flooding out in a gush of confessions.

"I've been dressing up as a girl in school," I confessed, the words hanging heavy in the air.

For a moment, there was silence. Then my mother chuckled, a sound so soft I almost missed it.

"I know, sweetheart," she said, a playful glint in her eyes.

"You're terrible at fully removing your eyeliner and you didn’t fold my old uniform properly when you returned it in my closet."

It took me a moment to register her words.

My mother knew?

Had known all along?

The realization left me breathless. Relief washed over me, a cooling balm to my raw nerves.

She extended her arms towards me, an offer of comfort. I fell into her embrace, my body shaking with the aftershocks of my confession. She held me tight, her arms strong around me, her heartbeat steady against my ear.

"Are you transgender?" she asked, her voice barely more than a whisper. I pulled back, her gaze meeting mine.

"I don't know," I admitted, my voice shaking.

"I really don't know, mom."

"Shh, it's okay," she comforted, her hand gently stroking my hair.

"We can figure this out together. I'll take you to see a doctor, okay?"

"But what if dad finds out?" I asked, the question hanging heavy between us. She sighed, a soft sound of frustration.

"Stop worrying about your father," she said, her voice firm.

"You're my baby. You'll always be my baby. And if he tries to stop you from being who you are, well... I'll hex him."

I laughed, despite my anxiety. It was so like my mother to throw her beliefs into the mix, her faith in the occult a long-standing facet of her personality. We laughed together, the tension in the room dissolving into a blackhole.

“Just so you know, when I was pregnant with you, I’ve always wanted a baby girl. I wonder if that means anything,” she added.

I could feel the tears prick at the corners of my eyes. They rolled down my cheeks, drops of relief and acceptance. My mother wiped them away, her touch gentle and reassuring.

That night, she tucked me into bed, her gentle humming filling the room. I could smell the faint scent of her perfume, a soothing blend of lavender and vanilla.

It felt as if a huge weight had been lifted off my chest. For the first time in weeks, I felt genuinely at peace. I was validated, not just by my mother's words, but by her acceptance of me.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS had passed since that life-changing discussion with my mother. I was Nick no longer. I was Nikki. The name felt like a second skin, more comfortable, more authentic than the one I'd worn for so many years.

I was on hormones now, the small white pills a physical manifestation of my transition. I was transgender and my family... well, they were trying to come to terms with it.

My mother was a rock, steadfast and supportive. My brother, surprisingly, had been understanding too. He had even taken me to get hair extensions, his treat. I smiled at the memory, my fingers running through the chestnut locks that now fell to my waist. I was touched by his gesture, his acceptance was more than I could have asked for.

And my father... Well, my father was a pastor, his beliefs rooted in scripture. But his love for me was stronger than any text, any sermon. He was having a hard time, yes, but he was trying. His way of coping was through control, strict rules and curfews now that I was a girl. But I understood, I was his daughter after all.

The dawn of Monday brought with it an air of excitement. My reflection stared back at me from the mirror of my new dresser, a thoughtful gift from my father.
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My room had undergone a transformation, just like me. It was now a sanctuary of femininity, painted in hues of pink and cream.

I studied my reflection, the person I saw was different, yet the same. The hormones hadn't changed me much physically yet apart from my acne that seemed to calm down, but inside, they were weaving magic. There was a softness, a kind of tranquility that had begun to seep into my soul. I felt more in tune with myself, more at peace with my identity.

My hands lingered over my new school uniform, the fabric smooth against my fingers. It was a simple ensemble: a checkered red skirt and a white blouse. But to me, it was more than just clothes. It was a symbol of my new life, my new identity.

I dressed with care, paying attention to every button, every fold. The skirt swished around my knees, the blouse hugged my body in all the right places. My long hair cascaded down my back, the extensions blending perfectly with my natural hair.

The day was beautiful, the sun painting the sky in hues of orange and gold. I could smell the freshness of the morning, the dew on the grass, the lingering scent of my mother's pancakes from the kitchen. My heart was pounding in my chest, each beat a testament to my anxiety, my anticipation.

Today was my debut.

I could taste the sweetness of my strawberry lip balm as I swiped it over my lips, the final touch to my makeup. I was still getting used to it, the subtle art of enhancing one's features. I was no expert, but I was learning, improving with each passing day.

Moments later, I took a deep breath as I climbed up the steps of the school bus. The familiar squeak of the rubber on the steps echoed in the hushed silence. As I stepped onto the aisle, a collective gasp followed by whispers filled the bus.

"Wow, Nick, you look like a real girl," one of the girls, Jenna, blurted out, her eyes wide. Her words hung in the air, a ringing validation of my new persona.

I flashed a shy smile, feeling a rush of euphoria.

"Thanks, Jenna," I replied. I was Nikki now, but I wasn't expecting people to adjust as quickly as I had.

A throng of girls surrounded me, their hands reaching out to touch my hair extensions.

"It's so pretty. Where did you get it?" Jessica, one of the cheerleaders, asked, her voice filled with genuine curiosity.

"My brother bought it for me," I replied, a sense of pride filling me. It felt good, being accepted by the girls who I had once looked at from afar.

Looking around, I noticed the bus had filled up quickly. There was just one vacant seat, right beside Bruce. His eyes were fixed on me, a mix of shock and... was that curiosity?

I took a moment to compose myself, smoothing my skirt, adjusting my blouse, before making my way towards him.

Sitting down, the familiar scent of his aftershave filled my nostrils, a musky blend of cedar and citrus. I could feel his body heat radiating off him, seeping through the thin fabric of my blouse.

