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Introduction

“Why do you like me? I’m not even a girl… yet.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I didn’t mean to cause drama—I just said yes to a role no girl wanted. A cigarette-twirling, fishnet-wearing streetwalker in the school play.

But one photo. One whisper. One jealous cheerleader named Venice Fletcher—and suddenly Monty Hiddleston in a corset became everyone’s favorite gossip.

The bullying came fast. Louder. Crueler.

But so did Kristoff Hilton.

He stood up for me when no one else did. Held the umbrella when I got soaked in the rain. Sat beside me when I didn’t have the words. And when I told him, “I’m not even a girl… yet”—he kissed me anyway.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, surprise feminization, friends to lovers, romantic comedy, crossdressing romance, and first-time feminization tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to My Femboy’s First Love.


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

∞∞∞

IT STARTED LIKE every other Thursday. I wore the same jeans I always did—too tight in the thighs, but they were the only ones that didn’t make me feel like a boxy cartoon character. My hoodie was plain gray, sleeves long enough to pull over my hands when I got nervous. I liked it that way.

At 7:43 a.m., I slid into my seat at the back corner of Ms. Emery’s English class, second row from the windows. I always took that spot. Close enough to hear but far enough not to be seen. I didn’t talk to anyone unless I had to. I wasn’t one of the loud ones. Just another face waiting for the bell to ring.

Kristoff Hilton walked in a few minutes later, like always, laughing like he didn’t know what awkward felt like. His voice was low and rough, like someone who didn’t care what anyone thought of him. He wore his varsity jacket even though it wasn’t cold yet. His hair looked freshly messed up, like he rolled out of bed and still looked good.

Venice Fletcher was right behind him. Tight ponytail, pink nails tapping her phone screen. She fake-laughed at something he said, and he grinned in that way that made girls lean in. I kept my head down, but I was listening. Always listening.

I didn’t want to look, but I did anyway. Kristoff leaned against his desk, talking to her. He had this way of smiling that didn’t seem fake. People liked him because he noticed you. I didn’t want to be noticed, but I still wondered what it felt like.
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The bell rang. Ms. Emery started talking about The Catcher in the Rye, and everyone groaned.

Twenty minutes in, some guy in the hallway started yelling. Not the usual loud talking—this was a fight voice. Everyone's heads turned.

Ms. Emery opened the door. "Stay seated!" she said, stepping out. That lasted maybe five seconds.

The hallway was chaos. Two seniors, probably from the football team, were shoving each other near the lockers. A crowd formed fast—phones out, people screaming. I stood up without thinking. I hated fights, but I couldn’t look away.

Then someone crashed into the doorway.

I jumped back, heart in my throat. One of the guys shoved the other straight into the doorframe, and people screamed louder.

That’s when I felt a hand grab my arm. Firm but not rough.

"Move." It was Kristoff.

He pulled me back, behind him, like I was some fragile thing that might snap in the wind.

I didn’t say anything. My face was hot. I hated being touched, but I didn’t pull away.

When the teachers finally broke up the fight and herded everyone back into class, Kristoff glanced down at me. His hand was still on my shoulder.

"You okay?"

I nodded too fast. "Yeah. I'm fine."

He raised an eyebrow like he didn’t believe me, but he let go and walked off.

My heart wouldn’t stop racing. Not from the fight.

I sat down, pulled my hoodie tighter, and tried to breathe like a normal person. My fingers shook a little.

He didn’t have to touch me. He didn’t have to say anything. But he did.

Why?

I caught Venice watching me from across the room. Her look was sharp. Not quite a glare, but not friendly either.

Whatever. I didn’t care what she thought.

But I cared too much that he touched me like that. Like I was someone worth protecting.

And I hated that I cared.

The rest of the period blurred. Ms. Emery’s voice sounded like it came from underwater. Something about symbolism and alienation. Holden Caulfield felt phony and overdramatic, but for once, I kind of got it. That feeling of being separate from the world. Watching it happen around you while pretending you’re fine.

When the bell rang, I waited for most of the class to leave before grabbing my stuff. I didn’t want to bump into Kristoff in the hallway. I didn’t trust myself not to look at him too long, or worse—say something stupid.

I walked the long way to my locker, head down, backpack strap clenched in my hand. The tile floor was still slick from the janitor’s mop. The light above locker 318 flickered like it always did, buzzing just loud enough to be annoying. I liked it. It covered up the silence.

I was spinning my combination when I heard footsteps behind me. Not stomping or slapping sneakers—these were steady. Familiar.

I didn’t turn around, but I felt it before he spoke.

“You sure you’re okay?”

Kristoff.

I swallowed. “I said I was.”

There was a pause. Not awkward, just long enough to make me tense.

“You don’t have to say it like that,” he said, voice lower.

“I was just asking.”

I turned slightly, keeping my eyes on the locker. “Why do you care?”
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Another pause. He stepped closer. “I don’t know. Something about you screams damsel in distress.”

I should’ve retaliated but I finally looked at him. His eyes were blue—not the bright kind, but the type that looked almost gray in certain light. His hair was curling slightly at the edges from the humidity. He smelled like deodorant and something woodsy.

“I’m fine,” I said again, but softer.

He nodded once. “Alright. See you in Chem.”

He walked away, and I exhaled like I’d been underwater the whole time.

In Chemistry, I kept my head down, took notes, answered one question wrong, and pretended not to notice Kristoff sitting diagonally behind me. But I noticed him tapping his pen. And whispering something to Venice. And laughing once, the kind of laugh you can feel in your spine even if it’s not for you.

After class, Venice strutted past me like I was invisible. Her perfume stayed in the air long after she was gone. Something sugary and sharp. I kind of liked it. But I hated that I liked it. Just like I hated liking how Kristoff said my name when we did lab work last week. Just like I hated the feeling I got when he looked at me like I mattered.

I didn’t want to like him. I couldn’t like him. I wasn’t like that. I couldn’t be.

The Bible said it was wrong. Pastor Groves said it every Sunday. My dad said it when he saw two guys holding hands on the news. “Sick,” he muttered. “Freak behavior.”

So I buried it.

Again.

Like I always did.

I walked to the bus stop, hoodie up, earbuds in with no music playing. I watched a girl in front of me get picked up by her boyfriend in a pickup truck. It was raining again, just a drizzle, but still. He got out, opened the passenger door, and held an umbrella over her the whole time.

She giggled like they were in a movie.

I don’t even know why I stared so long. It wasn’t about the guy. It was about the umbrella.

About how someone cared enough to keep her dry.

No one had ever held an umbrella over me.

When I got home, I sat in my room, door shut, blinds down. I tried reading the assigned chapter for English but couldn’t focus. My thoughts kept circling back to Kristoff’s hand on my shoulder. The way he looked at me. The way I wanted to freeze that moment and throw it away at the same time.

What was wrong with me?

Was I...?

No. I wasn’t.

I couldn’t be.

I wasn’t allowed to be.

I opened my laptop and stared at the screen. Then I did what I always did when I felt like this.

I typed: “transgender girls before and after.”

Then I deleted it.

Then I typed: “is it normal to wish you were a girl?”

Then I deleted that too.

