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Introduction

“This school’s weird. They elected me, a guy, to be their muse.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was a teenage guy immigrant with a soft voice, a foreign accent, and a body that betrayed me long before I ever did. When my American high school voted me Muse, they didn’t expect me to survive it—let alone become her. They waxed my legs, slipped me into a bra and a pleated skirt, taught me how to walk in heels, and gave me a name I never asked for: Jermaine.

I told myself it was a joke. I told myself I was still a boy. But the mirror didn’t lie—and neither did the way the school suddenly watched me.

I came from old money and impossible expectations. My father’s reputation was a brand. My mother’s lineage was something you whispered about at galas. Dressing like a girl had to stay a secret—hidden from my family, hidden from the world, hidden even from myself. Except secrets don’t stay buried when you’re voted into the spotlight.

Especially not when the most popular boy in school starts looking at you like he already knows what you are.

Cliff Heatherton was everything I wasn’t—confident, athletic, untouchable. He said he wasn’t into guys. He said it had to stay secret. He said he wanted Jermaine, not Jeremy. And I let him, even when loving him meant splitting myself in two.

Because being a joke hurt.

But becoming her felt like breathing.


Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

My First Gift For You

[image: A screenshot of a book  Description automatically generated]

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

∞∞∞

“SAY SOMETHING in your fancy Luxembourg accent.” That was the first thing anyone at Crestwood Heights High said to me. Not hello. Not welcome. Not even the polite, bored nod people give the new kid before going back to their phones. Just a voice behind me—male, loud, amused—like I was a YouTube clip buffering on the projector.

I paused in the doorway of Room 214 with my schedule in my hand and the sunlight at my back. The classroom smelled like whiteboard markers and somebody’s vanilla body spray. Thirty pairs of eyes lifted. A few smiled. Most didn’t bother hiding that they were looking for something to laugh at.

I swallowed and stepped forward anyway.

“Um—good morning,” I said, because my mother had raised me to greet a room like it mattered.

A girl in the second row, perfectly blonde, perfectly glossy, leaned toward her friend and whispered something with the confidence of someone who never paid consequences for her words. Her friend snorted.

“Luxembourg?” someone repeated, dragging the word out like it was a brand name they couldn’t pronounce.

I cleared my throat. “Yes. Luxembourg.”

It came out soft. It always did. My voice didn’t know how to be sharp, no matter how badly I wanted it to. I hated that about myself. Back home, softness didn’t feel like a flaw. Here, it was blood in the water.

“Cute,” a guy near the windows said. “Say ‘croissant.’”

A few people laughed. A few more watched to see if I would.

I forced a smile so my face didn’t betray me. “I don’t… I don’t know what you want me to say.”

At the front of the room, my teacher clapped her hands like she was breaking a spell. “Alright, alright. Settle. Jeremy Wyatt, right?”

I nodded quickly, grateful for the lifeline.

“Class, this is Jeremy. He’s joining us from Luxembourg,” she announced, like I was a transfer student and not a piece of international furniture. “Be kind. We’re happy to have you.”

Happy. That word landed wrong. Crestwood Heights didn’t look happy. It looked hungry.

I walked toward the empty seat my teacher pointed at—middle row, two seats from the aisle. My backpack felt too heavy. My palms were damp.

As I slid into the chair, I caught a flash of movement near the door: someone late, broad-shouldered, confident like gravity didn’t apply to him. He moved with that easy athletic rhythm that said he’d never had to apologize for taking up space.

Cliff Heatherton.

I didn’t know his name yet, but I knew his type. Every school had one. The golden boy. The one people laughed with, not at. He wore his letterman jacket like he’d been born in it, brown hair slightly messy in a way that looked expensive, blue eyes scanning the room like it belonged to him.

And for half a second—just half—his gaze snagged on me.

It wasn’t a smile. It wasn’t even friendly. It was a slow, unreadable look that made my spine go tight, like my body had just been called on in a language I didn’t speak.

Then he looked away and dropped into a seat near the back, already surrounded by nods, fist bumps, a girl passing him a drink like it was an offering.

I stared at my notebook like it could hide me.

“Hey,” a voice whispered beside me.

I turned.

The boy next to me had curls that looked like he actually moisturized, a warm brown complexion, and eyes that glittered with amusement—sharp and kind at the same time. His outfit was simple but intentional. Everything about him said: I know exactly who I am, and I’m not asking for permission.

“I’m Guile,” he said, like we were trading secrets instead of names.

“Jeremy,” I answered.

Guile tilted his head. “Luxembourg Jeremy?”

I flinched a little. He caught it and softened.

“Not mocking,” he said quickly. “Just… fascinated. That’s very ‘old money European romance novel.’”

My mouth twitched, unwillingly. “It’s just… Luxembourg.”

“Mm-hmm.” He looked me up and down in a way that was assessing without being cruel. Then, like he couldn’t help himself, he added, “Also, I’m gonna say it now before the wolves do: you’re pretty.”

Heat rushed into my face. “What?”

He shrugged, casual. “You have… features. Like, a face. A face-face. Not a ‘football’ face. More like—”

“Please stop,” I muttered.

Guile grinned. “Okay, okay. But I’m telling you because I’m your friend now and I need you to be emotionally prepared for the fact that people here are obsessed with anything they can’t label in two seconds.”

Friend.

The word made something in my chest unclench a little.

Before I could answer, the teacher turned back to the class and launched into announcements. My eyes drifted to the clock, then to the window, then—against my better judgment—toward the back.

Cliff was leaning back in his chair, arms crossed, half listening. He looked bored. Like school was an inconvenience in the way of the real world that adored him.

And then, like he could feel me looking, he turned his head.

Our eyes met again.

This time his gaze held for a beat longer.

Not a smile. Still unreadable.

But it landed on me like a hand.

The student council election happened like a party game—like it was supposed to be fun.

At least, that’s how they framed it.

After a few announcements, our teacher clapped her hands again. “Okay! Before we start today’s lesson, we need to choose our class representatives. President, vice president, secretary, treasurer, sergeant at arms, escort… and of course,” she said, smiling like she was about to reveal a prize, “our Muse.”

Muse.

The word made a ripple go through the room. Excitement. Mischief.

Guile leaned toward me. “Oh no.”

I frowned. “What is a muse?”

Guile’s expression turned theatrical. “In this school? A target with glitter.”

Before I could ask what he meant, the teacher pulled out a clipboard and started listing positions. People nominated their friends, their crushes, the loudest person in the room. Votes were cast with raised hands. Everybody was already laughing, already teasing each other.

Then the teacher reached the last line.

“And Muse,” she said. “The Muse represents the class for Spirit Week events and campus performances. It’s a fun tradition—someone who can be creative, expressive, really embody school spirit.”

Guile’s laugh was small and bitter.

I looked at him. “What?”

He stared forward, deadpan. “Buckle up, Luxembourg.”

The teacher lifted her pen. “Nominations?”

A hand shot up immediately.

It belonged to the blonde girl in the second row—the one with the glossy mouth and the kind of confidence that could peel paint. She sat with perfect posture. Her ponytail was high and deliberate, like she’d styled it for war.

Kelly Murdoch.

“Jeremy,” Guile whispered, “that’s Kelly. She runs this place like a monarchy.”

Kelly smiled sweetly. “I nominate Jeremy Wyatt.”

The room went silent for half a second.

Then it exploded.

Laughter, whistles, someone actually clapped like it was a comedy show. A boy behind me choked on his drink. Someone repeated, “Jeremy?” like they couldn’t believe it.

Heat rushed up my neck so fast I felt dizzy.
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I opened my mouth—maybe to say no, maybe to ask why, maybe to demand that someone explain the joke—but nothing came out. My tongue felt too big. My throat too tight.

Kelly looked at me as if she was doing me a favor.

“He’s new,” she said, voice honeyed. “And he’s… you know.” She waved her hand vaguely at my face, my hair, my body, as if I were a category that didn’t need words. “He’s perfect.”

More laughter.

My hands curled under the desk, nails digging into my palms.

The teacher hesitated. “Well, Jeremy, would you like to accept the nomination?”

Every eye swung back to me.

Guile’s knee bumped mine under the desk—support, warning, I don’t know.

I forced myself to breathe. “I—” My voice cracked on the first syllable.

Someone laughed again, softer this time, like they were delighted it was going exactly as expected.