"Hey Bruce," I said, my voice surprisingly steady.

He remained silent, his gaze focused on the window. His silence was unnerving. But it was also somewhat familiar, the same stony silence he often displayed in class.

Trying to break the silence, I launched into a trivial conversation about our History homework. Bruce remained silent, the occasional nod his only response.

Just when I was about to give up, his voice cut through the chatter of the bus.

"Meet me on the football field during lunch," he said, his tone authoritative, demanding almost.

I blinked in surprise, the suddenness of his words catching me off guard. I didn't expect him to acknowledge me, much less request a meeting. But there was a familiar undercurrent in his words, the same Bruce-like confidence that I was used to.

I nodded, a soft "Sure," escaping my lips. I could feel a pang of anticipation, mixed with a hint of fear. I didn't know what to expect from our meeting, but I knew it was a step in the right direction.

For the rest of the bus ride, my mind was a whirl of thoughts.

Was Bruce going to be accepting?

Was he going to make fun of me?

The questions tumbled one after the other, leaving me restless.

But amidst the chaos of my thoughts, there was a sliver of happiness. Happiness at the familiar conversation, happiness at being acknowledged.

And maybe, just maybe, a bit of happiness at being accepted as Nikki. As myself.

As the bus pulled into the school parking lot, I gathered my bag, smoothed my skirt and stood up. The familiar chatter of my classmates filled the air, their voices a soothing balm to my nerves. I took a moment to steady myself, my heart pounding in my chest, my palms sweaty.
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Throughout the morning classes, I noticed Bruce glancing in my direction. It was as if he couldn't help but study this new version of me. Each time I'd catch him, he'd look away quickly, but there was something different about his gaze.

It was soft, less harsh than the typical Bruce-stare I was used to. It left my mind racing, thoughts bouncing off the walls of my mind like a chaotic ping pong match.

When the lunch bell finally rang, a wave of nervous anticipation washed over me. I made my way to the football field, my heels clicking rhythmically against the concrete. The early afternoon sun cast long shadows across the field, and I could make out Bruce's figure under the bleachers.

As I neared, I noticed a picnic mat spread out on the ground, and my eyebrows shot up in surprise. He sat there, looking oddly out of place with the mat and a packed lunch by his side.

"Sit down," he said, patting the spot beside him. There was a gentleness in his voice that took me aback. I complied, lowering myself onto the mat and smoothing out my skirt under me.

I watched him in disbelief as he started to unpack the lunch, laying out sandwiches and a bottle of juice. His actions were so out of character it was disorienting, but at the same time, it was comforting.

"Why are you doing this?" I asked, looking at him, our eyes meeting for the first time since I sat down. He shrugged, a faint smile dancing on his lips.

"Just thought I'd invite you here," he replied, avoiding my gaze.

There was an awkward silence, the usual bravado missing from Bruce's demeanor. His eyes roamed my face, a soft intensity in them that I couldn't comprehend. Finally, his gaze settled on mine, his eyes flickering with a question.

"What were you doing in Principal Garth's office that afternoon?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. The question hit me like a brick. It was unexpected, and yet I should have seen it coming.

I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing to come up with a plausible answer. I wasn't ready to reveal my secret. I wasn't ready to cause a scandal. So, I lied.

"I was doing detention time, cleaning his office," I said, keeping my gaze steady.

"I don't believe you," he responded quickly, his tone stern.
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"I don't want you to ever go to his office after school again, do you hear me?" His sudden command surprised me. I could see the worry in his eyes, the protectiveness, but I couldn't understand why.

"What's wrong with you?" I retorted, frustration creeping into my voice. I didn't need his protection. I didn't ask for it.

Without another word, Bruce rose from the mat, leaving the uneaten lunch behind. I watched as he walked away, a strange sense of unease settling within me.

What was he thinking?

Why did he react like that?

The rest of the day went by in a blur, Bruce's words echoing in my mind. I was left with more questions than answers, the mystery of his behavior gnawing at me. But amidst the confusion, one thing was clear—my transformation had set a series of events into motion, events that I was yet to comprehend.

That night, as I laid in my bed, I thought about the day's events. The acceptance, the unexpected lunch, Bruce's stern warning—it was all too much to process.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS had passed since my transformation, and my life was like a whirlwind of change. I had made new friends, a group of popular girls who had taken me under their wing. They loved the diversity I brought to the group, and I had to admit, it was nice to be accepted, to be seen.

One day after school, we had gathered in Hannah's bedroom for a girls' night. Hannah was the unofficial leader of our group, her room decorated with pastel colors and shelves adorned with numerous beauty products.
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"Alright, Nikki, it's makeover time," Sarah squealed, her hands fluttering over the array of makeup products spread on Hannah's vanity table. The excitement was tangible, the air in the room charged with a kind of giddy energy.

"Easy, Sarah, we're not painting a canvas here," Hannah chuckled, playfully swatting Sarah's hand away.

"Let me do it. I have a lighter touch."

There was a playful argument over who got to 'work' on me. Their excitement was contagious and before long, I was laughing along with them.

It felt strange, like I was living in a dream. I was their Barbie doll, their plaything, and yet, I felt accepted, included, loved.

I was seated on Hannah's plush vanity chair, my eyes half-closed as she expertly applied makeup to my face. The cold touch of the foundation brush against my skin, the floral scent of the setting spray, the soft murmurs of my friends in the background - it all felt surreal.

