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Introduction

“As a guy, I was invisible. For some reason, when I’m dressed up all girly, everyone’s suddenly begging for a piece of me.”

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

∞∞∞

On the brink of going crazy for being the last virgin student in my university, I’ve decided to switch things up.

Curiously, I started creating an alter-ego. Someone over the top, extra girly, extra bubbly, extra out there, the total opposite of who I was.

It was all fun and games in the beginning until the male attention started crashing in like a tidal wave which led me to question if I could take the next step—and know what it’s like, even just for one night.

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 Girly Alter.


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 WAS SITTING ALONE IN MY DORM ROOM, the glow from the TV casting flickering shadows across the walls. It was some steamy romance movie, the kind that's supposed to get your heart racing and maybe even make you feel a bit envious. And there I was, watching, imagining. Wondering what it'd feel like to actually be in those scenes-the kissing, the caressing, all of it. It felt like a routine, doing the manly deed to such thoughts—loneliness and curiosity were truly a potent mix.
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Yes, it was so dumb, getting off to a romantic film. But who could blame me? I was still a virgin. Back then, a kiss to me was equivalent to getting head.

I wasn’t ugly, but I wasn’t conventionally hot for a dude plus I've always been the shy type, you know? My face is softer than most guys', and I've lost count of how many times I've been called a pretty boy. It's not exactly the compliment some might think it is, especially when you're into, well, the bombshell-like blondies. The popular cheerleader types that seem so out of reach for a guy like me.

Phil, or as I like to call him, Fart (don't ask), always teased me about it. He's my best friend, and despite his odd nickname, he's been with me through thick and thin. Fart's got a girlfriend, someone as geeky as we were, which sort of gave me hope but also made me the odd one out.

He kept telling me that I couldn’t stay a virgin in college, that people would make fun of me. As if I needed another thing to worry about.
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So there I was, letting my imagination run wild, trying to escape into a world where the guy like me gets the girl. It's silly, I know. But in those moments, even when my hand was already fully warmed up in my pants, I couldn't help but feel a bit of longing, a desire to experience those touches, those connections, even if just in my head.

It's not like I haven't tried, mind you. I've approached girls, tried to be charming, or at least as charming as a geeky, shy guy can be. But it always ended the same-with me being led on, then left hanging.

It's a cycle that's as frustrating as it is embarrassing.

I guess that's why these late-night sessions became a thing. They're an escape, a way to feel something close to what I'm missing out on. But as the movie ended and the screen faded to black, I was left feeling just as alone as before, the brief fantasy fading away and leaving me with my thoughts.

Thoughts of what it might take to actually change my reality, to find someone who'd see me for me. But for now, it was just me, my imagination, and the quiet of the dorm room.
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The next day found me at the arcade with Fart and his girlfriend, Ayla. It was one of those spur-of-the-moment plans that ended up being the highlight of an otherwise dull weekend. The arcade was buzzing with energy, a cacophony of bleeps and bloops that somehow felt like music to my ears.

Ayla was as competitive as they come, her glasses sliding down her nose as she leaned into the claw machine with a determination that was both admirable and slightly terrifying. She was dressed in a Star Wars tee that was a tad too big for her, paired with skinny jeans that had seen better days.

Fart was in his usual ensemble, a graphic tee featuring some obscure video game character, and cargo shorts that I swear he owned in every color imaginable. As for me, I was in my comfort zone with a simple hoodie and jeans, the very picture of college student casual.

"We're competing for who gets the most stuff toys," Ayla declared, her eyes never leaving the prize.

"And I'm not losing to you nerds."

Fart chuckled, accepting the challenge like a knight ready for battle.

"You're on, but remember, Peter's the claw machine wizard."

I wasn't so sure about being a wizard, but I did have a knack for these machines. Maybe it was the countless hours spent analyzing their mechanics instead of socializing that gave me the edge.

The competition was fierce, with Ayla snagging a couple of plushies early on, her triumphant smile saying it all. Fart wasn't far behind, though his prizes were more the result of sheer luck than skill. And then there was me, quietly, methodically freeing the stuffed animals from their glass prison.

In the end, it wasn't even close. I stood victorious, a small mountain of plush toys at my feet, feeling a mix of pride and embarrassment. Ayla, however, was not impressed.
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"You’re so annoying. Why don't you get a girlfriend so you won't have to keep third wheeling with us?" she said, her voice tinged with frustration.

Her words stung more than I wanted to admit. I knew she didn't mean it maliciously, but it highlighted a sore spot in my life. Without a word, I walked away, the joy of winning evaporating like morning mist.

Later, as I sat in my dorm, my phone buzzed with a text from Fart.

"Sorry about Ayla. She didn't mean it, man. Don't take it to heart. Pizza on me tomorrow?"

I couldn't stay mad at them, not really. Fart and Ayla were my closest friends, after all. But as I stared at the screen, I couldn't help but feel the weight of her words, wondering if I'd always be the third wheel, always on the outside looking in.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

A MONTH AFTER THE ARCADE INCIDENT, I found myself on a date. Fart and Ayla, perhaps feeling guilty about the third-wheel comment, had set me up with Stephanie, a friend of theirs. We agreed to meet at a cozy coffee shop near campus, a place known for its quiet atmosphere and great lattes.
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I arrived early, dressed in a button-up shirt and jeans, a step up from my usual attire but not by much. I wanted to make a good impression, after all. Stephanie walked in a few minutes later, wearing a Canada t-shirt under a denim jacket, her hair pulled back in a simple ponytail.

She was pretty, in a girl-next-door kind of way, and when she smiled at me, I felt a flicker of hope that maybe, just maybe, this could work out.

"Hi, Peter, right? I'm Stephanie. Fart and Ayla have told me so much about you," she said, her voice warm.

"Yeah, that's me. It's nice to meet you, Stephanie. They've told me a bit about you too," I managed to reply, my voice steadier than I felt.

We ordered our drinks and found a quiet corner to sit. That's when things started to go downhill. I've never been great at small talk, and despite her attempts to keep the conversation going, I struggled to contribute anything meaningful. I asked about her major, her favorite video games, even her thoughts on the latest Marvel movie, but my questions felt forced, and the responses didn't lead anywhere.

As the silence between us grew, I could see the interest fading from her eyes, replaced by a polite but unmistakable boredom. I racked my brain for something, anything to say, but came up empty. It was like being back in high school all over again, the awkward kid who didn't know how to connect with people.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Stephanie set down her coffee cup and looked at me with a mix of sympathy and resolve.
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"Look, Peter, you're cute and all, but you're too short, and you don't talk much. I need a macho man, you know?"

Her words hit me like a bucket of ice water. I was too stunned to be hurt, at least at first.

"Oh, um, I see. I guess I'm not really what you're looking for then," I stammered, feeling my cheeks burn with embarrassment.

"Yeah, I'm sorry. I just wanted to be honest with you," she replied, her tone apologetic yet firm.

We parted ways shortly after, the goodbye as awkward as the rest of the date. As I walked back to my dorm, Stephanie's words echoed in my mind.

Too short.

Doesn't talk much.

Not macho.

It was a sobering reminder of how far I felt from being the kind of man someone like Stephanie, or any girl, really, might want.

I couldn't help but wonder if Fart and Ayla had made a mistake in setting us up, or if I was just fundamentally unsuited for romance. Either way, the date with Stephanie was another misstep in my already clumsy dance of trying to find connection.
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That night, frustration was my only companion. Tossing and turning, the events of the failed date replayed in my mind, each awkward silence and forced conversation amplifying my sense of isolation. Sleep was a distant dream, so I gave up on it entirely. Instead, I reached for the bottle of lotion and a box of tissues, preparing for what had become a routine form of solace.

I found myself drawn to the fantasy of cheerleaders, their energy and allure a stark contrast to my reality. The screen of my laptop illuminated the dark room, casting shadows that danced with the flickering light. It was an escape, a momentary relief from the echoing doubts that filled my head.

But as I neared the peak of my distraction, an ad burst onto the screen with jarring abruptness. "Find Femboys, find the sexiest femboys near you," it proclaimed, a colorful intrusion that shattered the moment.

My initial instinct was to close it, to return to the illusion that offered a brief respite from my thoughts. However, flustered and caught off guard by the interruption, my fingers fumbled, and I accidentally clicked on the ad instead.

The screen filled with images of boys, but not in the way I was accustomed to. They were dressed in girls' clothes, each one more stunning than the last. They radiated a confidence and beauty that was both unfamiliar and mesmerizing. I was in awe, my frustration momentarily forgotten as I scrolled through the pictures.

It was a world I didn't know existed, one that challenged everything I thought I knew about desire and attraction. The boys were sexy, yes, but it was more than that. They embodied a certain freedom, a defiance of norms that I couldn't help but admire.

And as I sat there, my initial task forgotten, I felt a strange sense of kinship with these strangers on my screen. They were daring to be themselves in a way I never had the courage to, hidden behind my screen in the solitude of my dorm room.
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"Wow," I whispered to the silent room, the word barely a breath. It was a revelation, a crack in the facade I'd built around myself. For the first time in a long time, I was intrigued.

The rest of the night went on in a blur of curiosity and introspection. I didn't return to my previous activity; instead, I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, my mind racing with thoughts of femboys. It was a lot to process, especially for someone who had always struggled to fit in.

A week had passed since that night, and I found myself sitting in a university lecture hall, the drone of the professor's voice barely registering. My mind was elsewhere, tangled in thoughts that refused to quiet. The images of the femboys I had stumbled upon continued to invade my thoughts, their sexy expressions and daring attire challenging everything I thought I knew about my desires.

I was supposed to be focusing on my studies, on the complexities of whatever subject I was currently failing to grasp. But instead, I was wrestling with a confusion that seemed to grow with each passing day.

If "real girls" didn't seem interested in me, perhaps exploring an interest in femboys was a path worth considering. The thought was both intriguing and terrifying.

But then, a rebuttal surged within me, a knee-jerk reaction to my own curiosity.

"I'm not gay. I'm not into that," I told myself, trying to push the thoughts away. It felt like I was standing at the edge of a precipice, peering into unknown depths, afraid of what diving in might reveal about myself.

In an attempt to distract myself, I pulled out my notebook and began to doodle aimlessly, anything to keep my mind off the swirling thoughts. But the effort was futile; the images, the possibilities, refused to be sidelined.

After class, as I trudged through the campus with my head down, lost in thought, Fart caught up to me.

"Hey, Peter, you've been out of it today. Everything okay?" he asked, his voice laced with concern.

"Yeah, I'm fine. Just tired," I lied, forcing a smile that I hoped looked convincing.

"You sure? You've been kinda distant lately. You can talk to me, man," he pressed, his gaze searching mine for the truth.

I shook my head, not ready to voice the turmoil inside.

"Really, I'm okay. Just got a lot on my mind with school and stuff," I replied, hoping to deflect further questions.

Fart seemed to accept this, clapping me on the shoulder with a nod.
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"Alright, dude. Just remember, I'm here if you need to talk."

As I watched him walk away, a part of me wanted to call out, to spill everything that was weighing on my mind. But fear held me back, the fear of being misunderstood, of revealing a side of myself that I didn't fully understand.

That night, alone in my room, I once again found myself debating the same thoughts. The curiosity about the femboys, the questioning of my own sexuality, it was all-consuming. Yet, despite the confusion, I knew I couldn't simply explore this part of myself without confronting the reality of my fears and prejudices.

"I'm not gay. I'm not into that," I repeated to myself, a mantra meant to soothe but which only served to highlight the depth of my confusion.

