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Introduction

“You’re my idol but… I don’t think I can dress up like a girl for you.”

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

∞∞∞

People make fun of me for being emo in 2024. But who can blame me… and his other million fans? He’s Damon Cummings, the top rockstar of my generation.

He’s perfect in every way and all I wanted was to be like him. However, when I met him, he wanted me to become somebody else, someone in a leather skirt and slinky stilettos.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I SAT ON THE BUS, my headphones snug over my ears, blasting Damon Cummings' latest hit, "Wake Up Wake Up." The raw, emo beat and lyrics had me lost in my world. Damon was everything I aspired to be: rebellious, cool, and insanely talented. I gazed out the window, the city blurring into a gray haze, matching the melancholic melody in my ears.

"Wake up, wake up, don't let the world break you down,

Rise up, rise up, let's turn this thing around,

In the dark, we find our light,

In the fight, we find our might."

I nodded along, tapping my fingers against my thigh, imagining myself on stage, guitar in hand, just like Damon.

My bedroom walls were plastered with his and other rockstars’ posters, each one shedding light to my obsession. My parents didn’t get it, especially Mom, with her perfect style and disdain for my emo look. But they just didn’t understand.

A soft voice broke through my reverie. "You like Damon too, huh?"

I turned to see Sarah Trickle sitting beside me. She was shy and often teased for her braces, but she was sweet. I pulled one earphone out, giving her a half-smile.
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"Yeah, he's the best."

She nodded, her eyes lighting up. "I know, right? He's amazing."

I put my earphone back in, hoping to escape back into the music, but she wasn't done.

"I really want to meet him," she said, her voice tinged with longing.

"And I actually have the chance."

That caught my attention. I lowered the volume, curious now.

"What do you mean?"

She glanced around, as if checking if anyone else was listening.

"My parents are taking me to St. Tropez for my birthday."

"And?" I prompted, my heart beating faster. There had to be more to this story.

She smiled, clearly enjoying my interest. "Well, I have a backstage pass and a concert ticket for Damon's show but I won’t be able to attend. I won’t be in town…"

I felt a surge of excitement mixed with disappointment.

"So, what are you gonna do with the tickets?"

She shrugged, looking a bit sad.

"I'll probably just keep them as a remembrance."

My heart sank. The chance to meet Damon, right there, and it was slipping away. I arrived at my stop and got off the bus, feeling disheartened. The walk home felt longer than usual, my thoughts a tangled mess of dreams and missed opportunities.

I pushed open the door to our house and called out, "Mom, Dad, I'm home!"

Dad was probably buried in his paralegal work, and Mom was likely fussing over her dress shop at home. As expected, Mom appeared, impeccably styled as always.

"Miles, honey, how was school?" she asked, giving me a quick once-over, her nose wrinkling at my attire.

"Same old, same old," I muttered, heading to my room. I could feel her disapproval but was too drained to care.
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Inside my room, I flopped onto my bed, staring up at Damon's posters. Meeting him was a distant dream, but maybe, just maybe, there was a way. I grabbed my guitar and started strumming, letting the music soothe my restless mind. Damon's song played in the background, the lyrics resonating with my yearning.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, I was in the cafeteria, heading toward the food line. I was still buzzing from my conversation with Sarah yesterday. Damon Cummings' tickets! The thought made my heart race. I was replaying it all in my head, lost in my own little world, when I heard the unmistakable cackling of the mean girls: Cherry, Apple, and Honey. They were gathered around a table, their eyes fixed on Sarah, who looked like she wanted to disappear into the floor.
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"Hey, tharah, what'th up with your thpeech today?" Cherry sneered, exaggerating Sarah's lisp.

Apple joined in, her voice dripping with mockery. "Yeah, can't you thpeak properly? Maybe you need a dethent orthodontitht."

Honey laughed, adding, "Or a new mouth altogether."

I felt a surge of anger. It was one thing to be a daydreamer, but I couldn't stand by and watch them tear Sarah apart. I took a deep breath and walked over, my heart pounding.

"Hey, get away from her," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

Cherry looked me up and down, her lip curling.

"Oh, look, it's the emo boy coming to save the day."

Apple snickered.

"What's wrong, Miles? Gonna write a sad song about this?"

Honey laughed again, flipping her hair.

"Better watch out, or he might start crying."

"Just leave her alone," I said, my voice firmer this time.

"She hasn't done anything to you."

Cherry rolled her eyes. "Whatever, freak. Let's go, girls."

The trio sauntered off, leaving a trail of laughter behind them. I turned to Sarah, who was staring at the ground, her face red and eyes brimming with tears.

"Are you okay?" I asked gently.

She didn't look up. Instead, she just shook her head and muttered, "I'm fine," before hurrying away. I watched her go, feeling a mix of frustration and helplessness.

Why did people have to be so cruel? I knew what it was like to be different, to be picked on. But sometimes, standing up for someone didn't seem like enough.

I grabbed a tray and got my food, but my appetite was gone.
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Later, I found myself in the science lab, squinting through a microscope at some wriggling larvae. We were discussing metamorphosis, a word that had always fascinated me, mostly because Damon Cummings had a song called "Metamorphosis." I tried to focus on the assignment at hand, scribbling down notes for the report we had to write.

"Okay, class," Mr. Clark said, his voice droning in the background.

"Remember to form a hypothesis about how environmental factors affect the metamorphosis process."

My mind kept drifting back to Damon's song.

"Change is coming, can't you feel it?

Like a caterpillar, time to break free,

Spread your wings, it's your time,

Metamorphosis, you're finally alive."

I tapped my pencil against the notebook, my thoughts completely lost in the lyrics. I had always admired how Damon could take something scientific and turn it into a powerful anthem. The idea of transformation, of becoming something new and beautiful, resonated with me deeply.

"Miles, you with us?" Mr. Clark's voice snapped me back to reality.

"Uh, yeah, sorry," I mumbled, trying to refocus. I started jotting down some ideas for my hypothesis, but it was a struggle to keep my mind from wandering back to the concert tickets and the possibility of seeing Damon live.

I was halfway through a sentence when something slid onto my paper. I looked up, surprised, to see Sarah standing in front of me. She was holding the envelope with the tickets.

"Hey," she said quietly.

"I never got to thank you for sticking up for me the other day."

"Are you serious?" I asked, my eyes widening as I looked at the envelope.

"You really want me to have these?"

She nodded, a small smile on her face. "Yes, and I won't take no for an answer."

I could hardly contain my excitement. I wanted to scream, to jump up and down, but we were in the middle of the science lab, and Mr. Clark would not appreciate that.

Instead, I grinned from ear to ear.

"Sarah, this is amazing. I owe you my life!"

She looked relieved, as if a weight had been lifted off her shoulders.
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"Just promise me you'll have a great time."

"I will," I said, my voice full of gratitude. "I promise."

She nodded and returned to her seat, leaving me to stare at the tickets in disbelief.

I had them.

I actually had them.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE DAY OF THE CONCERT, I woke up with a jolt of excitement. It was finally here. I rushed to get ready, carefully applying my eyeliner. I was really good at it—years of practice had paid off. I made sure my look was perfect: dark, sharp, and undeniably emo.

I stood back and admired my work in the mirror when Mom walked into my room. She looked at me with a mix of confusion and disapproval.

"Why does it look like that?" she asked, her eyebrows furrowing.

"It's supposed to be like this," I said, a bit defensive.

[image: A person wearing sunglasses and a dress  Description automatically generated]

She sighed and shook her head. "Let me help you. It looks messy."

I rolled my eyes but sat down as she grabbed some eyeshadow from her room. She started applying it to my lids, and I squirmed.

"Mom, this is too much. I don't need eyeshadow."

"Don't be so dramatic, Miles," she said, her tone firm.

"It looks more complete this way."

When she finished, I glanced at my reflection. My eyes were dark and smoky, and I looked... different. Almost like a girl. I frowned, but Mom was already examining my outfit.

"Loose shirt and tattered jeans?" she said, shaking her head.

"That's not going to work."

"But it’s my style," I protested.

"Trust me," she said, pulling out some clothes from her botique.

"Try these on."

Reluctantly, I changed into the tight leather jeans and a fitted t-shirt she handed me. I looked in the mirror again and was surprised. The tight clothes showed off my figure, and the leather gave me an edge. Mom handed me a leather jacket to complete the look.

"For some reason, I thought I’d hate this," I said, turning to her.

"But I actually look... kind of like a rockstar."

She smiled, her eyes softening. "Just be careful, okay? Don’t forget to update me every hour."

"I will, Mom," I said, grabbing my bag and heading out the door.

The bus ride to the Pavilion at Star Lake was two hours long, and my mind was racing the entire time. I couldn’t believe I was finally going to see Damon Cummings live. Every bump in the road made my heart jump, and every mile brought me closer to my dream.

I stared out the window, watching the scenery blur past. The sky was a brilliant blue, the kind that made you feel like anything was possible. I imagined myself at the concert, the music pounding through my veins, Damon on stage, his presence electrifying.

I pulled out my phone and scrolled through pictures of him, trying to calm my nerves. The bus was filled with chatter, but all I could think about was how close I was to seeing my idol.

I thought about the journey that had brought me here. From the day I first heard Damon’s music to the moment Sarah handed me those tickets. It felt like everything had led to this point. My hands were shaking, but I couldn't tell if it was from nerves or excitement.
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As I stepped off the bus, the energy of the crowd hit me like a wave. People were milling around, buzzing with excitement, clutching their Damon Cummings merch and glowsticks. My heart pounded in my chest as I made my way toward the entrance.

To my surprise, I noticed a lot of men staring at me. Some of them even whistled. I shivered, not used to that kind of attention. I kept my head down, my cheeks burning, and approached the guard at the gate.

"Hey, can you tell me where to go?" I asked, handing over my ticket.

The guard looked at it, then back at me, smiling.

"You're in X13, ma'am, front row. Enjoy the show!"

"Ma’am?" I echoed, stunned. But he looked too busy to notice the surprise on my face.

Shaking my head, I walked in, still trying to wrap my head around it. From what he called me, to learning that my seat was at the front row.

It was only 4:34 PM, but the venue was already packed with people. Everyone was so excited, holding their Damon merch and waving glowsticks. I wanted some of those, but I couldn’t afford them. I sighed and kept moving toward my seat.

As I walked through the crowd, I noticed more and more guys checking me out. Some of them were even flirting with me, which was weird and kind of flattering, but also confusing.

"Hey cutie," one guy said, winking at me.

"Uh, thanks," I mumbled, feeling my face heat up.

Another guy grinned at me. "Hey sexy. You here alone?"

I just nodded and kept moving. This was so strange. I never got this kind of attention at school.