My reflection on the black laptop screen stared back at me. Hair curling at the sides. Face too soft. Lips too full. Not man enough. Not woman enough. Just stuck.

Later that night, I waited until the whole house was quiet. I could hear the hum of the fridge downstairs, the occasional creak of the pipes, and my dad snoring from the bedroom across the hall. I didn’t turn on the overhead light. Just the laptop screen glowing on my face like some kind of interrogation lamp.

I typed it again.

“Transgender girl Jerry Springer.”

I hit enter.

The thumbnails loaded in fast. Blurry videos, messy captions. “My boyfriend didn’t know I was born a boy!” “I used to be a man—look at me now!”

Trashy. Sensational. But I couldn’t look away.

I clicked one.

The girl on screen had long black hair and huge lashes. She walked out onto the stage in heels I could never wear. The audience booed before she even spoke. She smiled anyway. Like none of it mattered.

The guy she was dating stood on the other side of the stage, arms crossed, red-faced. He yelled when he found out. Called her names. The crowd laughed. Jerry tried to calm everyone down. But the girl didn’t cry.

She stood there, back straight, as if she’d rehearsed for this moment her whole life.

I sat there frozen. A small, stupid ache building in my chest. I didn’t even realize I was crying until I tasted salt. I wiped my cheek with my sleeve and clicked the next video. Another girl. Blonde. This one was softer, shy. She wore a baby pink dress and said in the first ten seconds, “I just want to be loved.”

God. Why did that line hurt so bad?

I closed the laptop for a second, my hands shaking. My chest felt too tight. Like I needed to scream but couldn’t make a sound.

This was wrong.

All of it.

I opened a new tab and typed: “What does the Bible say about being transgender?”

I knew what I’d find. I clicked a site that looked official—scripture quotes in bold, harsh commentary in between. Words like abomination. Defiance. Against nature.

I wanted to close the window, but I kept reading. Like punishment. Like maybe if I hated this part of me enough, it would finally go away.

But it never did.

I’d been fighting it since I was ten. The first time I tried on my cousin’s lip gloss during a sleepover and couldn’t look at myself in the mirror after. The first time I saw a girl get called pretty and thought, why not me?

This thing—it stayed. Lurking in quiet moments. Creeping in while I did homework or brushed my teeth or watched Venice walk through the halls like she owned the air around her.

I opened another tab and typed: “Transgender celebrities.”

Photos popped up. Models. Actresses. Activists.

Some were gorgeous. Like red carpet, magazine cover, unreal kind of gorgeous. But others looked normal. Just women. Laughing, smiling, existing.

Could I...?

No.

I wasn’t like them.

I was Monty. A boy. A junior in high school. I couldn’t even get through gym class without feeling like my body was the enemy. What made me think I could be anything else?

Still, I stared at their photos. Imagined what it might feel like to wake up in the morning and not hate the mirror. To wear something soft. To have someone call me pretty and mean it.

I whispered the name under my breath, just once.

“Mandy.”

It felt like sin.

But it also felt like air.

I closed all the tabs, cleared my history, and opened my homework so I could pretend I’d been working on that the whole time. I heard footsteps down the hall.

I froze.

A knock. Soft.

“Monty?” my mom’s voice.

I shut the laptop fast. “Yeah?”

“You doing okay in there?”

“Fine. Just homework.”

She paused. “Alright, just checking. Don’t stay up too late, okay?”

“Okay.”

I waited until I heard her footsteps fade away before I let myself breathe again. My heart was racing like I’d been caught stealing.

I leaned back in my chair and looked around my room. Baseball trophies I never earned. Posters of action movies I didn’t even like. Clothes I never picked. All of it was a costume I’d been wearing for years.

I didn’t know who I was.

But I knew who I wasn’t.

And the more I tried to run from it, the louder it screamed.

I pulled my knees up to my chest and wrapped my arms around them. My hoodie smelled like laundry detergent and something faintly sweet—probably the lotion Mom made me use when I had that rash on my arms last spring.

I sat like that for a long time. Not crying. Not thinking. Just existing.

Eventually, I crawled into bed and pulled the blanket over my head like I used to do when I was little. I whispered a prayer, even though I wasn’t sure if I believed it would help.

“God... please. I don’t want to be like this. Just make it stop.”

But the silence that answered didn’t feel holy.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE RAIN STARTED sometime during fourth period. Light at first, almost gentle. By the time the last bell rang, it had turned into that cold, steady drizzle that soaked your backpack and turned your socks into sponges.

So I stood at the gate with my hood pulled over my head, arms wrapped tight around my chest, waiting for my mom’s beat-up minivan. I kept my eyes low, water dripping down my nose, until I heard her laugh.
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Venice.

I glanced up.

She was standing by the covered walkway, her long brown hair tucked into her varsity cheer jacket. Pink lipstick, perfect eyeliner, not a drop of water on her. She looked like she belonged in a music video. The kind where girls twirl in slow motion and the world bends around them.

Kristoff jogged toward her from the parking lot, his jacket held over his head. His sneakers splashed through puddles. She called his name and ran toward him.

I should’ve looked away. I should’ve.

But I didn’t.

He reached her, grinning, and pulled his jacket off without hesitation. She ducked under it, and he wrapped it around her shoulders. Then he leaned in, said something only she could hear. She laughed again and touched his chest.

They stood like that—close, warm, dry.

I shivered harder.

They looked like they belonged in a movie.

Kristoff always looked like that. Comfortable in his own skin. Effortless. The kind of boy who’d give you his jacket even if it meant walking home in the rain himself. The kind of boy girls wrote about in their diaries.

I wasn’t that kind of boy.

I wasn’t any kind of boy at all.

The cold crept through my sleeves. My hair was soaked, plastered to my forehead. I probably looked like a drowned rat, but no one noticed. No one ever noticed me unless it was to whisper or laugh or ask why I walked so weird.

I watched Kristoff take Venice’s backpack and sling it over his own shoulder. She tilted her head at him and smiled like he hung the stars.

My chest hurt. Not like heartbreak. Just... pressure. Like someone had wrapped their hands around something soft inside me and squeezed.

Why didn’t boys do that for me?

Why couldn’t I be the one standing under someone’s jacket?

Why couldn’t I be the girl?

My eyes stung, but I blinked fast, letting the rain hide whatever was leaking out.

I knew it was stupid. Kristoff wasn’t mine. He wasn’t even a friend. He barely knew my name. And even if he did... I wasn’t supposed to want this. I wasn’t supposed to feel this way.

It was just a phase.

That’s what people said, right?

You grow out of it.

You snap back to normal.

But I’d been feeling like this since middle school. Since the first time I saw a boy look at a girl like she was magic and thought, I wish someone would look at me like that.

A horn honked.

I jumped.

It was Mom. Her van sputtered as it pulled up to the curb. I ran toward it, water splashing around my ankles.

She didn’t say much when I got in, just glanced at me from the driver’s seat.

“You’re soaked,” she said.

I shrugged and pulled my hood down. My wet hair stuck to my cheeks.

“There’s a towel in the back,” she added. “Use it before you catch something.”

“Thanks.”

I twisted in my seat and grabbed it, pressing it to my face. It smelled like our laundry room. Like fabric softener and warm air. I held it there longer than I needed to.