But for now, avoidance seemed the only path I was brave enough to walk, a decision that offered little in the way of comfort or clarity.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I found myself sitting in my room, staring at the screen of my laptop with a mix of anticipation and nervousness. I had just made an account on FindFemboys, a step I never imagined I'd take. Yet, here I was, ready to explore this new world that had suddenly sparked my curiosity.

My heart was racing as I filled out my profile, choosing to present myself as a guy, curious to see who I might meet.

The moment I clicked "Complete," I was greeted with profiles of members near my area. To my surprise, some of the femboys were really cute, so convincing in their presentation that it was hard to believe they weren't born female. Their confidence and willingness to express themselves so freely were both intimidating and alluring.

Taking a deep breath, I mustered the courage to message a few of them. My initial reluctance had vanished, replaced by a newfound eagerness to connect. I typed out simple greetings, trying not to seem too eager or too aloof, a balance that felt awkward to strike.

Minutes ticked by, stretching into hours, with no replies. Disheartenment began to set in, the silence from my inbox louder than any rejection. Just as I was about to shut my laptop and call it a night, convinced that this was yet another dead end in my quest for connection, a notification popped up.
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A message from someone named MissyX.

Eagerly, I clicked on it, hoping for some sign of interest or even just a friendly hello. Instead, what I found left me staring at the screen, a mix of confusion and amusement washing over me.

"Oh no, you're girlier than me. I'm looking for a bull, sweety," the message read.

For a moment, I didn't know how to react. The comment was so unexpected, so blunt, that it caught me off guard. Then, the absurdity of the situation hit me, and I couldn't help but laugh.

Here I was, worried about not being manly enough for the girls I had tried to date, only to be told I was too feminine by someone I had hoped to connect with on a platform that felt like my last resort.

I typed out a response, trying to keep the tone light.

"Haha, guess I'm not what you're looking for either. Good luck finding your bull!"

MissyX replied almost immediately, "Thanks! You seem sweet, though. Don't give up, someone's out there for you."

After closing my laptop, I found myself standing in front of the bathroom mirror, a sense of determination mingling with my frustration. Sick and tired of being labeled too feminine, I decided to take a closer look at myself, to really see the person that seemed to confuse everyone, including me.

I stripped off my clothes, standing there in the raw honesty of my reflection. Glancing down, I couldn't help but let out a small, wry chuckle.

"Yep, nothing feminine about this one," I said to myself, my fingers brushing against my member, a reminder of the undeniable masculinity that was part of me, despite what others might say.

My gaze then traveled to my face, noting the thin facial hair that refused to grow into anything resembling a beard. I sighed, the reality of my situation settling in. No matter how hard I tried, the rugged look was out of reach for me. My body was another point of contention. Slender, with hardly any body hair except for the usual spots on my armpits and legs.
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"Most rockstars are skinny," I mumbled, trying to convince myself more than anything.

The reflection staring back at me was a stark reminder of the gap between societal expectations and my own reality. It was in that moment of vulnerability that a thought crossed my mind, unbidden and jarring.

"If girls don't like me, maybe I should try guys." The words felt strange, foreign even, as they hung in the air.

But then, a shiver ran through me, not from cold but from the sheer alienness of the idea. Kissing a guy? The thought brought an instinctive 'eww' to my lips.

Despite the frustrations and the rejections, the idea of being with a guy just didn't sit right with me. It was a reaction that came from deep within, a gut feeling that was hard to ignore.

Standing there, naked in both body and soul, I was confronted with the complex tapestry of my identity. It was clear that I didn't fit neatly into any box, and maybe I never would.

With a deep breath, I turned away from the mirror. The reflection it held was just a part of who I was, and I was slowly learning to be okay with that.

The next day, I was having lunch alone in the cafeteria, a routine that had become all too familiar. As I picked at my food, lost in thought, two girls approached my table. They carried themselves with an air of confidence that immediately piqued my interest.
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"Hi, I'm Chi Chi, and this is Sarah," the first girl introduced with a smile. She had vibrant, dyed hair that seemed to change color at different angles, and her eyes sparkled with an infectious energy.

Sarah waved, her appearance more subdued but no less intriguing. Her style was eclectic, a mix of vintage and modern that she pulled off effortlessly.

"We're juniors, taking up fine arts," Sarah added.

"We're working on a project, a collage and montage of different types of men, and we could really use your help."

Chi Chi nodded enthusiastically.

"Yeah, we think you'd be perfect for the 'feminine side' of our project. You have this soft aesthetic that's just ideal."

I couldn't help but chuckle, a bit self-consciously.

"I get that a lot," I admitted, the familiar commentary on my appearance not stinging as much as it used to.

Their request caught me off guard. Part of me was flattered, yet another part was reluctant. The thought of being labeled in such a way for an art project made me uneasy. But before I could decline, they began to beg.

"Please. It would mean so much to us. And we promise, as a thank you, we'll take you out partying with us. It'll be a blast," Chi Chi pleaded, her eyes wide with hope.
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Sarah chimed in, "Yeah, consider it an adventure. Who knows what could happen?"

Their offer was tempting, not just the party but the possibility of what the night could bring. Maybe, just maybe, I thought, it could be my chance. The chance to finally experience what I'd been longing for, to not be the shy, sensitive virgin anymore.

After a moment of hesitation, I agreed.

"Alright, I'll do it," I said, a mix of nervousness and excitement bubbling up inside me.

Chi Chi and Sarah's faces lit up with delight.

"Awesome! This is going to be so much fun," Chi Chi exclaimed, while Sarah added, "You won't regret it, Peter. Thank you!"

As they walked away, chatting excitedly about their project, I couldn't help but feel a mix of anticipation and anxiety. I was stepping out of my comfort zone, into the unknown. But there was a part of me that was ready, eager even, for whatever lay ahead.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS AFTER the hot college girls approached me, my mind was abuzz with fantasies. The possibility of kissing someone for the first time had me on a cloud, especially since those someones were the beautiful juniors Chi Chi and Sarah. It felt like a scene straight out of a movie, one where the awkward guy suddenly finds himself the object of affection.

I hit the shower with a kind of fervor, scrubbing at every part of me as if I could wash away the nervousness that clung to my skin. The steam enveloped me, a misty cocoon, as I rehearsed in my head how the night might go, playing out different scenarios where I was smoother and more confident than I ever felt in real life.
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Post-shower, I stood in front of the mirror, the steam fogging up the glass almost immediately. I wiped it away with a hand, revealing my reflection. This was the moment for a pep talk, I decided. So, I tried on a few poses, flexing muscles that didn't quite pop the way I'd hoped. "Looking good, Peter," I said, trying to sound convinced. The attempt at self-assurance was more comical than convincing, but it was a start.

Then came the poses, each one more exaggerated than the last. I puffed out my chest, tried a smoldering look that probably looked more constipated than alluring, and even practiced what I imagined a kissable pout might look like.

"For luck," I whispered to my reflection, the absurdity of the action not lost on me but somehow comforting in its silliness.

It was strange, this mix of hope and humor, fear and fantasy. The thought of actually losing my virginity to Chi Chi and Sarah was thrilling but also terrifying. I'd never been in this position before, the center of anyone's attention in that way, and the weight of the expectation was both exhilarating and daunting.

As I turned off the bathroom light, a flicker of courage stirred within me. Maybe tonight was the night I'd finally step out from the shadows of my doubts. "Just be yourself, Peter," I murmured, a shaky smile finding its way to my lips. "That's all you can do."

With that, I stepped out of the bathroom, my heart a riot of nerves and hope.
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Later that day, navigating through the fine arts building of the university was like stepping into a different world. The walls were adorned with vibrant colors and abstract designs, each corridor offering a glimpse into the creative minds that filled the space.

I passed by pretty girls and artsy guys, everyone so engrossed in their work that they barely noticed me walking by. The energy was infectious, and despite my nerves, I found myself excited, eagerly searching for the Painting wing where I was supposed to meet Chi Chi and Sarah.

The building was a labyrinth, and I stumbled upon a pottery class here, a sculpture workshop there, each room buzzing with activity and the air thick with the scent of paint and clay. It was inspiring, yet as I walked further, the weight of what I was about to do began to sink in.

Finally, I found the Painting wing, the sounds of hushed conversations and the clinking of brushes against jars guiding me. I took a deep breath and stepped inside, my eyes immediately searching for Chi Chi and Sarah.

I spotted them at the far end of the studio, assisting a group of male models who were posing for a class. These guys were the epitome of masculinity, with broad shoulders and confident stances that made me feel out of place. My heart started racing as I approached, the disparity between them and me becoming painfully apparent.

"Peter, you made it!" Chi Chi exclaimed, her voice cutting through my apprehension. Sarah smiled warmly at me, and for a moment, I felt a sense of belonging.

"Yeah, wouldn't miss it," I managed to reply, though my voice sounded higher than I intended.

The male models turned to look at me, their expressions ranging from curiosity to outright confusion. I could feel their eyes on me, questioning why someone like me was there among them. It was intimidating, standing there under their scrutiny, and I couldn't help but feel like I was about to be found wanting.

"Uh, where do you want me?" I asked, trying to sound more confident than I felt. Chi Chi and Sarah quickly ushered me to a spot away from the other models, explaining what they envisioned for their project. As they spoke, I couldn't help but steal glances at the other models, their physical presence a stark contrast to my own.

"Don't mind them," Sarah said, following my gaze.

"You're exactly what we were looking for. Trust us."

Chi Chi nodded in agreement. "Yeah, Peter. This is about showing diversity, showcasing different types of beauty. You're perfect."

Their reassurance was a balm to my frayed nerves, and slowly, I began to relax. The other models eventually turned their attention back to the class, and I focused on Chi Chi and Sarah's instructions, determined to do my best.

Soon after, the girls led me to a room separate from where the other models were prepping, and I followed, confused. The mischievous glint in their eyes should have been my first clue that they had something unexpected in mind. As soon as the door closed behind us, they shared a look that could only be described as naughtily conspiratorial.

"We've decided you're due for a bit of grooming," Chi Chi began, barely containing her excitement.

"More like a full-body wax," Sarah chimed in, her smile suggesting she found the idea far too amusing.

My heart skipped a beat.
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"A full-body what now?" I squeaked, my voice hitting an octave I didn't know I could reach.

"It'll accentuate your delicate features," Chi Chi explained, as if that made the prospect any less terrifying. "Cheekbones, brow arch, the works."

I wasn't sure if I was more offended or scared.

"Is this really necessary?" I asked, trying to find an exit strategy that didn't involve running away in my underwear.

"Oh, absolutely," Sarah assured me, her tone brooking no argument. "Think of it as... character development."

Before I knew what was happening, they had me stripped down to my boxers, standing in what felt like the spotlight of my doom. Chi Chi brandished a pot of hot wax with a flourish, while Sarah laid out strips of cloth that looked far too menacing for their innocent appearance.

"Ready?" Chi Chi asked, a twinkle in her eye.

"As I'll ever be," I muttered, bracing myself.

The first application of wax was on my chest. The warm gooey sensation was oddly comforting for a split second—right up until Chi Chi ripped the strip away.

"YEEEOUCH!" I yelped, a sound of pure betrayal escaping me.

"You said this would be character development!"

"It is," Sarah said, trying to stifle her laughter.

"You're developing a character who knows pain."

Next came my legs, and if I thought my chest hurt, I was in for a rude awakening. As the strip came off, I howled, "Are you sure you're not just trying to make a human candle?"

"More like uncovering the sculpture within the marble," Chi Chi quipped, clearly enjoying herself far too much.

When they got to my arms, I was almost resigned to my fate. Almost. The strip came off with a sound like a band-aid being ripped from the skin, only a thousand times worse.

"I think I just saw my life flash before my eyes," I joked weakly, sweat beading on my forehead.