Then, a girl came up to me, her eyes wide with admiration. "Hey girl, looking snatched!"

I smiled shyly, not knowing what to say. "Uh, thanks."

She smiled back and walked away, leaving me feeling even more confused. Did they think I was a girl? I glanced down at myself. Maybe it was the makeup and the jacket hiding my chest. I didn’t have time to think about it too much.

I was here to see Damon, and nothing else mattered.

I finally found my seat, and my excitement skyrocketed. Front row! I could hardly believe it. I sat down and looked around, soaking in the atmosphere. People were chatting, laughing, and the air was thick with anticipation.

"Can you believe we're actually here?" a guy next to me said, his eyes wide with excitement.

"I know, bro?" I replied, grinning.

"This is gonna to be lit!"

As we waited for the concert to start, more people around me started talking. Some were friendly, others a bit too friendly, but I was too excited to care. I kept looking around, trying to catch a glimpse of the stage.

At one point, a group of girls nearby waved at me. "Hey, nice jacket!" one of them called out.

I waved back, smiling. "Thanks!"

It felt good to be here, surrounded by people who loved Damon as much as I did. For the first time, I felt like I belonged. The minutes ticked by, and my excitement grew with each passing second.
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Moments later, the lights dimmed, and the crowd’s excitement buzzed like electricity. I could barely contain my anticipation. Before Damon came on, we had an hour of opening acts, and the first one to hit the stage was a band called Midnight Pulse.

"Good evening, everyone!" the lead singer shouted.

"We’re Midnight Pulse, and we’re here to get you ready for Damon Cummings!"

The crowd erupted in cheers, and I found myself caught up in the excitement. Midnight Pulse launched into their first song, "Electric Heartbeat."

"Feel the pulse, it’s running wild,

Electric heartbeat, can’t be denied,

We’re alive, alive tonight,

In this moment, we ignite."

The beat was infectious and I started swaying my shoulders and bobbing my head, still too shy to dance as I let the music flow through my body. The guys around me were dancing, and I felt their bodies brushing against mine. It was a strange sensation, being so close to strangers, but it wasn’t bad. Some were even so close that I could feel their boners brushing against my butt that was barely covered with my mother’s flimsy leggings.

It was new, and I decided to ignore it, I’m sure they weren’t doing it deliberately.

The next act was a solo artist named Ivy Moon. She had a hauntingly beautiful voice and sang a song called "Shadows and Light."

"In the shadows, we find our fight,

In the darkness, we see the light,

Hold on tight, we’ll make it through,

Shadows and light, just me and you."

I sang along, feeling the emotion in her voice. The guy next to me leaned in and shouted over the music, "She’s amazing, right?"

"Yeah, she really is!" I replied, grinning.

He smiled back and started dancing closer to me. I felt a little shy at first, but the music was too good to resist. Finally, I let myself go, moving with the rhythm, and for the first time in my life, I danced in public like no one was watching.

The final opening act was a rock band called Neon Vibes. They brought the energy up another notch with their song "Break Free."

"We’re gonna break free, no holding back,

Let’s tear down these walls, follow the track,

To a place where dreams come true,

We’re gonna break free, just me and you."

The crowd went wild, and I was right there with them, dancing and singing at the top of my lungs. The guys around me were getting bolder, and I felt hands on my waist, guiding me as we danced. It was exhilarating, and I started to loosen up, enjoying the attention and the music.

One guy, with a mischievous grin, shouted, "You’re a great dancer!"

I laughed, feeling a warmth spread through me.

"Thanks! This is so much fun!"

As Neon Vibes played their last song, the energy in the Pavilion was electric. I was lost in the music, in the moment. The guy who had been dancing with me leaned in again.

"What’s your name?"

"Miles," I replied, still dancing.

"I’m Jake," he said, smiling. "Nice to meet you, Miles. You’re a very good dancer."

"Thanks, Jake," I said, feeling a blush creep up my cheeks. "You too."

We danced together until Neon Vibes finished their set, and the crowd cheered them off the stage. As the crew started setting up for Damon, Jake and I found ourselves chatting more. It was easy, natural, and I felt a confidence I hadn’t known I had.

"This is my first Damon concert," I admitted.

"Mine too," Jake said.

"Yeah, it’s a dream come true," I said, my excitement building again.

The lights dimmed once more, and the crowd hushed in anticipation. This was it. Damon Cummings was about to take the stage. My heart pounded, and I felt a thrill run through me. I glanced at Jake, who was just as excited.

"Here we go!" he said, and we both turned our eyes to the stage.

The opening acts had been amazing, and I had never felt more alive. But now, it was time for the main event. Damon Cummings, my idol, was about to perform live in front of me. The music, the crowd, the new friends—I knew this was going to be a night I would never forget.

Soon after, the lights went out, and the crowd erupted into deafening screams. I could barely contain my excitement, my heart pounding in my chest. The stage was dark, the anticipation electric. Suddenly, a spotlight hit the center, and there he was—Damon Cummings.

He looked every bit the rockstar, wearing tight black leather pants, a studded belt, and a sleeveless. His signature mohawk was perfectly styled, and he had on dark eyeliner that made his blue eyes pop. He strode onto the stage with confidence, the audience going wild.
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"Hello, Star Lake!" Damon shouted into the mic, his voice raw and powerful.

The crowd screamed louder, and I found myself joining in, my voice blending with thousands of others. The energy was unreal.

"We're gonna have an unforgettable night!" he continued, grinning as he picked up his guitar.

"This first song is called 'I'm Your Boss'. Let's rock!"

The music started, heavy and fast, and Damon began to sing.

"I'm your boss, I set the rules,

In this game, there are no fools,

Take my hand, let's make a scene,

In this world, we're the kings and queens."

I was completely lost in the music, dancing and singing along. Damon's voice was powerful, and he commanded the stage like a true rockstar. As he moved across the stage, I felt his gaze sweep over the crowd, and for a moment, it seemed like he was looking right at me.

"Did you see that?" Jake shouted in my ear.

"I think he's looking at you!"

I shook my head, laughing. "No way. He's just playing to the crowd."

But then Damon winked in my direction, and my heart skipped a beat. Butterflies filled my stomach, and I felt a blush creep up my cheeks.

The song ended, and the crowd erupted into applause. Damon took a moment to catch his breath, then smiled at the audience.

"Alright, I want to have some fun. Who wants to join me on stage?"

Hands shot up everywhere, people screaming and waving. I didn't even consider raising my hand, but suddenly, Damon pointed in my direction.

"How about you?" he said, and before I knew it, bouncers were lifting me over the barrier and onto the stage.

The crowd's cheers were deafening as I stood there, dazed. Damon walked over, grinning.

"What's your name?" he asked, holding the mic to my lips.

"Miles," I managed to say, my voice deep and trembling.

Damon looked surprised. "I thought you were a girl!"

The crowd laughed, and I felt my face flush even more.

"Uh, no, I'm a guy," I said, my voice coming out deeper than I intended.

Damon chuckled. "Well, Miles, would you like to help me with this next song?"

I nodded, my heart racing. "Sure!"

"Alright then," Damon said, clapping me on the shoulder. "This next song is called 'Rebel Chick.' Let's do this!"

The music started, and Damon handed me a mic. I stood there, the adrenaline pumping through me, and as the lyrics began, I found myself singing along.

"She's a rebel chick, got a heart of gold,

In a world so cold, she's bold,

With every step, she breaks the mold,

She's a story, waiting to be told."

Damon sang the verses, and I joined in for the chorus. The crowd's energy was incredible, and I felt like I was floating. Damon moved around the stage, and I tried to keep up, feeling more confident with each line.
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When the song ended, the audience went wild, and Damon gave me a high-five.

"Great job!" he said, beaming. "Let's hear it for Miles!"

The crowd cheered, and I stood there, basking in the moment. This was more than I had ever dreamed of.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

HOURS LATER, the concert was over, and I was still buzzing with excitement. I had a ticket to the meet and greet with Damon Cummings, and I couldn't wait. Jake and I lined up with a bunch of other fans, all of us still riding high from the show.
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"This is gonna be awesome," Jake said, grinning.

"Yeah, I can't believe we might actually get to talk to him," I replied, my heart still racing from the performance.

“You already talked to him on stage! Don’t be greedy,” he jested.

Just then, his phone rang. He glanced at the screen and his face fell.

"Hang on a sec," he said, stepping aside to answer it.

I watched as his expression shifted from surprise to concern. He turned back to me, his eyes teary. "Miles, I have to go. It's my grandpa. He's in the hospital, and they're trying to revive him. My family is waiting for me."

"Oh man, I'm so sorry," I said.

"Do you want me to go with you?"

Jake shook his head. "No, I’ll be okay. You should stay and meet Damon. This is a once-in-a-lifetime chance."

I felt torn. I wanted to be there for my new friend, but I also didn't want to miss this opportunity.

"Are you sure?"

"Yeah, go for it," he said, giving me a weak smile.

"Just tell me all about it later, okay?"

"Okay," I said, watching him walk away, hoping everything would be alright for him.

As I waited in line, I noticed people around me were eating. My stomach growled, but I had just enough money for the bus ride home. I decided to buy a soda to keep my energy up and then went back to waiting.

It felt like forever.

I kept looking around, feeling the anticipation build up again. Everyone was chatting excitedly, sharing stories about the concert and speculating about what Damon might say.

Finally, an organizer stepped up with a megaphone.

"Attention, everyone. Unfortunately, we have some bad news. Damon Cummings can't be here for the meet and greet. He has an emergency and had to leave."

A collective groan went through the crowd, and my heart sank. I was so bummed, but also worried.

What kind of emergency could it be?

People around me started to disperse, muttering their disappointment. I felt a mix of emotions—sadness that I wouldn't meet Damon, but also concern for him. Whatever the emergency was, it must have been serious.

I started walking toward the bus stop, the memory of being on stage with Damon playing over and over in my mind. It had been an incredible night, even if it didn't end the way I had hoped.

As I walked, I thought about everything that had happened. From dancing with Jake and the other fans, to singing on stage with Damon, it felt like a dream. And even though the meet and greet was canceled, I knew I would remember this night for the rest of my life.

When I reached the bus stop, I sat down on the bench and took a deep breath. The night air was cool, and I could still hear the echoes of the concert in my mind. I hoped Damon was okay, and I hoped Jake's grandpa would be alright too.
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An hour had passed, and still no bus. I checked my phone for what felt like the hundredth time, hoping for a miracle. Instead, I saw a text from my mom.

Mom: "Miles, why aren’t you home yet? Are you still at the meet and greet?"

I quickly started typing a reply.

Me: "Hey, Mom. The meet and greet got canceled. I’m just waiting for the bus. Should be home soon."

