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Introduction

“By day, I was the star wide receiver. By night… I was the girl in the mirror, calling herself Maya.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

It was just supposed to be a secret. A little makeup. A wig. A few stolen hours where I didn’t have to be Mason—the jock, the locker room clown, the boy Tyler Kane called his best friend.

But then I snuck into that party as Maya. Then Tyler almost kissed me. Then Sasha found the photo.

Now everyone knows.

I lost my spot on the team. I lost my best friend. And yet, somehow, I found myself.

I thought Tyler was gone for good. But he’s back—and he’s calling me Maya like he means it. I don’t know if I can trust him. I don’t know if I can stay hidden anymore.

And I definitely don’t know how to stop falling for him.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My 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 Girly Secret.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE FINAL WHISTLE blew, and the stadium exploded. I barely felt the sweat dripping down my back or the bruise forming on my shoulder from that last tackle. All I could see was Tyler running toward me, arms wide, his grin splitting his face like he’d just won the Super Bowl. To be fair, we kinda had. The last touchdown was mine, caught right on the edge of the end zone with two seconds to spare. It was textbook glory.

“Bro, that catch was insane!” Tyler yelled, tackling me again, but this time into a hug.

I laughed, chest heaving, trying to act like my heart wasn’t skipping for reasons that had nothing to do with football.

“Had to make sure you didn’t ruin your perfect QB rating,” I joked.

He pulled back, ruffling my helmet like I was his kid brother. “Nah, you just like showing off.”
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The rest of the team swarmed us, piling on, shouting my name. Someone lifted me up, and suddenly I was crowd-surfing over shoulder pads and adrenaline, a hero, the golden boy of Eastgate High. I threw my fists in the air and yelled along with them, playing my part.

Inside, I was already retreating.

After the locker room showers, the smell of muscle rub and cologne mixing into a scent I knew too well, I stood in front of my locker with a towel around my waist. Tyler slapped my back.

“You coming to Benny’s tonight? Whole team’s heading there. Coach even said he’d stop by for a minute.”

I nodded. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

He grinned and dropped his gear into his bag. “You earned it, Mason. MVP all the way.”

I watched him walk away, shirtless, laughing with the others. They all moved so freely. So sure of who they were. And me? I stood there, towel clutched like armor, pretending the ache in my chest was just from the game.

At Benny’s, the guys shoved me into the booth like I was royalty. Wings piled high on the table, soda flowing, music pumping. Sasha Bloom slid in next to Tyler, tossing her hair like she knew every guy was watching.

“I swear, if I didn’t know better,” she said, eyes on me, “I’d think you were built in a lab.”

I smirked and took a sip of Coke, acting like compliments rolled right off me. Inside, it felt like a costume getting tighter and tighter.

Everyone kept asking about the game, the catch, my stats. I gave them the answers they wanted. I cracked jokes. I flirted back when I needed to. I played the role.

But when someone suggested karaoke and the mic came out, my laugh was a little too loud, a little too fake. Tyler leaned over to me, eyes soft.

“You good?”

“Just tired,” I said. “All this hero worship is exhausting.”

He laughed and clinked his glass to mine. “Well, you better get used to it. After tonight, you’re basically a legend.”

Yeah. A legend. A lie.

By the time I got home, the house was dark. Mom had left a note on the kitchen table. Something about visiting Aunt Maria for the weekend. Jake was sleeping over at a friend’s.

I was alone.

I locked the door behind me, kicked off my sneakers, and made my way to my room like I had a mission.

I did.

Under my bed, inside an old shoebox labeled "Civics Notes," I kept the real MVP.

Lace. Lipstick. Wig. Panties folded so neatly you’d think I was prepping for a retail display.

This was the part of the night that made my pulse race in a completely different way.

I closed the curtains, shut the bedroom door, and sat on the edge of my bed. My reflection stared back at me from the mirror on the wall—sweaty, masculine, perfect.

Fake.

And just like that, I started to peel Mason away.
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The jersey came off first. I tossed it onto the bed, then reached for the athletic tape around my wrist, peeling it off slowly like I was shedding something deeper.

Next came the compression shorts. The boxer briefs. The thick socks. Piece by piece, I undressed the person everyone thought they knew.

I stood there for a second, naked and bare under the yellow glow of my desk lamp, staring at my body in the mirror. Broad shoulders. Muscled arms. The definition from years of sports. Everything about me screamed "man." But I didn’t feel like one. Not when I was alone. Not when the noise died down.

I reached under the bed and opened the box.

The first thing I touched was the bralette. Pale lavender, soft cotton. I ran my fingers across the fabric, and already my breathing shifted. Slower. Lighter. Like someone else was arriving.