"We're almost done," Sarah said, though her voice didn't carry the sympathy I was hoping for. "Just need to do the back and face, then you'll be as smooth as a marble statue."

The wax on my back felt like a bad idea from the get-go, and when they pulled it off, I let out a sound that could best be described as a strangled yelp.

"That's it. I'm never growing hair again. I'm going hairless. Evolution can come at me," I declared, half in jest, half in a newfound commitment to a hair-free existence.

By the end of it all, I was red, sore, and wondering how I'd gotten myself into this mess. But as Chi Chi and Sarah helped me to my feet, their laughter and words of encouragement made the pain feel almost worth it.

"See? Not so bad," Chi Chi said, her smile infectious.

"You look great, Peter. Really brings out your eyes," Sarah added, handing me a mirror.

Looking at my reflection, I couldn't help but laugh. I was red, yes, and looking more than a little shocked, but there was a certain...smoothness to me that I couldn't deny.

"Well, if nothing else, I'm ready for swimsuit season," I quipped, finally allowing myself to join in the laughter.

Still reeling from the waxing session, my skin tingling in a way that was both unnerving and oddly refreshing, I watched as Chi Chi began pulling out an assortment of brushes from a suitcase I hadn't noticed before. My confusion only deepened when Sarah started laying out an array of wigs and a hair iron next to the makeup.

"Hold on, what's all this for?" I asked, my voice laced with a mix of curiosity and apprehension.

Chi Chi, without missing a beat as she inspected a brush, said, "It's time for the next step. Makeup."
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Sarah, unraveling a wig that seemed far too long and far too glossy to be anything but dramatic, added, "We're thinking of giving you an alter-ego for the day. It's not every day you get the opportunity to live as someone completely different."

I blinked, trying to process the leap from waxing to full-on disguise. "I thought you were going to showcase different types of men, not turn them into women," I said, unable to keep the skepticism out of my voice.

"Oh, come on, Peter, don't be so dramatic," Chi Chi chided gently, a playful smirk on her lips.

"It's all part of the artistic process. Think of it as... embodying the fluidity of gender."

Sarah nodded in agreement, her hands deftly combing through the wig.

"Exactly. It's about pushing boundaries, exploring identity. Trust us, it'll be eye-opening."

I took a deep breath, looking from Chi Chi's enthusiastic grin to Sarah's encouraging nod. My initial reluctance battled with my curiosity and, I'll admit, a growing sense of adventure. Plus, I liked them both—a lot. Their belief in this project, in me, was infectious.

"Alright," I sighed, the words feeling like a leap of faith.

"Let's do it. But if I end up looking like a clown, I'm holding you both responsible."

"That's the spirit!" Chi Chi exclaimed, clapping her hands together in delight. "Trust me, Peter, you're going to look fabulous."

As I sat in the chair, still a bit dazed from the waxing ordeal, Chi Chi began with the first step of my transformation, pulling out a palette of foundation.

"First, we even out your skin tone. But of course, we’re not going for full coverage, we still want to show those beautiful freckles. It's more of covering up the redness, the bumps—creating a smooth canvas," she explained, dabbing a beauty blender into the liquid foundation before gently applying it to my face. The cool touch of the sponge was soothing against my still-sensitive skin.

Sarah, meanwhile, was sifting through a collection of wigs, finally selecting one that was a rich chestnut brown.

"This will really complement your skin tone and the makeup. It's all about the total look," she said, setting it aside for later.

Chi Chi then moved on to contouring, a process I'd only ever seen in online tutorials.

"Contouring will help accentuate your cheekbones and give your face more dimension," she narrated, brushing a darker shade below my cheekbones and along the sides of my nose. The brush strokes felt deliberate, transforming not just my face but also the way I saw myself.

Next came the eyebrows. "Defined brows frame your face," Chi Chi remarked, filling them in with an eyebrow pencil. She made each stroke with precision, sculpting brows that were fuller and more expressive than my own.

While Chi Chi worked on my face, Sarah prepped the wig, brushing it out and then using a hair iron to add soft waves. "A good wig can change everything about how you look and feel. It's like putting on a new identity," she mused, glancing over to see my reaction.

The eye makeup was next. Chi Chi chose shades that matched the wig—warm, earthy tones that made my eyes pop.

"Eye shadow brings out your eyes. And a bit of eyeliner and mascara will complete the look," she said, her hands steady as she applied each product. The sensation of the brush against my eyelids was strange but not unpleasant.
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Finally, she applied lipstick, choosing a subtle shade that added color without overwhelming. "Lips are the finishing touch," she declared, pressing the lipstick gently against my lips and then stepping back to assess her work.

With the makeup done, Sarah stepped forward with the wig. Placing it on my head, she adjusted it until it sat perfectly, the transformation astonishing.

"There," she said, a note of satisfaction in her voice. "Take a look."

They turned me towards the mirror, and the person staring back was unrecognizable. The combination of the makeup and the wig had completely altered my appearance. I was me, but also not me—a version of myself I had never imagined could exist.

"It's incredible," I breathed, my voice a mix of shock and awe. The craftsmanship, the attention to detail, the sheer artistry of what they'd done was overwhelming.

Chi Chi and Sarah stood on either side of me, their faces beaming with pride. "You see? Makeup and a wig can be a powerful form of expression," Chi Chi said, her voice warm.

Sarah nodded. "It's about playing with perception, about exploring different facets of yourself. Today, you're not just Peter. You're whoever you want to be."

After marveling at my reflection, feeling both detached and intimately connected to the person staring back at me, I couldn't resist making a few silly poses. The absurdity of seeing myself like this—transformed, different, yet still me—brought a giddy laughter bubbling up from somewhere deep inside.

I struck a dramatic pose, hand on hip, the other fluttering in a mock salute beside my transformed visage. "How do I look?" I quipped, throwing a saucy look over my shoulder at my reflection, feeling a mix of amusement and surreal fascination.

Just as I was about to step away, ready to embrace the full extent of this new identity, Chi Chi and Sarah's voices stopped me in my tracks.

"Not so fast," they chorused, a mischievous twinkle in their eyes.

I turned, puzzled. "Why? Isn’t this enough?" I asked, gesturing to my already altered appearance.

"Oh, Peter," Chi Chi said, shaking her head with a smile as she reached into another bag I hadn’t noticed before.

"The transformation isn't complete."

Sarah pulled out an array of clothing and accessories that made my eyes widen: dresses, stockings, shapewear, a tucking gaffe, and a pair of high heels that looked dauntingly tall. My confusion must have been evident because they immediately launched into explanations.

"Every piece plays a part," Sarah began, holding up the shapewear.

"This will help sculpt your body, enhance the feminine silhouette we’re going for."

As they laid out a dress that looked both elegant and impossibly small, along with sheer stockings and the high heels, the reality of their vision sank in. This wasn't just about makeup or wigs; it was a head-to-toe transformation, one that required stepping into a role I'd never imagined for myself.

"But... I've never worn anything like this," I stammered, my gaze lingering on the heels with a mix of fear and fascination.

"What if I can’t walk in those?"

"You'll be fine," Chi Chi assured me, her voice full of encouragement.

"We’ll help you every step of the way. It’s all part of the experience, learning to navigate the world in these."

As I stood there, still slightly dazed from the shock of my own reflection, Chi Chi and Sarah seemed to buzz around me with an energy that was both exhilarating and slightly overwhelming. The array of clothes and accessories they laid out before me was daunting, to say the least.

"Okay, Peter, let's start with the shapewear," Chi Chi announced, holding up a garment that looked suspiciously like it could double as an ancient torture device.

"This is going to give you curves you never knew you had."

I eyed the shapewear skeptically. "Are you sure that's going to fit me? It looks like it's for a child."

Sarah chuckled, stepping closer. "Oh, you'll be surprised. Here, let's get you into this." The struggle that ensued was comical. There was a lot of hopping, pulling, and more than one instance where I nearly lost my balance and took Sarah down with me.

"Is it supposed to be this tight?" I gasped, once the shapewear was finally in place, feeling like I'd been squeezed into a tube of toothpaste.

"Beauty is pain, Peter," Chi Chi quipped, winking at me.

Next came the tucking gaffe. Chi Chi held it up, her expression a mix of amusement and anticipation.

"This little number is a game-changer. Ready for the magic?"

I wasn't. The concept was foreign, the application even more so, leading to a series of awkward maneuvers and muffled exclamations that had both Chi Chi and Sarah offering a mix of sympathetic winces and barely-contained giggles.

"It feels like I'm betraying my ancestors," I muttered, finally 'tucked' and more than a little bewildered by the sensation.

"Don't think of it as betrayal, think of it as...a strategic alliance," Sarah said, trying to smooth down my dress with a straight face.

The dress itself was another battle. It was a beautiful, flowing number that seemed to mock me with its simplicity. "How hard can it be?" I naively thought, right before realizing the zipper was my nemesis and my arms didn't seem to bend the right way.

"Left arm through here...no, your other left," Chi Chi directed, as if guiding a particularly clumsy dancer.

"Who designed this, Houdini?" I asked, finally slipping into the dress with their help, feeling both triumphant and slightly dizzy.

Then came the stockings.

"These are delicate, so be careful," Sarah warned, handing them to me as if passing over precious artifacts.

"I have never been less confident in my ability to be careful," I admitted, gingerly taking the stockings. Putting them on was a slow, painstaking process, filled with moments where my fingers felt like giant, clumsy invaders in a land of sheer, fragile silk.

Finally, the high heels.

"Just think of them as stilts that hate you," Chi Chi said encouragingly, holding them out to me.

I looked at the heels as if they were the final bosses in a video game I wasn't sure I was ready to beat. Slipping my feet into them was one thing; standing was another challenge entirely. My first few steps were shaky, a comedic dance of wobbles and flails that had Chi Chi and Sarah holding their sides in laughter.

"Whoa, whoa, easy there," Sarah said, steadying me.

"You're walking like a newborn deer, not a supermodel."

"I think newborn deer might actually be more graceful than this," I countered, taking another tentative step and nearly toppling over again.

Through it all, the laughter, the struggles, and the countless adjustments, there was a sense of camaraderie that made every moment worth it. I was miles out of my comfort zone, in a dress and heels, with my dignity hanging by a thread—but I was also having the time of my life.

"Look at you," Chi Chi said, stepping back to admire their work.

"Who knew Peter had such a stunning alter ego waiting to come out?"
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"Apparently, all it took was a bit of fabric and a lot of patience," I replied, managing a twirl without falling. The pride in their eyes was enough to make every awkward step, every squeezed breath in shapewear, and every moment of uncertainty utterly worthwhile.

As I twirled, something clicked. Despite the awkwardness of the heels and the initial discomfort, I found myself getting into it. There was a certain freedom in this expression, a liberation from the person I thought I had to be.

Each move felt more confident than the last, and a weird part of me really started to enjoy the feeling of the fabric swirling around my legs, the way the wig framed my new face. It was like stepping into a new world where the possibilities were endless.

Meanwhile, Chi Chi and Sarah were deep in discussion, brainstorming the perfect name to match my transformation.

"What about something close to Peter...to keep a bit of him in there?" Sarah suggested, tapping her chin thoughtfully.

Chi Chi snapped her fingers, a lightbulb moment.

"Perry! It's perfect. Close to Peter, but with its own flair."

I stopped mid-twirl, considering the name. Perry. It had a nice ring to it, a connection to my old self but with a twist that felt right for this new persona.

"I like it," I declared, feeling a sense of identity with this name that was both part of me and entirely new.

"Great!" Chi Chi clapped her hands together. "Perry, are you ready for your close-up?"