Just as I hit send, my phone flashed a low battery warning and then died. Great. I had used up too much battery taking photos and videos during the concert. Now I was stuck with no way to let my mom know what was going on.

I sighed and stuffed my phone back into my pocket. The night was cooling down, and I shivered a little, hugging my jacket closer. Suddenly, a sleek sports car pulled up in front of me, a Maybach that looked like it belonged in a movie. The door opened, and to my utter shock, Damon Cummings stepped out.

"Miles?" he called, looking around.

I froze, my heart pounding. "Yeah, that's me," I managed to say, completely stunned.

He smiled, walking over. "I remember you from earlier on stage."

I couldn't believe it. "Yes, it's me! I can't believe you remember."

He chuckled. "Hard to forget a performance like that. Why are you still here?"

"I'm waiting for the bus," I said, feeling a bit embarrassed.

He laughed softly. "You shouldn't be out here all alone. Come on, hop in. I'll give you a ride, and then I'll call for the hotel car to take you home."

My jaw practically dropped. "Really? Wow, thank you!"

I climbed into the car, feeling like I was in a dream. He slid into the driver's seat, and we pulled away from the curb. I was too shy to say much, but just being in the car with my idol was surreal.

"So, Miles," he said, glancing over at me.

"Where are you from?"

"I'm from a small town just outside the city," I replied, still in awe of being this close to him.

"I'm in high school, senior year."

"That’s cool," he said.

"What do you like to do besides rocking out on stage?"

I laughed nervously. "I love playing guitar. I've been playing since I was a kid. Your music has been a huge inspiration to me."

"Really?" he said, looking genuinely pleased. "That's awesome. I'm glad my music means something to you."

"It means everything to me," I said, feeling a bit bolder. "I've got all your albums, and I know all the lyrics. You're my idol."

He smiled. "Wow, thanks, Miles. That means a lot."

We chatted more as we drove, Damon asking about my life, my dreams, and my love for music. I tried to stay cool, but inside, I was freaking out. This was Damon Cummings, and he was actually interested in what I had to say.

"Do you have any plans for after high school?" he asked.

"I'm not sure yet," I admitted.

"I want to do something with music, but I don't know if I'm good enough."

"Hey, don't say that," he said firmly.

"I’m an accounting grad but look where I am now. If you love it, go for it. Don't let anyone tell you otherwise."

His words filled me with a new sense of confidence.

"Thanks, Damon. That means a lot coming from you."
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When we arrived at the hotel lobby, Damon was immediately swarmed by bodyguards. He waved them off, looking slightly annoyed.

"I don't need your services tonight," he said, and they backed off reluctantly.

He turned to me, an apologetic smile on his face.

"I really need to pee. Just wait here for a sec, okay?"

I nodded, but before I could say anything, he raised an eyebrow.

"Why are you just standing there? Come on, follow me."

I hurried after him, trying to keep up as we made our way to the elevator. Damon was shaking slightly, clearly desperate to find a bathroom. We stepped into the elevator, and he tapped his foot impatiently as it ascended.

When we finally reached his floor, he bolted out of the elevator and led me down a plush carpeted hallway to his suite. He fumbled with the key card, then threw open the door, rushing inside. I followed, my eyes widening as I took in the sight of his room.

It was like a luxury home, complete with a huge hallway and a spacious living room. He dashed toward the bathroom, leaving me standing awkwardly in the entrance.

"Make yourself comfortable," he called over his shoulder.

I wandered further into the suite, feeling like I had stepped into another world. Guitars were propped against the walls, clothes were scattered across the floor, and there were flowers and chocolates everywhere, likely gifts from fans. Stacks of Damon's CDs were piled on a table, and I felt a thrill just being in the same room as all this memorabilia.

Realizing I should let my mom know I was safe as he walked out of the bathroom, I hesitated for a moment, then called out, "Uh, Damon? Can I charge my phone?"

"Sure, go ahead," he replied, his voice echoing from the bathroom.

"There's a charging port on the coffee table."

I found the port and plugged in my phone, waiting for it to power up. As I stood there, my eyes roamed over the room, soaking in every detail. It was surreal to be in the space where Damon Cummings lived and relaxed.

When my phone finally turned on, it buzzed with a flurry of messages from my mom. She was worried sick. I quickly texted her back.

Me: "Hey Mom, sorry for the late reply. My battery is low but I'm on my way home now. Don't worry, everything's fine. You should go to bed. Love you."

I sighed with relief after sending the message. I hoped she wouldn't stay up waiting for me.

Damon emerged from the bathroom, a towel slung over his shoulder.

"I'm just gonna take a quick shower," he said, nodding toward the charging phone.

"Make yourself at home."

"Thanks," I said, still feeling a bit shy. I watched as he disappeared into another room, the sound of running water soon filling the suite.

I settled onto the plush couch, my mind still spinning from the events of the night. I couldn't believe I was sitting in Damon's hotel room. The excitement and nervous energy buzzed through me, making it hard to sit still.

I picked up one of his CDs, running my fingers over the cover. This was the music that had shaped so much of my life, and now I was here, in the middle of it all. I felt a mix of awe and disbelief, like I was living in a dream.

A few minutes later, Damon came out, freshly showered and looking more relaxed.

"Feel better?" I asked, smiling.

"Much better," he said, dropping onto the couch beside me.

"Sorry about all the chaos. This night has been wild."

"No kidding," I said, laughing.

"But it’s been amazing. I still can't believe everything that happened."

He grinned. "Well, I'm glad you enjoyed it. You were awesome on stage, by the way."

I blushed, looking down at my hands.

"Thanks. That meant a lot to me."

As he and I sat on the sofa, he leaned closer. I caught a whiff of his aftershave—it was clean, fresh, and intoxicating. My heart pounded as he examined my face, his fingers lightly touching my chin.

"You know, I really thought you were a girl," he said softly, his eyes searching mine.

"I got you on stage because I thought you were really pretty."

I didn't know how to feel. I'd never thought of myself as gay and had never fantasized about kissing a guy before. But at that moment, with Damon so close, I felt ready for anything.

"If you were only a girl," he continued, his voice low and intense, "we could do so much more."

I was surprised, my mind racing. He took my phone from the coffee table and saved his number in it.

"Next time we meet, can you dress up like a girl?" he asked, his gaze piercing.

My head screamed no, but he was my idol. I awkwardly chuckled, trying to process what he was asking.

"Are you serious?"
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"Do I look like I'm kidding?" he replied, his gaze intense and unwavering.

He leaned even closer, and for a moment, I thought he might kiss me. My heart was pounding so loudly I was sure he could hear it. But just then, the doorbell rang, breaking the tension. He looked disappointed as he got up to answer it.

The bellman stood at the door, saying, "The car is ready, sir."

He sighed and turned back to me. "I guess this is goodbye for now," he said.

I stood up, feeling a mix of emotions. "Thank you so much, Damon..." I grabbed my phone from the charger and gave him one last look before heading out.

The ride home was a blur. I stared out the window, trying to make sense of what had just happened. His words echoed in my mind, and I couldn't shake the image of him leaning in close.

Dress up like a girl?

Could I really do that?

The thought was both thrilling and terrifying. I'd never considered it before, but Damon was my idol. If he wanted it, could I do it?

My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. I tried to imagine myself in a dress, with makeup and heels. It felt strange, yet part of me was curious.

What would it be like? Would I even recognize myself?

I kept thinking about what he had said, how he thought I was pretty. No one had ever said that to me before. It made me feel special, in a way I couldn't quite explain.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

MONDAY MORNING, I was still buzzing with excitement as I boarded the school bus. The memory of Saturday night played over and over in my mind, making it hard to focus on anything else. As I walked down the aisle, I spotted Sarah sitting alone, looking expectant.
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"Hey, Sarah," I said, sliding into the seat next to her.

"Hey, Miles!" she replied, her eyes lighting up.

"You look like you’ve got a story to tell."

"Oh, you have no idea," I said, grinning.

"So, the concert was amazing, right? Damon Cummings was unbelievable."

Sarah leaned in, her eyes wide. "Tell me everything!"

I took a deep breath and started from the beginning. "The opening acts were awesome. There was this band called Midnight Pulse, then a solo artist named Ivy Moon, and finally a rock band called Neon Vibes. I danced and sang along with everyone. It was incredible."

Sarah nodded eagerly, hanging on my every word.

"And then, when Damon came on stage, it was like... electric. He performed 'I'm Your Boss,' and at one point, he even looked right at me. I thought I was imagining it, but then he winked!"

"No way!" Sarah gasped.

"Yeah, and it gets better. He invited people from the audience to join him on stage, and he picked me!"

She clapped her hands over her mouth, her eyes sparkling.

"That’s amazing, Miles!"

"I know! I sang with him, and it was the best moment of my life. But after the concert, I waited for the meet and greet, and then Damon had to leave because of an emergency. I thought that was it, but then he came to the bus stop and offered me a ride. We ended up hanging out in his hotel room."

Her jaw dropped. "Oh my gosh, what happened next?"

"We talked, and he gave me his number," I said, feeling giddy all over again.

"But there’s a catch. He said next time we meet, he wants me to dress like a girl."

Sarah's eyes widened even more. "Wow, that's... unexpected."

"Yeah, I don’t know what to think. It’s Damon Cummings, my idol, but I’ve never done anything like that before."

"Why not?" she said, her excitement not dimming.

"It’s a chance to meet him again. After school, we should go to my house. I can give you a makeover!"

I felt a mix of nerves and excitement. "Really? You think you can help me?"

"Absolutely!" she said, smiling.

"It’ll be fun. Don’t worry, we’ll make you look amazing."

I laughed, feeling a bit more at ease. "Okay, let’s do it."

I sat in the last class of the day, nervously tapping my pen against my notebook. My mind kept drifting to what was coming next. I couldn’t concentrate on the lesson at all, and the anticipation was driving me crazy.

Finally, the bell rang, signaling the end of the day.

Sarah came up to my desk, grinning. "You ready?"

I took a deep breath, feeling my stomach churn. "I don't know," I admitted, my voice shaky.

She chuckled and patted my shoulder. "Don't worry, Miles. It's going to be fun. Trust me."

I managed a small smile.

We walked out of the classroom and headed towards the school bus. My nerves were still on edge, but Sarah's confidence helped calm me down a bit. We chatted about the concert and our favorite songs, trying to distract me from what was coming next.

Soon, we sat together on the school bus, chatting about our plans for the afternoon. The bus driver then pulled up to my house. I stood to explain but she beat me to it.

"Miles is coming to my house today," Sarah called out to the driver.

The other students on the bus erupted with a chorus of oohs and ahhs, making both of us blush.

"It's not what you guys think," I said quickly, feeling my face heat up even more.