I pulled it on, stretching it over my chest, adjusting the straps until they hugged me just right. It didn’t flatten anything, didn’t add anything. But it wasn’t about that. It was about how it made me feel—delicate, hidden, mine.

Next came the panties. White with little pastel bows on the waistband. I stepped into them carefully, like they were something holy. The moment they slid over my hips, a warmth bloomed in my stomach. A kind of peace that football wins and fake smiles could never give me.

Then the thigh-high socks. I rolled them up slowly, watching them hug my legs like they belonged there. Like I belonged.

I sat at my desk and opened a small makeup kit I had bought in secret months ago. “Just in case you ever wanna see what she looks like,” the saleslady whispered, pressing it into my hands like contraband.

Foundation first. I dabbed it on, trying not to overthink. My skin looked smoother instantly, like the world got softer too.

A little blush. Peachy.

Eyeshadow. A warm shimmer that made my brown eyes look bigger, gentler.

Then mascara. I applied it slow, careful not to poke myself, curling my lashes upward. And just like that, my reflection started to shift. Still me… but something truer.

Last was the wig. Long, straight, dark brown with soft bangs. I slid it over the wig cap, adjusting it until it framed my face just right. A girl blinked back at me. Shy. Beautiful. Familiar.

I stared at her, breath caught in my throat.

“Hey,” I whispered.

Her lips didn’t move, but I felt the answer.

“Are you… me?”

I stood up and walked to the full-length mirror near the closet. The socks. The bralette. The soft curve of my face now painted in warmth and light. The girl in the mirror didn’t look confused or ashamed. She looked free.

I touched the glass. My fingertips meeting hers. The moment was silent, but something inside me screamed—finally.

Finally, this was me.

I twirled once, slow, and laughed quietly. I actually laughed. A real one. No team. No scoreboard. Just me, in my room, in my secret, spinning like a ballerina in a dream no one knew I had.

This was the real victory. Not the touchdown. Not the applause.
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It was Maya. And she wasn’t just a costume.

She was my truth.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I WASN’T supposed to be in art class. Coach had signed me up for woodshop, but the admin messed up the elective list, and by the time I showed up Monday morning, there I was—surrounded by half-finished sketches, charcoal dust, and a group of students who looked like they’d stab you with a paintbrush if you said “football.”

I slid into the last empty seat near the back, nodding politely at a girl with thick black eyeliner and a hoodie that read “Feelings Are A Scam.” She looked up from her sketchpad and gave me a look that could’ve sliced through steel.

Brittany Chen.

I knew her name from whispers in the hallway and a few wild stories Tyler once told about her lighting a trash can on fire in middle school. Her art was legit though. Everyone said she’d get into some fancy school on the East Coast.

She looked back down at her sketchpad without a word.

"Not much of a talker?" I asked.

"Nope," she said, still drawing.

I bit the inside of my cheek and focused on the still-life setup in front of us: a limp sunflower in a chipped vase. It looked how I felt most mornings.

Mr. DeLuca handed out sketchbooks and gave us the classic first-day speech about “emotion” and “truth in art” like we were all tortured poets instead of tired teenagers. I picked up a pencil and did my best to copy the flower without making it look like a five-year-old's doodle.
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Brittany leaned over after a few minutes. “That flower’s seen better days. But hey, so have we all.”

I chuckled. “Guess we’re both faking it.”

She arched an eyebrow. “You? Fake it? Please. You’re Mr. Friday Night Lights.”

“Yeah, well,” I muttered, “even helmets have padding.”

She didn’t laugh, but her lips twitched. She kept sketching while I tried not to crumble under how seen I suddenly felt.

After class, I stayed behind to clean a charcoal smudge off my arm. She lingered too, stuffing her sketchpad slowly into her tote bag.

“You don’t draw like a football player,” she said without turning.

I paused. “What does that mean?”

“It means there’s softness. In the lines. Like... someone’s hiding.”

I stiffened. “Maybe I’m just bad at drawing.”

“Maybe,” she said. “Or maybe you’re just good at pretending.”

Her words landed heavy.

She walked to the door and stopped right before stepping out.

“Mason,” she said, finally facing me. “If you ever need someone who won’t freak out… I don’t know. About anything. I’m around.”

My heart stopped for a second. “Why would I need that?”

She shrugged, deadpan. “Just a hunch.”

And then she was gone.

I stood in the middle of the empty classroom, my hands still dirty with charcoal, wondering how the hell she knew.

Saturday felt like it was trying too hard to be normal.

I’d told my mom I was heading to Tyler’s to go over game footage. She barely looked up from her tablet, just reminded me to be home before dinner. I stuffed a hoodie into my backpack and hopped on my bike, not toward Tyler’s, but toward Brittany’s tiny townhouse on the edge of downtown.

My stomach was doing flips.

