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Introduction

“I’m gonna give you a taste of what it feels like to be humiliated.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I beat the king of our school at an arcade game, and he decided to make me pay for it.

The punishment?
A cheerleader skirt.
Friday night lights.
A stadium full of people laughing.

At first, I told myself I was forced.

But somewhere between the pleats brushing my thighs and his eyes tracking me across the field, the humiliation stopped feeling like a joke… and started feeling like something dangerously close to freedom.

He said he was still the boss.

He said I belonged on his sidelines.

He said nobody else was allowed to touch me.

And when someone crossed that line, he broke it for me.

The quarterback wasn’t supposed to fall for the boy in a skirt.

I wasn’t supposed to fall for him at all.

I didn’t even like guys.

But the more he tried to end it, the more I realized the truth:

The skirt wasn’t the punishment.

Hiding was.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, gradual feminization, friends-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 My Bully Girlified Me.


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

∞∞∞

THE ARCADE sat between a vape shop and a pizza place that always smelled like burned cheese. It wasn’t cool. It was just close to school. Which meant everyone ended up there after practice whether they wanted to or not.

I hadn’t planned on playing.

I’d only gone in because it was cold and my mom wasn’t picking me up for another twenty minutes.

The football team was already there. You could always tell. They were loud without trying to be. Shoulder pads still on some of them. Letterman jackets. That kind of presence.

He was in the middle of them.

Jason Miller.

Quarterback. Senior. Worshipped.

He was at the digital quarterback challenge machine — the one where you threw foam footballs at moving targets on a giant screen. His name was on the top score. Of course it was.

“C’mon, Jay, break it again,” someone said.

He smirked and rolled his shoulder like it was nothing.

He played like he did everything else — relaxed. Confident. Not rushing.

The score climbed.

People clapped when he beat his own high score.

He stepped back, wiped his hands on his jeans.

“That’s staying up there,” he said. “Nobody’s touching that.”

It wasn’t even cocky. That was the problem. He believed it.

I don’t know why I walked up.

Maybe because everyone moved away like the machine belonged to him.

Maybe because I was tired of watching the same people win at everything.

I put in a five.

One of his teammates laughed.

“You serious?”

I didn’t look at them. “It’s five bucks. I’ll survive.”

Jason glanced at me then. Not annoyed. Just curious.

“You play?” he asked.

“Sometimes.”

He shrugged like it didn’t matter.

“Go ahead.”

The first throw almost slipped out of my hand.

Not because I was nervous.

Okay. Maybe because I was.

The screen flashed. Targets lit up. I focused.

I’d played this one before. Not here. At the mall near my cousin’s place.

You didn’t throw hard.

You threw fast.

By the time the timer hit ten seconds left, the arcade had gone quiet.

I didn’t look at the score until the buzzer went off.

New High Score.

My name — just my initials — blinked at the top.

Someone behind me said, “No way.”

Another voice: “Bro.”

I turned around slowly.

Jason was staring at the screen.

Then at me.

Not angry.

Not yet.

He stepped closer to the machine and read the numbers like maybe they’d change.

“You play ‘sometimes,’ huh?” he said.

“Guess so.”

One of the guys muttered, “Run it back.”

Jason didn’t say anything for a second. Then he nodded toward the machine.

“Again.”
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So I did.

And I beat him again.

This time nobody laughed.

They just looked at him.

That’s when I realized it wasn’t about the game.

It was about him.

He exhaled through his nose like he was resetting something inside himself.

“You’re in my stats class, right?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

He nodded once. Slow.

“What’s your name?”

“Evan.”

He held my gaze for a second longer than necessary.

“Alright, Evan.”

It didn’t sound friendly.

But it didn’t sound like a threat either.

That would’ve been easier.

By the time I walked out, the sky was already turning that weird purple it gets right before it goes dark.

I thought he’d left.

I was wrong.

He was leaning against a black truck near the edge of the lot, helmet bag slung over his shoulder.

He didn’t look mad.

That almost made it worse.

“You heading home?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

He pushed off the truck and walked closer, stopping a few feet away. Not crowding me. Just enough that I couldn’t pretend it was casual.

“You any good at actual football?” he asked.

“No.”

He gave a small huff that might’ve been a laugh.

“Figured.”

Silence stretched.

I shifted my backpack higher on my shoulder.

“You mad?” I asked before I could stop myself.

He tilted his head slightly.

“Mad?”

“About the game.”

He looked back toward the arcade doors like the machine might still be glowing inside.

“I don’t like losing,” he said simply.

That felt honest.

“I didn’t cheat,” I said.

“I know.”

That threw me.

He stepped a little closer then. Not aggressive. Just close enough that I had to look up at him instead of past him.

“You get what that looked like in there?” he asked.

“I won?”

A corner of his mouth twitched.

“Yeah. You did.”

He ran a hand through his hair, thinking.

“People don’t expect me to lose at stuff,” he said. “Especially not in front of the whole team.”

“I didn’t mean to—”

“I know.”

He cut me off, but not harshly.

That was the thing. He wasn’t yelling.

He was recalculating.

He looked at me again — really looked at me — like he was trying to figure something out.

“You didn’t even look nervous,” he said.

“I was.”

“Didn’t show.”

I swallowed.

“So what, you’re gonna make me rematch you every day until you win?” I asked.

He shook his head slowly.

“No.”

Then he said it.

“You embarrassed me.”

Not loud. Not dramatic.

Just a fact.

The air felt heavier after that.

“I didn’t do it on purpose,” I said.

“I know,” he repeated.

Another pause.

Then he leaned back slightly, hands in his pockets.

“You wanna beat me at something in public,” he said. “You better be ready to deal with it.”

My stomach tightened.

“Deal with what?”

He didn’t answer right away.

Instead, he glanced at the school across the street — the giant banner already up for Friday’s home game.

Then he looked back at me.

“You coming to the game Friday?” he asked.

“I usually don’t.”

“You will.”

That wasn’t a suggestion.

I felt something shift in my chest.

“Why?”

He held my gaze, steady.

“Because I’m still the one people watch,” he said.

It wasn’t bragging.

It was just true.

“And you’re gonna remind them.”

I frowned. “How?”

That’s when he smiled.

Not wide.

Not friendly.

Just enough.

“You’ll see.”

And he walked back to his truck like the conversation was over.

I stood there longer than I should have.

I didn’t know exactly what he meant.

But I knew one thing.

Beating him had been the easy part.

The next day, I found out during third period.

Stats.

Of course.

He walked in late like he always did, helmet under his arm even though practice wasn’t until after school. Coach never cared.