The bus driver chuckled and pulled away from my stop, heading towards Sarah's place. As we drove, I tried to calm my nerves, but it was hard not to feel a bit anxious about the whole situation.
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When the bus finally stopped, I looked out the window and my jaw dropped. Sarah lived in a mansion. The sprawling estate was something straight out of a movie, complete with a long driveway, perfectly manicured lawns, and towering pillars framing the entrance.

"Wow," I muttered, still trying to take it all in. "I didn't know you lived here."

She smiled, looking a bit embarrassed. "Yeah, it's home. You look nervous, don’t be, okay?"

I nodded, but my heart was still pounding as we got off the bus. We walked up the driveway, and I couldn't help but marvel at the grandeur of the place. I'd never seen anything like it.

When we reached the front door, it swung open to reveal a woman who must have been Sarah's mother. She had a warm, welcoming smile and seemed genuinely happy to see us.

"Hi, Mom," Sarah said, stepping forward.

"This is my friend Miles. He's coming over for a bit."

Her mother's smile widened.

"Hello, Miles! It's so nice to finally meet one of Sarah's friends. Come in, come in!"

"Thank you, Mrs. Trickle," I said, stepping inside and trying to sound polite despite my nerves.

"Please, call me Elizabeth," she said, closing the door behind us.

"And it's wonderful to have you here. Sarah's told me so much about you."

"She has?" I asked, glancing at her, who was blushing again.

"Of course," Elizabeth said, leading us into a spacious living room.

"Now, what brings you here today?"

Sarah hesitated for a moment, then took a deep breath.

"Well, Mom, Miles needs a bit of help with something. Damon Cummings wants him to… well he wants him to… dress up like a girl next time they meet, and I offered to give him a makeover."

Elizabeth's eyes widened in surprise, but her expression quickly softened.

"Oh, I see. That's quite an interesting request."

I felt my face flush with embarrassment.

"It's just... I don't know if I can do it. But I want to try."

Elizabeth smiled kindly.

"There's nothing wrong with that, Miles. It's wonderful that you're open to exploring something new. And I'm sure Sarah will do a great job helping you."

"Thanks, Mom," Sarah said, looking relieved.

"Of course, darling," Elizabeth said.

"It's important to support our friends in their endeavors. Miles, you're in good hands with Sarah."

I felt a wave of relief wash over me. "Thank you, Mrs.—I mean, Elizabeth."

"You're very welcome," she said, giving me a reassuring nod.

"Now, you two go ahead and have fun. If you need anything, just let me know."

We headed up to Sarah's room, and I couldn't help but feel a bit more at ease. Elizabeth's support meant a lot, and it made the whole situation feel a bit less daunting.

As we reached Sarah's room, she turned to me with a grin.

"Ready to get started?"

I took a deep breath, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement.

"Yeah, let's do this."

Sarah's room was cozy and filled with posters of bands, fairy lights strung across the ceiling, and a vanity covered in makeup and accessories. I sat on her bed, feeling like I was about to embark on a whole new adventure.

Sarah pulled out a few outfits from her closet, laying them out on the bed.

"Alright, let's see what we've got here. This is going to be fun, I promise."

I nodded, trying to believe her. "I trust you, Sarah."

She smiled. "Good. We'll start with the basics and work our way up. Don't worry, we'll take it one step at a time."

As she sifted through her makeup collection, she said, "You know, I've always wanted to put on makeup and dress up fashionably. But I didn't want the other girls bullying me more. I tried once, but they called me 'trying hard.'"

I felt a pang of sympathy for her. "I'm sorry, Sarah. That sounds awful."

She shrugged, a sad smile on her face.

"There are nights when I dress up like a pop star in my room and imagine the crowd cheering for me. It's silly, but it makes me feel good."

"It's not silly," I said, shaking my head.

"It's brave. And I'm really grateful you're helping me with this."

She brightened up at that. "Thanks, Miles. Now, let's get started. First things first, I think we need to shave your face."

"Yeah, I don't know about that," I said, feeling a bit uneasy.

Sarah gave me a sympathetic look.

"I know it sounds weird, but it makes the makeup go on smoother and look better. Trust me, it'll be worth it."

"Alright," I sighed. "Let's do it."

She handed me a razor and some shaving cream, and I went to the bathroom to take care of it. When I came back, my face felt smooth and strange, but Sarah nodded approvingly.

"Perfect," she said. "Now, let's start with the makeup."

She began by applying foundation, blending it carefully to match my skin tone. As she worked, she talked about different techniques and why each step was important. Her hands were steady, and she moved with the confidence of someone who had done this many times before.

Next came the eyeshadow, a blend of dark, smoky colors that gave me an intense look. She applied eyeliner with a practiced hand, making my eyes pop. Mascara followed, and I blinked, feeling the weight of the makeup on my lashes.

"Okay, now for some blush," she said, dusting a light pink onto my cheeks.

"And last but not least, lipstick."

She chose a dark red shade, applying it carefully to my lips. When she was done, she stepped back, looking pleased.

"You look amazing, Miles," she said, smiling.

I looked in the mirror, barely recognizing myself. "Wow," I breathed.

"This is... different."

"In a good way," she assured me.

"Now, let's move on to the clothes."

She pulled out a pack of new underwear.

"These are from a pack of six my mom bought. I hate them, but they're new and clean. You should try them on."

I hesitated, feeling a bit embarrassed.

"I've never even touched panties before," I admitted.

She chuckled. "There's a first time for everything. Just give it a try."

I took the panties and went back to the bathroom to change. Slipping them on felt strange and surprisingly decadent, but I couldn't help but feel self-conscious.

When I came back, she chuckled again.

"You've got a bit of a bulge there," she said, trying to hide her amusement.

I felt my face heat up. "I don't know what to do about it."

"Here, let me help," she said, watching a YouTube video. She then handed me her phone and guided me back to the bathroom.

"Just push everything back and adjust. It'll feel weird, but it should work," the guy on the video said.

I followed his instructions, and after a few tries, I managed to make it look decent. When I came back out, Sarah gave me a thumbs up.

"Much better," she said, smiling. "Now for the bra."

She handed me a bra and helped me put it on, then stuffed it with socks to give the appearance of a fuller chest. We both laughed at the sight.

"Wow, you look like an Instagram model now," she said, pulling out several options of dresses.

"Different colors, but I think black suits you best."

I agreed, feeling more comfortable with the emo look. She chose a black dress with lace accents, helping me slip into it. The dress fit snugly, and the high socks added to the look.

"Finally, the wig," Sarah said, placing a long black wig on my head. She adjusted it until it looked perfect.

"You look like an emo princess."

I turned to the mirror, barely recognizing myself.

"Wow," I said again. "I can't believe this is me."

She beamed. "You look fantastic, Miles. Damon is going to be so impressed."

I took a deep breath, feeling a mix of excitement and nerves.
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"I hope so."

We stood there, admiring the transformation. For the first time, I felt a strange sense of confidence, like I could actually pull this off.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

IT WAS FINALLY THE WEEKEND, and I was buzzing with excitement. All week, Sarah had been teaching me how to put on makeup, act like a girl, and even sound like a girl. I was getting the hang of it, and today was the big day.

Damon was going to meet me after his shoot for his new music video. We'd been texting back and forth, and I could hardly contain my anticipation.

I jumped out of bed early Saturday morning and hopped in the shower, scrubbing away the nervous energy. The hot water helped calm my nerves, and I found myself daydreaming about how the day would go. Meeting Damon again, this time as the person he wanted me to be—it was thrilling and terrifying at the same time.

After my shower, I dressed in my usual clothes and headed out. I had a secret mission before going to Sarah's: borrowing some girly clothes from my mom's boutique. She always had the latest fashions, and I knew I could find something that would impress Damon.
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I walked into the boutique, hoping Mom wouldn't notice me. She was busy helping a customer, so I slipped into the back, where she kept the new arrivals. My heart raced as I picked out a few outfits, hoping they would fit.

I grabbed a black leather dress, a pair of black leggings, and a lacy jacket. Satisfied with my choices, I stuffed them into my backpack and hurried out before Mom could see me.

When I arrived at Sarah's, she was waiting for me with a big smile.

"Ready for the big day?" she asked, eyes sparkling with excitement.

"Yeah, I think so," I said, feeling the butterflies in my stomach.

"I got some clothes from my mom's boutique."

"Great! Let's see what you got," she said, pulling the items out of my backpack.

"These are perfect, Miles. You're going to look so hot, like the Rebel Chick in his song."

We headed up to her room, and she started with my makeup. She worked quickly and efficiently, transforming me into a girl with practiced ease. As she applied the finishing touches, she chatted about what to expect.

"Remember, just be yourself, but more feminine," she said, adding a final swipe of eyeliner and mascara.

"You've been doing great all week. You’ve got this."

I nodded, feeling more confident.

"Thanks. I couldn't have done this without you."

She smiled. "It's been fun. Now, let's get you dressed."

I slipped into the black dress, and she helped me adjust the leggings and top. She even found a pair of her shoes that fit me perfectly. I looked at myself in the mirror, hardly recognizing the person staring back.

"You look gorgeous," she said, beaming.

"Damon is going to be blown away."

"You really think so?" I said, feeling a blush creep up my cheeks.

"I'm so nervous."

"Don't be," she said, giving my hand a squeeze.

"Just remember to breathe and have fun."

We spent the next hour practicing my walk, my voice, and my mannerisms. By the time we were done, I felt more confident than ever. I checked my phone—Damon had texted me the address of the shoot location and told me he'd meet me in the parking lot afterward.

"Okay, it's time," I said, taking a deep breath.

I walked out of her house, and I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and fear. This was it. The moment I'd been preparing for all week.

I took a bus to the location, and my heart pounded with each passing minute.
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When I arrived at the parking lot, I was stunned. The place was lit with dozens of candles, casting a warm, golden glow across the asphalt. Damon was standing in the middle of it all, looking effortlessly cool in his leather jacket and jeans. The scene was surreal, like something out of a movie.

As I approached, he turned and his eyes widened.

"Miles?" he called out, stepping closer.

"You look... wow. Just wow."

"Hi, Damon," I said, my voice soft and a bit shaky.

"You set all this up?"

"Yeah," he said, scratching the back of his neck, a bit sheepishly. "I wanted to make it special. I'm sorry we can't go to a real restaurant. The paparazzi would make it impossible."

"I understand," I said, looking around.

"This is beautiful. Thank you."

The parking lot was empty, except for the soft flicker of the candles. It was on top of an old, abandoned building, but somehow, Damon had transformed it into something magical. A small table was set up with two chairs, with Chinese take-out that still looked hot.

"Come on," he said, leading me to the table. "Have a seat."

We took our seats, and he opened the bags, pulling out a variety of snacks and drinks. "I hope you like it. It's not much, but I wanted it to be special."