When she opened the door, she had a paintbrush in her mouth and black smudges across both cheeks.

“You’re early,” she mumbled through the brush.

“I was either gonna sit outside and panic or just knock,” I said.

She stepped aside, and I walked into a living room that looked more like an artist’s den. Canvases leaned against every wall. A mannequin wore a dress made of what looked like duct tape and feathers. There was a faint smell of coffee, lavender, and something sharp—maybe nail polish remover.

“You want water? Tea? Nervous breakdown?” she asked, tossing the brush onto a cluttered side table.

“Water’s good,” I said.

She handed me a chipped mug that said “Don’t Touch My Mug.” I didn’t ask questions.

We sat on two mismatched cushions on the floor. A small pink vanity mirror sat between us, along with an open makeup kit that looked like it had seen things.

“You sure you wanna do this?” she asked.

“I think I have to,” I said. “I just… don’t know what I’ll see.”

Brittany looked at me like she’d already known the answer before I even knocked on her door.

She started slow. A warm cloth to clean my face. Then moisturizer. Then primer, which she explained like I was a clueless freshman. I nodded like I was keeping up, but mostly, I was trying to breathe.

“Close your eyes,” she said.

I did. Her fingers moved carefully, brushing foundation across my cheeks, dabbing under my eyes. I felt every touch—not in a romantic way, but in a holy way. Like I was being handled gently for once.

“You’ve got good cheekbones,” she said.

“Thanks. I get it from my dad.”

“Bet he doesn’t know that.”

I opened my eyes. Her expression didn’t shift. She was teasing, but not mocking. It made me feel like I could let a little more of Mason go.

She worked in silence after that. Applied blush like it was a secret. Smoothed my brows with a tiny comb. I caught glimpses of myself in the mirror, the way the shape of my face softened with every new layer. It was me… and it wasn’t.

When she handed me the lipstick, my hand shook.

“I’ve never…”

“Try it,” she said.

I twisted the tube and stared at the color—deep rose. I pressed it to my lips, shaky, then smeared it slightly. Brittany leaned in and fixed the edge with her fingertip.

When she turned the mirror fully toward me, I didn’t breathe.

The girl looking back had my eyes. My mouth. But softer. More present. Like someone I’d buried years ago had finally dug herself out.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

“That’s you,” she said.

I blinked fast. My throat tightened. And before I could stop myself, I broke.

The tears came out of nowhere—hot, messy, uncontrollable. I covered my face, but Brittany didn’t say anything. She just stayed beside me, letting the silence hold me.

“I hate this,” I muttered. “I hate that I have to hide. That I’m scared all the time. I hate pretending to be someone I’m not just to make it through a day.”

She didn’t try to fix it. Didn’t give me a speech. She just handed me a tissue and said, “Then don’t hide. Not from me, anyway.”

I wiped my face, smudging the makeup, not caring.
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“I think… I think this is who I am,” I said quietly.

She smiled, soft and certain. “Then let’s figure out who she is. Together.”


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

BENNY'S PARTIES were the stuff of legend—at least if you believed the guys in the locker room. I'd been to a few before, always as Mason, always with Tyler at my side, always playing the part: jock, wingman, center of attention. But that night, I wasn't going as Mason.

I was going as someone else.

Brittany shoved a duffel bag into my chest as we stood in her driveway under the glow of her porch light.

"You change in the car," she said. "You’ll feel safer once we’re out of your neighborhood.”

I looked around, paranoid. “You sure this is a good idea?”

“Nope,” she said, unlocking her car. “But you need to know what it’s like to live. Even for a night.”

She had this way of talking like she’d already decided the ending of the story and I just hadn’t caught up yet.

The drive to Benny’s was ten minutes, but it felt like hours. In the backseat, I pulled on the outfit Brittany picked for me—a black skater dress, sheer tights, and a denim jacket. I already had a sports bra under my hoodie. She passed me a wig cap, then the wig—a wavy chestnut brown bob with a little clip on the side. Something casual but cute.

“You good back there?” she called out.

“I feel like I’m about to jump out of a plane.”

“Same thrill. Higher heels.”

I didn’t laugh. I was too busy wiping my sweaty palms on my tights and trying not to puke.
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When we pulled up to the party, bass was already shaking the pavement. Benny’s house looked like it was melting in neon—kids spilling out onto the lawn, red cups everywhere. I couldn’t believe I was going in like this.

“Maya,” Brittany said, turning to me as we stepped out. “Head up. Shoulders back. You’re not pretending—you’re arriving.”

I wanted to run back to the car, but my legs moved anyway.

Inside, the music was deafening, and the lights were low. Brittany led the way through the crowd, nodding at a few people, but keeping me close. Every step I took in those heeled boots felt like walking on a wire. I could feel eyes on me. Maybe no one knew. Maybe everyone did. I couldn’t tell.