Everyone watched him sit down.

He didn’t look at me at first.

Then he did.

And he smiled.

Not friendly.

Not impressed.

Like he’d already decided something.

By lunch, it had spread.

I walked into the cafeteria and heard it before I saw him.

“Yo, Evan!” someone called out. “You got an arm on you, man!”

Laughter.

I kept walking.

Jason was at the long table near the windows, team packed around him.

He leaned back in his chair when he saw me.

“Come here,” he said.

Not loud.

But I went.

That was the thing about him. You didn’t ignore him.

I stopped at the edge of the table.

“What?” I asked.

He tilted his head slightly.

“You free Friday?”

“I don’t go to games.”

“You do now.”

A couple of the guys snickered.

“For what?” I said.

He looked me up and down slowly.

It made my skin feel tight.

“You like attention?” he asked.

“I didn’t ask for any.”

He leaned forward, forearms on the table.

“You walked into my arcade. You took my score. You did it twice.”

“It’s a game.”

He stared at me like I was stupid.

“It’s not just a game,” he said quietly.

The table went silent.

“I worked for that,” he continued. “You think those guys were laughing at you?”

My throat went dry.

“They were laughing at me.”

I didn’t say anything.

He leaned back again, jaw tight now.

“So here’s what’s gonna happen.”

My stomach dropped.

“You’re gonna show up to the game Friday,” he said. “And you’re gonna stand on the sidelines.”

I frowned. “Why?”

He didn’t blink.

“In a cheer uniform.”

The guys at the table burst out laughing.

I thought he was joking.

He wasn’t smiling.

“Cut it out,” I said.

He stood up.

The cafeteria got quieter instantly.

He was taller up close. Wider.

“You wanna embarrass me?” he asked, stepping closer.

“I didn’t—”

“You did.”

His voice was sharper now. Controlled, but edged.

“So you get to feel it.”

My pulse was in my ears.

“I’m not wearing a skirt,” I said.

His mouth twitched.

“You will.”

“Why would I?”

He leaned in close enough that I could smell mint gum.

“Because if you don’t,” he said softly, “This fist is going to land straight on your face.”

A few of the guys behind him laughed again.

My stomach dropped lower.

“I didn’t want your attention.”

He shrugged.

“That’s not how it looked.”

He straightened, speaking louder now.

“Or I could tell them how you kept looking at me when you played.”

Heat shot up my neck.

“What—”

He cut me off.

“You’re smart, right? Senior. College apps coming up.”

His eyes dropped briefly — calculating.

“Would be a shame if people started thinking things.”

That landed.

Hard.

He wasn’t threatening to hit me.

He was threatening to rewrite me.

I swallowed.

“You’re messed up,” I said.

A few gasps around the table.

Nobody talked to him like that.

His jaw tightened.

“You beat me,” he said. “Twice. In front of everyone.”

His voice dropped again.

“You don’t get to walk away like that.”

Silence pressed in.

“It’s final. You show up Friday in the uniform,” he said. “You cheer when I score.”

“And then what?”

“Then we’re even.”

I searched his face for a crack.

There wasn’t one.

“And if I don’t?” I asked.

He didn’t hesitate.

“Then I make senior year very uncomfortable for you.”

That wasn’t dramatic.

It was a promise.

He stepped back, grabbing his backpack.

“You’ve got three days,” he said.

Then he walked away like it was settled.

The noise in the cafeteria came back slowly.

Someone muttered, “Damn.”

I stood there, frozen.

It wasn’t about a skirt.

It wasn’t even about football.

It was about control.

And somehow I’d taken it from him for thirty seconds in an arcade.

Now he wanted it back.

And he was going to take it from me in front of the entire school.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

HE CORNERED me after practice on Wednesday. Not in the parking lot this time. Behind the gym. Less witnesses. He had a plastic Walmart bag in his hand. The bright blue logo crinkled when he shifted his grip.

“You decide yet?” he asked.

I already knew the answer didn’t matter.

“You’re serious?” I said.

He held the bag up and shook it lightly.

“Dead.”

I didn’t reach for it.

He stepped closer and pressed it against my chest.

“Take it.”

I grabbed it before it fell.

It felt heavier than I expected.

“You actually bought this?” I asked.

He snorted.

“Borrowed it.”

“You stole it?”

He shrugged.

“Relax. It’s Walmart. And I’m not going to spend my money on girly shit.”

My stomach twisted.

He watched my face carefully.

“You’re not backing out,” he said. Not a question.

“You’re insane.”

His eyes hardened.

“And you’re gonna look real cute Friday.”

Heat rushed to my face.

“Shut up.”

He leaned in slightly.

“Don’t start acting shy now. You weren’t shy at the arcade.”

I gritted my teeth.

“This is messed up.”

“You should’ve thought about that before you made me look stupid.”

I hated how calm he sounded.

Like this was just math.

Cause and effect.

He stepped back.

“Try it on tonight,” he said. “I wanna see.”

My stomach dropped.

“See?”

He smiled slightly.

“Pictures. Obviously.”

“No.”

His expression changed immediately.

Not louder.

Colder.

“You think I’m asking?”

The air went tight between us.

“I’m not sending you anything,” I said.

He stared at me for a long second.

Then nodded slowly.

“Fine,” he said. “Let’s get this over with then,” he said right before grabbing me by the collar.

That hit harder than yelling.

He turned to leave, then paused.

“Oh,” he added casually, “there’s makeup in there. And a wig. Blonde. Figured you’d hate that.”

I swallowed.

“You’re unbelievable.”

He glanced back at me.

“Friday,” he said. “Don’t disappoint me.”

And he walked away like he hadn’t just rearranged my entire week.

At home, I waited an hour before opening the bag.

I told myself I was checking how bad it was.

That I needed to know what I was dealing with.

That’s what I told myself.

I dumped everything onto my bed.

Red and white cheer skirt.

Matching top.

Cheap blonde wig in a plastic net.

Drugstore makeup — foundation too light, mascara, lip gloss.

Even knee-high socks.

He hadn’t half-done it.

My hands hovered over the skirt.

It was shorter than I thought.

Of course it was.

I picked it up.

The fabric felt soft.

Not costume-soft.

Real.

My pulse started climbing and I didn’t know why.

I told myself it was anger.

Not curiosity.

I locked my bedroom door.

That part made me pause.

I didn’t have to.

My mom wasn’t home.

But I did it anyway.

I changed quickly at first, like if I moved fast enough it wouldn’t feel real.

Jeans off.