"It's perfect," I said, smiling.

"This is my first date, and I couldn't have asked for anything better."

Damon's eyes lit up.

"Your first date? Well, I'm honored. And let me just say, you look absolutely beautiful."

I felt my cheeks heat up. "Thank you. That means a lot."

He poured us some sparkling water and we toasted, the glasses clinking softly in the quiet night.

"To new experiences," he said, smiling warmly.

"To new experiences," I echoed, feeling a rush of happiness.

As we started eating, he was a perfect gentleman, asking me about my interests and making me laugh with stories from his music tours. He was a great conversationalist, and I found myself relaxing more with each passing minute.

"So, Miles," he said, leaning forward, "tell me more about you. What do you like to do when you're not being transformed into a beautiful girl?"

I laughed softly. "Well, I love playing the guitar. Music has always been a big part of my life. And, uh, I spend a lot of time daydreaming."

"Daydreaming, huh?" Damon said, his eyes twinkling.

"About what?"

"About being on stage, mostly," I admitted.

"Playing in front of a huge crowd, just like you. It's always been a dream of mine."

"You've got the look for it," he said, winking.

"And from what I saw on stage, you've got the talent, too."

I blushed, looking down at my plate. "Thanks. That means a lot coming from you."

He reached across the table, taking my hand in his.

"Miles, you're amazing. I'm so glad we met."

"Me too," I said, feeling a flutter in my chest.

We continued talking, sharing stories and dreams. He kept complimenting me, calling me beautiful and making me feel special in a way I never had before.

As the night went on, I found myself completely at ease with him. He was sweet, attentive, and genuinely interested in what I had to say. It was hard to believe this was the same rockstar I had idolized for so long.

Eventually, we finished our meal and just sat there, talking and laughing under the candlelight. Damon stood up and offered his hand.

"Would you like to dance?"
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"Dance?" I asked, surprised. "Here?"

"Why not?" he said, smiling.

“But there’s no music,” I said.

“Well, there will be, if you listen closely to my heart,” he said.

I took his hand, and he pulled me close. We swayed gently to the music in our heads, the world around us fading away. It felt magical, like a scene from a fairy tale.

Damon and I were still holding hands as we swayed to the invisible music, our bodies moving in perfect harmony. As the dance came to an end, he gently squeezed my hand and led me towards his car. The candles flickered around us, casting a soft glow on our faces.

"I'll take you home," he said softly, his eyes never leaving mine.

There was a tension in the air, a magnetic pull between us that I couldn't ignore. As we reached the car, he turned to me, his face inches from mine. He leaned in, and I could feel his breath on my lips. My heart raced, and I hesitated, pulling back slightly.

"Damon, you know I'm not a girl, right?" I whispered, my voice trembling.

He paused, looking deep into my eyes.

"I don't know, Miles. The heart wants what it wants. Ever since I saw you at the concert, I couldn't stop thinking about you."

We leaned in again, the world around us fading away. But just before our lips touched, I pulled back once more.

"I've never kissed a guy before," I admitted, my voice barely audible.

"I've never kissed anyone, actually."

He smiled softly. "Well, I've never kissed a guy either. But look at you. You're all woman to me."

His words melted my last bit of resistance, and I closed the distance between us. Our lips met, and it was like a spark igniting a fire. The kiss was gentle at first, but quickly grew more passionate. I felt Damon's hands on my back, pulling me closer, and I melted into him.

The kiss deepened, and I lost myself in the sensation. his lips were soft yet firm, and his touch sent shivers down my spine. My hands found their way to his chest, feeling the warmth of his body through his shirt. Everything else faded away, and all that mattered was the connection between us.

We broke apart for a moment, both of us breathless. He looked into my eyes, his own filled with a mix of emotions. "You're incredible, Miles," he whispered.

"So are you," I replied, my voice shaky with emotion.

He opened the car door and we climbed inside, the tension between us still palpable. As soon as the door closed, we were back in each other's arms, kissing with a fervor that surprised me. It was like a dam had burst, and all the pent-up emotions flowed freely between us.

His hands roamed my back, his touch both gentle and possessive. I ran my fingers through his hair, marveling at how natural this felt despite my earlier doubts. The kiss was long and deep, our tongues dancing together in a rhythm that felt right.

I could feel his heart beating against my chest, mirroring my own rapid heartbeat. His hands moved to my waist, pulling me even closer, and I felt a warmth spreading through my body. The car became our private world, where nothing else mattered but the kiss we shared.

Every touch, every caress, sent waves of pleasure through me. I had never felt so alive, so connected to someone before.

Moments later, he gently guided my head down. I was already in too deep, caught up in the moment, and I didn't care anymore. I wanted to give him pleasure, to show him how much this meant to me.

"I’ve never done this before… are you sure?" I whispered, looking up at him.

He nodded, his eyes filled with desire. "Yes, Miles. Please."

I took a deep breath, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. I had never done anything like this before, but I wanted to make him happy. I slowly moved down, feeling Damon's hands in my nape, guiding me.

He unzipped his pants and released it and all I could do was open my mouth for my idol. He was too much to take in and I wasn’t ready, but my love for him made me enjoy something I’ve never dreamed of having. He was salty, sweet, and extra hard, and I relished every inch of him.

It was an intimate moment, filled with a tenderness that surprised me. I focused on him, on making him feel good. The car was our private world, and nothing else mattered but the connection we shared.

His breaths grew heavier, and his grip on my wig tightened. "Miles, you're amazing," he murmured, his voice husky with pleasure.

I felt a rush of pride and continued, feeling more confident with each passing moment. His moans filled the car, and I knew I was making him feel incredible. It was a powerful feeling, knowing I could give him this kind of pleasure.
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When he finally climaxed, I felt a surge of emotion.

“Swallow it,” he said—his voice commanding. I did as he said and I had no regrets. Soon after, he pulled me up, his eyes shining with gratitude and love. He kissed me deeply, our connection stronger than ever.

"Thank you," he whispered against my lips. "I love you, Miles."

My heart swelled at his words, and I kissed him back, feeling a tear slip down my cheek.

"I love you too, Damon."

We held each other, the world outside the car fading away. It was just us, in this perfect moment, and I knew I would never forget it.

As we drove back to my house, the night felt like a dream. Damon and I talked, laughed, and shared our hopes and fears. The bond between us was undeniable, and I knew we were just beginning a beautiful journey together.

When we finally reached Sarah’s house, Damon parked the car and turned to me.

"I'll see you soon, okay?" "Okay," I said, smiling. "Thank you for tonight, Damon. It was perfect."

He kissed me softly, a promise of more to come.

"Goodnight, Miles. I love you." "I love you too," I replied, my heart full.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

MONDAY MORNING, I couldn't wait to see Sarah and tell her all about my first date with Damon. As soon as we sat down together on the bus, I started gushing.
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"Sarah, it was amazing! The candles, the setting, everything was perfect. Damon is so sweet," I said, my eyes lighting up with excitement.

She leaned in, her eyes wide with curiosity.

"Tell me everything, Miles. I want all the details!"

I hesitated for a moment, feeling a bit shy about sharing the more intimate parts of the night. But then I thought about how close Sarah and I had become. She was my best friend, and she should know.

"Well, we danced, and it was so romantic," I began, my voice softening.

"And then, we kissed. It was... incredible."

She squealed with delight.

"Oh my gosh, that's amazing! I'm so happy for you!"

I smiled, feeling the warmth of her support.

"And, um, there's more. After the kiss, things got a bit more... intimate."

Her eyes widened even more. "Really? Wow, Miles! What happened?"

I took a deep breath. "I, uh, gave him… a… BJ. It was my first time doing anything like that."

Her face lit up with excitement.

"That's so exciting! Was it... you know, big?"

I laughed, feeling my face turn red. "Oh, Sarah, that's confidential!"

We both burst into laughter, the awkwardness melting away. It felt good to share this moment with her, to have someone who understood and supported me.

"You're so lucky," she said, grinning. "Damon sounds like a dream."

"He really is," I agreed, my heart swelling with happiness.

Just then, my phone buzzed with a text. I pulled it out and saw it was from Damon.

Damon: "I miss you and your lips already. Can't wait to see you again."

I couldn't help but smile as I showed the text to Sarah. "Look at this."

She read it and chuckled. "He's so into you, Miles. That's adorable."

"I know," I said, feeling a rush of joy.

"I can't believe this is happening."

She nudged me playfully. "Believe it, girl. You deserve it."
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After school, I headed over to Sarah's house. We had plans to wax my legs for the first time, and I was both excited and nervous. As we set up in her room, I couldn't help but feel a bit anxious about the pain.

"Ready?" she asked, heating up the wax.

"As ready as I'll ever be," I said, trying to sound brave.

She spread the warm wax on my leg and then pressed a strip of cloth over it.

"Okay, on three. One, two—"

Before she got to three, she yanked the strip off.

"Ouch!" I yelped, clutching my leg.

She laughed. "Sorry, I thought doing it quickly would help."

"Yeah, sure," I said, wincing. "Let's just get this over with."

We continued, and each strip hurt a bit less as I got used to the sensation. As we worked, we started talking about everything that had been happening lately.

"You know," I said, wincing as another strip came off, "I actually enjoy doing girly things now. I really feel whole when I'm all dressed up."

She looked at me curiously. "So, are you trans?"

"I'm not sure," I admitted. "There were moments when I was young and I'd be in awe of the dresses my mom sewed. Sometimes I imagine how I'd look if I wore them."

"Wow," she said, pausing to think. "That's a bit complicated. Maybe you should tell your mom."

"I don't know how my parents would feel about that," I said, feeling a knot of anxiety in my stomach.

She gave me a sympathetic look.

"I have a transgender aunt. At first, my family didn't accept her, but she persisted and kept showing up to family gatherings dressed up. She's one of my idols."

"Really?" I asked, intrigued.

"Yeah, let me show you," she said, grabbing her phone. She scrolled through Facebook and pulled up a picture of her aunt Shelley.

"Here she is."

I looked at the photo and saw a beautiful woman in a bikini with a radiant smile.

"She's gorgeous," I said, feeling a pang of envy.

"She really is," Sarah said, smiling. "She's been through a lot, but she's happy now."

I pondered for a moment, thinking about what it would mean to come out to my family.

"It's just... scary. I don't know if I'm ready for that."

"I get it," she said gently. "But you don't have to decide everything right now. Just take it one step at a time."

"Thanks, Sarah," I said, feeling a bit better. "I appreciate it."

"No problem," she said, giving me a reassuring smile.

"Now, let's finish these legs. You're doing great."

We continued with the waxing, and as painful as it was, it felt like another step towards understanding myself better. By the time we were done, my legs were smooth, and I felt a strange sense of accomplishment.