My mind flashed to my father’s voice: We do not embarrass ourselves in public. To my mother’s: Hold your posture, darling. Even if you’re shaking.

I swallowed hard. “I… I don’t know what it means.”

Kelly tilted her head, innocent. “It means you get to be famous for a week.”

Tracy Heart—blonde and bubbly in a way that felt manufactured—added, “It means you get pampered. Like a princess.”

A wave of sound went through the room at that. Princess. The word stuck to me like gum.

Miya Jones didn’t laugh. She just watched me with a quieter expression, like she was trying to decide whether she felt sorry for me or not.

The teacher cleared her throat, trying to keep things light. “It’s a tradition, Jeremy. If you’re uncomfortable, you can always—”

“Vote!” someone shouted.

“Vote!” another echoed.

Kelly’s smile widened. She leaned back like she already knew the outcome. Like she’d set the board before the game began.

Hands went up. So many hands. Almost all of them.

It wasn’t even close.

The teacher looked at her clipboard, then at me. Her voice softened. “Congratulations, Jeremy. You’re our Muse.”

Congratulations.

The room erupted again, louder, crueler, pleased with itself.

My face stayed still because it had to. My body stayed seated because it had to.

But inside, something small and careful in me folded.

I stared at my desk until the laughter turned into a roar in my ears.

And then—through the noise—I felt it again.

That gaze.

I looked up, as if pulled by a string.

Cliff Heatherton was watching from the back of the room.

Not laughing. Not clapping.

Just watching.

His expression was unreadable, but his eyes were locked on me like he was seeing something nobody else was.

For a second, I thought maybe he was judging them. Maybe he was judging me.

Then he leaned back in his chair, jaw flexing once, and looked away like it didn’t matter.

The bell rang.

And I realized I was still holding my breath.

Home was supposed to be safe.

But our house didn’t feel like home. It felt like a showroom—white walls, expensive art, silence that had been curated. Even the air smelled polished.

My father was in New York for a real estate closing. My mother was at a charity event in San Francisco that had some kind of “legacy” title attached to it, as if kindness needed branding.

No one was there to see me fall apart.

Which meant I could.

I dropped my backpack by the stairs and went straight to my room, shutting the door like I was sealing off an infection. I kicked off my shoes and sat down at my desk, fingers already shaking as my laptop booted up.

Roblox loaded with its cheerful little sound—bright, stupid, harmless.

I clicked into a game without thinking. Something with building. Something where the rules were clear and the people were just avatars.

My avatar spawned in—a blocky, neutral figure I’d customized to be as plain as possible. No cute outfits. No colors. Nothing that could be used against me.

But my hands betrayed me. My fingers kept twitching.

I tried to build. I tried to focus on placing blocks, on symmetry, on the kind of control that made my brain quiet.

It didn’t work.

Their laughter replayed in my head like an endless loop.

Say something in your fancy accent.
Croissant.
Princess.
Muse.

The word muse felt like a slap every time I thought it.

I placed blocks harder, faster, like I could hammer out the humiliation with my mouse.

Then someone in the game chat typed: lol u sound gay

I froze.

My heart did this stupid lurch, as if the internet could see through walls and into my day. As if the whole world was one giant classroom.

I slammed my mouse down so hard my desk rattled.

“Shut up,” I whispered to my empty room. My voice sounded small even here.

I exited the game. Opened another. Then another. Nothing held. Everything felt thin.

I stared at my screen, eyes burning.

Luxembourg.

My parents had chosen this move like it was an upgrade. Like California was a luxury purchase. Like school was just another social circle to conquer with the right posture and the right suit.

But I wasn’t a deal.

I wasn’t a press release.

I wasn’t some elegant heir who could glide into American high school and become instantly adored.

I was the new kid with the soft voice. The “pretty” boy. The joke.

My chest tightened. I tried to inhale and my breath hit resistance, like my ribs were refusing to make room for air.

I stood abruptly and paced, then sat again, then paced again. My reflection in the dark window caught my eye—blonde hair falling too neatly, face too smooth, lips too… much.

Guile’s voice echoed: You’re pretty.

Kelly’s: He’s perfect.

Perfect for what?

Perfect to be laughed at.

I opened my phone and stared at my mother’s last message—some photo from an event, her smile like glass, captioned: Proud of you, darling. Make us proud.

Make us proud.

My throat tightened, and suddenly the tears came, hot and humiliating, like my body was betraying me again.

I pressed my palm to my mouth so the sound wouldn’t escape into the hallway. As if the house could hear. As if the walls were part of Crestwood Heights too.

I cried until my eyes ached and my face felt swollen and ugly.

When it finally stopped, I sat there in the dim glow of my laptop, breathing through the aftermath like it was a storm I’d survived.

Outside, the neighborhood was quiet. Perfect lawns. Perfect houses. Perfect lives.

Inside, I stared at my reflection in the window again and hated myself for being exactly what they wanted me to be.

A joke.

A muse.

Something soft and powerless.

And underneath the hate—like a splinter under skin—I felt something worse.

A question.

Because for one terrifying second, in that hallway of laughter, I’d seen myself in the mirror of their eyes…

…and I wasn’t sure if I only wanted to disappear.

Or if some part of me wanted to be seen.

Even if it destroyed me.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

“PLEASE TELL me that’s not you.” Guile’s voice hit my ear like a warning siren, and before I even turned my head, my stomach sank—because I already knew what he was looking at.

I followed his gaze across the hallway.

And there I was.

Or… something that looked like me, if someone had taken my face as a suggestion and decided to weaponize it.

A glossy, AI-edited Muse poster had been taped to the trophy-case glass, shimmering under fluorescent lights like it belonged in a mall. My jaw had been softened. My cheekbones sharpened. My lips were fuller. My lashes were longer. My eyes were brighter—unnaturally bright, the kind of blue people paid for.

And my hair—my hair was a waterfall of long blonde waves that I did not have.

Across the top, in bold pink lettering:

CRESTWOOD HEIGHTS • PARADE OF MUSES
SENIOR CLASS 241 MUSE: JEREMY WYATT

Underneath, a caption like a cruel joke dressed up as school spirit:

“ELEGANCE HAS ARRIVED.”

My hands went cold.

I stood there for a second too long, frozen in the same way I’d frozen when Kelly nominated me. As if my body had learned that the safest response to humiliation was stillness.

Students streamed past like the poster wasn’t a crime scene.

“Wait, that’s the foreign kid, right?” someone said.

“He’s kinda… pretty,” another voice answered, like they were admitting a guilty pleasure.

A girl giggled. “That AI is insane. It made him look like a TikTok girl.”

“Bro,” a guy muttered, “why is the Muse a dude? This school is weird.”

Guile’s hand touched my sleeve—gentle, grounding. “Jeremy. Breathe.”

I realized I hadn’t been.

I forced air into my lungs. It felt thin and sharp. “Who… made that?”

Guile’s mouth twisted. “Who do you think?”

As if summoned by his words, I saw another poster farther down the hall—same style, same pink font—this time featuring a different Muse from another grade. That one had glitter, dramatic eyeliner, and a grin that looked practiced. Under the photo was a QR code.

SCAN TO VOTE FOR ‘MOST ICONIC MUSE.’

My throat tightened. “There’s voting?”

“Welcome to Crestwood,” Guile said darkly. “Where they turn bullying into a tradition and call it community.”

I looked around. There were more of them. On pillars. On classroom doors. On the cafeteria entrance. Someone had even taped one to the vending machine like it was advertising a new flavor of soda.

My name. Everywhere.

And the worst part was—people were scanning.

A cluster of girls near the lockers held their phones up, laughing, comparing the Muse photos like they were shopping.

I swallowed hard. “I can’t… I can’t let my parents see this.”

Guile glanced at me. “Do they even know you got nominated?”

“It’s not nominated. It’s… it’s forced,” I whispered, then hated how small it sounded.

Guile leaned closer, voice lower. “Okay. Tell me what you’re scared of.”

I stared at the poster again, at the long hair and makeup that made my face look more like my mother’s side of the family than mine. The aristocratic bone structure. The softness my father always told me to correct with posture and masculinity.

“My father—” I started, then stopped because saying it out loud made it real. “My father has… business partners. He knows people. He controls—he controls everything.”

Guile raised a brow. “So he’s rich rich.”

“Like… rich enough that his reputation is a company,” I said, my voice going tight. “If anything… weird happens, it becomes a story. A story he can’t control.”