A guy bumped into me with his drink. “Sorry,” he said, barely looking, and kept moving. I exhaled. No recognition. No scene. Just another girl in a black dress.

We slipped into the kitchen, where Brittany handed me a soda and whispered, “You’re doing amazing.”

“I feel like a fraud.”

“No. You look like freedom.”

I leaned against the counter, trying to blend into the crowd, my heart still thudding like I’d run laps. Every time I caught a glimpse of myself in a window or a reflection, I felt a jolt. There she was. Maya. Alive and exposed.

And then Tyler walked in.

He looked good. Too good. Sleeves rolled up, hair a little messy, smile like he owned the room. My stomach twisted.

“Shit,” I muttered, turning toward the pantry.

Brittany grabbed my wrist. “You’re not hiding. Not tonight.”

“He’s gonna recognize me.”

“Not if you stay in character. Maya’s not nervous. She’s mysterious.”

I stayed.

And two minutes later, Tyler spotted me.

Tyler did that thing he always did when he was intrigued—tilted his head slightly, eyes narrowing just enough to look curious, not creepy. I’d seen him use that move on girls before, always with success.

Now he was using it on me.

I pretended to sip my soda, looking anywhere but at him. He pushed through the crowd and landed right in front of me like the universe wanted to ruin my life.

“Hey,” he said, giving me that lazy grin. “Have we met?”

His voice was too close. Too familiar. I glanced at Brittany, but she’d slipped away, probably on purpose. I wanted to kill her and thank her at the same time.

“I don’t think so,” I said, pitching my voice slightly higher, keeping my chin tucked like maybe that would save me.

“Well, then that’s a crime,” he said. “I’m Tyler.”

I nodded. “Maya.”

He repeated it under his breath. “Maya. Pretty name.”

My heart was sprinting. My hands were ice. I forced myself to smile.

“Thanks,” I said. “I get that a lot.”

He leaned on the counter beside me. “You new here? I mean, I definitely would’ve remembered you.”

“I don’t go to Eastgate,” I lied.

“That explains it. I was like… there’s no way someone like you could just appear outta nowhere.”

His words made my skin hot. I wasn’t sure if it was flattery or fear that flushed my face. Maybe both.

“You play football or something?” I asked, deflecting.

He laughed. “Quarterback. Guilty. You a fan?”

I shrugged. “Not really.”

That made him grin wider. “Even better.”

He kept talking, asking me questions about where I was from, what music I liked. I kept it vague, short answers, just enough to keep the mystery alive. He didn’t seem to mind. If anything, it pulled him in closer.

“You’ve got this vibe,” he said finally.

“Like… I don’t know. You’re different.”

“Good different?”

“The best kind.”

I should’ve walked away.

I should’ve said I had to go, made up an excuse, anything.

But I didn’t.

Because for the first time, Tyler wasn’t talking to Mason’s shadow.

He was looking at me.

And I didn’t want it to end.

He brushed a strand of hair behind my ear. My breath caught. His hand lingered near my cheek. I looked up at him, and for a second, everything stopped. No music. No people. No risk. Just his eyes on mine.
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His lips moved slightly. “Can I…?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

His face came closer.

And right before he kissed me—I panicked.

I jerked back so fast I almost knocked over a lamp.

“I—I should go,” I said, voice breaking.

His brow furrowed. “Wait—did I do something wrong?”

“No,” I said, already moving. “I just—sorry.”

I weaved through the crowd, heart pounding, vision blurry. Out the front door, down the steps, into the cold night.

My boots clicked against the pavement as I half-walked, half-ran down the block.

Behind me, the party kept going like nothing had happened.

But I had.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

BY MONDAY morning, the party already felt like a fever dream I couldn’t shake. I sat in homeroom pretending to scroll through my phone while Tyler paced in front of the whiteboard, mid-rant about some “mystery girl” he’d met Saturday night.

“I swear, bro,” he said to Zeke and Jay. “She had this vibe. Like… unreal. She dipped before I could get her number.”

Zeke threw a paper ball at him. “So, what, you got ghosted by a dream?”

Tyler just grinned. “Nah. She was real. Brown hair, little clip thing on the side. Killer eyes. Soft voice. Almost kissed me and bailed.”

My fingers clenched tighter around my phone.

I laughed like I wasn’t suffocating.

“Damn, she really got in your head,” I said, keeping my voice light.

Tyler turned toward me. “Mason, I’m telling you—she wasn’t like anyone I’ve met before. It’s bugging me.”

“Maybe you imagined her,” I joked. “You were drinking.”

“Dude, I wasn’t that gone,” he said, crossing his arms.

“I remember her face. Her name was Maya.”

I froze.

He didn’t notice.