"See? You survived," she said, grinning.

"Yeah, barely," I replied, laughing. "Thanks for helping me with this."

"Anytime," she said, patting my shoulder. "Now, what do you want to do next?"

I thought for a moment. "Maybe we can practice makeup again? I really like how it makes me feel."

"Sounds like a plan," she said, grabbing her makeup kit.

"Let's get started."


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS LATER, I was giddy with excitement. I was all dressed up in a cute outfit Sarah had helped me pick out: a black skirt, a floral blouse, and knee-high boots. My makeup was flawless, thanks to Sarah's expert touch, and my hair was styled in soft waves. I felt amazing.

I was standing front row at Damon's concert, and the energy in the venue was electric. The lights were flashing, the music was pounding, and the crowd was screaming. I could hardly believe I was here, looking as good as I did, all for Damon.

As the band played, I saw him looking my way—reminding me of how we saw each other eye-to-eye for the first time. Our eyes met, and he gave me a smile that made my heart skip a beat. He looked incredible on stage, commanding the crowd with his presence. His voice was powerful, and every note seemed to resonate through me.

He stepped forward, his gaze never leaving mine.

"This next song is for someone special," he said into the mic, his eyes twinkling.

"You know who you are."
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The crowd erupted into cheers, and I felt a rush of warmth spread through me. He was talking about me. He started singing, and I felt like I was floating.

"In a crowd of faces, you're the one I see,

Your beauty, your spirit, it sets me free,

When I look into your eyes, I find my peace,

In this crazy world, you're my release."

As he sang, he kept looking at me, and I couldn't help but smile. I felt the connection between us, stronger than ever. The way he looked at me, it was like I was the only person in the room.

I sang along, swaying to the music, lost in the moment. The rest of the crowd faded away, and it was just me and Damon. The song ended, and the audience erupted into applause. He gave me another smile before turning back to the crowd.

After the show, I lined up for the meet and greet, my heart still racing from the concert and the special moment I shared with Damon. We had agreed to go back to his hotel together afterward, and I couldn't wait.

As I stood in line, I heard a familiar voice call out, "Is that you, Miles!?"

I turned and saw Jake standing a few spots behind me, his eyes wide with surprise.

"Jake! Yeah, it's me."

He looked me up and down, clearly stunned.

"Wow, you look... different. How've you been?"

"Good, good," I replied, a bit nervous.

"How about you? How's your grandpa?"

Jake's face fell, and he looked down. "He died that night."

"Oh, Jake, I'm so sorry," I said, reaching out to touch his arm.

"I wish I could've been there for you."

He shrugged, trying to put on a brave face. "It's okay. Thanks, though."

"So, you're here for another meet and greet?" he asked, changing the subject.

"Yeah, sort of," I said, not wanting to disclose my secret relationship with Damon.

"Just excited to see him again."

We chatted for a bit, and then I felt the need to pee. "Excuse me, Jake. I need to use the bathroom," I said, heading towards the men's room. Even though I was dressed like a girl, I didn't feel comfortable going into the women's bathroom yet.

I entered the men's bathroom and looked around. It was empty. I quickly found a cubicle and relieved myself, standing up as usual. Afterward, I tucked myself back in place, feeling a bit awkward but managing to make it work.

As I stepped out of the cubicle, I was surprised to see Damon standing there, a playful smile on his face. He grabbed my hand and pulled me close, kissing me deeply. My heart pounded as I kissed him back, losing myself in the moment.

When we finally broke apart, he winked at me.

"See you after the meet and greet," he whispered, then slipped out of the bathroom.

I turned to the mirror to fix my wig and smudged lipstick, still feeling the warmth of Damon's kiss. As I was finishing up, the door of another cubicle opened, and Jake stepped out, looking shocked.
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"I saw all of that," he said, his voice a mix of confusion and curiosity.

"So, Damon's... gay?"

I felt a rush of panic.

"Oh no, it's not like that. Please don't tell anyone, Jake. It's a secret."

He hesitated, then nodded slowly.

"Uh, yeah... sure. I won't say anything."

"Thank you," I said, feeling relieved but still nervous.

"I really appreciate it."

He gave me a small, understanding smile.

"No problem, Miles. It's just a lot to take in."

"I know," I said, sighing. "But thanks for keeping it to yourself."

After the meet and greet, we were in Damon's hotel room. I rested on his chest, feeling his steady heartbeat beneath my cheek. We were both shirtless, and I was still wearing the wig. The soft light from the bedside lamp cast a warm glow over us, making the room feel cozy and intimate.

I traced little hearts on Damon's chest with my finger, feeling completely at ease.

"So, something happened earlier," I began, my voice soft.

Damon tensed slightly. "What happened?"

"Jake saw us kissing in the bathroom," I said, watching Damon's face closely.

His eyes widened in panic. "What? Miles, what if he tells people!? It could ruin my career."

I shook my head, trying to reassure him.

"No, he promised not to say anything. He's a huge fan of yours, Damon. He wouldn't want to hurt you."

He sighed, running a hand through his hair.

"I hope you're right. I can't afford for this to get out."

I lifted my head and looked into his eyes.

"I trust him, and I trust you. We'll be okay."

He looked at me, his worry slowly melting away.

"Thank you, Miles. I just... this is all so new for me."

I leaned in and kissed him gently, feeling the warmth of his lips against mine. The kiss deepened, and I felt the tension in his body start to melt away. His hands slid up my back, pulling me closer.

"I love you," I whispered against his lips.

"I love you too," he replied, his voice filled with emotion.

The kiss became more intense, and I felt a surge of desire. Damon rolled us over so that he was on top, looking down at me with a mix of love and longing.

"You sure you love me?" he asked, his voice trembling slightly.

I nodded, my heart pounding. "Yes, I'm sure, I’ll do anything to make you happy."

He kissed me again, his hands exploring my body with gentle, loving touches. It was my first time, and everything felt new and exciting. He was careful and patient, making sure I was comfortable and at ease.

“I won’t hurt you…”

Our movements were slow and tender, every touch and kiss filled with love. I felt completely connected to him, our bodies moving in perfect harmony. The world outside faded away, and it was just the two of us, wrapped in each other's arms.
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“Ahhh!” he screamed—his sweat dripping on his chest.

When it was over, we lay there holding each other, our breaths coming in soft, steady rhythms. He stroked my wig, his touch soothing and gentle.

"That was amazing," he whispered, his voice filled with awe.

"It really was," I replied, feeling a sense of contentment wash over me.

We stayed like that for a while, just enjoying the closeness and the warmth of each other's bodies.

"Thank you for trusting me," he said, his voice soft.

"Thank you for loving me," I replied, my heart full.

We fell asleep in each other's arms, the worries of the world forgotten for the night.

This was our moment, and it was perfect.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

A MONTH LATER, Sarah and I were at a meet and greet, this time for her to meet Damon for the first time. Sarah was so nervous, and it was adorable.

“Don’t worry, Sarah. Damon’s going to love you. I already told him all about you,” I said, giving her a reassuring smile.

“I hope so,” she replied, fidgeting with her dress. She was wearing a cute floral sundress with matching flats, while I was in girl mode, rocking a black skirt, a fitted red top, and my favorite knee-high boots. My makeup was on point, thanks to Sarah's constant practice sessions, and I felt more confident than ever.

As we stood in line, chatting about the concert, a gorgeous woman walked by, catching my eye. She looked stunning in a tight-fitting dress and high heels. To my surprise, she turned towards us and said, “Miles?”

I blinked, confused. “Uh, yeah?”
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The woman smiled and extended her hand. “It’s me, Jake.”

“Jake?!” I exclaimed, my eyes widening in shock.

“Why are you dressed like that?”

Jake’s smile widened. “Well, since Damon likes boys dressed like girls, maybe this will help me get closer to him.”

I felt a pang of irritation. That wasn’t the point at all. “Oh, I see. Well, this is my friend Sarah,” I said, introducing them. Sarah looked uneasy, clearly not liking the situation.

“Nice to meet you, Sarah,” Jake said, giving her a polite nod.

“I’m just going to retouch my makeup.”

As he walked away, Sarah turned to me, her eyes filled with anger.

“What the hell was that about?”

I sighed, feeling just as irritated. “I don’t know, but it’s really annoying. That’s not why I dress like this.”

“He doesn’t get it at all,” Sarah said, crossing her arms.

“It’s like he’s mocking what you’re going through.”

“I know,” I replied, feeling a knot in my stomach.

“Let’s not let it ruin the day. We’re here to meet Damon, and that’s what matters.”

Sarah nodded, but I could tell she was still upset.

“You’re right. Let’s just focus on that.”

We chatted some more as we waited, trying to keep our spirits up. When it was finally our turn, we walked up to Damon, who was standing with his usual charismatic smile.

“Damon, this is my friend Sarah,” I said, introducing her.

“It’s great to meet you, Sarah,” Damon said warmly, shaking her hand.

“Nice to meet you too, Damon,” Sarah replied, her nervousness melting away a bit.

Damon turned to me, giving me a quick hug.

“You look amazing, Miles. Thanks for bringing your friend.”

“Thanks, Damon. It’s great to see you,” I said, feeling a rush of warmth at his compliment.

As we chatted with Damon, I couldn’t help but glance over at Jake, who was still adjusting his makeup in the corner. The whole situation was bothering me more than I wanted to admit, but I tried to push it out of my mind.

After the meet and greet, Sarah and I found a quiet spot to sit and talk.

“Jake really pissed me off,” Sarah said, her anger still simmering.

“Yeah, me too,” I admitted.

“It’s like he’s trying to turn this into some kind of competition.”

“And it’s not fair to you,” she added. “You’ve been through so much to figure out who you are, and he’s just... ugh.”

“I know,” I sighed. “But we can’t let him get to us. Damon knows the real me, and that’s what matters.”

She smiled, her anger fading a bit.

“You’re right. And you’re amazing, Miles. Don’t let anyone make you feel otherwise.”

“Thanks, Sarah,” I said.

“Let’s just focus on the good stuff. We had a great time, and you finally got to meet Damon.”

She grinned. “Yeah, that was pretty awesome.”

As the meet and greet wound down, I received a text from Damon.

Damon: "Hey, I’m going to pick you and Sarah up in five minutes. Wait in the driveway, I’m treating you both to dinner."

I showed the text to Sarah, who grinned with excitement.

"This is going to be great!" she said.
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We headed towards the driveway, but just as we were about to leave, Jake reappeared.

"Where are you guys going?" he asked, looking curious.

I was about to tell him we were going to dinner when Sarah quickly intervened.

"We’re going home," she said firmly.

"Oh, cool," Jake replied, looking a bit disappointed.