I responded with a playful wink and blew them a kiss, fully embracing the moment. "Born ready," I said, my voice tinged with a newfound confidence.

Sarah whipped out her camera, the lens focusing on me. "Strike a pose, Perry. Let's show the world—or at least, the university—what you're made of."


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

WALKING OUT OF THE ROOM, with each step, I felt a cocktail of excitement and nerves bubble up inside me. Chi Chi and Sarah flanked me, their presence a reassuring reminder of the trust and friendship we'd built. My heels clicked against the floor with a rhythm that echoed my racing heart.

The Fine Arts Hall was bustling, alive with the sound of creativity and the soft shuffle of brushes on canvas. We passed by a room where several male models were posing for a painting class. They were the epitome of traditional masculinity—buff, handsome, and exuding confidence. The moment they saw me, their poses seemed to falter, their eyes locking onto mine with an intensity I'd never experienced.
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One of the models, more daring than the rest, even tried to look cute for me, throwing in a flex and a wink—his boner growing wild with several failed attempts to cover it. Another followed suit, his smile aimed in my direction a silent bid for attention. I wasn't used to male attention, having always been the one on the sidelines, but the feeling of being wanted, even if it felt gay, of being seen in this new light, was unexpectedly exhilarating.

"Everyone, may I have your attention, please?" Chi Chi's voice cut through the murmurs of the hall, commanding and clear. The room quieted down, all eyes turning towards us.

"Today, we're introducing a special muse for our project—Perry."

Sarah stepped forward, her smile beaming with pride. "Perry embodies the essence of what we're trying to capture—a celebration of diversity and the fluidity of beauty."

The men in the room erupted into cheers, their applause a warm wave that washed over me. The support, the acceptance, it all felt surreal. For the first time in a long while, I felt like I belonged, like I was part of something bigger than myself.

"Go on, Perry. Show them what you've got," Chi Chi encouraged, her hand giving my back a gentle push.

Stepping forward, I let the persona of Perry take over, the nervousness giving way to a performance born of newfound confidence. The men's eyes followed my every move, their attention a validation of my efforts to embrace this aspect of myself I'd never known existed.

It was more than just dressing up; it was a declaration of self-discovery, of pushing past boundaries and exploring the multifaceted nature of identity. As Perry, I wasn't just Peter in a wig and heels; I was a muse, an inspiration, and, in that moment, the star of my own story.

As I started striking poses, the men around me watched with an eagerness that was both flattering and a bit overwhelming. Chi Chi took the lead, transforming from my friend into an impromptu director, guiding me on how to pose for the camera with the theme of "Island Paradise" in mind.
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"Okay, Perry, imagine you're basking in the sun, the sea breeze in your hair," Chi Chi instructed, her hands gesturing expressively to convey the scene she envisioned.

I tried my best to embody her description, tilting my head back slightly and closing my eyes as if feeling the warmth of the sun on my face.

"Like this?" I asked, feeling a bit silly but going with it.

"Perfect! Now, give us a languid arm, as if you're lazily greeting the ocean," she continued, her enthusiasm infectious.

Just as I extended my arm, one of the more muscular models, a guy with a cheeky grin and an eagerness to participate, stepped forward.

"How about we add some drama to the scene?" he suggested, looking around at his peers for support.

Before I knew it, they had concocted a plan to carry me like Cleopatra, turning the shoot into something straight out of a campy island fantasy. Two of the men positioned themselves at my side, ready to lift me up on their shoulders.

"Are we really doing this?" I asked, my voice betraying a mix of amusement and disbelief.

"Absolutely," the cheeky model replied, his smile widening.

"Think of it as your royal procession across the island paradise."
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With a mix of trepidation and excitement, I let them lift me, the sensation of being carried like royalty both bizarre and exhilarating. Chi Chi and Sarah couldn't contain their laughter, the scene unfolding before them likely surpassing any expectations they had for the day.

"Now, Perry, give us regal!" Chi Chi called out, her camera ready to capture the moment.

Surrounded by the "sweaty island boys," as Sarah dubbed them, I struck my most dignified pose, one hand draped over my lifted knee, the other waving to an imaginary crowd of adoring fans. The men played along brilliantly, some posing as if they were struggling under my weight, others pretending to fan me with large palm leaves they'd found as props.

"Work it, your majesty!" one of the models yelled, his tone a mix of jest and genuine encouragement.

And work it I did. For every click of the camera, I gave a different expression, from the benevolently bored monarch to the delighted ruler of the island paradise, each pose more exaggerated than the last.

As the shoot progressed, the line between Peter and Perry blurred, the joy of the moment allowing me to fully embrace the persona I'd stepped into. The laughter, the camaraderie, and the sheer absurdity of it all felt like a celebration, not just of the project Chi Chi and Sarah envisioned, but of the freedom to be whoever we wanted to be, if only for an afternoon in an art studio turned island paradise.

Covered in fake palm leaves and surrounded by smiling faces, I couldn't help but feel a profound sense of gratitude for the experience, for the acceptance, and for the unforgettable adventure of being Perry, the muse of the island paradise.

After the shoot, the adrenaline still pulsed through my veins, a lively rhythm that made me feel more alive than I had in a long time. Sarah was airdropping the photos she'd taken, each one a stunning reminder to the day's adventure. As the images populated my phone, I couldn't help but marvel at how beautiful they were, how they captured Perry in all her glory.

"You look amazing, Perry," Sarah said, her voice filled with genuine admiration as she watched me scroll through the photos.

Chi Chi came over, her expression a mix of pride and a hint of solemnity.

"It's time to remove the props," she announced, her tone gentle, understanding the weight of her words.

A part of me, the part that had felt more confident and vibrant than ever before, wanted to rebel against the idea. Perry had been a revelation, a chance to explore a side of myself I'd never known. The thought of shedding this newfound identity, piece by piece, filled me with an unexpected sadness.

[image: A cartoon child with freckles and bangs  Description automatically generated]

"I know," I replied, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside. "I just... I wish I could stay like this a bit longer."

Chi Chi placed a hand on my shoulder, her eyes kind. "Perry will always be a part of you now. Whenever you need her, she'll be there."

With a heavy heart, I began the process of de-transformation, removing the wig first. The sensation of cool air on my scalp was a stark reminder of reality snapping back into place. Next came the makeup, each wipe erasing traces of Perry's features and revealing Peter's familiar face underneath.

Sarah stayed by my side, offering silent support as I stripped away the layers of clothing and accessories, each piece a step further away from the persona that had brought me so much joy.

"It's like saying goodbye to a friend," I murmured, folding the dress with care before setting it aside.

"You're not saying goodbye," Sarah reassured me, her voice soft.

"You're just discovering new parts of yourself. Perry showed you what's possible, Peter."

As I stood there, back in my own clothes, the transformation complete, I felt a mixture of relief and melancholy. The confidence and freedom I'd felt as Perry seemed like a distant memory, yet the experience had changed something fundamental within me.

"Thank you," I said, looking between Chi Chi and Sarah. "For everything. Today was... it was more than I ever could have imagined."

Chi Chi smiled, wrapping an arm around my shoulders. "This is just the beginning, Peter. There are no limits to who you can be."

And with that, we packed up, leaving the studio behind but taking with us the memories and the lessons learned. Perry might have been a role for a day, but the confidence and the glimpse into a broader spectrum of identity she offered me were gifts that would last a lifetime. As we stepped out into the evening, I realized that while Perry's physical presence might have been temporary, the mark she left on me was indelible.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD WHISKED by since my day as Perry, and I found myself third-wheeling with Fart and Ayla again. This time, we were on a beach trip in Florida, the sun beaming down on us as if to highlight the vivid contrast between their sweet, couple-y bliss and my solo musing on the shore.

The beach was beautiful, the kind of picture-perfect place you see on postcards, with white sands stretching out into the distance and the ocean a brilliant shade of blue. Fart and Ayla were splashing around in the water, their laughter carrying over to where I sat, drawing idle patterns in the sand with my fingers.
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I couldn't help but feel a pang of longing, not just for the kind of companionship they shared, but for the exhilaration and confidence I'd felt as Perry. Sitting there, watching the waves crash against the shore, I found myself yearning for that sense of freedom, that break from the monotony of being Peter.

"You guys look so...good," I called out to them, trying to keep the wistfulness out of my voice.

They paused, turning to look at me, their faces lit up with unabashed joy.

"Come on in, Peter! The water's great," Fart yelled back, beckoning me to join them.

"Yeah, don't just sit there. Live a little," Ayla added, her smile as warm as the sun above us.

Their words, meant to be encouraging, only served to deepen the sense of disconnect I felt.

"I'm good here," I replied, forcing a smile. "You guys go ahead."

As they returned to their playful antics, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was missing out on something more, something beyond the simple pleasure of a beach day. The experience of being Perry had opened my eyes to a whole new realm of possibilities, to a version of myself that didn't just sit on the sidelines.

I remembered the way the camera's lens had captured Perry, the way those photos had made me feel seen in a way I'd never experienced before. It wasn't just about dressing up or adopting an alter ego; it was about tapping into parts of myself I'd kept hidden, about exploring the multifaceted nature of my identity.

"Have you ever felt like you were meant to be someone else? Even just for a little while?" I asked later as we sat drying off under the sun, my question hanging in the air like a kite caught in a gentle breeze.

Fart glanced at Ayla before answering, his voice thoughtful.
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"I think everyone feels that way at some point. Why? You feeling okay, Peter?"

"Yeah, I'm fine," I lied, the word tasting like unsalted pretzels on my tongue.

"Just thinking out loud."

As the day wore on, the sun dipping lower in the sky, casting long shadows on the sand, I made a silent vow to myself. I wouldn't let Perry be just a one-time escape, a brief foray into a life less ordinary. I needed to find a way to integrate that confidence, that sense of adventure, into my everyday life.

Sitting there, with the sound of the waves as my soundtrack, I realized that the journey to discovering oneself doesn't end with a change of clothes or a day in front of the camera. It's a continuous exploration, a series of choices that reflect the myriad parts of who we are.

As we packed up to leave, the sky painted with hues of orange and pink, I felt a resolve settle within me.

As soon as I closed the door to my hotel room, I felt a wave of anticipation wash over me. The excitement of the beach had faded, replaced by a singular focus on the next step I was about to take. Pulling out my phone, I scrolled through the photos of Perry, each one a vivid reminder of the confidence and joy I'd felt embodying her. The images were more than just pixels on a screen; they were a gateway to a part of myself I was only beginning to understand.

With a deep breath, I logged into my FindFemboys account, the app that had inadvertently started me on this journey of self-discovery. As I navigated through the settings, I stumbled upon an option I hadn't noticed before: the ability to change my gender. It seemed like a sign, a nudge towards embracing Perry not just as an alter ego for a day, but as a part of my identity.

The decision to switch my profile from Male to Femboy felt monumental, like I was crossing an invisible threshold. My finger hovered over the button, hesitating for a moment as the weight of the decision pressed down on me.

Then, with a conviction I didn't know I had, I tapped the screen, making the change official.

Uploading the photos of Perry was the next step, one that had my heart racing with a mix of nerves and excitement. As I selected each picture, memories of the shoot flooded back—the laughter, the playful poses, the feeling of being seen. I hesitated for a moment, wondering how these images, so different from anything I'd ever shared, would be received.

"This is it, Perry," I whispered to myself, a mantra to bolster my courage.
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"Let's see what the world thinks of you."

With the photos uploaded, I sat back, the phone resting in my lap, a silent sentinel waiting for the reaction of the unseen audience. The wait felt interminable, each minute stretching out as I alternated between wanting to check for responses and fearing what I might find.