Mom turned the heater on and the windows fogged up fast. The wipers squeaked across the windshield.

“I saw Kristoff Hilton earlier,” she said, casual.

I tensed. “Oh.”

“He was with that pretty cheerleader girl. Venice?”

“Yeah,” I muttered.

“They’re cute together.”

I stared out the window.

She didn’t mean anything by it. Just an observation. But I wanted to scream.

They’re not that cute. He deserves someone better. Someone real.

But what did that make me?

Nothing.

I was nothing.

Mom kept talking, something about how Kristoff’s dad was a dentist or maybe a councilman. I wasn’t really listening. I watched the rain hit the glass and blur the world outside like an overexposed memory. It felt safer that way. Like if I couldn’t see it clearly, maybe I could pretend it wasn’t real.

“He used to come to your birthday parties, remember?” she said.

“No,” I lied.

She laughed softly. “You two used to play on the swingset in your old Spider-Man pajamas. You loved those.”

I did remember. But I didn’t want to.

Back then, he was just a boy I liked swinging next to. I didn’t know what anything meant. I just liked the way he laughed and how he always gave me the red swing without being asked. And now?

Now I knew too much. Knew what wanting meant. Knew what staring meant. Knew what hiding really felt like.

The van pulled into our driveway. She handed me her umbrella. I shook my head.

“I’m already wet.”

“Still,” she said, insisting. “Use it.”

I took it because I didn’t want her to ask why I wouldn’t.

As I stepped out, I glanced back at her through the rain-smeared window. She smiled. I tried to smile back.
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In my room, I peeled off the wet clothes and changed into sweatpants and an old hoodie. I sat on the floor beside my bed and opened my sketchpad. I didn’t draw people—too risky. But I liked sketching clothes. Silhouettes. Outfits I wished I could wear.

I started with a jacket. Not a varsity one like Kristoff’s, but something cropped and fitted, with silver buckles at the sleeves. Underneath it, a dress—short, soft, with a subtle floral print. Shoes I couldn’t name but knew existed somewhere far from here. Somewhere I’d never go.

I didn’t draw a face. Just the outline of hair, long and falling past the shoulders. I liked not giving her a name. But deep down, I already had.

Mandy.

If I could be anyone, I’d be her.

She wouldn’t have to stand in the rain hoping someone might notice. She wouldn’t feel ashamed for crying over a boy who’d never see her. She’d be alone or with someone in the rain, but she’s real, and that was all that mattered.

I stared at the drawing until the lines blurred.

Then I tore the page out, folded it, and tucked it under my mattress like I always did.

It was stupid. A fantasy.

But it was mine.

And for a few minutes, that was enough.

The next day, I tried something dumb.

Mom was in the kitchen making her usual instant coffee. Dad had already left for work. She had this little makeup bag on the bathroom sink, half-zipped. Inside was a black eyeliner pencil—cheap, worn down, but still good enough.

I stared at it for a full minute before touching it.

Then another minute before I uncapped it.

I don’t know what came over me. Maybe it was the way Venice’s liner winged perfectly the day before, how it made her eyes pop even in the rain. Maybe I just wanted to feel... something else.

Something prettier.

I leaned close to the mirror and tried copying what I remembered. A thin line, tilted upward at the corners. It came out shaky, uneven. I wiped it off with toilet paper, then tried again. Still crooked, but better.

My hands trembled the whole time.

I didn’t go full glam. Just enough to notice if you looked for it. A shadow of a wing. Maybe I was testing people. Or maybe I wanted someone to see it. Just one person.

It was a dumb idea. I know that now.

By the time P.E. rolled around, the Florida sun was back out and the gym smelled like old socks and sweat. We were doing relay drills, which meant getting paired off. I hoped Coach wouldn’t notice me.

He did.

“Monty and Ryder,” he called.

Great.

Ryder Barnes was the kind of guy who flexed in every reflective surface and told everyone he had a six-pack even though he totally didn’t. He wore muscle shirts in January and called everyone “bro” like it was his birthright.

He looked me up and down and rolled his eyes. “This’ll be fun.”

We were doing a sprint-pass-sprint thing. Ryder passed the baton to me like it was contaminated. I almost dropped it. My legs wobbled. I wasn’t fast, but I wasn’t slow either. I just didn’t care.

After our round, I sat on the bleachers, chest heaving, sweat running down my spine. Ryder flopped down next to me, smirking.

“You look tired, princess.”

I ignored him.

Then he squinted at my face.

“Wait... what the hell is that?”

I stiffened.

He leaned in. “Are you wearing eyeliner?”

My stomach dropped.

“I—it’s just smudged dirt,” I muttered.

He snorted. “No way, dude. That’s eyeliner. Are you trying to be a chick or something?”

Some of the guys nearby looked over.

“Maybe he’s getting ready for drag brunch,” another guy laughed.

He reached out and grabbed my wrist.

“Gonna paint your nails next too, Montina?”

“Let go,” I said quietly.

“What was that?” he teased.

I tried pulling away, but he held tighter. His fingers dug into my forearm, right where the skin was soft. I winced.

“Ryder, seriously—stop,” I whispered.

“Aw, come on, don’t cry.”

Then a voice behind us said, “Let go of him.”

I froze.

Ryder turned around.

Kristoff stood a few feet away, arms crossed. He wasn’t yelling. He didn’t need to. His voice had that slow, calm weight people listened to.

Ryder laughed, trying to brush it off. “Relax, man. Just playing.”

Kristoff raised an eyebrow. “You think hurting someone is funny?”

Ryder’s mouth opened, then shut. He let go of my wrist and stood up, muttering something under his breath as he walked off.

I stayed frozen, my chest tight.

Kristoff glanced at me. “You okay?”

I nodded.

He didn’t press. Just gave me a quick look like he saw right through everything and walked away.

I looked down at my wrist. Faint red marks. Nothing serious.

But something inside me had cracked open again.

He didn’t make a scene. Didn’t ask questions. Just stepped in like it was obvious I deserved better.

Even if I didn’t believe it.

I sat on the bleachers until Coach blew the whistle for cooldown stretches. I joined late, keeping my eyes low, wiping my face so no one could tell the eyeliner was smudged for more than one reason.

That night, I stared at the same pencil I’d stolen and put it back.

Maybe I wasn’t ready.

Maybe I never would be.

But for one second, someone saw me.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I WASN’T SUPPOSED to be at the gas station. Mom asked me to stay home and finish laundry, but I needed air. That, and a break from the endless hum of the dryer and the way my dad muttered about “lazy boys with no backbone” while scrolling through the news.

So I told her we were out of milk. She handed me a ten and said to grab a loaf of bread too. I walked, hoodie up even though it wasn’t that cold.

The gas station two blocks away wasn’t anything special—just a Circle 8 with flickering lights and two aisles that always smelled like motor oil and off-brand gum. But the minute I stepped in, I felt safer than I had all day. No one there knew me. No one cared.

I grabbed a gallon of milk, some Wonder bread, and wandered toward the counter.

That’s when I saw it.
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A magazine, half-buried under a stack of auto weeklies and gossip rags.

“Top 10 Trans Models Changing Fashion.”