T-shirt off.

Skirt on.

It slid over my hips too easily.

The top was tighter than I expected.

It fit.

Of course it fit.

He’d probably guessed my size just by looking.

That thought made something in my stomach flip.

I stood in front of my mirror.

I looked ridiculous.

I told myself that three times.

Then I picked up the wig.

The blonde was almost cartoonish.

When I pulled it over my head and adjusted it, my reflection shifted.

It wasn’t good.

But it wasn’t a joke either.

I swallowed.

I reached for the mascara.

My hands shook when I applied it.

I didn’t know what I was doing.

It smudged.

I wiped it and tried again.

When I finally stepped back, my chest felt tight.

I didn’t look like a cheerleader.

I looked like someone trying to be one.

And that scared me more.

My phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

I stared at it.

Then answered.

“Hello?”

“You try it on?”

His voice.

Of course.
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“How did you get my number?” I demanded.

“Stats group chat.”

I should’ve known.

“Well?” he pressed.

I looked at myself in the mirror again.

I should’ve lied.

I didn’t.

“Yeah.”

Silence.

Then, quieter:

“Everything?”

I hesitated.

“…Yeah.”

Another pause.

“You look stupid?” he asked.

The question threw me.

“I— I don’t know.”

He exhaled softly.

“Good.”

Something about that made my stomach twist.

“You’re not backing out,” he continued. “You’re walking out on that field Friday. Full uniform. Wig. Makeup. All of it.”

“You really need this that bad?” I asked.

“Yes.”

No hesitation.

That answer felt too honest.

“Why?” I pushed.

He didn’t respond right away.

When he did, his voice had lost some of its sharpness.

“Because I don’t lose,” he said.

The way he said it wasn’t confident.

It was defensive.

Like he was convincing himself.

I looked at the mirror again.

At the skirt.

At the way the wig framed my face.

My heart was pounding, but it wasn’t just fear anymore.

“Send me a picture,” he said suddenly.

“No.”

He went quiet.

“Fine,” he said after a second. “I’ll see it Friday.”

There was something in his tone now.

Not softness.

But anticipation.

“Don’t mess this up,” he added.

Then he hung up.

I stood there staring at my reflection long after the call ended.

I was supposed to feel humiliated.

And I did.

But there was something else underneath it.

Something worse.

Something that felt like heat instead of shame.

Friday came fast and the stadium looked bigger than usual that night. Maybe it always had. Maybe I just never stood this close to it before.

The lights were already on when I walked up the hill behind the bleachers, the field glowing white against the dark sky. The air smelled like grass and popcorn and something burnt from the concession stand.

I almost turned around twice.

But I didn’t.

The uniform felt different outside my room. The skirt brushed against my thighs every time I moved. The wig felt heavier now. The makeup made my face feel tight and fragile, like if I touched it wrong it would crack.

I could hear the band warming up.

I stepped into the open.

The first reaction wasn’t loud.

It was confusion.

A couple of kids near the entrance squinted at me. One of them leaned toward the other and whispered something. Then the whisper turned into a laugh.

“Oh my God.”

“Wait— is that—?”

I kept walking.

My legs felt like they belonged to someone else.

The closer I got to the field, the more heads turned. Not everyone stared. That would’ve been easier. It was worse than that. It was the slow realization spreading from person to person.

Phones came out.

That part hit fast.

Someone actually lifted their camera and said, “Bro, hold up.”

My stomach dropped.

I told myself not to run.

Running would make it worse.

The team was already on the field doing warm-ups when I reached the sideline. The real cheer squad was gathered near the far end, laughing about something, completely unaware of what was about to happen.

I stood near the fifty-yard line because that’s where he’d told me to be.

The band stopped playing for a second.

The silence stretched just enough for someone to shout from the bleachers:

“Yo, what the hell is that?”

Laughter followed.

Not explosive.

Just sharp.

It cut.

I felt heat crawl up my neck, under the wig, down into my chest.

Then I saw him.

Jason was jogging backward during a drill, helmet in hand, talking to one of the receivers. He glanced toward the sideline casually.

Then he saw me.

He didn’t stop immediately.

He slowed.

His eyes scanned from the top of the wig down to the hem of the skirt, then back up again.

His expression didn’t change much.

But he didn’t look amused either.

He looked… assessing.

One of his teammates followed his gaze.

“Bro,” the guy muttered, loud enough for me to hear. “That’s him.”

Jason finally walked over.

The closer he got, the louder the murmurs became.

“You actually did it,” he said when he reached me.

His voice was low.

Controlled.

“I don’t want a blackeye,” I said.

He looked at my face longer than he had Wednesday.

The makeup.

The gloss.

He swallowed slightly, almost imperceptibly.

Then he leaned in.

“You look insane,” he said quietly.

It wasn’t praise.

It wasn’t disgust.

It was something else.

The announcer’s voice boomed overhead, breaking whatever tension had formed.

“Welcome to Friday night football!”

The crowd cheered.

Jason stepped back from me like he hadn’t just invaded my space.

“You’re staying there,” he said. “Front line.”

The real cheerleaders finally noticed.

One of them blinked at me like I was a glitch in the system.

“What is he doing?” she asked no one in particular.

“Jason’s punishment,” someone near the bench answered.

That word spread quickly.

Punishment.

It stuck.

By kickoff, the stadium was fully aware.

Every time I shifted my weight, I felt eyes on my legs. On my waist. On my face.

The first time Jason scored, the crowd erupted.

He turned toward the sideline automatically.

Toward me.

I hesitated half a second too long.

He tilted his chin up slightly.

Cheer.

So I did.

My voice came out thin at first.

A few kids near the front of the bleachers started mocking it.

“Louder!”

“C’mon, sweetheart!”

The word sweetheart hit harder than anything else.

I felt something crack inside my chest.

Jason jogged back after the extra point.

He didn’t look at me right away.

He was smiling at his teammates.

Then he glanced sideways at me.

“You’re barely trying,” he said under his breath.

“You got what you wanted,” I snapped.

His jaw tightened.

“Cheer for me,” he said. “Put in more effort!”

The second quarter was worse.

Opposing team fans started getting louder.

One of them cupped his hands around his mouth.

“Hey, quarterback! Your girlfriend’s cuter than you!”

The laughter this time was bigger.

I saw someone recording.

Zoomed in.

On my face.

My throat closed up.

My hands started shaking so badly the pom-poms rustled uncontrollably.

I tried to breathe through it.

Tried to focus on the field.

But every time I moved, someone reacted.