Then, the notifications began to trickle in, each one a tiny vibration that sent a jolt of anxiety through me. I took a deep breath and picked up the phone, bracing myself for what I might see.

The comments were nothing like I'd feared.

"Gorgeous," said one.

"Stunning," read another.

Each message was a validation, an acknowledgment not just of Perry's appearance, but of the courage it took to share that part of myself with the world.

As the initial flood of responses gave way to a steady stream, I felt a sense of peace settle over me. I had taken a step into the unknown, baring a part of my soul in a way I'd never dared before.

The acceptance and support I found there was more than just affirmation of Perry's existence; it was a celebration of my journey, of the path I was forging for myself.

Lying in bed that night, the glow of the phone screen casting shadows across the room, I realized that this was more than just embracing an alter. It was an acceptance of myself, of all the complex, multifaceted aspects of my identity.

Perry wasn't just an escape or a character to hide behind; she was a reflection of my own strength, my own desire to be seen and understood on my own terms.

As I drifted off to sleep, the sound of the ocean a gentle whisper through the open window, I felt a contentment I hadn't known in a long time. Perry and Peter, together, were embarking on a journey of discovery, one where the destination was less important than the journey itself.

And for the first time, I was truly excited to see where my life would lead.
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Arriving back at my dorm three days later, I was greeted with a surprise that sent a wave of excitement through me. There, on my doorstep, were the packages I had impulsively ordered from my hotel room just two days before. The girly stuff, as I had termed it in my head, had arrived, and the speed of the delivery left me both shocked and elated.

I glanced around, half expecting someone to jump out and question me, but the corridor was empty, quiet except for the distant sound of laughter from another room. Relief washed over me that no one had taken it upon themselves to open my packages.

With a giddiness I could hardly contain, I scooped up the boxes and hurried inside, locking the door behind me. The anticipation built with each step towards my bed, where I laid them out like treasures waiting to be discovered. Without hesitation, I tore into the packaging, my hands shaking slightly with excitement.

The first box revealed a set of makeup brushes, soft and luxurious, far more professional than anything I'd ever owned. I ran my fingers over them, marveling at the feel. Next, I uncovered an array of eyeshadow palettes, their colors vibrant and shimmering, promising endless possibilities for transformation.

Beneath those, wrapped carefully, were bottles of foundation and concealer, selected after painstaking research to match my skin tone perfectly. I couldn't help but smile, thinking of the tutorials I'd watched in preparation, of the skill it would take to apply them just right.

The excitement only grew as I delved deeper, uncovering a collection of lipsticks and glosses, each shade more daring than the last. Reds, pinks, purples—all of them spoke of a boldness I was only just beginning to explore.

And then, the wigs. Lifting them from the box, I was struck by their beauty. One was a deep, rich brown, flowing and wavy, while the other was a playful, platinum blonde, short and styled in a way that screamed confidence.

Last, but certainly not least, were the clothes. Dresses that ranged from sleek and sophisticated to fun and flirty, each one a piece of the puzzle that was Perry. I held them up, imagining how they would look, how they would feel.

As I sat amidst the sea of girly stuff, a laugh bubbled up from deep inside me. It was a sound of pure joy, of anticipation for the days ahead.

"Look at you," I said to myself, my voice laced with wonder.

"Who would've thought?"

The thought of exploring this side of me further, of blending the lines between Peter and Perry, filled me with an indescribable excitement. It was like receiving the first doll as a girl, a symbol of new beginnings, of acceptance, and of the journey ahead.

Laying out my treasures, I felt a sense of completeness, a readiness to embrace whatever came next. The world of Perry was at my fingertips, and I was more than ready to dive in.

In a flurry of excitement, I made a beeline for the bathroom, determined to create as smooth a canvas as possible for Perry's return. Shaving everything felt like a rite of passage, each stroke of the razor not just removing hair but also the layers of Peter that felt too constricting, too familiar.

Once I was satisfied, feeling almost aerodynamic in my smoothness, I returned to my room where the girly clothes and wig awaited me. Slipping into the wig was like donning a crown, a transformation that began at the top and cascaded down, altering not just my appearance but my very essence.

The clothes were next. I chose one of the dresses, its fabric soft and inviting against my skin. The moment it settled around me, hugging my form in all the right places, I felt a surge of joy. It was more than just the novelty of the outfit; it was the freedom, the affirmation of a part of myself I'd only just begun to acknowledge.

With Perry fully resurrected, I couldn't help but move, my body swaying to a music that seemed to fill the room, a melody of liberation and discovery. I danced like no one was watching, because no one was—this moment was mine alone, a private celebration of Perry's existence.

I reveled in the sensation of the fabric moving against me, the strands of the wig brushing softly against my shoulders and face. Each movement felt like a declaration, a joyful embrace of this side of myself I'd kept hidden for far too long.

"Look at you, Perry," I whispered to my reflection, a grin spreading across my face.
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"You're absolutely stunning."

The room around me faded, the world narrowing down to this moment of pure, unadulterated happiness. As I danced, I felt the weight of expectations, of doubts and fears, lift away, leaving behind a sense of peace, of rightness.

This wasn't just about playing dress-up or escaping reality; it was about discovering a truth within me, about bridging the gap between who I was and who I could be. Perry wasn't an escape; she was a realization, a part of my identity that deserved to be seen, to be celebrated.

Later that night, I found myself sitting on the edge of my bed, the euphoria giving way to a reflective calm. In the quiet, I acknowledged the journey ahead, the challenges and the triumphs that awaited both Peter and Perry.

“What if my friends find out,” I said softly.

I brushed the wig with my fingers—trying to figure out how to face the repercussions.

“Fuck it,” I finally said with a deep breath.

I didn’t know what it was, but something made me feel like those challenges felt surmountable, because I knew I wasn't facing them alone.

Perry was with me, she had the strength I didn’t know I carried within, and I couldn’t pass up the joy that comes from embracing every facet of who I am.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS HAD FLOWN by since I first embraced Perry with open arms, and in that time, I'd honed the art of being her to near perfection. My profile on FindFemboys had become something of a sensation, drawing in messages by the dozen each day. It was exhilarating, the flurry of attention, the endless compliments and requests for meetings.
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I flirted back, reveling in the game of it, enjoying the attention without the pressure of making it anything more. Despite the many offers, I hadn't taken the step to meet anyone in person. The idea was tempting, but a part of me hesitated, preferring the safety of the screen to the uncertainty of real-world encounters.

Among the sea of admirers and would-be suitors, there was one — BoredCavalier — who stood out from the rest. Our connection had been instantaneous, a bond forged not just from mutual attraction but from a shared passion for technology and all things IT. We were both college students, navigating the complexities of computer science, and our conversations often veered into lengthy discussions about the latest tech news, coding languages, and the occasional debate over which operating system reigned supreme.

"BoredCavalier, you seriously think Linux is better for everyday use?" I typed one evening, a playful challenge in my words.

He replied almost immediately, his enthusiasm palpable even through text.

"Absolutely, Perry. It's customizable, secure, and free. What's not to love?"

Our exchanges were filled with this back-and-forth, a comfortable rapport that felt as natural as breathing. It was refreshing, finding someone who saw me — or, more accurately, Perry — as more than just an intriguing profile on a dating site. With BoredCavalier, I could be myself, or at least the version of myself that I had grown so fond of presenting to the world.

"I have to admit, your arguments are starting to sway me," I conceded in one of our chats, a smile playing on my lips as I imagined his triumphant reaction.

His response was quick and playful.

"Come to the dark side, Perry. We have cookies... and superior command lines."

It was this, this easy banter and shared interests, that had me looking forward to our conversations day after day. He was a reprieve from the constant barrage of shallow compliments and demands for attention that filled my inbox.

With him, I could be both Peter and Perry, a blend of my real self and my alter ego, without the fear of judgment or misunderstanding.

Despite the connection we shared, I hadn't revealed my true identity to him. The thought of doing so was terrifying, a risk that could shatter the comfortable dynamic we'd established. But as time went on, the desire to share more of myself, to bridge the gap between the person I was online and the person I was in reality, grew stronger.

Each conversation with BoredCavalier was a reminder that behind the screens and usernames, there were real people with genuine connections. It made me wonder about the possibilities that lay beyond the digital realm, about what could happen if I dared to step out from behind Perry's shadow and meet someone who had come to mean so much to me, even if only through the glow of my computer screen.

[image: bath tub no people object]

Later that night, as I was meticulously plucking my eyebrows, trying to achieve the perfect arch, I sat with one foot propped up on the edge of the bathtub, waiting for the acrylics on my toes to dry. The mix of anticipation and nerves was almost tangible in the air around me.

Tonight was the night I had decided to step out in girl mode for the first time. The thought of experiencing the public eye as Perry was both exhilarating and terrifying.

Just as I was going over my mental checklist for the evening, my phone buzzed with a new message. It was from BoredCavalier. Setting aside my tweezers, I wiped my hands on a towel before picking up the phone. His message was more serious than our usual tech banter.

"Hey, Perry, do you have a moment to chat? I'm feeling a bit lost right now," his message read.

"Of course," I replied, my own nerves momentarily forgotten in the face of his distress.

"What's going on?"

He didn't hesitate. "I've been thinking a lot about my relationship with my girlfriend. We've been together since high school, but... she's very bossy, demanding, and sometimes says really mean things. I don't know if I want to continue like this."

Reading his words, I could sense the turmoil he was in. It's never easy questioning a long-standing relationship, especially one that's been a part of your life for so long. Moreover, I simply didn’t have the time to think of better advice. My high heels were waiting for me.

"Don't rush into any decisions," I typed back, trying to offer some comfort.

"Maybe she'll change. Have you tried talking to her about how you feel?"

"Yeah, a few times. It's always the same cycle, though," he replied, a note of resignation in his text.

I sighed, wishing I could offer more concrete advice. Then, remembering my own plans for the evening, I decided to share a bit about what I was doing, hoping to lighten the mood.

"Speaking of stepping out of comfort zones, I'm actually planning to go to a bar tonight. Dressed as Perry. It's my first time going out in girl mode," I confessed, the flutter of nerves making a comeback.

"Really? That's a big step. Be careful out there, Perry. People can be mean," he wrote back, his concern evident even through the screen.

"I know. I'll be cautious. I'm heading to Redux, the hottest club in the city," I said, a mix of pride and apprehension coloring my words.

"Redux? Wow, that's a bold choice. Just... have fun, okay? And stay safe," BoredCavalier replied, his worry palpable.

"Thanks, I will. And thanks for being here to talk," I added, feeling a warmth towards him that went beyond our shared interests in tech.

"No problem. Good luck tonight, Perry," he said, ending the conversation on a supportive note.

With the conversation with BoredCavalier offering a gentle nudge of encouragement, I turned my attention back to the task at hand: preparing for my debut at Redux. The anticipation was like electricity, sparking through every nerve as I envisioned the night ahead.
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First, I focused on my makeup, laying out the array of products I had become familiar with over the past few months. Foundation came first, a liquid formula that promised a flawless canvas. I applied it meticulously, blending it into my skin with a beauty blender, marveling at the transformation even this first step brought about.

My skin looked smoother, almost ethereal under the soft glow of the bathroom light.

Next, I contoured and highlighted, sculpting my features to enhance the feminine illusion. The cheekbones became more pronounced, my jawline softened, and suddenly, Perry's face was looking back at me from the mirror. I dusted my eyelids with shimmering shadow, colors that danced between the hues of a sunset and the depths of the ocean, a perfect match for the dress I had chosen.

Eyeliner was a challenge, a delicate balance between boldness and subtlety. I opted for a wing, sharp and daring, a flick that added a touch of drama to my gaze. Mascara followed, thickening and lengthening my lashes until my eyes became the focal point, expressive and captivating.