We started walking towards the driveway, hoping Jake would take the hint and leave us alone. But he followed closely behind. I pulled out my phone and texted Damon.

Me: "We might take a cab instead. Crazy fan following us. We’ll meet you at the hotel."

Before I could hit send, we reached the driveway and saw Damon’s car pulling up. Jake’s eyes lit up when he saw Damon, and he looked down shyly. Damon rolled down the window, smiling.

"What are you waiting for? Hop in," he said, then noticed Jake.

"Is she your friend?"

I hesitated, then reluctantly nodded. "Yeah, this is... Jake."

"Hey, come with us," Damon said, gesturing for Jake to get in.

Jake beamed, his excitement obvious.

"Thank you so much, Damon!"

We all piled into the car, with Sarah and Jake in the backseat. The atmosphere immediately became awkward. Sarah shot me a look of frustration, and I could feel the tension in the air.

"So, Jake," Damon said, trying to break the ice.

"How long have you been a fan?"

Jake smiled, clearly thrilled to be talking to Damon.

"For years! Your music has always meant so much to me."

"That’s great to hear," Damon replied, glancing at me with a reassuring smile.

The conversation in the backseat was stilted and uncomfortable. Sarah kept looking out the window, clearly annoyed by Jake’s presence. I tried to make small talk, but it felt forced.

"Sarah, how did you like the concert?" Damon asked, trying to include her.

"It was amazing, as always," she said, managing a small smile.

"Thanks for inviting us."

"Of course," Damon said warmly. "I’m glad you enjoyed it."

Jake chimed in, unable to contain his excitement. "Damon, you were incredible up there! I wish I could have been closer to the stage."

Damon nodded, but I could see the subtle tension in his eyes.

"Thanks, Jake. I appreciate the support."

The rest of the ride was filled with awkward silences and forced small talk. Sarah and I exchanged glances, both of us feeling the strain of the situation.
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When we finally arrived at the restaurant, I was relieved to get out of the car.

We all walked inside, and Damon led us to a private table in the corner. The restaurant was elegant, with soft lighting and a cozy atmosphere. I sat down next to Damon, with Sarah and Jake across from us.

"Order whatever you like," Damon said, handing us the menus.

"Dinner’s on me."

"Thanks, Damon," Sarah said, trying to sound cheerful.

We all looked over the menus, and I tried to focus on the delicious-sounding dishes instead of the tension between us. After we ordered, Damon turned to me, his expression softening.

"I’m really glad you’re here, Miles," he said, taking my hand under the table.

"Me too," I replied, feeling a surge of warmth.

Jake watched us with a mixture of envy and admiration.

"You two seem really close."

"Yeah, we are," I said, smiling at Damon.

The conversation eventually shifted to lighter topics, and the atmosphere began to relax a bit. By the time our food arrived, things felt a little less strained. We all enjoyed our meals, and Damon did his best to keep the conversation flowing smoothly.

As the evening went on, I couldn’t help but feel grateful for Damon’s efforts to make the night special. Despite the awkwardness with Jake, I knew that Damon cared about me and wanted me to be happy.

Sarah then turned to me with a hopeful look. "Miles, can you help me fix my hair in the powder room?"

"Of course," I replied, a bit nervous. It would be my first time entering the ladies' room dressed as a girl, and the thought made my heart race.

She noticed my hesitation and gave me a reassuring smile.

"Don't be nervous. To me, you're a girl, Miles. We've been together for quite some time, and I feel completely comfortable with you."

Her words gave me a boost of confidence.

"Thanks, Sarah. Let's go."

We excused ourselves and headed to the powder room. As we walked in, I felt a strange mix of excitement and anxiety. The room was elegantly decorated, with soft lighting and mirrors lining the walls. She led me to one of the mirrors and handed me her hairbrush.

"Can you help me with this?" she asked, turning her back to me.

"Sure," I said, taking the brush and carefully fixing her hair. As I worked, we started gossiping about Jake.

"Can you believe Jake?" Sarah said, rolling her eyes.

"He’s trying so hard to get close to Damon."

"I know, right?" I replied, feeling a surge of shared annoyance.

"It's like he doesn't get it at all."

"He’s such a snake," Sarah continued.

"I'm glad you're nothing like him, Miles."

"Thanks, Sarah," I said, giggling.

We finished up and walked back to the lounge area, feeling more relaxed. But as we entered, we were shocked to see Jake causing a scene. He was standing in the middle of the room, loudly exclaiming, "So why not me?! I can be a pretty girl too! Look at me, I'm way better!"
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Damon looked mortified, trying to calm Jake down. Moments later, the paparazzi and the bodyguards surrounded him and they started walking away. My heart sank, and I ran towards Damon, but the bodyguards blocked my way.

"Please, let me through," I begged, but they stood firm.

I turned back to Jake, who was now arguing with Sarah.

"You're such a drama queen, Jake!" Sarah yelled, her face red with anger.

"You're just trying to get attention!"

Jake sneered at her.

"And what about you? You think you're so special just because you're friends with Miles?"

I stepped between them, feeling my own anger rise.

"Sarah, let's go. He's not worth our time."

Sarah nodded, her eyes still blazing.

"You're right. Let's get out of here."

We turned to leave, but Jake grabbed my arm.

"You can't just walk away from this, Miles!"

I shook him off, my voice steady. "Watch me."

As we walked away, I could hear Jake shouting behind us, but I didn't look back. We headed straight for the elevator, both of us fuming.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, I woke up to a text from Damon. It was a long note apologizing for last night and explaining why he hadn't been able to contact me.

Damon: "Miles, I'm so sorry about last night. I couldn't reach you because everything was chaotic with Jake's outburst. Please know that I love you and nothing has changed between us. You're incredible, and I can't wait to see you again. Sweet dreams, my love."

I felt a wave of relief wash over me. For a moment, I had feared it was over between us. I knew my presence in Damon's life could cost him his career, and the thought had been weighing heavily on my mind.

But his message reassured me that we were still strong.

Feeling better, I decided to check my Facebook. My phone buzzed with an overwhelming number of notifications. Curious, I opened the app and saw that I had been tagged into a post by people I didn't even know.
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My heart sank as I realized something was terribly wrong. I rushed to my computer to get a better look and the post in particular was from Jake, and the caption read: "The Mystery Girlfriend is a Boy!" Alongside his caption were photos of me, both as a boy and dressed up as a girl. My heart pounded as I read the long caption, exposing my identity and detailing the story of Damon and me.

The post had gone viral. The reactions were mixed—some people admired Damon for being accepting of the LGBTQ+ community, while others were attacking him for being gay and "fooling" his fans. I scrolled through the comments, my hands shaking. To my horror, I saw that my parents had been tagged in some of them.

I felt like my world was crashing down. Tears welled up in my eyes as I tried to process what was happening. Everything was out in the open now, and there was no way to undo it.

I called Sarah, my voice trembling.

"Sarah, have you seen Facebook? Jake outed me. He posted everything."

"Oh my god, Miles," she said, her voice filled with shock and anger.

"I can't believe he did that. I'm so sorry. Are you okay?"

"No, I'm not," I replied, my voice breaking.

"My parents... they were tagged in the comments. I don't know what to do."

"Stay calm," she said, trying to soothe me.

"We'll figure this out together. I'm coming over, okay?"

"Okay," I said, feeling a small measure of comfort knowing she was on her way.

While I waited for Sarah, I tried to think of what to do next. I couldn't hide from this. I had to face it head-on.

But how?

I took a deep breath, my heart racing as I went downstairs. I could hear my parents talking in the kitchen, their voices low and serious. When I entered the room, they were sitting at the table, both looking grim as they sipped their coffee.

My mom was the first to speak.

"Miles, what's this about?" she asked, her voice tense.

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of the moment. "Mom, Dad, I need to explain something," I began, my voice shaking. "It's about what you've probably seen on Facebook."

They exchanged a glance, their expressions unreadable.

"Go on," my dad said, his tone neutral.

I took another deep breath, trying to steady myself.

"The photos you saw... they're of me. Both as a boy and dressed up as a girl. It's true. I'm the one in the pictures."

My mom's eyes widened, and my dad's jaw tightened.

"And Damon...?" my dad began.

"Yes, Damon and I are in love," I said quickly, my voice trembling.

"But it's not just about him. There's more to it."

My dad leaned forward, his eyes piercing.

"So, you're not just doing this for him, are you?"

I shook my head. "No, it's more than that. You mean dressing up, right?"

He nodded, waiting for my explanation.

I took another deep breath, feeling my heart pound in my chest.

"When I was younger, I used to be in awe of Mom's girly stuff. The dresses, the makeup... I always thought they were beautiful, but I never dared to say anything. And maybe part of why I like the emo style is because it lets me wear makeup without being judged."

My parents listened quietly, their expressions softening.

"I’m still confused about who I am," I continued, my voice breaking.

"But when I dress up, I feel happy. I feel like I'm discovering a part of myself. I don't know for sure what it means yet, but it's a part of me."

To my surprise, my dad was the first to stand up and come over to me. He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me into a tight hug.

"Miles, we love you," he said, his voice thick with emotion.

"We'll support you no matter what."

My mom joined us, her eyes filled with tears. She hugged me too, and I felt a surge of relief and love wash over me.

"We're here for you, honey," she said, her voice soft.

"Whatever you need, we'll be here."

I couldn't hold back my tears any longer. We stood there, the three of us, hugging and crying together. It felt like a huge weight had been lifted off my shoulders.

"Thank you," I whispered, my voice choked with emotion.

"I was so scared."

"We know, sweetheart," my mom said, stroking my hair. "But you don't have to be scared anymore. We're in this together."

My dad nodded, his eyes still misty. "We'll figure this out, one step at a time."
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We sat down at the kitchen table, and I started to explain everything in more detail. I told them about my feelings, how Sarah helped me, my relationship with Damon, and how confused I was about my identity. They listened patiently, offering support and understanding.

After our emotional talk, I excused myself and went upstairs to my room. I needed to let Damon know that I already came out to my parents, but when I checked my phone, there were still no messages from him. It had been 20 minutes since I saw Jake's Facebook post, and the silence was making me anxious.

I lay on my bed, staring at the ceiling, my mind racing.

What if Damon's career was ruined because of me?

What if he blamed me for all of this?

I took a deep breath and sent him a text.

Me: "Hey Damon, I told my parents everything. They were really supportive. Have you seen the Facebook post? I'm really worried about you."

I waited for a reply, but the minutes dragged on with nothing. The knot in my stomach tightened, and I felt tears pricking my eyes. Just then, the doorbell rang.

I wiped my eyes and headed downstairs. My parents were already at the door, greeting Sarah warmly.

"Sarah, it's so good to see you," my mom said, pulling her into a hug.