“Honestly, if I see her again, I’m shooting my shot. Screw it.”

“You don’t even know where she goes to school,” I muttered, staring at my desk.

“I’ll find her. Watch.”

The bell rang, saving me from having to reply.
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We walked toward second period together like usual, but I could feel his energy buzzing next to me. All weekend, he’d been texting me in bursts—half about football plays, half about her. He didn’t know he was texting the same person both times.

I had to keep my expression flat the whole walk, even though my lungs felt like they were deflating with every step.

At lunch, things got worse.

I sat down at our usual table with Tyler and the guys, tossing a protein bar onto my tray like everything was fine. Across the quad, Brittany caught my eye from her usual tree-shaded spot. I gave her a half-shrug, mouthing, “Later.”

Tyler leaned across the table. “I keep seeing her in my head, man. The way she looked at me.”

Jay rolled his eyes. “You’re obsessed.”

“I know,” Tyler said, leaning back. “It’s messed up. But it’s like… I can’t stop thinking about her.”

I laughed, bitter in my throat. “Wow. You’re whipped and you didn’t even get her number.”

He shoved my shoulder. “Shut up. I’m serious.”

I shoved back, harder than necessary. “So, what, you’re gonna fall in love with a girl you met for ten minutes and never see again?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “Maybe.”

It hit me like a body check I didn’t see coming.

He was serious.

And I couldn’t say a damn thing.

By Friday, the whole school was buzzing about Tyler and Sasha.

I found out the same way everyone else did—through a post.

It was Sasha’s story on Insta. A mirror selfie of her and Tyler in matching hoodies, her caption: My QB <3. His hand was on her waist like he owned her. My stomach flipped so hard I had to look away.

“Guess he gave up on Maya real fast,” Brittany said beside me, watching my face.

We were outside behind the gym, skipping the second half of lunch. I hadn’t told her about the party—about how close his face had been to mine. She figured it out on her own.

“Yeah,” I muttered. “Guess so.”

She passed me her energy drink. I took a sip and handed it back, my hands shaking a little.

Brittany didn’t press. She never did unless she had to.

“He’s allowed to move on,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Mason.”

“It’s not like I was gonna tell him. It was one night. He probably just wanted a hookup.”

Brittany tilted her head. “You really believe that?”

I looked at her, trying to hold it in. I tried to laugh it off again, tried to say something casual—but it just crumbled in my throat.

“I can’t stand seeing them together,” I said, voice cracking.

“It’s like someone took a knife and twisted it.”

There. Out loud.

She exhaled, then sat all the way down on the pavement, legs stretched in front of her. “You’re in love with him.”

I dropped my head into my hands. “I didn’t mean to be.”

“But you are.”

“Yeah,” I whispered. “Yeah, I am.”

She didn’t tease me. Didn’t say I was being dramatic. She just sat with it.

I pulled my hoodie over my head like it could hide the mess I felt inside. “I can’t tell anyone, Brit. Not just because of Maya—because of me. He’s my best friend. He’s the only person I’ve ever—”

My voice caught again. I wasn’t sure if I was about to cry or scream.

“I get it,” she said softly.

“I’m scared it’ll ruin everything.”

“Maybe it will,” she said. “Or maybe it’ll set you free.”
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I stared at the blue sky above the gym rooftop. It was too bright for the way I felt.

“I’m not brave like you,” I whispered.

“You’re already braver than you think,” she said.

“You showed him who you are. He just didn’t recognize you yet.”

I nodded, even though it didn’t make the ache go away. Maybe it never would.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I GOT HOME from practice to find my laundry already folded on my bed. At first, I didn’t think anything of it. Mom always did this thing where she’d lecture me about being old enough to do it myself, then do it anyway when I forgot. Typical.

I tossed my bag on the floor, peeled off my hoodie, and was halfway into clean gym shorts when I noticed something tucked between my shirts.

The lavender bralette.

My chest froze.

She must’ve found it in the hamper. I hadn’t meant to leave it there—I thought I’d buried it in the back of my drawer. I picked it up fast, heart pounding.

“Mason?” my mom called from downstairs.

I scrambled, shoving the bralette under my pillow like that would erase it from existence. “Yeah?”

“I left your clean clothes upstairs,” she said, like it wasn’t already painfully obvious.

“Cool. Thanks.”

Pause.

“Oh—and just… be more careful next time, okay?”

My stomach dropped. “Careful?”

“Yeah. With your girlfriend’s stuff. I’m not judging or anything, but it was a little awkward finding that… item.” She cleared her throat. “I didn’t peek or anything. I just folded it.”

I blinked. “Right.”
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“Just… keep it out of the laundry next time, okay?”

“Okay,” I said, trying to sound chill. “Got it.”

She didn’t say anything else.