The cover was bold, glossy. A dark-skinned woman with piercing eyes stared straight ahead, lips painted wine red. She wore a silver suit with no shirt underneath, sharp shoulders and collarbones exposed. She didn’t just look beautiful—she looked powerful. Like she knew something I didn’t.

My heart jumped.

I looked around. The cashier was busy arguing with someone on the phone. No one else was in the store.

I picked it up slowly, hands sweating.

Inside were spreads of women from all over the world. Runways. Behind-the-scenes interviews. Before and after shots. Not in a mocking way—just… honest.

One had been a dancer in Ohio before moving to New York. Another said she always knew. One model, blond and petite, talked about crying in her dad’s car after he said she’d “ruined their name.”

But she looked radiant in the photos. Hair styled in waves, wearing a lilac gown that made her seem soft and untouchable.

I flipped the pages slowly, eyes drinking in every detail. Their cheekbones. Their expressions. Their confidence.

Was this real? Could someone go from what I was to that?

Could I?

I read a quote twice just to let it sink in. “I didn’t become a woman. I always was one. I just had to show the world.”

I almost started crying right there, under the humming light of aisle two, holding milk in one hand and a piece of myself in the other.

I didn’t care if it was cheesy. I didn’t care if it made me soft. I just… wanted to believe it.

That I could be something more.

That I wasn’t insane.

That this feeling wasn’t some glitch.

I heard the cashier hang up and sigh loudly.

Without thinking, I slid the magazine behind the bread in my basket.

When I reached the counter, he rang me up without a glance. I paid, stuffed the bread and milk into a bag, and slipped the magazine into my backpack the second I stepped outside.

I walked slower on the way home, heart hammering the whole time.

Once I got inside, I tossed the groceries on the counter and mumbled something about needing to study. Mom didn’t question it.

In my room, I shut the door, locked it, and pulled the magazine out like it was contraband.

I laid it on my bed and sat cross-legged in front of it, flipping each page again, slower this time. Letting the images settle. Letting my mind float into that place I tried so hard to avoid.

Could I ever be like them?

I whispered it to myself.

Could I?

I imagined myself on one of those pages. Hair long. Eyeliner perfect. Dress clinging just right. People saying “she” without stumbling. Looking at me without smirking.

I imagined a mirror that didn’t make me flinch.

I imagined Kristoff seeing me—and not looking confused.

I closed my eyes.

And for the first time in a long time, I let the thought live a little longer.

I told Mom I needed new shampoo.

She handed me the one she always bought from the drugstore—the same brand she used on our dog, basically—but I swapped it for something different when she wasn’t looking. A purple bottle that said “Color Enhancing” and had some girl with icy blonde hair smiling like her life was together.

I didn’t bleach anything. Just used it. Twice a day. Every day. For a week.

By Friday, the difference wasn’t major, but under certain lights, my hair looked lighter. Less muddy. Less like “Monty.” Just enough to pretend I was someone else.

I didn’t plan for anyone to notice. But Kristoff did.

It happened after second period, in the hall by the lockers near the music room. I was walking by, earbuds in but no music playing. Just an excuse not to talk.

Kristoff came out of class, laughing with one of the guys from his soccer team. He saw me, paused mid-sentence, then nodded once.

“Did you do something to your hair?”

I froze.

I pulled my hood up halfway. “No.”

He tilted his head, still looking. “Looks kinda cool.”

My mouth went dry.

“Thanks,” I said, way too quiet.

He walked off like he didn’t just mess up my whole nervous system.

And then Venice happened.

She’d seen the whole thing.

She stood by her locker, arms folded, chewing gum in slow, aggressive clicks. She wasn’t smiling. Not even pretending.

I kept my eyes low and walked faster.

In fourth period, I could feel her watching me. I didn’t look back, but I knew. There was this tension now—like I’d touched something that belonged to her without permission.

During free period, I got sent to the science lab to pick up a folder for Ms. Emery. I didn’t mind. I liked being alone in the halls, especially when the fluorescent lights buzzed and everyone else was locked in their classrooms. It was like walking through a version of school that didn’t expect anything from me.

But halfway there, I stopped.

I heard voices.

Girl voices.

They were coming from around the corner—right near the janitor’s closet, where the vending machine used to be.

I didn’t move. Didn’t want to be seen. So I just stood there, breathing slow, listening.

“So, did you do it yet?” one girl said. I couldn’t tell which one.

Venice sighed loud enough to echo. “No. I didn’t.”

“What? Why? You’ve been dating Kristoff for, like, weeks.”

“I tried,” she snapped. “But he didn’t even wanna kiss.”

Silence.

Then the other girl said, “Wait… are you serious?”

“Yes. I’m starting to think he’s… I don’t know. Gay.”

Another voice joined in. “Kristoff, gay?”

Venice groaned. “Maybe. I don’t know. It’s humiliating.”

My stomach turned.

I should’ve walked away.

But I stayed.

“Maybe he’s just shy,” someone offered.

“He’s not shy,” Venice said. “He’s just not interested. Or he’s into someone else.”

“Oh my god,” the third girl said, gasping. “Who?”

“No clue. But I’m not waiting around.”

A pause.

Then Venice dropped the bomb.

“I gave Ryder a BJ yesterday.”

“What?” the girls screeched in unison.

“Shh! Not so loud!”

They burst out laughing.

“It was so hot,” Venice added.

“Way hotter than anything Kristoff and I have done.”

I felt like my ears were on fire.
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I backed away, slowly, careful not to make a sound. Once I was far enough down the hall, I walked fast—too fast—straight to the lab, grabbed the folder, and went back to class without saying a word.

But my head was spinning.

Kristoff didn’t want to kiss her.

Was he really not into girls?

Was that even possible?

Did he like boys?

Or… did he like someone else?

Someone like me?

And what about Ryder?

Did Kristoff know?

Should I tell him?

Would it ruin everything?

Would he hate me?

I didn’t have answers. Just more questions and a knot in my gut that wouldn't go away.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I WASN’T EXPECTING him to talk to me again. Not after what Venice said. Not after the way my thoughts had been spiraling since I overheard them by the janitor’s closet. But life’s weird like that. It gives you the exact person you’re trying to avoid, right when your defenses are lowest.

It was after seventh period. I was slipping my notebook into my backpack when Kristoff tapped the edge of my desk with his knuckle.

I looked up, startled.

He leaned on one leg, casual, like we talked every day.

“Hey, you doing anything after school?”

I blinked. “Uh… no. Why?”

“Me and a couple people are doing a study thing. Chem midterm’s creeping up, and I know you’re a science God.”

I nodded slowly. “Okay.”

“You can come,” he added, as if I needed permission.

“Sure. I guess,” choking—not letting him know that butterflies in my stomach were fluttering and creating havoc. He smirked like I’d said something funny, then walked away before I could overthink it.

The “group study” turned out to be him, me, and two girls from band who were more interested in texting than balancing equations. We sat at the public library, table by the window, while one of them kept reapplying lip gloss and asking Kristoff what he got on the last quiz.

He shrugged. “I didn’t even finish that thing.”

I sat with my hands under the table, trying not to exist too loudly.

Eventually, the girls got bored and left.

Kristoff didn’t move.

He pushed the worksheet aside and leaned back in his chair. “Wanna walk for a bit?”