Guile nodded slowly, expression sobering. “And your mom?”

“My mother is… old family,” I said, the words tasting ridiculous in an American hallway. “Titles, lineage, charity boards. People watch her. They watch us.”

Guile’s gaze softened. “So you’re not just scared of embarrassment. You’re scared of consequences.”

“Yes,” I whispered.

Because it wasn’t just school.

It was the life waiting at home—the silent expectations, the perfect dinners, the way my parents spoke about image as if it were oxygen.

I stared at the poster one more time, at the version of me smiling like she didn’t know she’d been made to be laughed at.

And I had a horrible thought:

What if this version of me wasn’t entirely fake?

I tore my eyes away like it burned.

Guile bumped his shoulder into mine. “Listen. Whatever they’re planning? It’s not harmless. It’s a parade, it’s a performance, it’s a spectacle.”

My heart hammered. “Can I refuse?”

Guile’s mouth curved, humorless. “You can try.”

Before I could answer, a voice behind us said, bright as candy:

“Jeremy!”

I flinched.

Kelly Murdoch stood there like she’d been waiting for this moment to land. She was perfect today—white sweater, gold jewelry, hair in a sleek ponytail, lip gloss shining like she’d polished it. Tracy Heart floated beside her with her phone already in her hand. Miya Jones stood slightly behind, quieter, eyes watching instead of glittering.

Kelly’s gaze flicked to the poster, then back to my face, as if measuring my reaction like it was data.

“Do you like it?” she asked sweetly.

I couldn’t speak. My jaw felt locked.

Tracy giggled. “It’s so cute. You look like, literally European Barbie.”

Guile stepped forward slightly. “Who made those posters, Kelly?”

Kelly’s smile didn’t falter. “It’s just school spirit. Every class muse gets one. We’re building hype for the Parade of Muses.”

“The AI made him look like a girl and that’s not okay,” Guile said, flat.

Kelly blinked, innocent. “Oh my God, Guile, don’t be dramatic. It made him look… glamorous.”

My chest tightened. Glamorous. Like she was describing a makeover show, not my life.

Kelly tilted her head. “Anyway. Jeremy. We need to talk.”

They cornered me after third period.

Not in the obvious way—no shoving, no yelling. That would be too messy, too public. Kelly didn’t do messy. She did control.

It happened near the side hallway by the theatre room, where the walls were covered in old show posters and nobody really walked unless they had a reason.

I had barely turned the corner when Kelly slid into my path.

Tracy leaned against a locker with her arms crossed like she was guarding a door.

Miya stood to the side, not blocking me, but making it clear she wasn’t leaving.

I stopped.

Kelly smiled. “Class 241 needs to win. You need to bring pride to our class so we need to start your look.”

“My—” My voice caught. “I didn’t agree to anything.”

Kelly’s expression softened, practiced. “Jeremy. You’re OUR Muse. It’s not optional.”

Guile appeared behind me like a shield. “He doesn’t have to do anything that makes him uncomfortable.”

Kelly’s eyes flicked to Guile. Her smile sharpened by half a degree. “I know you’d rather be the muse, but you really have to start shutting it.”

“That’s not—” Guile retorted.

Tracy scoffed. “Guile, please. Quit the drama.”

Miya spoke quietly, surprising me. “The parade is next week, and we have to win.”

Her voice wasn’t cruel. It was factual. Like we were discussing weather.

I looked at Kelly. “Why are you doing this?”

Kelly blinked slowly, lashes perfect. “Because someone has to. And if we don’t, people will do it badly.”

I frowned. “Do it badly?”

She stepped closer, lowering her voice like we were sharing a secret. “Jeremy… do you want the football boys dressing you up? Do you want random freshmen with eyeliner pencils stabbing you in the face?”

My skin prickled.

Kelly’s gaze was steady. “Or do you want it done properly?”

Guile muttered, “This is insane.”

Kelly ignored him, eyes on me. “Look. You’re new. You don’t understand how this works. The Muse is a tradition. It’s supposed to be iconic. If you fight it, you’ll look bitter. If you embrace it… you’ll look confident.”

I stared at her. “You nominated me to humiliate me.”

Kelly’s smile didn’t disappear.

Instead she said, almost gently, “Maybe at first.”

Tracy made a choking laugh. “Kelly—”

Kelly lifted a hand and Tracy shut up immediately.

Kelly kept her voice soft. “But now it’s happening either way, Jeremy. So you can either let the school destroy you… or you can let us make you untouchable.”

Untouchable.

The word landed strange. Like an offer. Like a spell.

Guile scoffed. “He doesn’t need your help.”

Kelly finally looked at Guile like he was a fly on her perfect glass. “Guile, darling, I’m not asking you.”

Then she looked back at me, and for a second I saw something behind her eyes—something sharp and curious. Not kindness. Not exactly cruelty either.

Possession.

“Do you trust me?” she asked.

My mouth opened, then closed.

No. I wanted to say no.

But I pictured the hallway posters. The voting QR codes. The laughter. The certainty that this wasn’t going away.

I pictured my parents.

My father’s face if he found out his son was a school spectacle. My mother’s silence, which somehow felt worse than anger.

And I thought, stupidly, of Cliff watching me in the classroom—unreadable, quiet, like he’d seen something in me I didn’t understand.

My throat went dry. “What… do you mean by help?”

Kelly’s smile brightened like she’d won. “Come after school. My friend’s house. Her mom is an aesthetician—she has supplies. We’ll do it in private. No photos unless you say yes.”

Tracy pouted. “Unless it’s like, really cute.”

Miya’s gaze flicked to me, softer. “We won’t let anyone else touch you.”

Guile grabbed my wrist lightly. “Jeremy…”

I looked at him. He wanted me to refuse. I could see it.

But refusing didn’t feel like power.

It felt like falling.

I swallowed. “Fine,” I heard myself say. “But… it stays secret.”

Kelly clapped her hands once, delighted. “Of course. We’re not monsters.”

Guile whispered, “That’s debatable.”

Kelly smiled at him like a queen tolerating a peasant. “After school, Room 3B by the theatre doors. Don’t be late, Muse.”

And then they left, as smooth as they’d arrived, as if they hadn’t just rearranged my entire week.

Guile stared after them, then turned back to me. “Tell me you have a plan.”

I forced a laugh that sounded wrong. “My plan is… survive.”

Guile’s eyes narrowed. “Jeremy, they’re playing with you.”

“I know,” I whispered.

That afternoon…

“Sit,” Kelly said as if she was used to people obeying. I stood in the theatre room’s side storage area, staring at the folding chair she’d set up like it was an execution seat. The space smelled like dust and stage paint. Costumes hung on racks behind us—sequins, tulle, old drama-club gowns, fake crowns.

Tracy had brought a bag the size of a small suitcase. Miya set a box of supplies on a table carefully, like she was handling something important.

Guile wasn’t allowed in—Kelly had made that clear with a look. He’d waited outside the theatre doors, sending me one message after another:

IF YOU SCREAM I’M CALLING THE FBI.
I’M KIDDING. MOSTLY.
TEXT ME IF IT GETS WEIRD.

It was already weird.

I sat anyway, hands clenched in my lap.

Kelly circled me like a stylist evaluating a model. “You have good bone structure,” she said, almost professionally. “It’s unfair.”

Tracy giggled. “He’s like… naturally snatched.”

Miya opened a packet and held it up. “Wax strips.”

I blinked. “Wax?”

Kelly nodded. “Legs first.”

My heart jumped. “No.”

Kelly’s tone stayed calm. “Jeremy. Parade of Muses. Mini skirt. Lights. Cameras. Do you want hairy legs under a pleated skirt?”

“I don’t want a mini skirt,” I snapped.

Kelly’s smile turned patient. “You don’t get to want things this week. You get to be iconic.”

Tracy bounced on her heels. “Omg, this is gonna be so good.”

Miya’s eyes met mine. “It’ll hurt. But it’ll be fast.”

“That’s not reassuring,” I muttered.

Kelly leaned in. “Hold still.”

Before I could protest again, Miya pressed a warm strip to my shin.

I flinched. “Wait—”

Kelly counted. “One… two… three.”

Rip.

Pain shot through my leg like fire. I yelped—a sharp, humiliating sound that echoed off the costume racks.

Tracy laughed. “He’s so dramatic!”

“I am not—” I hissed, gripping the chair. “Ow.”