Every time I opened my mouth to cheer, someone mocked the pitch of my voice.

The worst part wasn’t the insults.

It was the fact that Jason didn’t stop it.

He heard it.

I knew he did.

He just kept playing.

Late in the second quarter, someone from the student section yelled, “Do a twirl!”

And a few kids near the fence actually started chanting it.

“Twirl! Twirl!”

My face burned.

My vision blurred for a second.

I shook my head slightly, but they only got louder.

Jason caught the ball for a short run and was pushed out of bounds near the sideline.

Right near me.

The chanting was still going.

He stood up, helmet tilted slightly, breathing hard.

And looked at me.

Everyone was watching.

Waiting.

He didn’t say anything.

He just stared.

That was worse than if he’d ordered me.

My hands felt numb.

My chest felt hollow.

If I didn’t do it, I’d look weak.

If I did, I’d look ridiculous.

I swallowed hard.

Then I spun once.

Not dramatic.

Just a small, controlled turn.

The skirt lifted slightly with the motion.

The crowd exploded.

Not cheering.

Laughing.

Whistling.

Someone barked.

I wanted the ground to open.

I wanted the lights to burn out.

Jason didn’t smile.

But he didn’t stop it either.

He just watched me finish the turn.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

IT HAD been four games. Four Friday nights under the lights. Four weeks of skirts and whispers and cameras. He never said the punishment was over. And I never asked.

That was the part that kept me up at night.

The deal had been one game. That’s what I told myself when I first agreed. One public humiliation and then balance restored.

But the following Monday, he’d walked past my locker and said, “Friday. Same spot.”

Like it was obvious.

Like it had never been temporary.

And I’d nodded.

That was the part I didn’t understand.

Why I kept nodding.

The first week, I told myself I didn’t have a choice.

The second week, I told myself backing out would make it worse.

By the third week, the excuses got thinner.

By the fourth, I stopped making them.

I still got looks in the hallway.

Some of them mocking. Some of them curious. A few of them — worse — interested.

The real cheer squad had stopped reacting entirely. I wasn’t one of them, but I wasn’t treated like a joke anymore either. I was just… there.

Jason never walked beside me in school.

Never held my hand.

Never claimed me out loud.

But every Friday, when I stepped onto that field, he looked for me first.

And I started waiting for that look.

The uniform didn’t feel like a costume anymore.

I had bought my own skirt by week three.

That was the first secret.

The Walmart one still fit, but I’d gone online and ordered one in our school colors that sat better on my waist. The pleats fell cleaner. The waistband hugged me tighter.

I told myself it was about not looking cheap.

It wasn’t.

I’d also replaced the wig.

Straighter this time.

Closer to my actual hair.

It framed my face better.

I’d watched three YouTube tutorials on contouring.

I practiced when my mom was at work.

I got better.

By the fourth Friday, my eyeliner was sharp.

My mascara even.

My lip gloss subtle instead of sticky.

I started shaving more carefully too.

Not just my legs.

Everything.

Moisturizing.

Exfoliating.

I caught myself in the mirror one Tuesday afternoon after school — no uniform, just skinny jeans and a fitted sweater — and paused.

I looked… good.

Not good for a joke.

Not good ironically.

Just good.

Pretty.

The word hit me hard enough that I stepped back.

I didn’t like guys.

I never had.

I’d never looked at a quarterback and thought anything except maybe “annoying.”

And yet—

Every time Jason’s eyes dragged slowly over me on the field, something in my chest tightened in a way I couldn’t explain.

It wasn’t fear anymore.

It wasn’t humiliation either.

It felt like heat.

The fifth Friday, I arrived early.

I didn’t tell myself why.

I just wanted a second alone before the crowd filled the stands.

I adjusted the hem of my skirt near the fence, smoothing it down automatically.

“You’re getting good at that.”

His voice made my stomach flip before I could control it.

I turned.

He was standing a few feet behind me, helmet tucked under his arm, already in full uniform.

I hated how good he looked under those lights.

I hated that I noticed.

“Thought the punishment was over,” I said, trying to sound casual.

He stepped closer.

“Is it?” he asked.

I opened my mouth to answer.

Nothing came out.

He looked at me for a long second.

Not mocking.

Not amused.

Evaluating.

“You could’ve stopped,” he said quietly.

That hit.

“You could’ve told me to,” I shot back.

His jaw flexed slightly.

“I didn’t.”

“No.”

Silence stretched between us.

The band started warming up behind the bleachers.

“You bought a new skirt,” he said.

It wasn’t a question.

I swallowed.

“So?”
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“So you wanted it to fit better.”

Heat rushed up my neck.

“You’re the one who told me not to look sloppy,” I said.

He stepped closer until there was barely space between us.

“That’s not why,” he said.

My pulse thudded in my ears.

“You don’t know what I think,” I muttered.

He leaned down slightly, lowering his voice so no one else could hear.

“I know you don’t look like you’re being forced anymore.”

That felt like being caught doing something illegal.

I looked away first.

“Don’t flatter yourself,” I said. “I just don’t like quitting.”

His hand moved suddenly — not grabbing, just brushing the edge of my skirt lightly, adjusting it half an inch.

The contact was brief.

But deliberate.

“If you’re gonna stand out here,” he said, “you stand right.”

The possessiveness in his tone made my stomach flip again.

I hated that.

He straightened up.

“You’ve been staring at me during warm-ups,” he added casually.

My heart stopped.

“I have not.”

“You have.”

He didn’t smile.

“You think I don’t notice?”

My mouth went dry.

“I don’t like guys,” I blurted.

The words sounded defensive even to me.

He tilted his head slightly.

“I didn’t say you did.”

That made it worse.

He leaned in just enough that his shoulder brushed mine.

“Doesn’t matter,” he added. “You’re still mine out here.”

The word mine hit harder than anything he’d said the past month.

I should’ve been angry.

Instead, my chest tightened.

The crowd started filling in behind us.

The noise rising.

Jason pulled his helmet on.

Before he jogged onto the field, he paused and looked at me one more time.

“Don’t shrink tonight,” he said.

Then he ran out with the team.

And I stood there, heart pounding, trying to convince myself that the reason I felt dizzy had nothing to do with him.

I didn’t like guys.

I didn’t.

But every time he looked at me like that —

Like I wasn’t a joke.

Like I was something he’d chosen.

Something he owned.

Something worth watching.

It felt less like punishment.

And more like I’d stepped into something I didn’t want to leave.

A week later, I was cheering for him during another game, and by the end of the second quarter, the noise didn’t bother me the way it used to.