As she moved on to my eyes, the room grew quiet, the only sound was the soft rustle of the makeup brushes. Suddenly, Lily broke the silence, "So girls, what's the gossip on boys these days?" She asked, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

The room erupted into a cacophony of voices, names and stories flying around the room. Then, the name that I had been dreading popped up, "Bruce."

"Bruce is cute," Hannah commented, not looking up from my face, her attention still on my eyelashes.

"But isn't he gay?" Sarah asked, her eyebrows furrowing.

"I mean, he's never had a girlfriend and he's always kind of...weird."

I tensed, my heart pounding in my chest. I knew this conversation was bound to happen eventually, but I wasn't prepared. I had kept my history with Bruce a secret, not wanting it to taint my new relationships.

"Well, what do you think, Nikki?" Hannah asked, finally looking at me.

"You've known him for a while, right?"

The room fell silent, all eyes on me. I swallowed hard, searching for the right words.

"He tormented me all throughout high school," I admitted, my voice barely a whisper.

"I don't want to talk about him."

There was a beat of silence, then the girls nodded, understanding reflected in their eyes. The conversation quickly shifted to another boy, and I was grateful. The rest of the evening went by in a blur, filled with laughter, stories, and new friendships.

The day after our girls' night was a typical bright Monday morning. As I climbed into the bus, I spotted Bruce and, as if on cue, I felt a pair of eyes on me.

Looking up, I met Bruce's gaze. There was something different about the way he looked at me now—confusion, perhaps a hint of curiosity. But as quickly as it came, it disappeared. He looked away, focusing his attention back on the window.

I shrugged, sliding into the seat next to Lily. As the bus trundled along, Lily leaned in, a conspiratorial glint in her eyes.

"Nikki, we're thinking of playing hooky today," she whispered, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

"You in?"

A wave of shock hit me, "But Lily, we can't... it's a school day," I stuttered, my mind racing with the possible consequences.

"Come on, Nikki. It's just one day. Live a little," she coaxed, a playful smile on her face. The pressure was immense. Here I was, finally part of the group I always yearned to be a part of, and I didn't want to be the spoilsport.

After a moment's hesitation, I found myself nodding.

The moment the bus pulled up at school, I felt a rush of adrenaline. Hannah and Sarah were waiting in Sarah's red convertible, the sun bouncing off the sleek metal. With a quick glance at each other, Lily and I hopped off the bus and sprinted towards them, giggling like mischievous children.

As we peeled away from the school, the wind tousling our hair, the exhilaration was palpable. We sang at the top of our lungs, laughed at silly jokes, and chatted about everything from fashion to boys.

Our destination was the nearby mall, a hub for fashion-conscious teens. We spent hours browsing through racks of clothing, trying on dresses, and experimenting with makeup.
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The day was a whirlwind of colors, sounds, and scents—the silky feel of dresses against my skin, the vibrant hues of the makeup palettes, the fresh scent of new clothes, the taste of the sweet bubblegum we chewed as we roamed.

And then, the dare happened.

"Dare you to nab that lipstick, Nikki," Hannah said, her eyes twinkling with mischief as she gestured towards a tube of vibrant red lipstick.

My heart pounded in my chest, my palms sweating.

"What? No, I can't..." I began, but the girls were already laughing, their eyes sparkling with the thrill of it.

"Come on," Sarah chimed in, "we've all done it at least once."

In the end, I found myself pocketing the lipstick, my heart pounding against my ribs as I nonchalantly walked out of the store. As soon as we were out of sight, we burst into giggles, the thrill of the illicit act heightening the giddiness of the day.

That day, we were reckless, we were daring, we were alive. As we drove back home, the sun setting in the background, I couldn't help but feel grateful.

A month had passed since the daring adventure at the mall, and life had been a whirlwind. I was swept up in the exhilarating tide of popularity, its currents powerful, drawing me away from what I had known before.

School, once my primary concern, faded into the background, eclipsed by the intoxicating allure of the social life.

Homework and projects sat untouched on my desk, collecting dust while I flitted from party to party. Tests were barely skimmed through, filled out more from a vague memory than actual understanding.

I could hardly recall the last time I sat down and truly studied. But the thrill of popularity, the attention from the boys, the praise for my outfits and style—these were far too tantalizing to give up for something as mundane as academics.

From Monday to Friday, my days blurred into a haze of classes and gossip. And on weekends, my world transformed into a dizzying array of house parties, loud music, and laughter that echoed into the early morning.

It was a far cry from the quiet, bookish life I'd led before. But I didn't care. The freedom, the attention, the sheer enjoyment of it all were too captivating to resist.

Then, the inevitable day arrived when report cards were distributed. My heart pounded in my chest as I nervously unfolded the crisp white paper. An expectation of dismal grades weighed on me like a heavy cloak. After all, I had barely put any effort into my academic pursuits.

My eyes scanned down the paper, and to my astonishment, I saw a string of A's and B's. An A- average. I blinked, rereading it, my mind spinning.

How was this possible?
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Then, it hit me—Principal Garth. Was it him? Had he tweaked my grades, giving me a lifeline to continue this rollercoaster ride of popularity? I couldn't help but feel a wave of gratitude, but it was tinged with guilt. I was reaping the rewards I hadn't worked for.

Suddenly, my eyes caught Bruce across the room. He was looking at me, an odd expression on his face. Not the confusion or curiosity that I had grown accustomed to, but something else…. Disappointment.

His eyes were dark, the spark that usually inhabited them was missing. His gaze lingered on me for a moment longer before he looked away, leaving me in a sea of confusion.