“Sure.”

It was already late afternoon. The sun was turning gold, the sidewalk warm under my shoes. We walked side by side through the neighborhood behind the school—quiet houses, trimmed lawns, dogs barking behind fences.

I didn’t know what to say, so I didn’t say anything.

He finally spoke. “You’re quiet.”

“I guess.”

“That a bad thing?”

“Depends who you ask.”

He chuckled under his breath.

I kicked a pebble into the gutter. “Sometimes I feel like if I say something, it’ll come out wrong.”

Kristoff didn’t laugh at that. He just nodded like he understood. “Words suck sometimes.”

We turned a corner, passed a house with Halloween decorations still up even though it was November. A skeleton sat in a rocking chair holding a pumpkin. Kristoff tilted his head at it.

“That thing’s gonna rot.”

I smiled a little.

Then I asked, “Do you ever wonder what it’d be like to be… different?”

He looked over. “Different how?”
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I hesitated. “Like… not who people think you are.”

Kristoff slowed down. “Yeah. I think about that a lot.”

I glanced at him, surprised. “Really?”

He kicked at the pavement. “I don’t think most people know who I am. They just see the version they like.”

“What about Venice?”

He stopped walking.

I thought I said too much.

But he just rubbed the back of his neck. “Venice doesn’t really see anyone but Venice.”

“Oh.”

“She’s not a bad person. Just... sharp edges.”

I nodded.

He looked at me then, really looked. “Why’d you ask that? About being different.”

I could’ve lied. Could’ve said something vague. But instead I said, “Because sometimes I feel like I’m two people. One the world sees, and one that’s just… waiting.”

He was quiet for a second.

Then he said, “I think being different is what makes people unforgettable.”

My throat tightened.

He smiled, but it wasn’t cocky. It was soft. Careful. “You ever think maybe you’re not messed up? Just ahead of the curve?”

I didn’t know what to say.

I just stood there, warm and cold all at once.

He didn’t push me.

Didn’t ask anything else.

We walked the rest of the way in silence, but it didn’t feel empty.

It felt full.

I shouldn’t have been sketching in class the next day.

Ms. Emery was talking about thesis statements. Something about structure and clarity and not using “I think” in persuasive writing. I was half-listening. Maybe less than half.

I kept my notebook open on my lap, below the desk. The lines were faint, the kind I’d trained my hand to make without looking. A neckline first—square cut. Fitted waist. Soft sleeves. A pleated skirt that flared at the hips, ending just above the knee.

I was thinking about flow. About fabric. About how it might move when you walked down a hallway and the air caught you just right.

I didn’t hear Ryder until his shadow fell over my page.

“What’s this?” he said, grabbing the notebook before I could pull it away.

My stomach dropped.

“Give it back,” I muttered.

But he was already flipping the page around so others could see. “Yo, check this out. Princess Monty’s working on his spring collection.”

People laughed. Some just looked confused. A few leaned closer to see.

Ryder held the drawing up, grinning. “You gonna wear this to prom, sweetheart?”

I reached for it again. “I said give it back.”

“Aww, don’t be shy.” He turned to the guy behind him. “Think he’ll shave his legs for it?”

More laughter.

“Seriously, Ryder,” I said, louder this time. “Give it back.”

He raised his eyebrows, mocking. “Why? You gonna cry?”

Then his hand came down on my arm—tight, squeezing, yanking me forward just a little.

“Let go!” I snapped.

That’s when it happened.

Kristoff stood up so fast his chair scraped the floor.

He didn’t say anything.

Just walked over, wound up, and punched Ryder across the face.

The sound was sick and sharp. Ryder staggered back, one hand flying to his cheek.

The whole class gasped.

Kristoff didn’t say a word.

Ms. Emery was yelling. I barely heard her.

“Office. Both of you. Now.”

We sat on the wooden bench outside the principal’s office.

Kristoff had a split on his knuckle. Ryder was still inside, whining about how he was the real victim.

I stared at my hands.

The drawing was crumpled in my lap.

He tapped his shoe against the floor.

“You okay?” he asked quietly.

I nodded. “You didn’t have to do that.”

He shrugged. “I wanted to.”

I turned to him. “Why?”
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He looked straight ahead, like he was thinking about it. Then said, “Because someone should.”

I stared at him.

He glanced over, then smiled—just barely.

“You drew that?” he asked, nodding at the paper in my lap.

I hesitated. “Yeah.”

“It’s good.”

I didn’t know how to respond. Compliments always felt like traps.

He leaned back, hands in his pockets. “You shouldn’t hide it.”

“You think I wanted that to happen?”

“No,” he said. “But hiding doesn’t stop them either.”

I looked down at the sketch. The lines were bent now, wrinkled. Still there, though. Still mine.

“Thanks,” I said.

He didn’t ask me for details.

He didn’t make it weird.

He just sat next to me like it was the most natural thing in the world.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I WALKED PAST it three times before I finally tore the bottom slip with the sign-up info. Not because I was dying to act—I wasn’t. But the art club was handling the production, and Ms. Emery said college applications liked “involvement.” So I told myself that was the reason. Just another extracurricular to pad the list. Nothing deeper.

The casting happened in a cold room that smelled like paint and hairspray. Folding chairs lined the wall. A girl with a clipboard, Ava something, handed me a highlighted script and said, “This is a tiny part but super visual. You’d be perfect.”

I didn’t even get a chance to read it.

They gave me the part before I opened my mouth.

The character’s name was Cherie. She had one scene. A streetwalker from the nineties with three lines and a cigarette she never lights. “Comic relief,” Ava said. “But tragic if you play it right.”

Then she added, “None of the girls wanted it.”

I frowned. “Why not?”

“They’re scared. The role’s kinda bold, and we go full-on with the look. Corset, fishnets, heels, the works. You cool with that?”

I wanted to say no.

But I heard myself say, “Yeah. That’s fine.”

Ava grinned like I’d saved the whole production.

The makeover happened that Friday after school in the AV room, where they kept the costume racks and leftover Halloween wigs. Four girls and one gay sophomore named Gideon circled me like stylists on a makeover show.

I kept my eyes on the floor while they buzzed about “the vibe.” Ava wanted Cherie to look like “every girl you weren’t allowed to talk to growing up.”

“You’re gonna look so good,” one girl squealed.

“Like scarily good.”

They started with a hot wax strip down each arm. I flinched but bit my tongue.

Then came the eyebrows.
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Gideon adjusted his beret and said, “You’ve got naturally arched brows. Just need to clean underneath. Trust me.”

It burned.

The corset came next. Black satin, stiff and tight. I sucked in air while they laced the back like they were stringing a tennis racket.

Next, the fishnets.

Then a panty.

Then tucking.

I’d googled it before. I knew what it meant. Still didn’t prepare me for the awkward silence while I excused myself to the bathroom with medical tape and shaking hands.

When I came back, no one said anything. They just nodded in approval.

Gideon handed me a cheap red wig and some press-on nails.

Last came the heels. Black. Strappy. A size too small.

When I stood up, everyone gasped.

I don’t think they expected it to work that well.

Ava whispered, “Oh my god.”

Gideon said, “You look like you’ve done this before.”

I hadn’t.