I stood there for a full minute after she walked away, my hands shaking.

So that’s how easy it was to lie.

Or at least let someone lie to themselves.

She thought it belonged to a girl. I didn’t correct her. I didn’t know how to.

And even though it bought me time, it also made me feel sick. Like I was disappearing piece by piece to survive in my own house.

I pulled the bralette back out from under the pillow and stared at it. For the first time, it didn’t feel soft.

It felt like a secret I couldn’t carry much longer.

The day later, the game was brutal. Rain, mud, two rolled ankles, and one ref who clearly hated our team. But we won, barely. Tyler threw a perfect spiral into my chest in the last quarter and we clinched it by a field goal. The locker room smelled like victory and sweat, but all I felt was exhaustion.

After Coach’s pep talk and the usual chaos, a few of us ended up in Zeke’s basement for beers and leftover pizza. I knew I shouldn’t have gone. My brain was fried, and I hadn’t eaten since lunch, but Tyler grabbed my shoulder and said, “You’re coming. MVP doesn’t ditch.”

So I went.

By the time I was sitting on a bean bag with my second beer, the room was spinning a little. Tyler was across from me on the couch, one leg bounced over the other, laughing too loud at something Jay said. Sasha wasn’t there. Thank God.

He caught me looking and raised his drink. “To Maya,” he joked. “Wherever she is.”

I smiled tight. “Still on that?”

“She haunts me, dude,” he said. “It’s like she showed up just to mess with me and dipped.”

“Sounds like a ghost story.”

He leaned in. “I’m serious. I’ve never felt that way with anyone. Even Sasha, and she’s… you know, hot.”

I hated that he could say that like I wasn’t even real.

“I think I know her,” I said, suddenly.

Tyler’s brow lifted. “Wait, for real?”

I hesitated, beer warm in my hand. “Yeah. Kinda.”

His eyes lit up. “You serious? Who is she?”

I opened my mouth. Then closed it. My chest felt tight, like my ribs were closing in.

“You gotta promise not to freak out,” I said.

He laughed. “You make it sound like she’s a dude.”

I stared at the carpet.

The laughter died.

“…Mase?”

I looked up. “It was me.”

He blinked. “What?”

“At the party,” I said. “That girl. Maya. That was me.”

The silence was louder than the music thumping upstairs.

He stared at me like I’d just told him I grew wings.

“You’re messing with me.”

“I’m not.”

He sat back slowly. “That’s not possible.”

“It was a wig. Makeup. Brittany helped.”

He shook his head, standing. “No. No way.”

I stood too. “Tyler—”
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“You flirted with me. You let me—God, I almost kissed you.”

“I didn’t plan it. It just… happened.”

His face twisted. Hurt, confusion, maybe disgust. “Why?”

“Because it’s the only time I ever felt like me.”

He stepped back. “I need air.”

He turned and left.

I didn’t follow.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN three days. Three days since I told Tyler. Three days since he walked out of that basement like the ground had disappeared beneath him. Three days of silence. No texts. No calls. No “hey” in the hallway. Just… gone.

I checked my phone like it owed me an apology. Every hour. Nothing.

Brittany said to give him space. Said guys like him take time. But space didn’t help the pit in my chest, or the way I jumped every time someone said his name like it might summon him.

I sat with her on the bleachers during lunch, hoodie up, trying not to be seen. She was scrolling through her phone, giggling at some meme, when Sasha Bloom walked past us, arm linked with two other girls like they were in a perfume ad.

Sasha’s eyes darted to Brittany’s phone.

“Cute pic,” she said, stopping. “New girl?”

Brittany angled the screen away. “Sort of, I’ve been giving her makeovers.”

Sasha smiled like she smelled blood. “Didn’t peg you for the makeover type, Chen.”

“Didn’t peg you for a feminist,” Brittany shot back.

Sasha leaned in, voice sweet and poisonous. “What’s her name?”

“None of your business.”

My pulse spiked. I turned away, pretending to dig through my bag.

Sasha tilted her head. “Is it… Maya?”

The air changed.

Brittany stiffened. “What?”

“I saw her,” Sasha said. “At the party. She dipped quick, but I remember that dress. Same girl. And now you’ve got her pics? That’s interesting.”

I stood slowly. “Back off, Sasha.”

“Oh, relax. I’m not judging if you have a lesbian crush on her.”
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Just then, her eyes flicked to me. “Can’t help but wonder why someone who looks exactly like you, Mason, was flirting with your best friend.”

I froze.

She stepped closer. “Or maybe I’m just confused. Maybe there’s a story here. One the school paper would love.”

Brittany stood between us. “You post anything, I’ll make sure your fake tan shade goes viral.”

Sasha smirked. “Relax. I’m not a monster. I just think secrets this juicy? They don’t stay secrets for long.”