As the jubilation over report cards simmered down in the classroom, I slipped out to the sanctuary of the bathroom. The chill of the tile against my high-heeled shoes, the hum of the fluorescent lights above, the scent of generic school soap—all of these familiar sensations brought a wave of comfort.

As I walked down the hall, my skirt swishing around my legs, I passed Principal Garth. A subtle wink from him sent a jolt through me, his dark eyes crinkling with a secretive smile. That small gesture stoked the suspicion that had been simmering in the back of my mind.

Could it be true?

Did he really manipulate my grades?

A strange cocktail of emotions welled within me. There was gratitude, of course. His supposed intervention had saved me from certain academic disaster.

Yet, there was also fear. The memory of that day in his office, my near exposure, still haunted me. It felt like a ticking time bomb, a secret waiting to explode.

A part of me wanted to seek him out, to thank him. After all, he was possibly the reason I was still afloat in this sea of popularity. Yet, another part of me trembled at the thought of setting foot in his office again. It felt like crossing an invisible line, stepping into a minefield where one wrong step could set everything off.

Then, Bruce's stern warning echoed in my mind. 'I don't want you to ever go to his office after school again...' Why did his words still hold such sway over me?

He had tormented me all throughout high school, hurling insult after insult, making my life a living hell.

Yet, there was something in his gaze, something in the way he spoke to me, that made me feel...valued. Seen. Even protected, in a strange way. And it confused me, stirring up a tumultuous mix of anger, confusion, and oddly enough, affection.

My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts as I reached the bathroom. Staring at my reflection in the mirror, I saw a girl whose life had taken a dramatic turn.

From an invisible wallflower, I had transformed into a social butterfly, desired and envied by many. But underneath the makeup and the long hair extensions, I was still navigating uncharted waters of this novel gender identity expression.

After school, I paced outside the imposing wooden door that led to Principal Garth's office, each beat of my heart echoing the tick of the clock above.

I took a deep breath, the scent of floor wax and stale air lingering in my nostrils. I raised my trembling hand and knocked. The door creaked open, and there he was, Principal Garth, his face a mix of surprise and delight.

"I thought you had forgotten about me," he said, his voice oozing with satisfaction. His eyes roamed over me, his gaze predatory and unnerving.

"I... I just wanted to say thank you," I stammered, feeling my cheeks flush under his inspection.

His eyes sparkled with something I couldn't quite identify, a strange blend of anticipation and arrogance. Suddenly, he lunged forward, his hands reaching out to touch my hair, my face, my waist.

I flinched, stumbling back, my heart pounding.

"What are you doing?" I shrieked, fear threading my voice.

"C'mon, Nikki," he slurred, a chilling grin creeping across his face. "I know you want this. You're a little slut, aren't you?" His words struck me like a whip, a dark, toxic sting that lingered.
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"No! Get off me!" I yelled, panic clawing at my insides. I attempted to push him away, but he was too strong, his grip too tight.

Suddenly, the door to the office burst open, and in came a storm named Bruce. His face was a mask of rage as he charged at Principal Garth, landing a solid punch that sent the man reeling backward.

"Get away from her!" he roared.

Without wasting another moment, he seized my hand and we ran. The hallway blurred past in a chaotic whirl of colors as we dashed away, my heels clacking loudly against the floor. He never let go of my hand, his grip firm yet gentle.

We ran until we could run no more, ending up on a park bench. The sounds of children playing and birds chirping filled the air, a stark contrast to the terror that had just ensued. I felt my strength ebb away, and I collapsed against Bruce, my body wracked with sobs.

His arms enveloped me in a comforting embrace, his chest a solid wall against my tears. He didn't speak, just held me. His heart was a steady drum against my ear, grounding me, helping me regain my senses.

The scent of his cologne, a mix of musk and something else I couldn't quite place, filled my nostrils. It was comforting, familiar. The world around me seemed to quieten, as though the universe had taken a collective breath and held it.

As the tremors slowly subsided, I found myself buried deeper into Bruce's embrace. It was a haven, a safe harbor amidst the storm. I clung onto him like a lifeline, his warmth seeping into me, offering me the comfort I so desperately needed.

The moment was surreal. The boy who had tormented me for years was now my savior, my protector. And in the silence that hung between us, as I clung onto him, I felt something shift, something that I couldn't quite understand yet.

It was a moment of chaos, of heartache, but also a moment of revelation. A realization that even in the bleakest moments, the most unlikely people could turn out to be your heroes. And Bruce, the boy who had been a constant source of fear, had emerged as my knight in shining armor.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

I FELT THE DAMPNESS on my cheeks, the lingering taste of tears on my lips. Bruce's arms were a cocoon around me, his breath warm against my hair. The emotional turmoil was overwhelming, my heart ached, the betrayal, the fear, and the sudden relief forming a cacophony inside me.
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“I told you not to go there, why did you disobey me?”

"Bruce," I began, my voice barely a whisper, "I just wanted to thank him." His grip tightened, a sign of frustration or disbelief, I couldn't tell.

"Thank him? For what?" he retorted, his voice strained.

I swallowed hard, the taste of my confession sour on my tongue.

"I hadn't been doing well in school, yet I managed to get an A-. Principal Garth... he manipulated my grades." My words hung in the air like a lead balloon, the admission heavy and shameful.

His silence was deafening, his grip on me slackening.

"You must be insane," he finally said, his voice barely a whisper.

"That's not why you passed."

His words stirred a whirlwind of emotions in me, a blend of confusion, anger, and hurt. But before I could question him further, he gently tugged me up and started leading me down the street.