Miya’s face was apologetic. “Sorry.”

Kelly examined the strip like it was proof of victory. “Smooth.”

I stared at my shin. The skin looked pale and new, as if it belonged to someone else.

They did the other leg.

Rip.

Rip.

Rip.

Each time my eyes watered, I hated myself more.

And yet—when it was done—when my legs were bare, the hair gone, the skin shining under the storage-room lights…

I couldn’t stop looking.

It wasn’t just smooth.

It was… pretty.

My stomach twisted.

Kelly tossed me a wipe. “Face.”

I stared. “What is that?”

“Makeup remover,” Miya explained gently. “Even if you’re not wearing makeup, it cleans oils. It helps the foundation sit.”

Foundation.

The word sounded like a building. Something permanent.

Kelly lifted a long blonde wig from a box like she was presenting a relic. It was glossy, thick, almost the same shade as my own hair—just… more. More everything.

Tracy squealed. “Stop. This wig is literally perfect. He’s going to look like a cheer captain.”

“I’m not—” I started.

Kelly cut me off. “Muse.”

She put the wig cap on my head first, tucking my hair down with practiced fingers. Her touch was careful, almost intimate, in a way that made my skin crawl and warm at the same time.

Then the wig.

The weight of it settled on my scalp. Hair spilled over my shoulders, brushing my collarbones.

I lifted a trembling hand and touched it. It felt real.

Kelly tilted my chin up. “Now—bra.”

I froze. “Absolutely not.”

Tracy held up a simple bra—pale pink, padded. “It’s not a big deal.”

“It is,” I snapped.

Miya’s voice was softer. “It’s just for shape under the shirt.”

Kelly’s eyes didn’t blink. “You can either do it yourself behind the rack or I can help you. But it’s happening.”

My face burned.

I stood, stumbled behind a rack of costumes, and with shaking hands, I pulled it on.

When I came back out, Kelly handed me a tight white T-shirt. Then a pleated mini skirt—navy blue, crisp like a private school uniform.

I changed with my back turned.

When I faced them again, Tracy clapped. “OH. MY. GOD.”

I looked down.

The skirt sat high on my waist. The shirt hugged my chest in a way my body wasn’t used to. The bra made my silhouette… different.

Wrong.

And terrifyingly effective.

Kelly’s eyes gleamed. “Now heels.”

My stomach dropped. “No.”

Tracy pushed a pair toward me anyway—black heels, not too high, but high enough.

I slipped them on.

The moment I stood, my ankles wobbled.

I grabbed the table. “I’m going to die.”

Tracy laughed. “You’re going to SLAY.”

Kelly stepped closer, adjusting my wig, smoothing the skirt, then finally—finally—she led me into a dressing room.

“Look.”
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I didn’t want to.

I looked anyway.

And the person staring back at me wasn’t a boy from Luxembourg.

She had long blonde hair. A soft face. Waxed legs. A tight shirt shaping a chest that wasn’t there, a skirt that made my hips look wider, heels that forced my posture into something… deliberate.

I stared at my reflection, breath shallow.

Horrified.

Fascinated.

And suddenly terrified of how hard it would be to go back.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE DAY of the Parade of Muses arrived like a dare. I knew it the moment I stepped onto campus and saw the banners. Pink and navy ribbons hung from railings. Speakers were being tested on the quad, bass thudding faintly through the concrete like a heartbeat. Students clustered in groups, buzzing, phones already out. Teachers tried—and failed—to look in control.

Class 241 had gone feral.

There were handmade signs taped to lockers and windows: JEREMY FOR MUSE, CLASS 241 ICON, LET HER WIN—that last one scribbled in glitter pen with no explanation and no apology.

I felt dizzy.

Kelly had texted me at seven-thirty sharp.

COME EARLY. NO EXCUSES.

So I did.

We used the same theatre storage room, but it didn’t feel the same anymore.

This time, there were mirrors propped against chairs. A ring light Tracy must have borrowed from someone’s influencer cousin. Makeup laid out in neat rows instead of chaotic piles. The air smelled like hairspray and powder and something sweet—vanilla, maybe.

Kelly clapped once when I walked in. “Okay. Showtime.”

My stomach flipped. “This is… for the whole school.”

Kelly smiled like that was the point. “Whoever wins today becomes the entire student council’s Muse. Not just the class. Crestwood’s face.”

I stared at her. “Wins?”

Tracy squealed. “There’s voting, babe! Live results!”

My hands went cold. “You didn’t tell me that.”

Kelly waved a dismissive hand. “You would’ve overthought it.”

Miya stepped closer, her voice calm. “You don’t have to win. Just… walk.”

Just walk.

Like that was easy in heels.

They got to work before I could spiral.

Miya handled my hair first—washing, drying, curling with careful patience. She talked to me quietly while she worked, about nothing important. Music she liked. A movie she’d seen. Normal things. It helped.

Kelly hovered, directing. “More volume at the crown. He—she—needs presence.”

Tracy filmed everything, narrating softly. “Glow-up in progress. Muse era.”

I flinched every time she said it, but my protests felt weaker now. Less urgent. Like my body had already accepted the rules and my mind was lagging behind.

The makeup came next.

Foundation, light but precise. Concealer under my eyes. Contour so subtle it felt like a secret. My lashes darkened. My lips glossed—not too much, Kelly insisted. “Elegant, not thirsty.”

I watched myself emerge in pieces.

Not a mask.

An edit.

The outfit was different today—still feminine, still dangerous, but refined. A fitted pastel blouse tucked into a high-waisted pleated skirt that brushed mid-thigh without screaming for attention. Heels again, but lower, sturdier. The long blonde wig returned, styled into soft waves that framed my face instead of swallowing it.

When I stood, I didn’t wobble.

That shocked me.

Kelly stepped back, hands on her hips, assessing me like a painting. “You see? This is why I chose you.”

“Chose me for what?” I asked quietly.

She met my eyes in the mirror. “To win.”

Miya smiled, small and genuine. “You look… comfortable.”

I waited for the panic. The nausea. The urge to rip it all off.

It didn’t come.

Instead, there was a strange stillness in my chest. A calm I’d never felt standing in my own skin before.

Kelly handed me a compact. “Go on. Look properly.”

I did.

And for the first time since this nightmare had started, I didn’t immediately hate what I saw.

The person in the mirror looked… sure. Her posture was different. Her gaze steadier. There was softness, yes—but also something sharp underneath it. Something aware.

Something awake.

Tracy’s voice floated in. “Class 241 is gonna lose their minds.”

I swallowed. “They’re already… cheering.”

Kelly smiled, satisfied. “Good. Let them.”

And as the music outside swelled louder, as the sound of the crowd filtered through the walls, I realized something terrifying and exhilarating all at once.

I wanted to be seen.

The doors opened.

Sunlight spilled in, bright and unforgiving.

And I stepped out into it.

The quad was packed. Students lined the walkways, some sitting on the grass, others standing on benches. Teachers hovered at the edges like anxious chaperones at a wedding they couldn’t stop.

Music blasted from the speakers—pop, loud, celebratory.

One by one, the Muses from other classes emerged.

Some were dramatic. Some campy. Some clearly uncomfortable. They waved, posed, laughed. The crowd reacted accordingly—cheers, whistles, polite claps.

Then it was my turn.

Kelly squeezed my shoulder once. “Remember. Head up.”

I nodded, heart pounding.

I stepped forward.

The noise changed.

It wasn’t louder at first. It was sharper. Like a collective intake of breath.

Phones lifted. Whispers rippled. I heard my name—Jeremy—then something else.

“She’s pretty.”
“Wait, that’s the Luxembourg kid?”
“Okay but why is he kinda—”

I walked.

Each step felt deliberate. The heels clicked against the pavement, grounding me. The wig brushed my shoulders. The skirt moved with me, not against me.

Fear buzzed under my skin—but so did something electric.

I wasn’t invisible anymore.

And somehow, that didn’t kill me.

I reached the center of the grounds and turned, just like they’d instructed. Posed. Smiled—not wide, not fake. Just enough.

The cheering came then. Real cheering. From Class 241 especially—Guile shouting my name loud enough to embarrass himself.

I laughed, breathless, and waved.

The parade ended. The Muses lined up.

A student council rep stepped up to the mic, tablet in hand. “Okay! Votes are in!”

My pulse roared in my ears.

“Your new Crestwood Heights Student Council Muse is…”

A pause. Dramatic. Cruel.