Lips were the final touch. I chose a lipstick that was a vibrant shade of red, a bold contrast to the softer tones of my eye makeup. It was a statement, a declaration of confidence and allure. Applying it felt like arming myself, not with a weapon, but with an invitation to be seen.

“Just, gorgeous,” I said—after pouting in front of the bathroom mirror for the nth time.

With my makeup complete, I turned to my hair—or rather, the wig that had become as much a part of Perry as any feature. The brunette locks were styled in loose waves, cascading down my shoulders and framing my face with a soft, feminine grace.

Securing the wig in place, I allowed myself a moment of admiration. Perry was no longer just an idea; she was here, in full color, ready to take on the night.

Dressing was the final step in the transformation. Within just months, I could already be called Mrs. Tucker. The gaff that once intimidated me became my second skin. Although I knew that I should be exploring medical-grade tapes as there wasn’t anything feminine with my size down there, it was all I had that night.

Moreover, I also discovered the power of breastplates. What a cheap way to immediately grab anyone’s attention. And I didn’t hold back with the size as well, I made sure they were double Ds.

The dress I had chosen was a sleek, figure-hugging number that shimmered subtly under the light. Slipping into it felt like stepping into a new persona, one that moved with grace and poise. The fabric clung to my curves, accentuated by the shapewear beneath, creating a silhouette that was undeniably feminine.

I didn’t exactly have the Kim Kardashian silhouette that most men would fantasize about, but it was almost as shapely as a Coca-Cola bottle.

High heels were the last piece of the puzzle, a challenge I had come to enjoy. They elevated not just my height but my spirit, adding a sway to my step that felt both empowering and intoxicating. Standing there, fully transformed, I couldn't help but twirl, watching as the dress danced around me, a whirl of color and light.

The joy of the moment was overwhelming, a rush of euphoria that bubbled up from deep within. Perry was ready, not just to face the club, but to finally test the waters outside FindFemboys.

With one last look in the mirror, a smile of anticipation and a heart full of excitement, I grabbed my purse and stepped out the door, ready to introduce Perry to the world.
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Riding the bus to Redux, I could feel the weight of numerous stares fixed on me. Unlike the apprehensive glances I'd anticipated, these looks were different, appreciative even, mostly from men. It was a peculiar sensation, realizing I was garnering male attention not out of suspicion but out of genuine interest.

Internally, I was jubilant, a silent laugh echoing in the recesses of my mind at the thought of Perry turning heads.

Upon reaching my stop, I alighted from the bus, the club's distant thumping bass acting as a siren's call. My heels clicked against the pavement, a steady drumbeat to match my escalating heartbeat. The line outside the club was lengthy, a snake of eager patrons illuminated by the neon glow of Redux's sign.

As I approached, I noticed the questioning eyebrows of some girls in line. Their scrutiny sent a ripple of nerves through me, but I held my head high, focusing on practicing my female voice under my breath—a skill I'd been honing for the last three weeks.

"Remember, soft and light," I murmured to myself, repeating the mantra that had become a staple of my practice sessions.

Suddenly, a bouncer approached me, his towering presence momentarily stealing my confidence. My heart raced, fear prickling at the edges of my mind as I braced myself for questioning, for doubt, for the unveiling of Perry's illusion.

"Name?" he asked, his voice a deep rumble that seemed to vibrate through the night air.

For a split second, Peter threatened to emerge. "Pe—Perry," I corrected hastily, my voice a softer timbre that felt both foreign and familiar.

The bouncer eyed me for a moment longer, then, to my astonishment, a smile cracked his stoic facade.

"Well, Perry, tonight's your lucky night. Drinks are free for pretty girls. Follow me," he said, gesturing for me to step aside from the queue and leading me towards the VIP lane.
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The surprise must have been evident on my face, a silent question mark that lingered in the air between us. As we bypassed the line, whispers and stares followed, a mixture of curiosity and envy painting the faces of those we passed. The bouncer's declaration, meant as a compliment, felt like a victory, an acknowledgment of Perry's existence in a world that I had feared might reject her.

Stepping into the VIP lane, I was enveloped by the pulsating beat of the music, the vibrant energy of the club washing over me like a tidal wave.

At that moment, any lingering nervousness dissolved, replaced by a sense of belonging.

Standing by the bar, amidst the thumping beats and the swirl of dancing bodies, I found myself surprisingly anxious about what to order. The thought of alcohol was tempting, a quick way to ease the knots of nerves in my stomach. Yet, the fear of losing control, of letting Perry's carefully constructed disguise slip if I got too drunk, held me back.

I'd never had a drink in my life, and tonight didn't seem the right time to start.

"Just an orange juice, please," I said, leaning closer to the bartender to make myself heard over the music.

The bartender, a young guy with an easy smile and a flirtatious twinkle in his eye, nodded. "On the house," he shouted back, and I could barely hear him over the music. His casual flirtation caught me off guard, a reminder of the persona I was presenting to the world.

Before I could dwell on the interaction, a handsome, buff Asian guy approached the bar next to me. He seemed to hesitate for a moment before turning to me, his English tinted with a strong accent.

"Hi, I'm sorry, my English... not so good. I'm from Korea. I'm here on vacation," he explained, his bashfulness contrasting sharply with his muscular physique.

"Oh, that's okay. I'm Perry," I replied, offering him a smile, my nervousness momentarily forgotten in the face of his genuine demeanor.

He nodded, a polite smile gracing his lips.

"Perry... why you order orange juice? You don't drink?" he asked, curiosity evident in his tone.

"Yeah, I don't drink. Just wanted something simple," I said, feeling oddly relieved to admit it.
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"Clyde," he introduced himself, extending a hand, which I shook gently.

"You want to dance?" he asked, his gaze hopeful yet shy.

I hesitated, the prospect of dancing in public as Perry both thrilling and terrifying. Before I could respond, another figure slid into the space beside us, a more masculine guy with features that hinted at Latino heritage. He didn't say a word, simply started dancing behind me, his movements confident and a bit too close for comfort—his boner rubbing against my thighs.

My heart raced as I found myself sandwiched between Clyde and the new arrival, unsure how to react. Around us, the dance floor was a maze of bodies moving in sync with the music, and here I was, Perry, who didn't even know the first step to dancing in a club.

The situation escalated as more men tried to join, drawn by the novelty or perhaps the challenge. I was overwhelmed, the attention too much, too fast. Clyde seemed to notice my discomfort, stepping in a bit to create some space, but the music and the crowd pressed in, leaving little room for escape.

"I...I'm not really sure how to dance," I admitted to Clyde, barely audible over the music. His concern was immediate, his protective stance a small comfort amidst the sea of strangers.

"It's okay. We just move with music," he tried to reassure me, his own movements careful and considerate.

But the close proximity, the heat of the bodies around us, and the intense attention were suffocating. Perry, who had been a source of confidence, suddenly felt like a façade crumbling under the weight of reality. The night, which had started as an adventure, was quickly turning into a test of my limits, pushing me further out of my comfort zone than I'd ever planned to go.

As the night wore on, the initial panic that had seized me began to melt away, replaced by a burgeoning sense of liberation. The music, once overwhelming, now coursed through me, compelling my body to move in ways I hadn't thought possible.

Clyde, with his gentle encouragement and unwavering presence, quickly became my favorite dance partner. There was something about the way our bodies moved together, a synchronization that felt both exhilarating and comforting.

The dance floor was a sea of swaying bodies, heat, and energy radiating off every person as we moved in unison to the beat. I found myself caught up in the moment, dancing with a freedom I'd never experienced before. My inhibitions, once so constricting, were now just whispers lost in the music.

At one point, feeling bold and buoyed by the night's energy, I found myself dancing with multiple partners. There was a thrilling sense of power in being the center of attention, in feeling wanted and admired.

Clyde, ever my anchor in the swirling chaos, remained close, his touch a reminder of the connection we shared amid the anonymity of the crowd.

The heat was palpable, a tangible thing that wrapped around us, sweat glistening on skin as we moved together. I reveled in the sensation, in the heady mix of music, motion, and the sheer physicality of it all.

Suddenly, I felt myself being lifted off the ground, a brief moment of shock coursing through me before I realized it was one of the bouncers. My heart raced, panic flaring anew until he gently set me down on the ledge overlooking the dance floor. The shift in perspective was startling, the crowd below me now an audience to Perry's performance.

For a moment, I hesitated, the spotlight both literal and figurative. Then, as the music pulsed around me, I found my rhythm, swaying my hips to the beat, lost in the sensation of being utterly and irrevocably alive.

I didn't know what I was doing, didn't have any moves rehearsed for this moment, but it didn't matter. The music guided me, and I let it, my body moving with a fluidity I hadn't known I possessed.

From my elevated position, I felt like a star, the focus of every eye, every camera flash a proof of Perry's allure. The energy of the crowd fueled me, each cheer, each shout of encouragement a wave that lifted me higher.
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I danced with abandon, every sway, every twist a declaration of Perry's existence. Clyde's gaze found me often, his smile wide and proud, a beacon of support in the dazzling maze of lights and shadows.

As the song reached its climax, I threw my hands in the air, a triumphant gesture that felt like the culmination of everything I'd experienced that night. The applause that followed, the roar of the crowd, was overwhelming, a rush of emotion that brought tears to my eyes.

And as I stepped down from the ledge, back into the throng of dancers, I carried with me the knowledge that I had crossed a threshold, that life was so much better as Perry.

Exhausted and parched from the endless dancing, I found myself leaning against the bar, trying to catch my breath. The adrenaline that had fueled my movements was ebbing away, leaving behind a keen sense of fatigue. My throat felt like it was coated in sand, each swallow a reminder of my thirst.

Clyde noticed my discomfort and, with a concern that made my heart flutter, offered me a glass of orange juice.

"Here, drink this. You look like you could use it," he said, his voice soft over the din of the club.

I accepted the glass gratefully, the cool liquid a balm to my parched throat. As I drank, Clyde and I fell into a comfortable flirtation, the kind that danced around the edges of something more. He was sweet, drawing closer as we talked, his hand finding mine, his whispers sending shivers down my spine. Despite the noise and chaos around us, his presence made me feel anchored, seen in a way that was both exhilarating and terrifying.

"I like you very much, Perry," Clyde whispered, his hand resting gently on my waist.

"You're so beautiful."

I smiled, my heart racing at his words. But beneath the warmth of his compliment lay a kernel of fear.

What if he found out?

The thought of revealing that Perry was just one side of me, that beneath the makeup and the dress was Peter, scared me more than I cared to admit. Yet, at that moment, Clyde's sweetness, his genuine affection, made it all seem manageable, even if just for the night.

As the night wore on, his presence became my focal point, his every touch and word weaving a spell around me. He was so cute, so earnest in his attention, that I found myself getting lost in the fantasy of it all, the reality of my dual identity pushed to the back of my mind.
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But then, without warning, the world around me began to tilt. The edges of my vision blurred, sounds melding into a cacophony that made my head spin. I tried to grasp onto something, anything, to steady myself, but it was like falling into a void. The feeling was disorienting, a slow spiral into darkness that I couldn't seem to fight.

"I feel... I don't feel so good," I managed to murmur, my voice sounding distant even to my own ears.

His face, etched with concern, was the last thing I saw before the darkness claimed me completely. The sensation of falling was terrifying, a loss of control that had me flailing for purchase in the void.