We walked in silence, the sounds of our footfalls echoing against the stillness.

His house was a quaint little building, nestled in between two towering apartments. The smell of fresh paint mixed with the scent of freshly mowed grass was welcoming. He introduced me to his mom, her warmth and kindness radiating from her in waves.

He led me upstairs to his bedroom, a surprisingly neat and organized space. I could see his football trophies lining one shelf, while textbooks and notebooks were stacked neatly on his desk.
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Bruce hesitated at his desk, then reached out and grabbed a stack of papers.

"Here," he said, handing me a pile of neatly written homework and projects, all bearing the name of Nikki Stein.

My heart pounded in my chest as I scanned through the pages. The handwriting was unmistakably not mine. I felt a lump form in my throat, the realization hitting me like a punch to the gut.

All along, he had been the one helping me.

I looked up at him, my vision blurred by unshed tears.

"Why?" I managed to croak out, my voice barely a whisper.

"Why did you do this?"

His gaze fell on me, a myriad of emotions swimming in his eyes. Regret, guilt, perhaps even a hint of something that looked suspiciously like affection.

“I wanted to pay back for everything I’ve done, and seeing you with your new identity—happy and careless, I wanted you to continue thriving. But then… this much freedom… you almost got…”

The silence in the room was thick, and I had more questions still hung in the air unanswered. Bruce's hands were clenched, his gaze focused on the floor. His hesitation was palpable, a clear indication that whatever he was about to say was difficult for him.

"Why did you bully me all those years?" I asked again, this time my voice stronger, more confident. I needed to know, I deserved to know.

He sighed deeply, the sound echoing in the small room. His eyes met mine, a hint of sadness mixed with regret visible in their depths.

"I... I didn't know how to deal with my feelings for you, Nikki," he started, his voice barely a whisper.

"When I was a freshman, you were the only nice person to me. I was a transferee, I didn't know anyone."

The confession hit me like a punch to the gut. My mind started to reel, trying to recall those years, the kindness I'd shown him, the friendship we'd built.

But his words were interrupted by my confusion.

"Wait, feelings for me?"

He nodded, his gaze never leaving mine.

"Yes, feelings for you. I was confused, scared even. I was starting to question my own sexuality because of my feelings for you. So, I thought the best way to deal with those feelings was to push you away... to bully you."

The revelation was a slap in the face, my emotions running wild.

Anger, confusion, sadness, relief, all mixed up in one giant mess. I wanted to scream, to cry, to hit him for all the pain he'd caused. But the look in his eyes, the regret and guilt they held, made me hold back.

"But why me?" I asked, my voice trembling.

"Why did you have to hurt me to protect yourself?"

He shrugged, running a hand through his hair.

"I don't know. I was young, stupid, and scared. I had these new friends, and they were cool. And you... you weren't. They didn't want to hang out with you, and I... I still wanted to remain connected to you, in whatever way I could."

His confession was raw and vulnerable, a side of Bruce I'd never seen before. A lump formed in my throat, the wave of emotions threatening to spill out in the form of tears.

Without a word, he reached out and pulled out an old, worn-out Emperor card from the card game we used to play back in our freshman year.

He held it out to me, a small, sad smile playing on his lips.

"I kept it as a reminder of those times," he confessed.

A sob broke from my lips as I took the card from him, my hands trembling. This was the Emperor my mother had spoken about, the one who would change my life. And as realization dawned on me, my heart pounded with renewed hope.

Without a word, I reached out and pulled Bruce into a kiss. The world around us seemed to disappear as our lips met, all the pain, the sadness, the confusion fading away.

My tears mixed with the taste of our shared kiss, sweet and salty, a testament of the journey we'd been through.

"I love you," I confessed, my voice shaky as I pulled away. The words felt like a balm to my aching heart, a promise of a new beginning.
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"I’ve always loved you, Nikki," he replied, his voice thick with emotion. His arms wrapped around me, pulling me into a comforting hug. The Emperor card lay forgotten in my hand, a symbol of our past, our present, and our future.

Soon after, the night grew older, stars dotting the vast darkness above us, as Bruce and I lay in his room. Our lips met in a series of shared whispers and silent promises, an intimate dance of longing and love.

His hands trailed the soft curves of my body, exploring my newfound femininity. His fingers were tender and shy, as though afraid of breaking something precious. The sensation of his touch was electrifying, a surge of electricity coursing through my veins with each gentle caress.

"But what if your mom sees us?" I voiced out my concern in a whisper, my eyes searching his for reassurance.

"No, she won't," he reassured me, a playful grin tugging at his lips.

"She's usually doing Zumba at this hour."

His statement offered comfort, a momentary relief from the fear of getting caught. But I couldn't help the blush that crept onto my cheeks at the thought of what we were about to do.

Our clothes lay discarded around us, our bodies bare and vulnerable in the dim light. My hands instinctively moved to cover myself, a natural response to the unfamiliar situation. But Bruce gently removed them, his eyes soft and loving as they met mine.

"It’s okay, I have that too," he whispered, his breath warm against my ear.

And I did. I trusted him with all my heart. I trusted him to be gentle, to be understanding, to be patient. And most of all, I trusted him to love me, in all my imperfections and flaws.

The room filled with our shared breaths, the sound of skin against skin, the whispered sweet nothings. Our bodies moved together, slow and steady, each movement a dance of love and intimacy. It was an experience unlike any other, a moment of shared vulnerability and trust, a moment of pure love.