That should’ve scared me more than it did.

The comments still came. The phones were still out. But it had shifted from mockery to spectacle. People weren’t laughing as hard anymore. They were watching.

And I hated how much I liked that.

Jason had already scored once. He was playing sharper than usual — aggressive, almost reckless. Every time he ran past the sideline, his eyes flicked toward me for half a second like he was checking something.

Checking me.

I told myself I wasn’t looking for it.

I was.

It happened fast.

One of the guys from the opposing student section jumped the small fence near the sideline during a timeout. Not onto the field — just close enough to reach.

He was taller than me. Probably a senior too.

He leaned over the railing, grinning.

“Hey,” he said, dragging the word out. “You actually into this?”

I ignored him.

He leaned closer.

“I mean, if you’re gonna dress like that, at least commit.”

A few of his friends laughed behind him.

I felt heat crawl up my neck.

“Back up,” I said quietly.

He didn’t.

Instead, his hand shot out.

And grabbed the edge of my skirt.

Not ripping it.

Not yanking hard.

Just enough to lift the fabric an inch.

The world slowed.

My stomach dropped into my shoes.

The contact felt electric in the worst way — invasive, public, humiliating.

“Dude, relax,” he laughed. “Just checking if it’s real.”

My chest went hollow.

I froze.

I didn’t slap his hand away.

I didn’t yell.

I just stood there, feeling every eye on that single point where his fingers touched fabric that had become something sacred without me realizing it.

Then someone shouted from the field.

“Hey!”

The guy barely had time to react before something slammed into the fence.

Jason.

He’d been jogging back toward the huddle when he saw it.

Now he was standing two feet away, helmet off, jaw tight in a way I’d never seen before.

“Take your hand off,” he said.

Not loud.

Worse.

The guy laughed nervously. “Relax, man. We’re just having fun.”

Jason stepped closer.

“You don’t touch him.”

The words weren’t dramatic.

They were flat.

Dangerously flat.

The guy rolled his eyes. “What, he your mascot now?”

That was the wrong thing to say.

Jason grabbed him by the collar and shoved him back against the fence hard enough that the metal rattled.

The crowd gasped.

I’d seen him tackle people before.

This wasn’t that.

This was personal.

“You think it’s funny?” Jason asked, voice low and shaking slightly.

“It’s a joke, dude!”

“It’s not your joke.”

His hand tightened.

For a split second, I thought he might actually swing.

Coaches started shouting from the field.

“Jason! Back off!”

The referee was already jogging over.

Jason held the guy there for one more second.

Then he shoved him away.

Hard.

“Try it again,” he said quietly, “and I won’t stop.”

The guy stumbled back into his friends, face pale now.

The laughter was gone.

Completely.

Jason turned toward me.

The fury in his eyes shifted when he looked at my face.

Not gone.

Redirected.

“You okay?” he asked.

It was the first time he’d ever asked me anything like that.

I nodded automatically.

My hands were shaking.

He noticed.

His jaw tightened again.

“I told you,” he said under his breath, leaning close. “Nobody touches you.”

The possessiveness in his tone didn’t feel cruel this time.

It felt protective.

Claiming.

The ref blew his whistle.

“Back on the field, Miller!”

Jason didn’t look away from me immediately.

His thumb brushed the hem of my skirt lightly — fixing it where it had been lifted.

Not playful.

Careful.

Then he stepped back.

Helmet on.

And jogged away.

The rest of the game felt different.

The whispers didn’t stop.

But no one came near me again.

Not from either side.

Every time Jason got tackled, he got up faster.

Every time he scored, he looked straight at me.

Not commanding.

Not testing.

Checking.

Like he needed to see that I was still standing there.

The game ended in a blur.

We won.

Of course we did.

Jason threw the final touchdown with less than two minutes left, and the crowd exploded like they’d forgotten everything else that had happened.

I stayed on the sideline until the stands started emptying.

My legs felt weak.

Not from standing.

From the moment.

From the way his hand had tightened on that guy’s collar.

From the way he’d looked at me after.

Like I was something breakable.

The team headed toward the locker room in a wave of noise and sweat and shoulder pads. I should’ve left.

Instead, I stayed.

I don’t know why.

Maybe I wanted to know if that version of him — the one who snapped — was real.

I didn’t hear him approach.

I just felt a hand wrap around my wrist.

Firm.

Not gentle.

“Come here,” he said.

It wasn’t loud.

It wasn’t optional.

He pulled me toward the side of the stadium, near the equipment shed where the lights didn’t reach as brightly.

I stumbled once in the skirt, and he steadied me automatically.

That made my chest tighten.

When we stopped, he let go of my wrist — only to plant his hand against the metal wall beside my head.

Caging me in.

He was still breathing hard.

Not from the game.

From something else.

“What were you thinking?” he demanded.

The question caught me off guard.

“Excuse me?”

“Why didn’t you move?” he said. “When he touched you.”

The anger in his voice wasn’t directed at me exactly.

But it wasn’t soft either.

“I froze,” I snapped. “What did you expect me to do?”

“Push him.”

“He was bigger than me!”

That shut him up for half a second.

The silence between us buzzed.

He dragged a hand through his hair, pacing once before stepping close again.

“He doesn’t get to touch you,” he said.

The intensity in his voice made my stomach flip.

“You’re the one who put me out there,” I shot back. “You’re the one who made this a thing.”

His eyes darkened.

“I didn’t make him grab you.”

“No,” I said. “You just made me visible.”

That hit.

I saw it land.

He stepped closer again, so close I could feel the heat coming off him.

“You think I’d let that happen?” he asked.

“It already did.”

His jaw tightened.

“For half a second,” he said. “And I stopped it.”

There it was.

The shift.

Not denial.

Ownership.

I swallowed.

“You don’t get to act like this is noble,” I said quietly. “You started it.”

His hand moved suddenly — not grabbing, not hurting — just catching my chin and tilting my face up toward his.

“Look at me,” he said.

I did.

His eyes weren’t teasing.

They weren’t smug.

They were furious.

“You think I don’t know that?” he said. “You think I don’t see what this turned into?”

My pulse pounded in my ears.

“Then end it,” I whispered.

The words surprised both of us.

The stadium noise was fading behind us. Cars starting. Parents calling out.

He didn’t answer right away.

Instead, his thumb brushed the edge of my jaw where my makeup met skin.

“You don’t want me to,” he said.

It wasn’t cocky.

It was certain.

My throat went dry.

“I don’t like guys,” I said again, weaker this time.

He leaned closer, his forehead almost touching mine.