“Jermaine.”

I blinked.

Jermaine?

Confusion crashed through me. I looked down the line, expecting someone else to step forward.

No one did.

The crowd erupted.

Kelly, standing off to the side, caught my eye.

She lifted her hand and pointed—slow, unmistakable.

At me.

My heart slammed. “Jermaine…?” I whispered.

Understanding hit like a wave.

She’d chosen it. Named me. Claimed me.

The announcer laughed. “Come on up, Jermaine!”

The name rolled over the speakers, over the crowd, over my skin.

And I moved.

I stepped forward into the center again, this time with the whole school chanting, clapping, calling out. Cameras flashing. Hands reaching.

I lifted my hand and waved.

And in that moment—standing there, bathed in noise and sunlight—I didn’t feel like I was pretending.

I felt like I was arriving.

I escaped as soon as I could.

The adrenaline crash hit hard once the music faded and the crowd dispersed. My hands shook as I slipped away from the quad, heart still racing.

I needed to change.

Needed to breathe.

The men’s bathroom was empty when I reached it, fluorescent lights humming softly. I locked myself into a stall and leaned against the door, eyes closed.

“What the hell was that,” I whispered.

Jermaine.

The name echoed back, unwelcome and welcome all at once.

I reached for the zipper of the skirt—

“Hey.”

I froze.

The stall door didn’t open. The voice had come from outside. Low. Familiar.

My pulse spiked.

I stepped out slowly.
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Cliff Heatherton stood by the sinks, arms crossed, letterman jacket slung open like he hadn’t even noticed the heat. He looked exactly like he always did—solid, grounded, impossible.

Except his eyes were locked on me.

Up. Down. Back to my face.

I swallowed. “You—this is—”

“I know,” he said.

My heart hammered. “I’m just—changing.”

I reached for the door again.

He took a step closer.

“Don’t,” he said—not harsh, but firm enough that my body listened before my brain could argue.

I turned back, hands clenched at my sides. “You shouldn’t be here.”

Cliff’s mouth curved, just barely. “You were incredible out there.”

Heat rushed up my neck. “You’re making fun of me.”

“I’m not.”

I searched his face for the punchline. There wasn’t one.

His gaze dropped, slow, deliberate, then lifted again.

“You’re… hot,” he said.

The word hit me like a physical thing.

My chest tightened. “You don’t mean that.”

“I do.”

“I’m not—” I stopped, breath catching. “I’m not like this.”

Cliff stepped closer, close enough that I could smell soap and sweat and something undeniably him.

“Doesn’t matter,” he said quietly.

Panic surged. “You can’t say things like that.”

“Why?” His voice dropped. “Because you don’t want it to be true?”

I shook my head. “Because I’m not a girl—because you’re—”

“A guy?” he finished, almost amused. “Yeah. I know.”

He didn’t move away.

Didn’t take it back.

Didn’t apologize.

Instead, he looked at me like I was something he’d already decided on.

And suddenly, standing there in heels and a skirt and a name that wasn’t mine until it was, I realized the most dangerous part of all this wasn’t the school.

It was that someone like Cliff Heatherton had seen me.

And liked what he saw.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A WEEK after the Parade of Muses, the school acted like nothing happened. Like they hadn’t screamed a name that wasn’t mine across the quad. Like they hadn’t watched me—waxed and styled and renamed—wave at them like I belonged.

The posters slowly came down. The voting QR codes vanished. Kelly returned to being Kelly, floating through hallways with her perfect smile and her perfect friends, like my public humiliation had been a fun seasonal campaign.

But I didn’t go back to normal.

Because now there was a name in my head that wouldn’t shut up.

And there was Cliff Heatherton’s voice in my ears, low and certain:

You’re hot.

I told myself it didn’t matter.

I told myself it was a fluke.

I told myself I was done.

Then Cliff walked into the library.

The Crestwood Heights library wasn’t really a library. It was a museum of books the school kept as decoration—a quiet, carpeted place nobody entered unless they were hiding from someone, or desperately trying to raise their GPA before college applications destroyed them.

Which meant it was perfect.
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I sat alone at a table near the back, my laptop open, pretending to work on a history assignment while my brain replayed the Parade in humiliating high definition.

The way the crowd screamed.

The way my heels clicked.

The way Kelly pointed at me like I was her creation.

The way Cliff looked at me in the bathroom like he’d discovered something he liked and didn’t plan to let go.

I was mid-sentence when the library doors opened.

The sound was small—just a soft click of glass and metal—but it made my spine tighten anyway.

I glanced up.

And there he was.

Cliff Heatherton, in a letterman jacket like the laws of high school demanded it, standing in the doorway like the library itself had surprised him. For a second he scanned the room, probably expecting to find nobody.

Then his eyes found me.

Locked.

My throat went dry.

He walked toward me, unhurried, like he owned quiet too. Like silence was just another thing that obeyed him.

When he reached my table, he didn’t ask permission. He pulled out the chair across from me and sat.

Up close, he was worse—bigger, warmer, more real. There was a small bruise on his knuckle like he’d hit something recently. His hair was slightly damp, as if he’d showered in a hurry.

I stared at my screen, pretending I wasn’t shaking.

“You’ve been avoiding me,” he said.

My fingers hovered uselessly over the keyboard. “We’re not… friends.”

Cliff leaned back, eyes on my face. “No.”

My heart thumped painfully.

I swallowed. “So why are you here?”

He didn’t smile, but something in his expression shifted—like the idea of explaining himself amused him.

“I want to see her again,” he said.

I felt heat crawl up my neck. “Who?”

He blinked slowly, like I was being stupid on purpose. “Jermaine.”

The name hit me so hard my chest tightened.

“That’s not—” I began.

“It is,” he cut in, quiet and firm. “They called you that. You stood there and waved like you knew it belonged to you.”

My mouth opened and closed. I hated that my body reacted to the name before my brain could defend against it.

Cliff’s gaze flicked down—my hands, my mouth, the soft part of my face I couldn’t hide. “I’ve been thinking about it all week.”

“That’s… not my problem.”

Cliff’s eyes sharpened. “It is if I make it your problem.”

My stomach dropped.

“Excuse me?” I whispered.

He leaned forward, elbows on the table, voice low enough that the librarian at the front desk wouldn’t hear. “Listen to me. I’m straight.”

I stared at him, disbelieving laughter itching at my throat. “Sure.”

His jaw flexed. “I’m not into guys.”

“And yet,” I said, quieter, “you’re sitting here.”

His eyes flashed. “I’m not asking you to be a guy.”

My pulse spiked. “Cliff—”

“You know what I mean,” he said, like it was obvious. Like he’d already built the logic in his head and expected me to live inside it.

He held my gaze, unapologetic. “I want Jermaine.”

A cold wave of fear rolled through me. “This is insane.”

Cliff’s voice dropped further. “After school. The abandoned building beside the campus. The one they boarded up.”

My breath caught. “No.”

Cliff’s expression didn’t change. “Yes.”

“I’m not going to some abandoned building with you.”

Cliff’s eyes narrowed, and for the first time I saw something in him that wasn’t just confidence—it was control. The kind he used on a field. The kind that expected obedience.

“If you don’t show,” he said, calm as the weather, “I’ll make your life hell.”

My blood went cold. “Are you threatening me?”

“I’m being honest,” he said. “You want to disappear? I can make sure everyone keeps looking.”

My hands trembled under the table. I hated him for how easily he found my fear and used it like leverage.

I also hated myself for the other feeling—smaller, darker—because some part of me didn’t entirely want him to stop looking.

Cliff watched my face like he was reading it. “You’re going to come,” he said.

I forced my voice to work. “Why?”

His eyes softened by a fraction. “Because you want to. And because I said so.”

My stomach twisted.

I should’ve stood up. Walked away. Reported him. Something.

Instead, I heard myself whisper, “What do you want from me?”

Cliff’s gaze held mine. “To see you again,” he said simply. “The real you.”

The real you.

My throat tightened like the words had hands.

Cliff stood, pushing the chair in with careful quiet. “After school,” he repeated. “Don’t be late.”

Then he turned and walked out of the library like he hadn’t just cracked my life open with a sentence.

I stared at my laptop screen until the words blurred.

And when my phone buzzed with a reminder about my mother’s charity luncheon this weekend, my first thought wasn’t about family.

It was about a boarded-up building.