She walked off like a queen who’d just won a battle. I sat back down, shaking.

“She knows,” I whispered.

Brittany grabbed my hand. “Let her talk. People like her get bored fast.”

But I didn’t believe that. Not for a second.

I’d kept Maya in a box. A quiet, sacred, soft place where I felt safe. But now, it was leaking. And Sasha Bloom was holding the match.

I didn’t go to school the next day.

I couldn’t.

I faked a stomach bug, which wasn’t a total lie—my stomach had been twisted in knots since the moment Sasha opened her glossy mouth. Mom didn’t ask questions. She just left some toast on my nightstand and told me to rest.

As soon as I heard the car leave the driveway, I pulled the curtains shut, opened my drawer, and started getting dressed.

Maya needed out.

The tights were the first layer of comfort. Then the skater skirt. Then a cropped sweater, soft and light gray with a little heart embroidered near the hem. I brushed out the wig, pinned it right, dabbed on some mascara and lip gloss. Not too much. Just enough to pass.

I looked at myself in the mirror and took a breath.

Then I walked out the front door.

I took the bus downtown, to a place where no one knew Mason Wilder, wide receiver, prom committee nominee, best friend of Tyler Kane. I got off near the bookstore district, where coffee shops had rainbow flags in their windows and nobody stared too long.

For once, I wasn’t trying to blend in as someone else. I just wanted to be.

I walked through streets like I belonged there. Nobody laughed. Nobody whispered. A barista called me “ma’am.” A little girl waved at me because she liked my boots.

And in all of it, something shifted.

If this was what freedom felt like… why was I so afraid?

I sat on a bench with an iced chai, watching people pass by. A guy holding hands with another guy. A girl in a binder with chipped nail polish. An older woman with a rainbow tote and a cane. Everyone just existed.

No one owed anyone an explanation.

I opened my phone.

Still no message from Tyler.

I almost threw it.

Instead, I typed: “Are you gonna say anything?”
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Then I stared at the screen for a full minute… and deleted it.

He wasn’t ready. Maybe he never would be. And maybe that was okay. Or maybe I was lying to myself again.

I looked down at my skirt, at my painted nails, and whispered, “What’s the harm in being me?”

Nobody answered.

But for the first time, I didn’t feel like I needed one.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

WE’D WON again. Two games in a row. I should’ve felt good. Instead, I just felt exposed. The entire week had been tight-lipped stares and whispered speculation. Sasha hadn’t said anything directly, but the way she watched me in the halls? Like she was waiting to strike. Like she had the blade and was savoring the moment she’d use it.

After the game, I hit the locker room last, trailing behind the team while pretending to check a text. I wanted space. I wanted quiet. Instead, I got chaos.

Zeke was doubled over laughing, phone in hand. Jay had his pulled up too, holding it toward someone else. Laughter started building like a wave.

“What the hell is going on?” I asked.

“Yo, Mason,” Zeke said, barely able to get the words out. “You been livin’ that Hannah Montana life, bro?”

“What?”

He turned his screen around.

It was me—Maya—at the party. The dress. The wig. The clip. My lips slightly parted. Someone had taken the image from Brittany’s phone. Under it, they’d Photoshopped me mid-football game in full gear. Above the side-by-side, big white letters read:

“THE BEST OF BOTH WORLDS”

I went cold.

The post was on Facelook. Sasha had leaked it to the entire senior group. Over two hundred kids.

“Dude,” Jay wheezed. “Tell me this is a prank. You’re not seriously—”

My stomach twisted.

One of the juniors shouted from the showers, “Yo, should we start calling him Maya-son now?”

Someone else added, “Or just put a skirt on his jersey!”

[image: Two men in football uniforms laughing  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

The room erupted in laughter.

I grabbed my phone, opened Facelook, and there it was. Over fifty comments. Most were jokes. Some were gross. A few had laughing emojis. One just said “ew.”

Tyler burst in through the side entrance. He looked around once and then saw me.

“Who posted this?” he snapped.

Silence.

“Sasha,” Zeke said quietly, unable to lift my head.

Tyler turned to the team. “Y’all think this is funny? Really?”

No one answered. Zeke tucked his phone away.

“Grow the hell up,” Tyler shouted. “This isn’t a joke.”

He looked at me. His eyes were wild. Hurt. Protective. Confused.

“You good?” he asked.

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. My throat felt like it was closing.

He nodded once, jaw clenched, then walked out of the locker room without another word.

The door slammed behind him.

I sat down on the bench, towel still around my waist, breathing shallow.

The laughter faded, but the damage didn’t.

I was out.

And the whole school knew.

That day, I barely remembered getting home.