"Thank you for being there for Miles."

"Of course," she said, smiling. "He's my best friend."

They led her into the living room, and we all sat down together. Sarah looked at me, her eyes filled with concern.

"How are you holding up?"

"I'm worried," I admitted, my voice trembling.

"Damon hasn't texted back yet. What if this ruins his career because of me?"

My dad put a comforting hand on my shoulder.

"Miles, it's not your fault. You can't control what other people do."

"Your father is right," my mom added.

"Damon cares about you. He'll understand."

"But what if he doesn't?" I asked, feeling the panic rise in my chest.

"What if this is too much for him?"

Sarah reached out and took my hand.

"Miles, you need to have faith in him. Damon loves you, and he's strong. He'll get through this."

I nodded, trying to take comfort in her words.

"I just... I can't stop thinking about what this could mean for him. For us."

"We'll face it together," Sarah said firmly.

"No matter what happens."

My parents nodded in agreement. "We're here for you, Miles," my dad said.

"And for Damon, too."

We sat in the living room, talking and trying to stay positive. My mom brought out some tea, and we chatted about lighter topics for a while, trying to distract ourselves from the looming anxiety.

Right before lunch, the anxiety about Damon’s silence continued to weigh heavily on my mind, Sarah came up with an idea to lighten the mood.

“Miles, how about we show your parents how you look in girl mode?” she suggested, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

I hesitated for a moment, but then I saw the supportive looks on my parents' faces.

“You think it’s a good idea?” I asked, looking at them.

“Absolutely,” my mom said, smiling.

“We’d love to see that.”

“Yeah, it might be a good distraction,” my dad added.

“Okay,” I said, feeling a mix of nervousness and excitement.

“Let’s do it.”

Sarah and I headed upstairs to my room, where we started planning the transformation. “We’ll need some clothes,” Sarah said, looking thoughtful.

“Do you think your mom’s boutique has anything?”

“Definitely,” I replied. “She has a lot of great stuff there. We can borrow... well, take some.”

We sneaked into my mom’s boutique, carefully selecting a dress, some accessories, and a pair of shoes.

“This one’s perfect,” Sarah said, holding up a beautiful dress with delicate lace detailing.

“Yeah, it is,” I agreed, feeling a thrill of excitement.

“Let’s hurry before they wonder where we are.”

Back in my room, we laid everything out. Sarah started with my makeup, applying foundation, eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara with practiced ease.

“Close your eyes,” she instructed, and I complied, feeling the brush strokes on my lids.

“How do I look?” I asked when she was done, opening my eyes and looking in the mirror.

“Beautiful,” she said, beaming.

“Now, let’s get you into that dress.”

I slipped into the lacy dress and Sarah helped me adjust it. We added a pair of matching shoes and some jewelry to complete the look. I took a deep breath, feeling both nervous and excited about the reveal.

“You ready?” Sarah asked, giving me an encouraging smile.

“Ready,” I said, nodding.

We headed downstairs, my heart pounding with each step. My parents were sitting in the living room, and when they saw me, their eyes widened in surprise.

“Oh, Miles,” my mom said, standing up and covering her mouth with her hands.

“You look... you look just like me when I was in senior high.”

“Wow,” my dad said, his voice filled with awe.

“You’re beautiful, Miles.”

“Thanks,” I said, blushing.

“I wanted to show you this side of me. Sarah helped a lot.”

“I now understand why you said you felt more complete,” my mom said, tears glistening in her eyes.

“Thank you for sharing this with us.”

“Yeah, it takes a lot of courage,” my dad added, his voice thick with emotion.

We all hugged, and I felt a wave of relief and happiness wash over me. This was a special moment, and it helped distract us from the anxiety about Damon’s silence.

“Why don’t we take some pictures?” Sarah suggested, pulling out her phone.

“You look too good not to capture this moment.”

While Sarah was instructing my parents and I on how to pose, the doorbell rang. We all turned our heads in surprise, not expecting anyone at this hour.

My mom went to answer it, and moments later, she called out,

"Miles, there’s someone here to see you!"
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I walked towards the door, my heart racing. To my shock, standing there, looking a bit shy but undeniably handsome, was Damon.

"Damon?" I exclaimed, unable to hide my surprise. My parents stood behind me, equally stunned. It was their first time seeing a superstar in their home.

"Hello," Damon said, smiling warmly. "I hope I’m not intruding."

"No, not at all," my mom said, her eyes wide with excitement.

"Please, come in."

He stepped inside, and I couldn't help but ask, "How do you know where I live?"

"I have my people," he replied with a wink.

"But that’s not important. I came here because I wanted to check on you. I saw that people were tagging your parents, and it seems like everything’s well. I’m happy to see that."

"What about you? Your career?" I asked, worried about the consequences for him.

Damon pulled out his phone and wrapped his arm around my waist. He kissed me on the cheek and took a selfie of us together. "I don’t care," he said firmly.

"I don’t have to be ashamed of dating you. You mean the world to me."

He posted the photo on his Instagram with the caption, "Visiting my beautiful girlfriend."

I stared at him, my heart swelling with love.

"Damon, you didn’t have to do that."

"I wanted to," he said, looking into my eyes.

"I love you, Miles. I’m not going to hide that."

"I love you too," I replied, feeling tears of happiness well up in my eyes.

My parents watched us, their expressions a mix of awe and happiness.

"It’s wonderful to meet you, Damon," my dad said, extending his hand.

"Thank you," Damon said, shaking his hand.

"You have an amazing child."

My mom nodded, tears in her eyes. "We’re very proud of Miles."

We all sat down in the living room, and Damon held my hand tightly.

"I wanted to make sure you’re okay," he said, his voice soft.

"This is a lot to deal with, and I don’t want you to feel alone."

"I’m okay," I said, squeezing his hand.

"Especially now that you’re here."

Sarah, who had been watching silently, finally spoke up.

"This is like a fairy tale," she said, smiling.

"I’m so happy for you, Miles."

"Thank you, Sarah," I said.

Damon looked at me, his eyes full of love. "No matter what happens, we’ll face it together. I don’t care about the gossip or the headlines. What matters is us."

"I feel the same way," I said, my heart bursting with happiness.
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"I love you, Damon."

"I love you too," he replied, pulling me close for another kiss.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

MADISON SQUARE GARDEN was packed a month later, the air buzzing with anticipation. I stood backstage, my heart pounding with excitement and a little bit of nerves. Tonight was my debut as a guest guitarist for Damon, and I could hardly believe it.
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I glanced at my reflection in the mirror, admiring my outfit. I was wearing a black leather mini skirt, a fitted band t-shirt with Damon's logo, and knee-high boots. My makeup was flawless, with smoky eyes and a bold red lip, and my long hair flowed in loose waves.

I felt incredible, like I was finally becoming who I was meant to be.

Sarah stood beside me, her eyes shining with pride.

"You look amazing, Miles. Or should I say, Mya?"

I smiled, feeling a rush of warmth.

"Thanks, Sarah. I can’t believe this is all happening!"

"You deserve it," she said, giving me a quick hug. "You're going to be great out there. Don’t forget me when you’re a rockstar!"

I shook my head and hugged her—letting her know that I’d always be there for her just like how she had always been there for me.

Over the past month, I had been seeing a gender specialist every week. Living full-time as a girl felt right, and I was seriously considering starting hormones. The support from Damon, my family, and Sarah had made this transition so much easier, and I felt more confident than ever.

The stage crew signaled that it was almost time. Smoke began to fill the stage, creating an ethereal atmosphere. Damon appeared, looking every bit the rockstar in his leather pants and studded jacket. He walked over to me, his eyes filled with love and excitement.

"Ready to rock, Mya?" he asked, taking my hand.

"Ready," I replied, squeezing his hand.

We ascended the stage together, the smoke swirling around us. The crowd erupted into cheers as we took our positions. Damon leaned in and kissed me softly, the crowd going wild.

"I love you," he whispered against my lips.

"I love you too," I replied, my heart swelling with emotion.
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Damon stepped up to the microphone, his presence commanding. "Hello, Madison Square Garden!" he shouted, his voice echoing through the arena.

"Are you ready to rock?"

The crowd roared in response, their excitement palpable.

"This is a special night," Damon continued, glancing back at me with a smile. "I want to introduce you to someone very important to me. This is Mya, our guest guitarist and my beautiful girlfriend."

The crowd cheered even louder, and I felt a rush of exhilaration. I picked up my guitar, feeling the familiar weight and comfort of it in my hands.

"Let's do this," Damon said, turning back to the crowd. He strummed the opening chords to our first song, and I joined in, the music flowing through me.

As we played, I felt an overwhelming sense of joy and fulfillment. This was where I belonged, on stage with Damon, living my truth. The music was electrifying, and the crowd's energy was infectious.

Sarah watched from the side of the stage, her face glowing with pride. I caught her eye and smiled, grateful for her unwavering support.
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Damon and I moved in perfect harmony, our music blending seamlessly. The crowd sang along, their voices merging with ours in a powerful chorus. It was a moment of pure magic, one I would never forget.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Fan Girl? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Very Girly Boys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Detentions Delights

Bullied constantly by a jock and now, the principal?

Was I really doomed to suffer this fate forever?

But then, my mother said otherwise after drawing out The Emperor and Wheel of Fortune cards. She told me that my life was about to change.

Story 2 – Old Maid

When my father died, I took over his role as the man of the house. Working odd jobs, doing gigs, and spending all of my earnings to support my family wasn’t a problem.

But when I stumbled upon the chance of discovering my glamorous alter ego and the chance at love, I started questioning if I was still okay with being the male version of an old maid.

Story 3 – The Farmer’s Daughter

She hated me… I reminded her of the man who left her for a younger woman… but she was my mother.

All I could do was run to him. The man who loved me unconditionally and raised me as his own. The man who showed me what it was to truly be alive.

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

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

Read Very Girly Boys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“Come on, dude! There will be college girls there!”

Read A Night In Girly Town


Hello Lilly
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So, okay, I know that you can’t wait to read the book but I can’t help but share with you my excitement (I know, I don’t look too thrilled in that photo but it’s the only one I could find where I’m holding the telephone, lol) but trust me, I am!

I’ve created an exclusive Fansly(profile) where I post feminizing and enchanting audio clips to help you achieve your most dazzling version.

Apart from the hypnotic lessons, I also post bonus content such as photos and scalding real-life stories along with POV clips that can lull (or get your blood rushing) depending on your choice, xo.

I’ll be updating it weekly with new content so stay tuned.

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Other Titles

[image: A person in a dress  Description automatically generated]

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

Read The Girly Guide 2

[image: A person in glasses and garment  Description automatically generated]

“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 Fan Girl – Feminized By The Hunky Rockstar.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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