And a name that wasn’t mine.

By day, I was Jeremy.

Hood up. Shoulders slightly hunched. Quiet voice. Luxembourg accent swallowed as much as possible. I wore clothes that were too plain, too safe, as if neutrality could make me invisible again.

But it didn’t.

Because people remembered Jermaine.

They remembered the way I’d looked in the sun, hair like silk, skirt moving with confidence that felt borrowed. They remembered the name being announced like a crown.

They watched me now the way people watch a mystery.

And every day, I felt like I was balancing on a wire stretched between who I was supposed to be and who I couldn’t stop imagining.

After school, I became something else.

The abandoned building sat beside the campus like a scar—old administration offices or an unused wing, boarded windows tagged with faded graffiti. The teachers pretended it wasn’t there. Students pretended they weren’t curious.

Cliff had a way in.

The first time I followed him, my heart didn’t slow down for an hour.

Inside, it smelled like dust and old paper. Light cut in through cracks in the boards, making stripes across the floor.

Cliff had set up a corner like it was his secret clubhouse—an old couch dragged in, a battery lantern, a small stash of bottled water. The first time I arrived, he tossed me a plastic bag.

“Change,” he said.

Inside: a long blonde wig—better quality than the theatre one—plus a soft sweater and a skirt that looked like something from a real boutique, not drama club. New. Clean. Mine.

“You—bought this?” I whispered.

Cliff shrugged like it was nothing. “Yeah, everything online.”

My heart lurched at the name. “Why are you doing this?”

Cliff watched me carefully. “Because I like you like this.”

I wanted to argue.

Instead I changed behind a cracked filing cabinet, hands shaking as I pulled on the clothes. When I stepped out, wig on, Cliff’s gaze went heavy—possessive, appreciative, hungry in a way that made me feel exposed and powerful all at once.

“Jermaine,” he said.

The name settled over me like a second skin.

And then… we didn’t do what I’d feared we’d do.

We talked.

At first it was awkward—Cliff lounging like a king on a ruined couch, me perched on the edge like I didn’t deserve comfort. He asked questions that didn’t match his reputation.

“What was Luxembourg like?”
“Do you miss it?”
“Do you really play Minecraft?”

I told him things I didn’t tell anyone else. About the quiet. The old streets. The pressure of my father’s expectations. The way my mother’s world felt like a glass box.

He listened. Really listened.

And sometimes—strangely—he helped me.

One day I brought my math homework because I couldn’t focus at home. Cliff took one look and said, “This is easy.”

“You’re lying,” I snapped.

He smirked. “I’m not stupid, Jeremy.”

He solved the problem cleanly, fast, like his brain liked numbers the way his body liked football. I stared at his work, shocked.

“Who are you?” I asked.

Cliff shrugged. “Someone who doesn’t like losing.”

Another day, he shoved a French worksheet toward me. “Help.”

I blinked. “You have French?”

“It’s required,” he muttered. “And I’m failing.”

So I taught him—softly, patiently—how to shape the sounds. How to not be embarrassed by his mouth. How to say words without fear.

Sometimes he got frustrated and swore. Sometimes he laughed when I corrected him.

And sometimes—when I was Jermaine, when my legs were crossed and my wig fell over my shoulder and Cliff’s eyes tracked every movement—I felt something bloom inside me that wasn’t just fear.

It was comfort.

It was belonging.

It was the worst kind of addiction.

Because the more time I spent in that abandoned building, the less I wanted to leave.

And the more I worried that one day, I wouldn’t be able to.

Guile noticed before I said anything.

He noticed the little changes first—small enough that I could pretend they weren’t clues.

A faint shimmer on my lashes that I’d failed to wash off completely.

The way my eyebrows looked… cleaner.

The way I started wearing lip balm like I needed it.

The way I stopped hanging out after school.

The way I kept checking my phone like I was waiting for permission to breathe.

It happened on a Thursday, in the cafeteria.

Guile slid into the seat across from me with his tray, stared at my face for a full three seconds, and said, “Okay. No.”

I blinked. “No what?”

He leaned forward, eyes sharp. “Jeremy. You have eyeliner. Not ‘accidentally touched mascara once’ eyeliner. You have intentional eyeliner.”

My stomach dropped. “It’s not—”

“Don’t lie to me,” Guile said, quiet but firm. “You’ve been disappearing after school for a week. You flinch every time your phone buzzes. You’re wearing hoodies like you’re hiding a body.”

I stared at my food like it might save me.

Guile’s voice softened. “Is it Kelly?”

I shook my head quickly. “No.”

His eyes narrowed. “Tracy?”

“No.”

“Miya?”

I almost laughed at how ridiculous it was. “No.”

Guile’s gaze sharpened like a blade. “Then who?”

My throat tightened.

I tried to swallow it down. Tried to keep my life split cleanly into two halves.

But Guile was staring at me like he already knew, like he just needed me to confirm the shape of it.

I whispered, barely audible, “Cliff.”

Guile’s entire face changed.

“Cliff Heatherton?” he hissed. “Football Cliff?”

I flinched. “Not loud.”

Guile leaned back, stunned. “Oh my God. Oh my God. Jeremy—”

“It’s not what you think,” I rushed, voice shaking. “It’s… it’s private.”

Guile’s eyes flashed. “Private? Babe, he’s the most public person in this school.”

“He’s—” I swallowed hard. “He’s not like how everyone thinks.”

Guile stared at me. “He threatened you?”

My silence answered for me.

Guile’s jaw tightened. “Jeremy.”

“He didn’t—he didn’t hurt me,” I said quickly. “He just… he wanted to see me, I mean Jermaine, again. And he’s… he’s weirdly nice.”

Guile’s brows lifted. “Nice?”

I nodded, too fast. “He helps me with homework.”

Guile blinked. “That is the least convincing cover story I have ever heard.”

“It’s true!” I snapped, then lowered my voice. “He’s good at math.”

Guile’s expression didn’t soften. “Jeremy, listen to me. Cliff is the kind of guy who gets whatever he wants because no one makes him face himself. If he’s using you to… experiment, or prove something, or—”

“He’s not,” I said, but my voice cracked on the certainty.

Guile leaned forward, quieter now. “Do you like it?”

The question hit me in the chest.

I didn’t answer fast enough.

Guile’s eyes softened, and that softness was worse than judgment. “Oh, Jeremy.”

I stared down at my hands. My nails were clean. Too clean. Like someone had been shaping me.

“I don’t know,” I whispered. “I just—when I’m there, I’m not… scared all the time.”

Guile nodded slowly. “That’s how it starts.”

I looked up, desperate. “He calls me Jermaine.”

Guile’s expression flickered—pain, understanding, fear. “Do you want him to?”

My mouth opened.

Closed.

My chest felt too full.

Guile exhaled, long and controlled. “Okay. Here’s what we’re not going to do. We’re not going to let Cliff Heatherton be the one who decides who you are.”

I swallowed. “He’s not deciding. He just…”

He just sees me, a traitorous part of my mind whispered.

Guile reached across the table and touched my wrist. “Promise me something.”

I stared at him.

“If he hurts you,” Guile said, voice deadly calm, “if he embarrasses you, if he tries to own you—tell me. Immediately.”

I nodded, throat tight.

Guile’s gaze held mine. “And Jeremy?”

“Yeah?”

His voice softened again. “Don’t disappear from me. You don’t have to go through this alone.”

My eyes burned.

I nodded again, smaller this time. “Okay.”

Guile sat back, watching me like he was memorizing my face. “Good,” he said. “Because if Cliff is playing a game, I’m not letting you be the one who loses.”

And as my phone buzzed under the table—Cliff’s message, just two words—

AFTER SCHOOL.

—I realized I was already losing something.

Control. Yeah, that was it, I thought convincingly. Well… no, maybe, it was… myself.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE ABANDONED building didn’t look abandoned anymore. I knew something was wrong—or right—the moment I stepped inside. The air was warm. Not dusty. Not hollow. Light flickered along the cracked walls, soft and gold, chasing shadows away.

Candles.

Dozens of them.

They lined the floor, the old filing cabinets, the edges of the couch Cliff had dragged in months ago. Someone—Cliff—had brought food, too. Real food. Takeout containers neatly stacked. My favorite soda. The one I’d mentioned once, offhand, like it didn’t matter.

My heart stuttered.

“What is this?” I whispered.