Our bodies shivered in the cool night air, the remnants of our passion clinging onto us. I felt beautiful in his arms, loved and cherished. He held me close, his lips planting soft kisses on my forehead, his hands rubbing gentle circles on my back.
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"Are you okay?" he asked, his voice laced with concern. I nodded against his chest, the sound of his heartbeat soothing my racing thoughts.

"I'm more than okay," I reassured him, a genuine smile tugging at my lips.

"I'm perfect."

His laugh echoed in the silent room, a beautiful sound that filled my heart with joy. And as I lay there, in Bruce's arms, I realized that this was it. This was where I belonged, where I was meant to be. I was Nikki, and I was loved. I was loved by a boy who had once bullied me, a boy who had saved me, a boy who was now my first love, my first lover, my Emperor.

That night was a testament of our love, a shared experience of vulnerability and trust. And as I drifted off to a nap, Bruce's arms wrapped around me in a comforting hug, I knew that this was just the beginning.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE BRIGHT MORNING SUN kissed my face, making me squint as I climbed onto the school bus. I couldn't help but smile when I saw Bruce, sitting in our usual spot, his eyes bright and welcoming. As I slid into the seat beside him, a chorus of giggles and gushing filled the air. Our friends found our newfound romance incredibly sweet, even though some still couldn't quite get their heads around it.

"Bruce and Nikki, sitting in a tree, K-I-S-S-I-N-G," Lily sang, grinning from ear to ear as she nudged Hannah and Sarah.

Bruce merely rolled his eyes, a small smile playing on his lips. He took my hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. His skin was warm against mine, his grip firm yet comforting. His presence alone was enough to ward off the whispers and giggles.
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"You know, we really should tell your parents about Principal Garth," he said, his voice low.

I felt my heart skip a beat at his words. I had hoped to forget that unpleasant memory, to bury it deep within the recesses of my mind. I didn't want to think about Principal Garth, about what he did, about what could have happened.

But Bruce was right, and I knew it.

"But we're going to graduate soon anyway, I don't want a scandal," I reasoned, trying to convince myself more than Bruce.

"And besides, he's the one who ignited my hidden identity. Maybe... maybe it was meant to be."

His grip on my hand tightened, his face hardened.

"Still, it's not right," he said, his voice firm.

"What if he does it again to other students? He shouldn't be working in a school, Nikki. He's a predator."

The bus rumbled beneath us, the chatter of the other students fading into a distant hum as I considered his words. The thought of anyone else going through what I did... it was a nightmare.

But the thought of stirring up a scandal, of facing the consequences of exposing Principal Garth, it terrified me.

A sense of relief washed over Bruce's face, his grip loosening slightly. He pressed a quick kiss to my cheek, murmuring sorry and that he didn’t mean to pressure me. And as the school bus rumbled on, I knew I had to make the right decision. No matter how scary the path ahead might be, I had Bruce by my side.

The morning announcements crackled to life over the school's outdated PA system. The entire class sat in anticipation, the air thick with excitement. It was the day the nominees for prom king and queen would be announced, and rumors had been swirling for weeks.

As I settled into my desk, I could hear the whispers, feel the curious glances, taste the anticipation.

"And now for the moment you've all been waiting for!" came the cheerful voice of our senior class president, Emily.

"The nominees for this year's prom king and queen are..."

A drum roll sounded over the speakers. Beside me, Bruce squeezed my hand, his excitement palpable. I shared in his enthusiasm, my heart pounding in my chest. It was a silly tradition, sure, but it was one I had dreamed of since I started my transition.

"Prom King nominees are...Brad Johnson, Timothy Anderson, Liam Davis, and Bruce Shayne!"

A cheer erupted from the classroom, and I couldn't help but beam with pride. Bruce was popular, sure, and he was also genuinely well-liked.

He deserved this.

"And for our prom queen nominees, we have...Hannah Thompson, Lily Robertson, Sarah Mitchell, and Nikki Stein!"

The class erupted into applause and cheers, but I was too stunned to even react. I, Nikki Stein, was nominated for prom queen. The tears welled up in my eyes, threatening to spill over as the realization hit me. This was a validation, a tangible affirmation of who I was.

Suddenly, the PA system crackled to life again.

"Hold on, there's a mistake. Nikki Stein is not eligible for prom queen. She's not a real girl, so her votes won't be counted," came the gruff voice of Principal Garth.
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The classroom erupted into a chorus of boos, a wave of shock sweeping over the room. I felt as if I had been slapped. My cheeks burned, my heart pounded in my chest. This was a nightmare, it had to be.

Bruce's grip on my hand tightened, his face hardened with anger. I saw the rage burning in his eyes, the same fire that reflected my own feelings. But as much as I wanted to scream, to shout, to tell Principal Garth that he was wrong, I didn't.

"No," I said softly, shaking my head at Bruce.

"It's okay."

I don't know where the strength came from. Maybe it was from all the months of transitioning, of battling my own demons. Maybe it was from the support of my family, my friends. Or maybe, it was because I had Bruce by my side.

Prom was just a week away and I was preparing myself for the big night. My mother was a big part of it—she was always supportive, always there to offer a helping hand or a word of advice.

"Remember, Nikki," she said one evening while we were shopping for my dress, "prom is a rite of passage. It's not just about the dress or the makeup. It's about celebrating your journey, your transformation."

The day of the prom, the excitement was palpable. My mother and I turned my room into a beauty salon. We began with my makeup, my mother expertly applying a shimmery eyeshadow, followed by a winged liner to enhance the shape of my eyes.

Her touch was gentle, her movements careful and precise. The aroma of the cosmetics, a mix of sweet and floral, filled the room, calming my nerves.