But looking at myself in the full-length mirror, something in me shifted.

I didn’t see Monty.

I saw someone who scared me.

Because she looked too real.

Too much like the truth I kept locking in the back of my throat.

Word got out fast.

I don’t know who started it—probably Ava, or maybe Gideon—but by the time the rehearsal started, half the school seemed to know Monty Hiddleston had been cast as the “hooker in heels.”

That’s what people were calling me. Not Cherie. Not the name in the script. Just “the hooker.”

The theater wasn’t even half full and still felt crowded. The seats were supposed to be reserved for crew and cast only, but people kept sneaking in, whispering, pointing, waiting for “the moment.”

I hid backstage in full costume. Wig pinned, breastplate, corset yanked, eyeliner sharp. My feet already hurt, and we hadn’t even started.

Ava peeked behind the curtain and whispered, “There’s like… twenty extra people out there.”

“Why?” I asked.

She smirked. “Because word got out that you’re hot.”

My stomach twisted.

“Just be Cherie,” she said, adjusting my wig one last time.

“Give them everything.”

My scene came twenty minutes in. Just one strut across the stage, leaning on a lamppost, tossing a line to the lead actor, flipping hair I didn’t grow. That was it.

But when I stepped out, the room stopped breathing.

I heard a few gasps.

A whistle.

Someone whispered “Holy shit” from the third row.

I felt every eye like a spotlight, like they could see through the stockings and the tape and the powder. Like they didn’t know if they were watching a joke or a revelation.

I leaned on the fake lamppost and delivered my line.

“Baby, I charge extra for innocence.”

The audience laughed—nervously.

I walked off before my knees gave out.

Backstage, Ava grabbed me by the shoulders.

“That was perfect. You don’t even get how good you looked.”

I tried to smile, but something inside me was unraveling.
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After rehearsal, the green room turned into a meet-and-greet I didn’t ask for.

People I barely knew came up, smiling too wide.

“You actually looked amazing, dude.”

“I didn’t recognize you at first.”

“You should do drag for real.”

Each one said something meant to be flattering. Each one landed like a punch I didn’t know how to block.

Then I saw them—Venice and her girls near the snack table, arms crossed, French nails tapping plastic water bottles.

And Ryder.

He walked straight toward me, wearing a look I didn’t trust.

“Hey,” he said. “Listen… about before.”

I stared at him.

“You know. The sketch thing. I was being a dick.”

“You think?” I muttered.

He scratched the back of his neck. “I don’t know, man. You looked... hot up there.”

I blinked.

“What?”

He leaned in a little. “I mean, not in a gay way. Just saying. You pulled it off.”

I stepped back.

He laughed like it was a joke.

“Relax. I’m just saying, you surprised us.”

He opened his mouth to say something else, but I walked away before he could.

That’s when I saw her.

Venice.

She wasn’t saying anything. Just watching.

Her eyes were cold. Fixed. Unmoving.

I thought she might say something. She didn’t.

Her stare said enough.

Then Kristoff appeared.

He walked in from the side door like he wasn’t sure he was allowed to be there.

When he saw me, he stopped.

He didn’t laugh.

Didn’t joke.

He just looked at me.

Really looked.

Then he said, low and easy, “You look good.”

My breath caught.

“I mean it,” he added. “You were… amazing.”

I didn’t know what to do with that. The words or the softness behind them.

“Thanks,” I whispered.

He stepped closer, eyes still locked on mine. “You looked like you.”

That’s when it hit me. He didn’t see me as a random boy in school.

He wasn’t complimenting the costume.

He was complimenting the truth I was too afraid to say.

And for the first time in my life, I felt seen.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

MY FACE stung like hell. Even after I wiped off the last of the foundation Ava gave me, the makeup remover burned. I didn’t realize how raw my skin was until I dabbed under my eye with a cotton pad and winced. Then there were the brows—plucked within an inch of their life, half-filled with a borrowed eyeliner pencil I forgot to return. Every stroke I made earlier trying to even them out now felt like a crime scene.

Still… I was smiling.

I didn’t know how long the happiness would last, but for now, I was floating.

They called me beautiful.

I looked in the mirror and saw someone else. Not Monty. Not the boy who hid behind hoodie strings and kept his voice down. Someone brighter. Clearer. Not perfect—but closer.

I felt… alive.

I walked home slower than usual. My boots clicked on the sidewalk like I was rehearsing for something. The sky had gone pale, clouds bunching like fists, but I didn’t care if it rained.
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I was still on Cloud nine when what waited on the other side of the front door greeted me by surprise.

The slap came first.

Hard and fast.

The second I stepped inside, before I even dropped my backpack.

The sound of it cracked through the hallway. My cheek went numb. My lip tasted like copper.

I looked up at my father.

His eyes were red. Not from tears. From rage.

He held up his phone.

“Explain this,” he said, voice shaking.

The photo was from earlier. Me in costume. On stage. A wig, lipstick, corset, fishnets. The angle was low, blurry, but it was clearly me. I didn’t even have to look long.

“Who sent you that?” I managed.

“Venice’s mother called. Said she was sick over it. Said you were parading around like a… like this!”

He threw the phone on the couch like it burned him.

“Dad—”

“You embarrassed this family,” he growled.

“You think this is funny? You think I won’t fix it?”

He started for his belt.

My throat closed. I backed away. “Please don’t—”

“Enough!” he roared.

Then she stepped in.

Mom.

She came out of the kitchen like she knew this was coming. Like she’d been waiting for it.

“Stop.”

My father froze. His hand hovered at his waist. The belt stayed in place, but his knuckles were white.

“You lay one more hand on him,” she said, quiet but sharp, “and I swear to God I’ll make sure you regret it.”

He turned to her. “He’s a boy, Leah. A boy. Look at him. He’s got lipstick on!”

“He’s our son!” she shouted back. “He’s kind. He helps me carry groceries. Helps clean the house. Runs errands. He says thank you. He works hard, and he listens, and he’s got better grades than anyone in this house ever did.”

She moved between us, blocking him.

“He hasn’t done drugs. He hasn’t snuck out. He doesn’t lie. And you want to hit him because he dressed up like a girl?”

“It’s not just that, you know what I’m talking about!” my dad spat.

“It’s… sick. He’s confused. I should’ve beaten the crap out of him when he was younger. We’ve already discussed this a hundred times! Now look how he turned out!”

She took a step closer. “Maybe he is confused. Maybe he’s figuring things out. But beating the shit out of him isn’t the answer!”

He didn’t respond.

The house was too quiet.

Then he looked at me. I couldn’t read his face anymore. Just saw a man who didn’t recognize his own kid.

He let go of the belt.

It hit the floor with a dull thud.

Then he turned and walked out the front door without saying another word.

The screen door creaked behind him. Then nothing.

I stood there frozen. My jaw hurt. My hands were shaking.

Mom turned around and wrapped her arms around me before I could stop her. “I’ve got you,” she whispered, holding the back of my head. “You hear me? I’ve got you.”

I nodded into her shoulder.

“I don’t care who you are, what you wear, what you call yourself—” She pulled back just enough to look me in the eyes. “You’re mine. And I will protect you.”

I couldn’t speak.

I just cried.

And she let me.

I didn’t sleep that night.