And then, nothing but the silent embrace of unconsciousness, a blank slate where the vibrant chaos of Redux and the warmth of Clyde's presence were nothing but distant echoes.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

WAKING UP IN AN UNFAMILIAR ROOM that bore the unmistakable marks of a budget motel sent a wave of panic through me. For a moment, I lay there, disoriented, trying to piece together how I ended up here. My fingers instinctively went to my wig, finding it still in place, then to the fabric of my dress, which seemed untouched.
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The sound of the shower running in the background fueled a rush of thoughts, each more unsettling than the last. My mind jumped to Clyde, to the idea that perhaps things had gone further than I had intended or wanted. I liked the flirtation, the attention, but I wasn't ready for anything more. The thought of it filled me with dread.

Mustering up my courage, I knocked on the bathroom door, my voice shaky.

"Hey, I really have to go. I have class early in the morning," I lied, hoping the mention of an obligation would make my hurried departure less awkward. It was Saturday the next day; I had no classes, but at that moment, any excuse to escape felt justified.

The bathroom door swung open, and instead of Clyde, I was met with the sight of Fart, wrapped in a towel, sporting a black eye. My heart stopped, the confusion and shock rendering me momentarily speechless. Every scenario I had concocted in my head hadn't even come close to this.

I made a beeline for the door, desperate to get away, to find a place to process the shock and embarrassment flooding through me. But Fart caught my arm before I could escape, his grip firm but not unkind.

"Peter, I mean, Perry," he started, his voice a mix of concern and apology.
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"I told you to be careful..."

The shame that washed over me was indescribable. My secret, the dual life I had been living so carefully, had been uncovered.

"How did you..." I couldn't even finish the question, the words catching in my throat.

Fart let out a heavy sigh, releasing my arm as he began to explain.

"I'm BoredCavalier. I figured it out tonight. That Korean guy, Clyde, he... he spiked your drink. I had to step in, tell him who you really were to get him to back off. But it was too late for talking; we ended up fighting."

The room seemed to spin around me, Fart's words hitting like physical blows. The realization that I had been in real danger, that Fart—no, BoredCavalier—had intervened, it was a lot to take in. The fact that he had to reveal my identity to protect me felt like a violation of my privacy, yet under the circumstances, it was a decision born out of necessity, not malice.

I sank down onto the edge of the bed, my mind racing. The embarrassment of being found out battled with a deep-seated gratitude for Fart's intervention. It was a complicated tangle of emotions, one that left me feeling exposed and vulnerable.

"Fart, I... thank you," I managed to say, finally looking up at him.

"But what now? Everyone will find out..."

He shook his head, his expression serious.

"No, Perry. This stays between us. I promise. I just... I just wanted you to be safe. Besides, I wouldn’t want you telling anyone that I have an account on FindFemboys…"

The relief that coursed through me was palpable, a lifeline in the tumultuous sea of emotions I was drowning in. At that moment, the foundation of our friendship shifted, deepened by this shared secret and the lengths Fart had gone to protect me.

Sitting across from him in the dimly lit motel room, the aftermath of the night's events still swirling around us, I found myself compelled to ask a question that had been burning in my mind since his revelation.

"Why are you on FindFemboys?" My curiosity was piqued, not just by the fact that he had saved me, but by the realization that he had been navigating a space I thought was my secret sanctuary.

Fart hesitated, his gaze dropping to his hands before he finally looked up, a hint of embarrassment coloring his cheeks.

"I stumbled upon an ad one day and got curious, you know? I was amazed at how boys can be so pretty. I made an account just for laughs initially. But then... I found Perry and recognized the photos immediately from the art project."

The confession brought a mix of emotions to the surface.

"And you didn't think to tell me?" I asked, the weight of his omission hanging heavy between us.

"I'm sorry, I should have. I just... I wasn't sure how to bring it up," Fart admitted, his voice laced with regret.

The room felt charged with an unspoken tension, a current that seemed to draw us closer despite the chaos of the night.

"After the art project, I felt powerful, you know? I felt a weird connection to my feminine side. It was like discovering a part of me I never knew existed," I confessed, trying to articulate the profound impact Perry had on me.

Fart listened, his expression a mix of understanding and something else, something deeper.

"I'm really sorry for not telling you sooner that I was BoredCavalier," he said again, the apology sincere.

The tension between us escalated, a tangible force that seemed to pull us into an orbit of its own making. Before I fully comprehended what was happening, we found ourselves leaning in, the space between us charged with the possibility of a kiss.

But at the last moment, I pulled back, a sudden clarity breaking through the confusion. "What about Ayla?" The question hung in the air, a reminder of the complexities of our intertwined lives.

Fart's expression darkened, a shadow passing over his face.

"Ayla... she's two months pregnant. She cheated on me, and we've been keeping it a secret. The child isn't mine, she got knocked up by some dude she met at a Comic Con," he revealed, the words heavy with pain.

"I'm still a virgin, just like you, Perry."

The revelation hit me like a physical blow, anger and disbelief swirling together.
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"Why are you still with her, then?" I demanded, unable to mask the incredulity in my voice.

"I don't know. Maybe I'm just a creature of habit," Fart replied, his voice hollow, the confession laying bare the depth of his turmoil.

The tension between us rose further, a crescendo of emotions that threatened to overwhelm the fragile connection we had forged. At that moment, the possibility of what could have been hung suspended, a question mark that loomed large in the charged silence of the room.

Then, without any warnings, he leaned in and gave me my first kiss.

When Fart's lips met mine, a rush of emotions unlike anything I had ever experienced surged through me. It was a kiss filled with years of unspoken words, a connection that transcended the boundaries I had built around myself.

At that moment, as Perry, I didn't feel any of the labels society might impose on us. It didn't feel gay; it felt right, a confirmation of feelings that had simmered beneath the surface for far too long.

Kissing someone for the first time was supposed to be awkward, uncertain, but this was nothing like that. It was my longtime best friend, the one who had always been there, protecting me from the shadows and the harshness of the world when we were younger. The familiarity of his touch, the safety I found in his presence, it all coalesced into a moment so perfect, it seemed unreal.

However, as the initial wave of euphoria subsided, a jarring reality set in. Fart still had a girlfriend, a fact that cast a long, dark shadow over the warmth of our kiss. The realization hit me like a cold wave, dousing the fiery emotions that had just ignited between us.

Tears welled up in my eyes, the complexity of our situation suddenly overwhelming.

"I'm sorry, I can't do this. This is wrong," I choked out, the words tasting bitter in my mouth.

"You have a girlfriend."

I tried to pull away, to put distance between us, but his confusion and hurt were palpable. He didn't understand, couldn't see the turmoil churning inside me.

"Perry, I—" he started, but I couldn't let him finish.
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With a strength born of desperation, I pushed past him, my heart hammering in my chest as I stumbled towards the door. The cool night air hit me like a slap as I emerged from the motel, the world outside seeming both vast and suffocatingly small at the same time.

I hailed a cab, the tears now streaming down my face unchecked. The driver didn't ask any questions, for which I was grateful. As we drove away, I couldn't help but glance back at the motel, at the room where everything had changed and yet remained painfully the same.
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The ride was a blur, my thoughts a chaotic mess of emotions I couldn't begin to unravel. The kiss, Fart's confession, the realization of our feelings — it all clashed with the reality of his relationship with Ayla, of the responsibilities and expectations that tethered him to a life that no longer seemed to fit.

By the time the cab pulled up to my dorm, I was a mess of conflicting emotions, a storm of 'what ifs' and 'if onlys' raging in my mind.

Walking away from Fart, from the possibility of exploring what we could be, felt like the hardest thing I'd ever done.

But deep down, I knew it was the only choice I had. The weight of the night pressed down on me, a heavy cloak of sorrow and loss that I couldn't shake off.

In the quiet of my room, the drama of the night replayed over and over in my mind, a loop of longing, confusion, and heartbreak. The kiss had felt like a beginning, a bright spark in the darkness, but the harsh light of reality had snuffed it out before it could truly ignite.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

NINE MONTHS HAD PASSED since the night at Redux, a night that felt both like a lifetime ago and just yesterday. In that time, my life had undergone transformations I once thought impossible. I dropped out of college and my hair, now longer and styled in a way that felt more 'me,' framed my face softly, a visible marker of the journey I had embarked upon.

Coming out to my parents had been one of the most nerve-wracking experiences of my life, but their support had been unwavering, a foundation of love and acceptance that had carried me through the initial waves of fear and uncertainty.

Three months ago, I began taking hormones, a step that felt both monumental and utterly natural. The changes were subtle but profound. My skin softened, my body began to shift, curving in ways that felt more aligned with the image in my mind. It was like watching a flower bloom in fast-forward, each day revealing a little more of the person I was meant to be.

Today, I found myself in Dean Marlowe's office, the weight of the paperwork in my hands a tangible symbol of the changes I was seeking to make not just physically, but legally and socially.
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"Dean Marlowe, I've just filed to change my gender marker on my official documents," I began, my voice steady despite the butterflies in my stomach.

"And I was hoping... I could change my identity and name in the university records in advance. I don’t want to be called Peter anymore."

Dean Marlowe looked at me, her eyes kind and understanding.

"I'm so happy for you, Perry. It's important that your identity is respected and reflected accurately in all aspects of your life, including your academic records. We will certainly make the necessary changes. What name have you chosen?"

"Perry," I said, a smile breaking across my face at the sound of my chosen name spoken aloud.

"Perry Fleitmann."

She nodded, typing something into her computer.

"Perry, it is. I'll make sure this is handled sensitively and quickly. You should see the changes reflected in all your records soon."

The relief and happiness that washed over me were indescribable.

"Thank you, Dean Marlowe. This means everything to me."

"As it should," she replied, her smile warm.

"If there's anything else you need, any support or assistance, please don't hesitate to reach out. The university is here for you, Perry."

[image: university hallway no people]

Walking out of the dean's office, I felt a lightness I hadn't experienced in years. It was as if a weight had been lifted, a burden of mismatched identity and hidden truths finally set down. The path ahead was still long, filled with both challenges and triumphs, but in that moment, I felt nothing but joy for the journey to come.

For the first time in a long time, I was looking forward to the future, not as Peter, not as Perry, my girly alter—playing a part, but as Perry Fleitmann, fully and unapologetically me. The support of my parents, the understanding of Dean Marlowe, and the acceptance I had begun to find in myself and in the world around me were the pillars upon which I would build my new life, one day, one step at a time.

Walking through the hallway, I was suddenly pulled from my reverie by the sound of a baby crying. Turning the corner, I saw Ayla, standing with a man I didn't recognize at first, and a baby in her arms. The sight was unexpected, to say the least.

"Pete, I mean, Perry," Ayla corrected herself as she saw me, a hint of surprise flashing across her face.

"Is this the baby?" I asked, approaching them cautiously, my curiosity piqued despite the oddness of the situation.
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"Yeah, this is her, Hailey. And this is her father," Ayla said, gesturing to the man beside her.

My heart skipped a beat as the man turned around. It was Clyde, the same guy who had spiked my drink that night at Redux. The recognition was mutual; his face went pale, a look of nervousness taking over as he realized who I was.

“Hi, I’m Clyde,” he softly said—avoiding eye contact.

“Perry,” I replied.

At that moment, I made a choice. I chose not to speak, not to reveal the tumultuous past Clyde and I shared. Ayla seemed to sense the tension, a flicker of realization crossing her features as she looked between Clyde and me.

"You're wondering what happened to Fart?" Ayla broke the silence, her voice pulling me back from the storm of emotions Clyde's presence had stirred—relieved that she thought it was about something else.

I nodded, unsure of what to expect.

"Well, he broke up with me," she continued, a touch of bitterness creeping into her voice.

"Said he was in love with someone else. I asked who, but he didn't wanna tell me. Anyway, I gotta go. I have to show the baby to my aunt." Her aunt, as fate would have it, was Dean Marlowe.