“Good,” he muttered.

“That’s not how that works.”

“I don’t care,” he said.

His hand dropped from my chin to my waist.

Not gripping.

Resting.

Claiming.

“You didn’t leave,” he said. “After week one. After week two. After tonight.”

His eyes scanned my face slowly.

“You bought your own skirt.”

My breath caught.

“How do you—”

“I can tell,” he said. “That one fits you better.”

The fact that he noticed made my skin burn.

“You stand differently now,” he added quietly.

I hated that he was right.

“You like it,” he said.

The accusation wasn’t cruel.

It was intimate.

I opened my mouth to deny it.

Nothing came out.

He leaned in closer.

“So do I.”

The confession hit like a punch.

I stared at him.

“What?” I breathed.

He didn’t smile.

“I liked when you beat me,” he said. “I liked that you didn’t look scared.”

His hand tightened slightly at my waist.

“I like that you still don’t.”

That wasn’t true.

I was terrified.

But not of the crowd.

Of him.

Of how much I didn’t hate being pinned here in a skirt under stadium lights.

“I’m not your thing,” I said.

He exhaled sharply.

“Times change, people change.”

The words were reckless.

Unfiltered.

And for the first time, he looked less like a king and more like a senior who didn’t know what to do with what he wanted.

His gaze dropped to my mouth for a split second.

Then back to my eyes.

“If anyone else touches you,” he said quietly, “I won’t stop next time.”

My stomach flipped hard.

“That’s not normal,” I whispered.

“Neither is this.”

His hand slid slightly higher on my waist.

Testing.

Waiting.

I should’ve stepped away.

I didn’t.

He searched my face one more time.

Like he was asking something without saying it.

And when I didn’t move —

He kissed me.

Not soft.

Not gentle.

Not cruel either.

It was desperate.

Like he’d been holding it back for weeks and finally snapped.

My brain short-circuited.

I didn’t like guys.

I didn’t.

But my hands grabbed the front of his jersey anyway.

And I kissed him back.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE FIRST time she looked at me, it wasn’t confusion. It was calculation. Madison Clarke had been Jason’s girlfriend for two years. Head cheerleader. Perfect hair. Perfect GPA. Perfect family.

The kind of girl guidance counselors used as examples.

She didn’t say anything the first few weeks I stood on the field.

She just watched.

That was worse.

By October, the whispers had shifted.

It wasn’t “Why is he doing that?”

It was “Why is Jason letting him?”

And that question belonged to her.

It happened on a Tuesday between third and fourth period.

The hallway was packed. Lockers slamming. Backpacks brushing shoulders.

I’d started dressing differently at school too.

Not full uniform.

But tighter jeans. Softer sweaters. Light mascara some days.

Nothing dramatic.

Just enough that I didn’t feel like I was switching skins between Friday and Monday.

I was halfway to my locker when I heard her voice.

“Hey.”

I kept walking.

“Evan.”

That stopped me.

I turned.

Madison stood there with three other cheerleaders behind her, all in practice gear. Ponytails tight. Glossy smiles.

Up close, she was prettier than anyone gave her credit for.

And colder.

“You’re brave,” she said lightly.

“For what?”

“For not being embarrassed.”

A couple of girls behind her giggled.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

She tilted her head.

“Please. The skirt. The games. The little performance every Friday.”

My stomach tightened.

“It’s not your business.”

Her smile widened slightly.

“Oh, I think it is.”

The hallway noise dimmed around us. Not silent. But aware.

“You really think this is cute?” she continued.

“I don’t think about it at all,” I said.

That was a mistake.

Her eyes sharpened.

One of the girls stepped closer to me, invading my space.

“You’re making him look stupid,” Madison said softly.

I felt heat rise in my chest.

“He’s the one who started it,” I shot back.

“And he’ll be the one who ends it,” she replied.

Before I could respond, something cold hit my shoulder.

Then my chest.

Water.

She had poured an entire bottle down the front of my sweater.

The fabric clung instantly.

The hallway gasped.

Not loudly.

But enough.

My mascara wasn’t heavy that day, but I could feel it threatening to run.

The girls laughed.

Not hysterically.

Sharp.

Controlled.

“Oops,” Madison said, not sounding sorry at all. “Slipped.”

My sweater was soaked through. The outline of my body visible in a way that made my skin crawl.

I didn’t move.

I refused to.

“You look better wet anyway,” one of the girls muttered.

Laughter again.

My throat tightened.

This felt worse than the stadium.

This felt small.

Intentional.

And I hated that part of me still refused to cry.

“Problem?”

His voice cut through everything.

Jason.

He was standing at the end of the hallway, helmet bag slung over his shoulder.

He had seen enough.

Madison didn’t flinch.

“Nothing,” she said sweetly. “We were just talking.”

His eyes dropped to my sweater.

Clinging.

Translucent in places.

Something shifted in his face.

Not anger.

Not exactly.

Something darker.

“Why is he wet?” he asked flatly.

Madison shrugged. “Accident.”

Jason stepped closer.

The hallway widened around him automatically.

“You tripped?” he asked her.

She rolled her eyes. “God, Jason. Don’t start.”

“Answer me.”

The way he said it made even me straighten slightly.

She hesitated half a second too long.

“It was a joke,” one of the other girls chimed in quickly.

Jason’s gaze snapped to her.

“No one asked you.”

Silence.

He looked back at Madison.

“You pour water on him?”

Her jaw tightened.

“He’s parading around like a bitch,” she snapped. “What did you expect?”

The hallway froze.

Project.

Jason didn’t look at me.

He looked at her.

“Say that again,” he said quietly.

She crossed her arms.

“Like a bitch.”

Jason’s jaw flexed.

“You don’t get to touch him,” Jason said.

The words were identical to the ones he’d used on the field.

But here, they were sharper.

“I’m scared,” she snapped.

That landed.

Jason’s expression changed.

Something in him hardened completely.

“Yeah,” he said calmly. “You better be.”

The hallway reacted instantly.

Gasps.

Whispers.

Phones rising.

Madison’s face went pale.

“You’re joking,” she said.

He didn’t smile.

“I’m not. You know how I am, Maddie.”

The humiliation hit her in real time.

Not because of me.

Because he’d just chosen publicly.

Her over me.

Her eyes flicked to me for half a second.

Pure hatred.

“You’re defending this weirdo? You’ll regret this,” she said quietly.

Then she turned and walked away, her friends scrambling to follow.

The hallway noise rushed back in.

Jason looked at me finally.

His gaze softened slightly when it landed on the soaked sweater.