"Keep your eyes closed," she instructed as she swiped mascara onto my lashes. I could hear the soft rustle of her clothes, the clink of the mascara tube against the vanity, the tickle of the brush against my lashes.

Once my makeup was done, she moved on to my hair. As she worked on the extensions, curling and teasing them into voluminous waves, I couldn't help but get lost in the sound of the hairdryer, the feel of the warm air against my scalp, the scent of the hairspray, slightly sweet with a hint of citrus.

The dress was the pièce de résistance. It was a stunning red, strapless number that hugged my curves just right, its length showing off the hard-earned results of countless hours of hormone therapy.

Slipping into it, I felt a surge of confidence, of validation. I was becoming the woman I always wanted to be.

"Look at you," my mother whispered, tears glistening in her eyes.

"You look beautiful, Nikki."

Her words meant more to me than she could ever know. She had been my rock throughout this journey, her unwavering support a beacon of hope.

But my father, well, his reaction was less than enthusiastic. A pastor by profession, his conservative beliefs often clashed with my newfound identity.

"What on earth is she wearing?" he grumbled as he caught sight of me.

"It's too short."

But my mother was quick to intervene.

"Let the girl live," she retorted.

"She's going to prom, not to a sermon."

The sound of a car pulling up outside interrupted any potential argument. I rushed to the window to see Bruce stepping out of his father's Lexus. He looked every bit the prom king in his black tux, his usual tousled hair combed into a sleek style. My heart fluttered at the sight of him.

As I made my way down the stairs, I felt a surge of nervousness. But seeing Bruce waiting for me at the door, a smile on his face and a corsage in his hand, I felt a wave of calm wash over me. We were in this together.

We were going to prom as a couple, and no matter what Principal Garth or anyone else said, we were going to enjoy it.

As we drove away from my house, I looked back to see my parents standing in the driveway. My mother was waving, tears streaming down her face. My father, although stern, gave a small nod of approval.

Bruce squeezed my hand, his touch reassuring.

"Ready for this?" he asked, his eyes full of love.

"More than ready," I replied, squeezing his hand back.

"Let's go to prom."

The prom was a whirl of colors, laughter, and pulsating music. I found myself in the midst of my new girlfriends, the popular girls who had taken me under their wing.

The atmosphere was intoxicating, the scent of perfumes mingling with the smell of the floral decorations. The buzz of the crowd filled the air, their voices weaving a tapestry of chatter and laughter.
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"Wow, Nikki, you look hot!" Hannah exclaimed, her eyes sparkling with admiration. She was dressed in a sequined number that shimmered under the disco lights.

"Loving the dress, girl," Sarah chimed in. She was stunning in a silky halter dress that hugged her curves perfectly.

A feeling of warmth spread through me. Their compliments, their acceptance meant the world to me. The girls and I chatted animatedly, sharing our prom expectations and dreamy romantic hopes. Our voices meshed in a harmonious symphony of teenage dreams and giddy expectations.

I was in the midst of sharing a story when a voice interrupted us.

"Ladies, can I take her away for a moment?" Bruce's voice floated over the chatter. His voice, a soothing baritone, a contrasting melody to the high pitch of our girlish voices.

Turning around, I saw him standing there, his eyes soft under the glow of the fairy lights. I nodded, excusing myself from the girls, and followed him out to the garden.

The garden was quiet, a stark contrast to the clamor inside. The stars above twinkled in the night sky, their light reflecting off Bruce's eyes, giving them a mystical glow.

He led me to the middle of the garden, his hand warm and steady in mine. The grass under my heels felt soft, a cushion against the hardness of reality.
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We were standing under the moonlight, surrounded by the symphony of crickets. He pulled me into his arms, our bodies swaying in tune with the distant music.

"Bruce…" I began, but he shushed me gently. We danced there, under the stars, our bodies moving in sync. His hand was firm on my waist, his touch sending shivers down my spine.

I looked up at him, his face illuminated by the moonlight. His eyes were intense, filled with a myriad of emotions. He pulled me closer, his hand moving up to gently caress my cheek. I closed my eyes, leaning into his touch. His thumb traced my lower lip, a silent promise of what was to come.

"No matter what happens tonight," he began, his voice a gentle whisper in the quiet of the garden.

"You will always be my prom queen."

His words echoed in the silence, a solemn vow that made my heart flutter.

I opened my eyes to look at him.

"And you will always be my king," I whispered back, my voice choked with emotion.

With that, he leaned in, capturing my lips in a sweet kiss. It was a kiss that spoke volumes, a kiss that sealed promises and shared dreams. His lips were warm against mine, his taste a heady mix of mint and the cola we had shared earlier. His hands cradled my face, holding me as though I was the most precious thing in the world.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer. The world around us seemed to fade away as we kissed under the stars. The sound of our heartbeats was the only music we needed, our breaths the only lyrics.

When we pulled apart, he pressed his forehead against mine.

"I love you, Nikki," he whispered, his breath fanning against my face.

I grinned up at him, my heart filled with a love so strong it was overwhelming.

"I love you too, Bruce."

The grandeur of the prom night returned to me as we walked back into the decorated hall. The announcement for prom king and queen was just starting. The microphone whined in anticipation, a high-pitched echo ricocheting off the chandeliers. The smell of anticipation mingled with the lingering scents of perfume, the taste of the moment thick and sweet.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Emily, our school president, began. She stood on the stage in her navy-blue gown, her eyes scanning the crowd.