The revelation left me reeling. Fart had moved on, declared his love for someone else, a fact that both hurt and puzzled me. The web of relationships, the intersections of our lives, felt more complicated than ever.
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As Ayla walked away, Hailey in her arms and Clyde trailing behind, a mixture of emotions washed over me. There was anger at Clyde for his past actions, sadness over Ayla's situation, and an underlying confusion about Fart's confession of love.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

TWO MONTHS HAD PASSED since my encounter with Ayla and Clyde, and with each day, I noticed more changes that made my heart swell with joy. The hormones were sculpting me, inside and out, into a version of myself I had only dreamed of. Now, standing at the threshold of a new academic year, I was ready to return to university, not just as a student but as my true self—Perry, fully and unabashedly.

This morning felt like the beginning of a new chapter, one where I stepped into the light not with trepidation but with confidence. My new dorm room in the girls' building was a canvas waiting for my touch, a space that I could call my own.
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Starting with my skincare, I followed a routine that had become second nature, each product a step towards revealing the best version of myself. The cool touch of the moisturizer, the refreshing spritz of toner, and the gentle application of sunscreen felt like a ritual, a preparation for the day ahead.

Makeup was next, a process I approached with both excitement and reverence. Foundation smoothed over my skin, concealer brightened my eyes, and a sweep of blush brought life to my cheeks. Eyeshadow in soft, neutral tones complemented my outfit, while mascara lengthened my lashes, framing my eyes with an openness I had grown to love.

The final touch, a swipe of lipstick, was a declaration of readiness, a symbol of the bold steps I was about to take.

Administering my hormone shot was a moment filled with gratitude. Each injection was a reminder of the journey I was on, of the patience and perseverance it required. It was a small pinch, a fleeting discomfort that paved the way for the transformation that was unfolding both within and without.

Choosing my outfit was a joyous affair. I settled on something quintessentially college girly—a floral skirt paired with a soft, pastel sweater, and comfortable flats. It was an ensemble that spoke of fresh starts and new beginnings, of a day filled with possibilities.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, the reflection staring back was one I recognized and cherished.

Perry, in her entirety, ready to face the world, to embrace the challenges and opportunities of university life. The nervousness of last year, the uncertainty of stepping into the unknown, had been replaced with a sense of purpose, of belonging to myself.

Leaving my dorm, I felt a surge of excitement for the day ahead. The university campus, with its familiar paths and buildings, seemed different now, viewed through the lens of my experiences and the growth they had spurred.

This time, I was not just returning to continue my education; I was coming back to claim my space, to live openly and honestly as the person I was meant to be.

The walk to my first class was a mix of anticipation and quiet reflection. The faces around me, some familiar, many new, were part of a world that I was now fully a part of. As Perry, I wasn't just surviving; I was thriving, ready to engage with life's complexities with a newfound resilience.

Today marked not just the start of a new academic year but the beginning of the rest of my life—a life where Perry wasn't just a dream or a disguise but a beautiful reality.
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Later that day, sitting in the auditorium during the orientation for freshmen IT students, I found myself listening intently to the speaker, even though the information being shared was familiar. Having decided to restart my college journey, I was here to fully embrace my studies as Perry, to experience everything anew, but with the wisdom of my past year's trials and triumphs.

As I was jotting down notes, more out of habit than necessity, a girl took the seat next to me. There was an immediate sense of camaraderie, a shared understanding that didn't need words. She seemed nervous, her eyes darting around the room before settling on her lap. I couldn't help but wonder if she was trans too, though I didn't want to make assumptions.

"Hi, I'm Layla ," she introduced herself, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Perry Fleitmann,” I said as I extended a hand.

We smiled at each other and pretended to be interested in the formalities of the lecture but I could sense that both of us wanted to talk about the elephant in the room.

Suddenly…

"This is... it's my first time going to college as a girl. I just started dressing up recently."

Her admission struck a chord within me, a reminder of my own journey and the initial steps I took into embracing Perry fully.

"I understand. It's the same for me," I said, offering her a reassuring smile.

"My name's Perry."

Layla seemed to relax slightly at my response, a faint smile playing on her lips as she glanced at me. As the speaker continued in the background, I leaned in closer to Layla, eager to share the knowledge and confidence I'd gained from my experiences.

"I dropped out prematurely last year. You know, the first year's lessons aren't that hard. They're more like a refresher of what we learned in senior year of high school," I whispered, hoping to ease some of her anxiety.

"Really? That's... that's really good to know," she replied, a look of relief washing over her face.

[image: skinny female pixie haircut, sitting in auditioriu]

"I was so worried I wouldn't be able to keep up, especially with everything else going on, you know… transitioning."

"I felt the same way when I first started, except, I wasn’t transitioning. But trust me, you'll do great. And if you ever need help, or just someone to talk to, I'm here," I offered, feeling a sense of solidarity with Layla that went beyond our shared academic pursuits.

"Thank you, Perry. That means a lot to me," she said, her voice steadier now, a spark of determination lighting up her eyes.

As the orientation continued, Layla and I shared more about our experiences and fears, whispering between the segments of the presentation. It was comforting, finding someone who understood the unique challenges we faced, not just as students but as individuals navigating the complexities of our identities in a new environment.

As the orientation dragged on, Layla and I shared bored glances, our earlier excitement dimming under the monotone delivery of the speaker. Just as I was about to suggest we duck out early, the speaker announced a special presentation by a sophomore, Phil Westbrook, and his new project.

My heart skipped a beat at the mention of Phil—Fart's real name. The shock rendered me speechless; I hadn't expected to see him here, let alone hear about a project he was working on.

Phil stepped out, his nervousness palpable even from a distance. Approaching the mic, he fumbled with his notes before deciding to dive straight into his PowerPoint presentation.
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"Um, hi, I'm Phil, and I want to introduce you to Alter, an app designed to help people see themselves in another gender. It's a tool for exploration, to help individuals understand what fits them best," he began, his voice gaining strength as he spoke about the app's features.

Alter, as he explained, offered a range of functionalities, from virtual wardrobe fittings to support forums for those exploring their gender identity. But it was his next words that truly caught my breath.

"This project was inspired by my best friend, who is also the love of my life and the one that got away," Fart admitted, a vulnerable honesty in his tone.

Tears welled up in my eyes as I listened to him describe how Alter could provide a safe, supportive environment for self-discovery, echoing so much of what I'd experienced and wished for in my own journey.

As the presentation concluded, he asked if there were any questions. My hand shot up before I could second-guess myself, driven by a force I couldn't quite understand.

"Yes, you, in the back," he said, squinting into the audience. When his eyes met mine, recognition flashed across his face, his earlier shyness forgotten.

I stood, my voice steady despite the storm of emotions within me. "I didn't get away," I declared, the weight of the moment pressing down on me.

The room fell silent as I made my way to the stage, my steps fueled by a mix of determination and hope. Reaching Phil, I didn't hesitate; I pulled him into a kiss, the world around us fading away as we lost ourselves in the moment.

The kiss was a promise, a culmination of years of friendship, heartache, and unspoken love. It was an acknowledgment of our journey, of the pain and the joy that had brought us to this point.

As we parted, he whispered, "I thought I'd lost you, Perry."

"You never lost me. I just needed time to find myself," I whispered back, our foreheads resting together.

Around us, the auditorium erupted into applause, a cacophony of sound that felt like a distant echo. In that moment, nothing else mattered but Fart and me, two souls reunited in understanding and love.
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We stepped down from the stage hand in hand, ready to face whatever the future held together. The path wouldn't always be easy, but with him by my side, I felt a sense of completeness, a sense of home.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THREE YEARS HAD FLOWN BY since the day at the university orientation, a day that now felt like a pivotal chapter in the book of my life. Phil and I, along with Alter, had carved out a little niche in the world where acceptance wasn't just a word, but a practice. Our lives were a series of adventures, some small, others monumental, but all shared with a joy and openness I once thought impossible.
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One sunny afternoon, as the leaves of autumn painted the campus in hues of gold and red, Phil and I found ourselves back at the very place where our journey had taken a significant turn. We were there under the guise of giving a talk about Alter and inclusivity, but Phil had a twinkle in his eye that suggested he had more than just a lecture planned.

As we wrapped up our presentation, applause filling the auditorium, Phil turned to me, his hand finding mine.

"Perry, do you remember what I said about you inspiring Alter?"

I nodded, a smile playing on my lips.

"How could I forget? It was one of the bravest things I've ever heard."

He squeezed my hand, the audience's attention still fixed on us.

"Well, I have another brave thing I need to do." With that, he dropped to one knee, the auditorium gasping in unison.
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"Perry," he began, his voice steady despite the obvious nerves, "you've been my inspiration, my best friend, and the love of my life. These past years have been the best of my life, and I can't imagine a future without you in it. Will you marry me?"

The room fell silent, every eye on us. My heart raced, emotions swirling in a beautiful chaos.

"Yes, Phil," I said, laughter and tears mingling in my voice.

"A thousand times, yes!"

The auditorium erupted into cheers, a cacophony of joy that echoed the happiness bursting within me. As Phil slipped the ring onto my finger, a perfect fit, I realized this was the moment I'd been dreaming of, a promise of all the adventures yet to come.

Layla, who'd been in on the plan, rushed to the stage with a bottle of champagne, her eyes shining with excitement.

"To Perry and Phil, the couple that proves love always finds a way!"

We toasted to the future, to love, and to a life filled with endless possibilities. As we mingled with friends and well-wishers, Phil leaned in, whispering, "Ready for this next adventure?"

"Always," I whispered back, my heart full.
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"As long as it's with you."

Our journey had been one of transformation, of finding ourselves and each other in a world that often seemed intent on keeping us apart. But as I looked into Phil's eyes, I knew that together, we could face anything.

The proposal wasn't just a question; it was an affirmation of every step we'd taken, a promise to continue walking side by side, no matter what the future held.

And as the sun set on that unforgettable day, I couldn't help but feel that the best was yet to come. For Phil and me, for Alter, and for anyone who had ever dared to dream of a world where love wasn't bound by conventions.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Girly Alter? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Chronicles.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Becoming My Mother

The passing of my mother left a hole in the hearts of me and my stepdad. He was trying to be strong but I couldn’t stand the sight of him, secretly crying in his bedroom while hugging her clothes. It all started with ensuring that his meals were warm, his clothes were laundered and pressed, and the house remained spotless.

But then, as I was cleaning the master bedroom, I couldn’t help but try my late mother’s clothes—from her stockings, intimates, skirts, blouses, and down to her dresses. 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 2 – Female ID

I didn’t mean to pull the trigger but I was already in too deep. Bumping into him in the most harrowing experience I’d gone through was a brush with lady luck.

However, it was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.

Story 3 – In The Navy

Finally, I was out of my toxic home and found my place on the ship. But being a sailor wasn’t easy. The training was tough and I had to navigate through uncharted waters.

Moreover, 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 4 – Cheerleader By Chance

My sister must’ve lost her mind when she introduced me to the squad. Yes, I was desperate for a scholarship but not to the point that I’d have to wear a skirt and parade with pom poms.

However, when I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!

Story 5 – The Secretary

It all started with the Mayor’s weird foot fetish. However, it didn’t end there. 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.

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

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

Read Feminization Chronicles

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“I don’t care about the promise he made! I’m not going to wear that stupid wedding dress!”

Read Born To Be A Bride


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!

	[image: A person in glasses and a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a black garment and earrings sitting in a green chair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a pink corset lying on a bed  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person with purple hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in lingerie posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person with flowers in her hair  Description automatically generated]


Listen to Audiobooks


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

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

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

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

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Girly Alter – A Secretive Feminization Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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