“Come on,” he said.

He took off his varsity jacket and handed it to me.

I hesitated.

“Take it,” he said.

I did.

It swallowed me instantly.

Warm.

Heavy.

His.

He leaned in slightly, lowering his voice.

“Go home,” he said.

“What?”

“Go home. Change.”

“You just said—”

“Go, you might get a cold,” he repeated.

There was something in his tone I hadn’t heard before.

Not anger.

Fear.
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By the next morning, the rumor had started.

Not about the water.

About us.

Screenshots from the game.

Clips from the hallway.

Someone had already edited a video.

“Quarterback trades head cheerleader for dude in a skirt.”

Madison had been efficient.

By lunch, people weren’t laughing anymore.

They were watching differently.

And Jason didn’t sit with me that day.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

HE DIDN’T text. He didn’t tell me to show up on another Friday. He didn’t even look at me in stats. The first time it happened, I thought maybe he was busy. The second time, I knew it wasn’t that.

By Wednesday, the entire school had picked sides.

Nobody said it outright, but I could feel it in the way conversations paused when I walked by. In the way people stopped laughing when I got close. In the way a couple of guys from the team avoided eye contact with me completely.

The video from the hallway had been edited three different ways.

One version zoomed in on the water soaking through my sweater.

Another slowed down the moment he said, “Yeah. He is.”

The third had dramatic music over it like we were in some kind of trailer.

Madison didn’t have to say anything else.

She didn’t need to.

She just let it spread.

Friday came.

I didn’t put the uniform on.

I told myself it was because he hadn’t asked.

Not because I was waiting.

The stadium lights still turned on at seven.

The band still played.

The town still showed up.

I stayed in my room.

The skirt was folded neatly in my drawer.

The wig brushed and hanging on the back of my chair.

I hadn’t thrown anything away.

That part made my chest ache.

At 7:42 p.m., my phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

I stared at it for a long second before answering.

“What.”

“You’re not here.”

His voice.

Flat.

I swallowed.

“You didn’t tell me to be.”

Silence on the line.

“I didn’t tell you not to.”

That hit.

I sat up on my bed.

“So what is this now?” I asked. “Are we done?”

He exhaled sharply.

“Madison’s dad called my dad.”

That wasn’t what I expected.

“And?”

“And he said I was ruining my reputation.”

I let out a dry laugh.

“Yeah. Welcome to the club.”

He didn’t respond to that.

The noise of the game bled faintly through the phone. Whistles. Crowd. Announcer echo.

“They’re watching me,” he said quietly.

“They’ve always been watching you.”

“Not like this.”

There it was.

Fear.

“You think I don’t get that?” I snapped. “I’m the one in the skirt.”

“I know.”

His voice was tighter now.

“That’s the problem.”

The words made my chest hollow out.

“So what?” I said. “You defend me once and then you disappear?”

“That wasn’t the plan.”

“You don’t get to say things like I’m yours. You don’t get to just… kiss me… and pretend nothing happened.”

Silence.

Heavy.

Then, softer:

“I didn’t pretend.”

“Feels like you did.”

Another whistle blew on the field.

He cursed under his breath.

“I have scouts here tonight,” he said.

That landed differently.

College.

Scholarships.

Future.

“Oh,” I said.

He didn’t say anything else for a second.

“I can’t have this blowing up more,” he continued.

I stared at the skirt in my drawer like it could answer for him.

“So that’s it,” I said. “You’re done,” I hung up the phone and went to bed with tears in my eyes. It was the very first time that I cried for a guy.

We hadn’t spoken in three months.

Not after that call.

Not after “for now.”

At first I thought he’d cave. Text. Show up. Make some reckless move.

He didn’t.

He finished the season.

He kept his distance.

And I stopped waiting.

That part hurt more than anything else.

But something else happened in the quiet.

Without the stadium. Without the spotlight. Without him.

I started figuring myself out.

I told my parents in January.

Not dramatically.

Not in tears.

Just at the kitchen table.

“I think I’m not just dressing up,” I’d said.

My mom had gone very still.

My dad had taken a slow breath.

“Okay,” my mom said gently. “What do you think you are?”

That question changed everything.

Not what are you doing. Not why. Just—what do you think.

I started seeing a counselor two weeks later.

A gender specialist.

Not because someone forced me. Because I wanted language for the thing growing inside me.

I wasn’t “punished.” I wasn’t “in a phase.”

I was discovering.

That word felt steadier.

By March, I wasn’t sneaking makeup anymore.

I wasn’t hiding the skirts in my drawer.

I wasn’t borrowing courage from a quarterback.

I was building my own.

Prom night arrived warm and gold, the kind of spring evening that makes everything look softer.

My dress hung on the back of my bedroom door.

Navy blue.

Floor-length.

Fitted at the waist, flowing at the bottom.

We’d picked it together — my mom and I — in a boutique two towns over where no one knew me.

I stared at it for a long time before touching it.

“You ready?” my mom called softly from downstairs.

“Yeah,” I said.

I wasn’t.

She came up anyway.

When she stepped into my room and saw me standing there in my slip, she didn’t cry.

She smiled.

“You look nervous,” she said.

“I am.”

She stepped closer and brushed a hand through my hair — my real hair, grown out now past my shoulders. No wig.

“You’ve been braver than this,” she said.

The dress slid over my body slowly.

The fabric was cool at first.

Then warm.

She zipped it up carefully, smoothing it down over my hips.

It fit like it had been waiting for me.

We took our time with the makeup.

Not rushed.

Not experimental.

I knew what I was doing now.

Foundation blended evenly. Soft contour. Subtle shimmer at the corners of my eyes.

My mom applied the mascara for me.

Her hands were steady.

“You always had long lashes,” she murmured.

I smiled.

When she stepped back, her expression shifted slightly.

Not confused.

Not grieving.

Proud.

“You look beautiful,” she said.

The word didn’t make me flinch anymore.

I looked in the mirror.

Really looked.

Not searching for the boy I used to be.

Not searching for the punishment.

Just me.

The lines of my shoulders felt softer.

My posture different.

My face calmer.

I didn’t look like I was trying.

I looked like I’d arrived somewhere.

“You really going alone?” my mom asked gently.

I hesitated.

“Yeah.”

She studied me.

“You okay with that?”

I thought about the past three months.

About silence.

About growth.

About not needing him to validate anything.

“I think so,” I said.

She nodded slowly.

“Then whoever dances with you tonight is lucky.”

I laughed softly.

“Not gonna happen.”

She smiled knowingly.