I just stared at the ceiling until the sun came up, my cheek still sore, my brain playing the photo over and over. Every time I blinked, I saw my father’s face. Every time I swallowed, I tasted metal.

Venice did this.

She took the picture. She sent it. She made that call happen.

She knew what she was doing.

And I’d had enough.

[image: Mage media]

The next day in science, we were supposed to be working on our volcano models. Baking soda and vinegar, the whole cliché. But I didn’t touch the supplies.

I waited.

Venice was paired with two of her friends, sitting at the back, fiddling with her phone like the world owed her attention.

I walked up, heart hammering, hands clenched.

She looked up, blinked once, then smirked.

“Well, well. If it isn’t Barbie’s awkward phase,” she said.

“You told your mom.”

“Yup.” She didn’t even flinch. “And she told your daddy.”

She leaned in and raised an eyebrow.

“But I’m disappointed. I was expecting a black eye.”

Her friends laughed.

“What’s your problem with me?” I said, trying to keep my voice even. “You don’t even know me.”

“I know you’re annoying,” she said, twirling her hair. “I know you play helpless so Kristoff will run to your rescue every time someone makes fun of your sissy shit.”

I stepped closer.

“I never asked him to defend me.”

“Well, he does. And that’s the problem.”

I blinked. “You’re mad because he’s a decent person?”

“No. I’m mad because I hate weirdos like you.”

The room tilted slightly.

She folded her arms. “So congrats, you win. You got the pity prize. Hope it was worth it.”

My jaw locked.

“I didn’t win anything,” I said. “I’ve been hiding since I was seven. You think this is some competition? You think I wanted this?”

“Please,” she scoffed. “You love the attention.”

I snapped.

“Attention? I’m not the one sneaking around giving blowjobs to my boyfriend’s teammate behind the gym to get some sort of validation!”

The silence after that was instant and massive.

Venice froze. Her face drained.

Her friends looked like they stopped breathing.

I kept going.

“Yeah. Ryder. I heard everything. How hot it was. How you were sick of waiting. You want attention? You got it.”

Venice’s mouth opened, but nothing came out.

Then she dropped the scissors she was holding and ran.

Out the back door, into the hallway, gone.

I stood there, panting.

Then I turned around.

Kristoff was standing by the cabinet, holding a roll of aluminum foil.

He looked stunned.

I stepped forward. “Kristoff—”

He held up a hand.

“I need a second.”

“Wait, I—”

He walked out without finishing the sentence.

And I was left there, in the middle of the lab, with three confused girls, two unfinished volcanoes, and a guilt so loud it echoed.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS passed. The silence didn’t hurt as much anymore. Just hovered. Like a weight I’d gotten used to carrying. Every day, I did something a little braver.

It started with my hoodie—swapped my gray one for a soft pink zip-up I found at the back of my mom’s closet. She didn’t question me when I borrowed it. Just smiled and said, “Looks better on you anyway.”

Then came the lip gloss. Strawberry-scented, shiny, barely there unless the light hit right. I liked the way it made me feel like I had something secret. Something sweet.

The jeans were the hardest to let go of, but once I wore denim shorts and felt the breeze on my smooth legs, there was no going back. I started waxing every Sunday night like a ritual. There was something healing about the sting. It meant I had chosen this.

Every inch of it.

My mom helped me with the French manicure. Said she used to do her own before she met Dad. We laughed. I didn’t say it out loud, but I liked being her daughter in those moments. Not an “only child,” not “Monty,” just… hers.

My dad still wasn’t talking much. But he didn’t flinch anymore when I walked into a room. He even asked, awkwardly, if I wanted to “talk to someone about all this” over the summer.

A gender specialist.

He used the actual words.

I said yes.

So everything was slowly getting better.

Except Kristoff.

He hadn’t spoken to me since the science lab.

No texts. No calls. Not even a glance.

He’d walk past me like I wasn’t there.

And maybe I wasn’t.

Maybe I was someone new and he just hadn’t figured out how to see me yet.
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That Friday, I sat in the back row of the computer lab during last period, pretending to write my essay on the AI revolution.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard, unmoving. Kristoff sat three rows ahead. Venice wasn’t beside him anymore. Ryder was. They were laughing about something. Whatever it was, it didn’t matter.

He hadn’t looked back. Not once.

I stared at the back of his head like it might turn on its own.

It never did.

I bit the inside of my cheek, then returned to my screen.

Typed: “Generating images with the use of…”

Deleted it.

Typed: “How to move on from a boy who doesn’t want you…”

Deleted that too.

The bell rang.

Everyone scrambled to pack up, chairs scraping, monitors shutting off. I stayed seated until the room emptied, except for the hum of the fan and the ticking wall clock.

I walked home alone that day.

My mom always picked me up, but she texted that she’s in a shop getting new tires and it would take a while. She asked me to wait for the rain to stop and walk home.

Rain came hard, sideways, cold and fast. The kind that soaked you before you could find shelter.

I stood under the school’s side awning, backpack hugged to my chest, trying not to cry in front of nobody.

The sky was gray, almost green. The kind of storm that made the world feel smaller.

I thought about running for it.

Then I heard it—a soft thud. Plastic on pavement.

Kristoff was standing there, holding out an umbrella. The same kind of black, boring one my dad always used when he wore a suit to church. But in his hands, it looked like something else entirely.

A peace offering.

He looked nervous.

“Hey,” he said, voice barely above the rain.

I didn’t move.

“I saw you standing here. Figured… maybe you needed a ride.”

My throat tightened. “You haven’t talked to me in three weeks.”

He nodded slowly. “I know.”

“Not even once.”

“I know.”

I bit my lip. The rain was hitting the sidewalk in sharp diagonal streaks, pooling at my sneakers.

“I felt a little betrayed, you knew about Venice and Ryder,” he said.

“I thought you hated me.”

“I could never hate you.”

I looked away. My lip gloss tasted salty now.

“I’m sorry,” I said, voice cracking. “I should’ve told you about it. But I didn’t want to be the reason everything blew up. I didn’t want to ruin anything.”

He stepped closer, umbrella tilting between us, blocking the storm.

“You don’t have to explain.”

“But I should.”

“You don’t.”

We stood there, soaked in everything we couldn’t say.

Then he let out a breath.

“It’s been the hardest three weeks of my life.”

My eyes met his.

“I thought I could ignore it. Move on. Pretend. But every time I saw you, it got worse.”

I shook my head. “Why?”

He smiled, just barely. “Because I like you.”

I blinked.

“I love you,” he said.

I froze.

His voice was soft. “I don’t know why, or how, or if it makes sense. I just know it’s real.”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

“I remember seventh grade,” he said suddenly. “I was failing every class. Mrs. Hodge said I was going to repeat the year.”

“I remember,” I whispered.

“You used to fix my homework. Every morning. You’d scribble answers in the hallway right before the bell.”

“You gave me Skittles in return.”

He laughed under his breath. “Yeah. That was my idea of currency back then.”

I looked down at our feet. My socks were soaked. My legs were cold.

He lifted the umbrella a little higher and stepped closer.

“I love you,” he said again.

I swallowed. “But I’m not a girl.”

I could barely get the words out. “Not yet.”

He didn’t respond.