Cliff stood near the couch, hands in his pockets, shoulders tense in a way I’d learned to read. This wasn’t alpha confidence. This was nerves.

“I wanted to do it right,” he said.

I swallowed. “Do what?”

He stepped closer, eyes searching my face like he was bracing for impact. “Ask you to stay.”

I laughed weakly. “I already come here every day.”

“That’s not what I mean.”

My chest tightened. The candles blurred as my eyes burned. “Cliff—”

“I know I said I’m not into guys,” he said quickly, words tumbling now. “And I know this isn’t normal. And I know I told you it had to be secret. But this—” He gestured between us. “This stopped being just… curiosity a long time ago.”

Silence stretched, thick and terrifying.

“I think about you all the time,” he continued, voice lower. “When I’m on the field. When I’m with my friends. When I’m supposed to be someone else.”

My hands shook. “Cliff, you can’t say things like that if you don’t mean—”

“I mean it,” he said. “I’m in love with you.”

The words hit me like a wave.

I took a step back, heart pounding. “No. You don’t get to say that like it’s easy.”

He didn’t follow me. Didn’t corner me. He just stood there, eyes steady. “I know it’s not easy. But it’s true.”

I stared at him, every warning Guile had ever given me screaming in my head. Every rule Cliff had set. Every moment I’d been afraid of being nothing more than a secret.

“My family will never understand,” I whispered. “They barely understand me now.”

“I know,” Cliff said softly. “And mine… mine would lose their minds.”

I laughed, breathless and broken. “So what are we doing?”

Cliff stepped forward slowly, like he was approaching something fragile. “We try. Quietly. Carefully. But for real.”

I searched his face for hesitation.

There wasn’t any.

When he kissed me, it wasn’t rushed or hungry. It was careful. Reverent. Like he was afraid I might disappear if he moved too fast.

I melted anyway.

My hands found his jacket. His hands found my waist. The candles flickered as if reacting to us, light dancing over the walls like witnesses.

When we pulled apart, my forehead rested against his chest.

“Secret,” he said again, like a promise and a warning at once.

I nodded. “Secret.”

Because loving him felt worth the risk.

Because in that moment, being Jermaine felt real.

Months later, Prom season arrived like a drumroll. Banners went up. Ballots were printed. The school buzzed with anticipation, with the hunger to crown something beautiful and destroy it in the same breath.

I should’ve known better.

The announcement assembly took place on the school grounds, the same quad where I’d first been renamed. Students gathered in clusters, phones already raised. The air smelled like cut grass and anticipation.

I stood near the back with Guile, fingers laced together to keep from shaking.

“You okay?” he murmured.

I nodded. “I think so.”

The student council president took the mic. “Alright, Crestwood! Time to announce the prom nominations!”

Cheers erupted.

Names were called. Familiar couples. Popular girls. Popular boys.

Then—

“For Prom Queen… Jermaine Wyatt.”

The sound around me changed.

Gasps. Whispers. A ripple of excitement and disbelief.

My heart slammed against my ribs. “What?”

Guile turned to me, eyes wide but kind. “Breathe.”

Before I could move, before I could process, Kelly sprinted toward the podium like this was her moment—because of course it was.

She grabbed the mic from the stunned president, smiling too brightly.

“Guys,” she laughed, breathless, “if we’re being honest, you should totally vote for Jermaine and Cliff.”

The quad went silent.

My blood ran cold.

Kelly turned, pointing dramatically. “I mean, come on. Wouldn’t it be iconic if our school had a real-life couple as prom king and queen?”

A beat.

Then chaos.

Phones shot higher. Whispers turned sharp. Names were shouted.

I looked for Cliff.

He stood near the football boys, frozen.

Kelly wasn’t done.

“Oh—and before anyone says I’m making things up,” she added sweetly, tapping her phone, “I have receipts.”

The screen behind the podium lit up.

Photos.

Me and Cliff in the abandoned building. Candles. Close proximity. His jacket around my shoulders. A moment that had felt sacred, ripped open and flattened into proof.

The sound that came out of me wasn’t a scream.

It was a whimper.

Guile grabbed my hand instantly, grounding, protective.

Cliff pushed forward, face pale.

“That’s not—” he started.

Kelly tilted her head. “Oh? Then explain.”

All eyes swung to him.

The silence stretched, waiting.

And then Cliff did the one thing I hadn’t prepared for.

He laughed.

Short. Sharp. Defensive.

“Seriously?” he said into the mic. “He was helping me with homework. You people are insane.”

My chest caved in.

He didn’t look at me when he said it.

“And I would never,” Cliff continued, voice firm now, rehearsed, “date a freak.”

The word landed like glass.

The quad went dead silent.

No laughter. No cheers.

Just shock.

Guile’s grip tightened as if he could hold me together by force.

I couldn’t hear anything else after that. The world narrowed to the ringing in my ears, the taste of blood where I’d bitten my lip.

Cliff stepped back into the crowd.

Kelly smiled like she’d won.

And the worst part wasn’t the word.

It was that Cliff didn’t take it back.

I didn’t cry right away.

I walked.

Past the quad. Past the lockers. Past the posters and banners and ballots that suddenly meant nothing.

Guile followed me until I stopped him with a hand. “Please.”

He hesitated, then nodded. “I’m here.”

I went home alone.
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The house was quiet. Perfect. Untouched.

I went to my room and sat on the edge of my bed in my prom flyer hoodie, makeup half-smudged, heart hollowed out.

I stared at my reflection in the mirror.

Who was I supposed to be now?

Jeremy—the boy with the soft voice and foreign accent?

Jermaine—the girl they cheered for until she became inconvenient?

I wiped my face with shaking hands and felt nothing but exhaustion.

My phone buzzed.

Cliff: I’m sorry. I panicked.

I didn’t answer.

Another buzz.

We can talk later.

I turned the phone face down.

I didn’t have the strength to scream. Or fight. Or explain.

So I chose silence.

I stopped going to the abandoned building.

I stopped dressing up.

I withdrew my prom nomination.

I skipped assemblies. Ate lunch in empty classrooms. Let the school forget me the way it always wanted to.

At night, I lay awake replaying the candles. The kiss. The promise.

And the word he’d used to erase it all.

Freak.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE SCHOOL forgot me faster than I expected. That was the cruelest part. After the assembly, after Kelly’s smile and Cliff’s silence and the word that burned itself into my memory, Crestwood Heights moved on like I’d been a trending topic that expired overnight.

Prom flyers were replaced. New gossip took its place. Someone else cried in a hallway. Someone else became the joke.

I stopped being interesting.

And for a while, that felt like mercy.

I wore hoodies so big they erased my shape. I tied my hair back tight, like tension could hold me together. I sat in the back of classrooms and answered only when called on, my accent dulled to a careful murmur.

Jeremy returned.

But he didn’t feel real anymore.

At home, my parents praised my “focus.” My mother commented approvingly on how “serious” I seemed lately. My father told me universities respected discipline, not distractions.

I nodded. I smiled. I disappeared.

At night, when the house was quiet and the world felt far away, I unlocked the box under my bed.

The wig was still there.

Folded carefully. Clean. Blonde.

The skirt. The blouse. The heels Cliff had bought me. The compact mirror Kelly had handed me like a curse and a blessing.

I never put them on.

But I never threw them away either.

It was Guile who broke the silence first.

He cornered me one afternoon by my locker, arms crossed, eyes sharp but worried. “You’re graduating in two weeks.”

“I know,” I said.

“You’re leaving.”

“Yes.”

“And you’re really going to pretend none of this happened?”

I shut my locker. “It’s easier.”

Guile’s jaw tightened. “Easier isn’t the same as better.”

I met his gaze. “I’m tired.”

He softened then, just a little. “So am I. Of watching you shrink.”

I didn’t answer.

Because I didn’t trust myself to.

The redemption didn’t come quietly.

It never does.

It came the week before graduation, during the senior awards assembly—mandatory, unavoidable, impossible to hide from.

I sat near the back, hoodie pulled low, Guile beside me like a silent guard. The auditorium buzzed with end-of-year energy: relief, nostalgia, impatience.

Cliff was there.

I hadn’t looked at him in weeks. Not really. Not directly.

He looked… different.

Not smaller. Still Cliff Heatherton. Still broad shoulders, still football posture.

But something was off.

He didn’t joke with his friends. Didn’t flirt. Didn’t smile when his name was mentioned for athletic awards.