“I left a package on the doorstep, can you be a dear and get it for me?”

I frowned slightly.

“In heels?”

“The door,” she said.

I walked downstairs carefully, holding the hem of my dress so I wouldn’t trip.

The house felt unusually quiet.

I reached for the handle.

Opened it.

And stopped breathing.

He was standing on the porch.

Not in his varsity jacket.

Not in a football uniform.

In a suit.

Dark. Tailored. Tie slightly crooked like he’d redone it twice and still wasn’t sure.

His hair was shorter.

Cleaner.

But his eyes were the same.

Locked on me.

He looked like he’d forgotten how to speak.

I felt my pulse in my throat.

He swallowed.

Then stepped forward slightly.

“You look…” he started.

Stopped.

Shook his head once.

“Wow.”

It wasn’t smooth.

It was real.
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“What are you doing here?” I asked quietly.

He held up a small white corsage.

His hand wasn’t steady.

“I figured,” he said, voice rougher than I remembered, “if I was going to do this right, I shouldn’t do it halfway.”

My chest tightened.

“Do what.”

He stepped closer.

Close enough that I could see the nerves in him.

“I didn’t talk to you because I was scared,” he said. “Scared of what it meant. Scared of what people would say. Scared of losing things.”

His eyes didn’t leave mine.

“But I almost lost you instead.”

The words hit somewhere deep and fragile.

“I told myself I’d let you go if you didn’t show up tonight,” he continued. “But then I realized I don’t want to.”

He held out the corsage.

“Go to prom with me.”

It wasn’t a command.

It wasn’t possession.

It was a question.

I stared at him.

At the suit.

At the way his jaw was tight like he was bracing for rejection.

“You stopped the punishment,” I said softly.

“It stopped being one a long time ago.”

“And now?”

He took a breath.

“Now I just want to be the guy who walks in with you.”

Not owns.

Not controls.

Walks with.

I stepped forward slowly.

He lifted the corsage, sliding it gently onto my wrist.

His fingers lingered just long enough to send warmth up my arm.

“You don’t get to go distant again,” I said quietly.

“I won’t,” he said immediately.

“And this isn’t a joke.”

“It never was.”

I studied his face for any hint of hesitation.

There wasn’t one.

“You sure?” I asked.

He stepped closer.

Close enough that our foreheads almost touched.

“I love you, that, I’m sure of,” he said.

“I love you too,” I admitted as I felt my heart beat a mile a minute.

My breath caught.

He didn’t kiss me right away.

He waited.

And when I closed the distance —

It was soft.

No desperation.

No proving anything.

Just warmth.

When we pulled back, he smiled slightly.

“You ready?” he asked.

I looked back at my mom, who was standing in the hallway pretending not to cry.

Then at him.

At the porch.

At the night waiting.

“Yeah,” I said.

This time, I was.

He offered his arm.

And for the first time since that stupid arcade machine—

I walked beside him.

Not because he told me to.

Not because I was punished.

But because I chose to.

And so did he.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE FIRST time I walked into Jason’s parents’ house after prom, I expected it to feel like walking into enemy territory. It didn’t.

His mom hugged me at the door.

His dad nodded once, firm but not cold.

They didn’t ask questions about dresses.

They didn’t bring up the hallway.

They didn’t pretend nothing had happened either.

They just… treated me like I belonged.

It was April when the college decisions started coming in.

We were sprawled on the couch in their living room on a Saturday afternoon, watching a spring college football game on TV. Jason’s dad was loudly criticizing a quarterback like he personally coached him.

Jason’s arm was draped over the back of the couch behind me — not possessive, not hiding. Just there.

I wasn’t in a skirt.

Not in a dress.

Just jeans and a soft sweater, hair tucked behind one ear.

Comfortable.

That was the difference now.

Comfortable.

Jason kept pretending he wasn’t nervous.

He was.

He’d already gotten a couple of smaller offers.

But he was waiting on one school.

The one he’d circled in red months ago.

The one twenty minutes away.

The one I’d applied to quietly, without telling him.

My phone buzzed on the coffee table.

We both froze.

“That yours?” he asked.

I nodded slowly.

My hands felt cold.

[image: ]

The email preview was short.

Congratulations…

My heart jumped into my throat.

I opened it.

Read it once.

Twice.

“You okay?” he asked.

I couldn’t speak for a second.

“I got in,” I whispered.

His face lit up instantly.

“No way.”

“I got in,” I repeated, breathless.

He grabbed my shoulders and shook me once, laughing.

“That’s insane.”

“What about you?” I asked quickly.

Almost on cue, his phone buzzed too.

We both stared at it like it might explode.

He picked it up.

Opened it.

His eyes moved quickly across the screen.

Then he just stared.

“Well?” I demanded.

He looked at me slowly.

And then he smiled.

“I’m in.”

For a second we just looked at each other.

Same school.

Same city.

Same future.

He pulled me into him without thinking.

Not dramatic.

Just tight.

His mom gasped from the kitchen.

“Oh my God!”

His dad clapped him on the back hard enough to almost knock him forward.

“Guess we’re not getting rid of you two,” his dad muttered, half amused.

Jason leaned his forehead against mine.

“You planned this?” he asked quietly.

I hesitated.

“Maybe.”

His smile widened.

“You applied because of me.”

“I applied because I wanted it,” I corrected.

Then softer:

“And because you were there.”

His hand slid into mine.

No one said anything about punishment.

No one said anything about rumors.

It all felt small now.

The TV kept playing in the background—some quarterback throwing a perfect spiral under bright lights.

Jason glanced at it briefly.

Then back at me.

“New field,” he said.

“New rules,” I replied.

He squeezed my hand.

“Same team.”

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

We have over 44,000 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 coq au vin may have triggered the estrogen increase in your body.”

As Michelin’s youngest inspector, I was trained to be invisible. Anonymous. Untouchable. I failed restaurants without flinching. I believed excellence required cruelty. And that was exactly why I went to Paris to destroy dreams.

Then I walked into Maison Moreau.

Lucien Moreau wasn’t just a chef. He was fire in human form. Passionate. Intuitive. The kind of man who cooked like he was confessing something.

I told myself I was there to evaluate him. But every plate he served unraveled me. First my discipline. Then my body. Then my identity. The more I ate, the more I changed. Softer skin. Curved hips. Breasts I couldn’t explain. A reflection that stopped looking like Julian and started looking like someone else.

Like Juliette.

I told myself it was science. Diet. Stress. Paris.

Read Feminine Taste

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 My Bully Girlified Me.

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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