He just leaned in.

And kissed me.

It wasn’t perfect. His nose bumped mine. My lip gloss probably smeared. But none of it mattered.

Because for the first time, I wasn’t pretending.

I closed my eyes and let it happen—his mouth soft, his hand gentle behind my head, the sound of rain crashing down all around us like applause.

I felt warm.

I felt real.

I felt wanted.

When he pulled back, I was crying.

He didn’t ask why. Just took my backpack off my shoulder and grabbed my hand.
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“Come on,” he said. “Let me take you home.”

He walked beside me, holding the umbrella over both of us.

And just like that, everything I’d ever wanted was right there.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

SENIOR YEAR started with butterflies. Not the cute kind. The sharp, mean ones that thrashed around in my stomach like they were trying to claw their way out.

I checked the mirror again before heading downstairs.

My hair had grown to my shoulders over the summer, wavy and soft with a little help from the curling wand Mom showed me how to use. A white headband pushed it back gently, framing my face. I wore a light pink cardigan over a white tank, and a plaid mini skirt I almost chickened out of wearing at least five times.

My legs were smooth—still red in patches from yesterday’s wax. I had on low-heeled Mary Janes and carried a stack of books against my chest, arms tight. Everything about me felt exposed.

I looked like a girl.

Or I was trying to.

Four months on hormones and my body had started shifting—slowly, tenderly. My skin was softer, almost fragile. My chest wasn’t flat anymore. My hips had widened just a little, enough that jeans fit different. My emotions ran louder now. I cried at commercials. I hugged people longer. Sometimes I laughed just to laugh.

It felt good.

It felt terrifying.

Dad was waiting by the front door, keys in hand.

“You ready?” he asked.

I nodded.

He looked at me—really looked. Then smiled.

“I like the headband,” he said. “You look like your mom in college.”

That made me smile too.

The drive to school was quiet, but not awkward. The windows were cracked, letting in that early September breeze. I watched the neighborhood pass by—the same route I’d taken for years, but everything looked a little different now.

At one red light, Dad cleared his throat.

“You call me if anything happens. You hear me?”

“I will.”

“Anybody says anything—anything—you tell me. No more hiding. No more taking it.”

“Okay.”

He nodded, knuckles tight around the wheel. “I love you.”

I blinked fast.

“Love you too.”

We pulled into the school parking lot, and I spotted the crowd by the front steps—kids in their first-day outfits, backpacks over shoulders, summer tans fading. The nerves came back fast, crawling up my throat.

“You want me to walk you in?” Dad asked.

“No,” I said quickly. “No. I got it.”

He looked disappointed for a second, then said, “Alright.”

I opened the door slowly, stepped out, and adjusted my skirt. I started walking toward the steps, head down, gripping my books like armor.

Then I heard my name.

“Mandy!”
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I looked up.

Kristoff was standing by the lockers just inside the front entrance, dressed in a navy hoodie and jeans, his backpack slung low on one shoulder. His hair was a little longer, curling at the tips. Same shy smile.

He walked toward me, fast, like he’d been waiting all morning.

“Hey,” he said.

My voice wavered. “Hey.”

He took my books without asking, tucked them under his arm. Like it was natural. Like it was normal.

“You’re early,” I said.

“I’ve been early since eighth grade,” he grinned. “I like the quiet before the zoo opens.”

I looked at him. Really looked. His hand brushed mine as we walked. My heart flipped.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked, barely above a whisper.

He didn’t even flinch.

“I’m proud to be with you.”

I stared at the floor tiles. “It’s a bad idea.”

“They’re going to make fun of you. They’re going to talk.”

“Let ’em.”

“Kristoff—”

He stopped walking.

“I’m serious,” he said. “I don’t care what they say. I’m not hiding it. I’m not hiding you. I’m not hiding us.”

I blinked fast again, but the tears still slipped.

He wiped one from my cheek with his thumb.

“You’re crying,” he said.

“Always,” I smiled.

“You’re allowed.”

I didn’t know what I did to deserve someone like him. But maybe it wasn’t about deserving. Maybe it was about showing up anyway.

We stood there for a moment longer, the hallway slowly filling with noise, chatter, life.

Then Kristoff leaned down and kissed my forehead.

“You coming?” he asked.

I nodded.

And for the first time, I wasn’t scared to be seen.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Femboy’s First Love? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.
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“Along with the Estrogen and Anti-androgen, I took EVERYTHING, including the Risk of Falling in Love.”

It contains over 43,000 indelible words that will open your eyes to the possibility that transformation can lead to Happily Ever After. It is a brave story of a nurse who got kicked out of the house for wearing a dress and eventually meets an arrogant yet oh-so-charming doctor who will not only steal her parking slot, but also her heart.

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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“Eleven fine femboys, feminized by chance, self-discovery, and love.”
This is an illustrated novella collection, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy! No cross-additions guaranteed. You won’t find these best-selling stories in any of my other collections.


Story 1 – Secret Girlfriend
I didn’t expect that the price to pay to be walking the hallways with them would entail me, serving the jocks food and drinks every weekend… in his sister’s clothes.


Story 2 – Becoming My Mother
Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.


Story 3 – Female ID
It was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.


Story 4 – In The Navy
I didn’t expect that I’d be asked to slip into something more appropriate for the bedroom and not the ocean. Something that was so out of character and out of my job description. But then again, he was the Captain, it was his ship, and I had to follow his orders...


Story 5 – Cheerleader By Chance
When I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!


Story 6 – The Secretary
Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes. He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.


Story 7 – Old Maid
When I stumbled upon the chance of discovering my glamorous alter ego and the chance at love, I started questioning if I was still okay with being the male version of an old maid.


Story 8 – Angel Baby
She was beautiful, kind, and had all the answers to my questions. But then, she started telling me to try the shoes of another person, and that pair… had six-inch heels.


Story 9 – My Crazy Girl
One night, I met that drunk girl in the subway station, my crazy girl who showed me how femininely beautiful this world could be and left me questioning if I was ready for it.


Story 10 – Miss Meow
During one of my overtimes, I decided to wear one of my creations—the ones that he deemed were trash. Soon after, night after night, I would prowl the dark streets and discover facets of myself in my tight and glossy leotard—letting everyone know how extraordinarily fun it was to be Miss Meow.


Story 11 – After Midnight
My hands started having a life of their own and clicked the Women’s Shoes category and then the cosmetics section. I thought the mystery ended with girly things. Little did I know, my nights would turn sleepless—prowling and yearning to satiate my novel hunger for… men. 

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

We have over 30,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

You don’t even need to upgrade to VIP to enjoy most of it.

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“Why did nobody tell me that LashTech isn’t about coding? I’m not here for beauty school!”

I thought I was signing up for a coding bootcamp. LashTech & Laser Co. sounded techy enough. I showed up in cargo shorts, expecting JavaScript. Instead, I got dragged into a beauty school full of lashes, wigs, and hot pink chaos.

One makeover turned into full-time corsets, tucking tutorials, voice drills, and a whole new mirror I wasn’t ready to look into. But the more my instructor touched me—my cheekbones, my waist, my soul—the more I started wanting to stay.

Read Beauty School by Chance

Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.
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Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.
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Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Femboy’s First Love.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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