When his eyes found me, something passed over his face that I couldn’t name.

Regret, maybe.

Or fear.

The principal stepped up to the podium. “Before we conclude today, there’s been a request to address the senior class.”

A murmur rippled through the room.

“I’ll allow it,” she continued cautiously. “Cliff Heatherton.”

My heart stopped.

Guile stiffened. “Oh.”

Cliff stood.

The sound of it—his chair scraping against the floor—felt louder than it should’ve. He walked toward the stage without the swagger he used to own so easily.

He stopped at the mic.

For a moment, he said nothing.

Then—

“I messed up.”

The room stilled.

My fingers curled into my sleeves.

“I lied,” Cliff continued, voice steady but tight. “I lied because I was scared. And because I thought protecting myself mattered more than telling the truth.”

Whispers bloomed. Phones lifted instinctively.

“I hurt someone,” he said. “Publicly. On purpose. And I’ve lived with that every day since.”

My chest ached.

He swallowed. “Jeremy.”

The sound of my name from his mouth landed like a bruise.

“I don’t expect forgiveness,” Cliff said, eyes scanning the room, then locking on me. “But I’m done pretending.”

The auditorium felt too small. Too full.

“I said I wasn’t into guys,” he continued. “What I meant was that I was terrified of wanting someone who didn’t fit the version of myself I’d built my whole life around.”

A beat.

“And that’s not love. That’s cowardice.”

My breath shook.

“I called you a freak,” Cliff said, voice breaking for the first time. “And that’s something I will regret for the rest of my life.”

The silence was absolute now.

“I don’t get to decide who you are,” he said. “I don’t get to rename you. I don’t get to hide you. And I don’t get to ask you to come back.”

He took a breath, shoulders squaring—not with dominance, but resolve.

“But I love you,” he said.

The words didn’t explode.

They settled.

“And whether you ever speak to me again or not, I needed to say it where everyone could hear—because the truth shouldn’t be a secret.”

The principal shifted uncomfortably.

Cliff stepped back from the mic.

And then—because Crestwood Heights was still Crestwood Heights—someone clapped.

Then another.

Then Guile.

The sound spread, hesitant but real.

I sat frozen.

My body remembered the humiliation. The betrayal. The silence that followed.

But it also remembered the candles. The late-night talks. The way Cliff had listened when no one else had.

Guile leaned toward me. “This part?” he whispered. “This is your choice.”

I stood.

The movement rippled outward. Heads turned. Whispers rose again.

I walked down the aisle slowly, heart hammering, hoodie still on.

Cliff saw me and went utterly still.

I stepped onto the stage.

Up close, he looked wrecked. Raw. Human.

I took the mic from the stand.

“My name is Jeremy Wyatt,” I said, voice steady despite everything. “And for a while… I was called Jermaine.”

A murmur ran through the room.

“I didn’t choose that name at first,” I continued. “It was given to me. Used. Applauded. Then discarded.”

I paused.

“But somewhere along the way,” I said, “it started to feel like mine.”

My hands shook—but I didn’t stop.

“I am not a freak,” I said clearly. “I’m not a joke. And I’m not an experiment.”

Cliff’s eyes shone.

“I don’t know exactly who I am yet,” I admitted. “But I know this—any version of me that exists only in secret isn’t enough.”

I reached up.

Pulled the hood down.

My hair fell free.

Gasps echoed—not because it was dramatic, but because it was deliberate.

“I choose myself,” I said.

The room exploded.

Not laughter.

Applause.

Cheering.

And for the first time since I arrived in America, I didn’t flinch under it.

I handed the mic back to the principal and stepped off the stage.

Cliff followed—but I stopped him with a look.

“Not here,” I said softly.

He nodded.

After graduation, after the caps and gowns and forced smiles and family photos, we met where it all began.
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The abandoned building.

It was empty again. Quiet. Honest.

“I don’t need promises,” I told him. “I don’t need protection. And I don’t need to be hidden.”

Cliff nodded. “I know.”

“I loved you,” I said.

His breath caught.

“I still might,” I added. “But this time, it happens on my terms.”

He stepped closer—not invading, not commanding.

“Jermaine,” he said carefully. “If you’ll let me.”

I smiled.

Not because everything was fixed.

But because I wasn’t afraid anymore.

Outside, the sun dipped low, golden and soft—like it was learning, too.

And for the first time in my life, I walked forward without shrinking.

Not as a joke.

Not as a secret.

But as someone who chose herself—and let the world catch up.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

COLLEGE didn’t ask me to explain myself. That was the first miracle. On my first morning, the campus smelled like coffee and eucalyptus, and nobody knew my history—no Parade of Muses, no assembly microphones, no names shouted like weapons. Just brick buildings warming in the sun and students moving with the quiet confidence of people who’d chosen to be there.

I chose Jermaine Wyatt on the enrollment form.

No parentheses. No explanations.

I wore a soft lavender cardigan over a fitted white tank, a pleated black mini that brushed mid-thigh, sheer tights, and low ankle boots that clicked when I walked but didn’t threaten to kill me. My hair—my real hair now—fell just past my shoulders in loose waves, the blonde deepened by the California light. A thin gold necklace rested at my collarbone. Lip gloss. Mascara. Confidence that felt earned, not borrowed.

I was majoring in Digital Media & Interactive Design—a clean lie for my parents, who could accept “design” more easily than they ever accepted me. It let me keep my games, my builds, my love of systems and stories. Roblox and Minecraft had taught me worlds could be shaped. College was letting me prove it.

Nobody stared when I walked into my first lecture.

Nobody laughed when I raised my hand.

When I spoke, my accent was still there—soft, unmistakably mine—but it didn’t feel like a flaw anymore. It felt like texture.

I sat in the sun between classes and watched my reflection in my phone screen, still a little surprised that the girl looking back didn’t vanish when I blinked.

She stayed.

Cliff arrived later that afternoon, duffel slung over one shoulder, hair shorter than high school, jaw familiar. He wore no jacket now—no armor. Just a T-shirt and jeans and the nervous energy of someone who had learned how to show up without controlling the room.

We didn’t live together.

We didn’t pretend everything was perfect.

We were careful.

He waited while I finished class, leaning against a column like he wasn’t trying to look casual. When he saw me, his face softened in that way that still made my chest warm and tight all at once.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey,” I answered.

We walked. We talked about stupid things. Professors. Cafeteria food. The math class he’d signed up for because he still liked winning at things that scared him.

Sometimes he held my hand.

Sometimes he didn’t.

That was my rule.

At night, in my dorm room—white walls slowly becoming mine—I hung my skirts carefully, folded my sweaters, lined my makeup in a neat row. The wig box stayed empty. I didn’t need it anymore.

[image: ]

I FaceTimed my mother once a week. She commented on my “polish,” my “posture.” My father asked about grades and internships. They saw what they were ready to see.

I stopped shrinking for them.

Guile visited in October, sweeping into my room like a storm of approval and eyeliner. He cried when he saw me. He pretended he didn’t. He took pictures anyway.

“You did it,” he said, mascara smudged. “You survived.”

“No,” I told him, smiling. “I arrived.”

Some nights, Cliff and I sat on the steps outside my building, the air cool and clean, the future wide and unafraid. He talked about therapy. About learning to be strong without being cruel. About loving me out loud, even when it scared him.

I listened.

I decided when to forgive.

That was mine too.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy He’s The Popular Girl? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.

[image: A person sitting on a chair  Description automatically generated]

“Along with the Estrogen and Anti-androgen, I took EVERYTHING, including the Risk of Falling in Love.”

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


Hello Lilly

[image: A person holding a phone  Description automatically generated]

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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“The new year promised something. A new life, but make it girly.”

I thought my life in New York was fine. I had a steady job as a legal assistant. A routine. A future that looked acceptable from the outside. And yet I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t focus. I felt like I was slowly disappearing inside a body that no longer felt like mine.

When I was told to take a break by my psychiatrist, I fled to London—expecting rest, anonymity, distance. What I didn’t expect was myself.

In hotel rooms and quiet streets lit by Christmas lights, I began dressing as a woman not in secret, but in daylight. Each step outside rewrote something inside me. Each reflection felt closer to the truth. And then there was Vincent—calm, perceptive, impossibly kind—the owner of a small boutique who saw me not as a question, but as an answer unfolding.

Read A Very Girly Year

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

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading He’s The Popular Girl.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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