"The time has come to crown our Prom King and Queen!" The hall erupted into applause, the sound akin to a thunderous storm.

"Liam, come on up here! You are our Prom King!" Emily announced, and a cheer resounded throughout the hall. I watched as Liam, decked out in a smart tuxedo, accepted the crown with a wide grin on his face.

Next, Emily announced Hannah as our prom queen. The crowd roared their approval as Hannah, in her sequined dress, floated up to the stage to accept her crown. The joy on her face was infectious and despite the slight pang of disappointment, I found myself clapping along with the others.

Once the applause subsided, Emily turned back to the microphone. Her face was serious, the cheer replaced with a sense of grim determination. The crowd hushed, sensing the change in her demeanor.

"But, before we continue with the night's festivities," Emily started, her voice strong.

"There's something that needs to be addressed."

The words sent a chill down my spine. My mind was a whirlpool of thoughts, my heartbeat echoing loudly in my ears.

"The real prom queen of tonight is Nikki," Emily said, her eyes meeting mine across the crowded room. A gasp echoed through the hall.

"And Principal Garth had no right to disqualify her."

The words echoed around the room. Bruce squeezed my hand reassuringly, his touch grounding me.

Emily continued, her voice gaining strength.

"Sorry, Nikki. But the school needs to know. Principal Garth is a predator."
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A collective gasp echoed around the room. The projector flickered to life, the video from the security camera played out in stark reality. The scene of Principal Garth's assault and Bruce's rescue unfolded, leaving the crowd in stunned silence.

A wave of booing began, growing in intensity. Drinks and food were hurled at Principal Garth who stood at the back, aghast. It wasn't exactly what I had planned, but the truth had to come out one way or another.

As the chaos ensued, I felt a sense of relief wash over me. The secret was out. The truth was known.

Once the uproar died down, Emily called all the nominees onto the stage. Bruce and I joined Hannah and Liam, and the rest of the nominees. We stood together, united. The crowd's cheering was deafening, their applause echoing around the hall.

"We're all kings and queens!" Bruce shouted into the microphone, his voice strong and sure. I felt my heart swell with pride and love.

The assistant principal took over, her voice filling the now quiet hall.

"Well, what a night!" she exclaimed, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

"It's time to party!"

The music roared to life, filling the hall with pulsating beats. The night had taken an unexpected turn, but one thing was clear—the truth had come out. We were ready to celebrate not just the prom, but our victory, too.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

AFTER THE PROM, everything seemed to fall into place as if guided by some celestial hand. Graduation was a whirlwind of gowns, tassels, and joyous tears, a vivid celebration of our triumphs and the promise of what lay ahead.

In the aftermath, the scent of fresh parchment and the feel of crisp new books took on a whole new meaning as I embarked on my journey into the world of illustration.
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I had decided to take online classes, the freedom and flexibility of it appealing to me. Each stroke of the brush on the canvas was like a declaration of my freedom, a vivid expression of my soul. My world was awash with hues, a vibrant dance of colors that mirrored my emotions.

Bruce, on the other hand, had his heart set on becoming an NFL player. We were both carving our own paths, chasing our dreams yet bound together by our shared past and love for each other. I could still remember the feeling of his warm hand in mine, his voice whispering words of encouragement as we embarked on this new chapter.

In the wake of the truth about Principal Garth, justice had been swift. He had lost his teaching license, ensuring that he would never prey on any other students again. The news had brought a sense of relief, the taste of justice sweet on our lips.

My brother, Sam, had always been the ambitious one. With his plans of setting up a digital marketing agency, our family was all set to enter the world of business. The idea of working with him, contributing my skills in illustration, was an exciting prospect. The sounds of his plans filled our house, an orchestra of ambition and potential.

Bruce and I had weathered the storm, our bond only stronger for it. He was my rock, the steady calm to my flurry of emotions. His family had welcomed me with open arms, their love and acceptance wrapping around me like a comforting blanket. And my own family, my pillar of strength, stood by me, supporting me and Bruce, their love unwavering.
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The Emperor card from my mother's tarot deck sat on my desk. The memories it held were as vivid as the day she had drawn it. Each time I looked at it, I was reminded of her wisdom, her guidance that had led me through the darkest times. Its worn edges felt familiar under my fingers, a tangible reminder of my journey.

I picked up the card, the image of the Emperor staring back at me. The symbol of authority, stability, and control—it was a reminder of the journey I had embarked on, the challenges I had faced, and the strength I had discovered in myself.

Bringing it to my lips, I kissed the card gently, a silent thank you to my mother. Her reading had played a significant part in my journey, her wisdom guiding me along the way.

In the end, I was Nikki Stein—artist, lover, and survivor. And this was just the beginning.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Detention Delights? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle Feminization Fantasies.

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

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

Story 2 – The Doctor is In

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

Story 3 – Island Princess

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

Story 4 – Red Light Sissy

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

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

Story 5 – Royally Switched

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

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

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

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

Read Feminization Fantasies
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“Just when I thought that the drama ended when I transitioned, then came Mr. Huge.”

Read Sissies and the City


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


Sissy Store
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Many of my readers love dressing up. What inspired me to create the Sissy Store is the e-mails I’ve received from them wanting to emulate the characters in my story.

And the best way to do that? Dressing up of course! That’s why I made the Sissy Store, it’s a curation of my favorite finds online to provide you with an easier time in shopping for the best outfits available.

From wigs, breastplates, stockings, and down to shoes, toys, uniforms, lingerie, and more, you’ll find everything you need!

Visit The Sissy Store


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 Detention Delights.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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