My legs carried me there, but my mind was somewhere else—still in that locker room, still hearing the laughter, still seeing Tyler’s face shift between rage and something I couldn’t name.

I didn’t say anything when I came through the door. Just went straight to my room and slammed it shut. I didn’t even change. I just collapsed onto the floor, my back against the bed, still in my gym shorts and team hoodie, still wearing the skin that had become too tight to breathe in.

And then the tears came.

Not quiet ones. Not the kind you can hide in a pillow. These were full-body sobs. I’d held it all in for so long—Tyler, Sasha, the fear, the shame, the feeling of being split down the middle. All of it poured out in ugly, loud waves.

I didn’t hear Mom come in.

When I finally looked up, she was standing in the doorway, her face pale, her lips pressed into a line.

“Mason,” she said softly.

I wiped at my face, humiliated. “What?”

She stepped inside, closed the door, and sat on the edge of my bed.

“It’s all over Facelook,” she said. “I saw it an hour ago.”

My chest caved. “Great.”

“Is it true?”

I hesitated. “Define ‘true.’”

She looked at me, really looked. “Was that you? The girl in the photo?”

I didn’t answer.

She sighed, eyes glassy. “You remember when you were five? You begged me to buy you that Tinker Bell costume from the Disney store.”

I blinked. “What?”

“You wore it every day for a week,” she said, her voice cracking. “Wings, wand, glitter and all. You even asked me to call you Princess for the whole weekend.”

I felt heat rise in my face.

“I thought it was a phase,” she said. “Your dad lost his mind when he found out, so I hid it. I threw the whole costume away the next day. You cried for hours.”

“I don’t remember that.”

“I do.”

We sat in silence.

“You’ve always had this… softness,” she said. “But then you got older. You bulked up. Joined football. You stopped asking for things like that. I thought you grew out of it.”

“I didn’t,” I whispered.

She waited.

“I don’t think I’m just dressing up,” I said, words slow, heavy.

[image: A person wearing a hoodie sitting on a bed  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“I think… I think I might be a girl.”

She flinched.

I looked away. “I don’t expect you to understand.”

“I don’t,” she admitted. “But I love you. I swear to God, I do.”

I nodded, eyes burning again.

“I just need time,” she said. “But I’m here. No matter what.”

I reached out and grabbed her hand.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

IT HAD been a month. A month since the photo. A month since Tyler vanished. A month since I came out to my mom and stopped looking in the mirror.

I didn’t touch the wig. Didn’t open the makeup drawer. I shoved everything into a shoebox, sealed it, and pushed it to the back of my closet like it was radioactive. I wore hoodies every day. Sat in the back of every class. Ate lunch in the library. I didn’t cry much—I was too numb for that. But Brittany noticed.

She always noticed.

By the third week, she stopped texting daily check-ins and just showed up.

“Get dressed,” she said one Saturday morning, barging into my room with a tote bag and iced coffee like it was war.

“I am dressed,” I said, curled up in bed in my oldest hoodie and socks.

“That’s not dressing. That’s hiding.”

I didn’t respond.

She sat on the edge of the bed, staring me down. “I let you mope. I let you spiral. I let you turn into a human burrito. But it’s been a month, Maya.”

“I’m not ready.”

“You were never supposed to be ready,” she said. “But you’re still you. Even if the whole school sucks.”

I rolled over. “I don’t want to see anyone.”

“You won’t. We’re going downtown. New stores, new people, no Eastgate drama. Come on. Let me help you find you again.”

I didn’t say yes. But I didn’t say no either.
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By noon, I was in the passenger seat of her car, chewing my cuticle and regretting everything. Brittany turned up the music and talked about everything but school—this new show she was obsessed with, a dress she found for $12 online, how she once stole eyeliner from Claire’s and felt guilty for a week.

When we parked, she handed me the iced coffee. “Let’s make you feel like you again.”

I followed her into a boutique with racks of soft pastels, denim skirts, floral prints, and faux leather jackets. My feet dragged, but inside, something fluttered.

Brittany picked out a ribbed white tank, a high-waisted peach skirt, and a cropped denim jacket. She tossed them into my arms. “Try it. Just try it.”

I changed in the fitting room with shaking hands.

When I stepped out, Brittany gasped.

“Holy crap,” she whispered.

I turned to the mirror.

There she was.

Not the scared, hoodie-wearing blur. But the girl I used to sneak out as. The girl with the shy smile. The soft eyes.

Maya.

My hands brushed over the skirt. My legs were bare and smooth. I looked… happy.

I looked like me.

Brittany handed me a gloss. “Let’s go walk.”

I nodded.

We strolled through the plaza. No one pointed. No one stared. A sales lady complimented my shoes. A little kid told me I looked like a princess.

For the first time since everything exploded, I smiled.

Really smiled.

Later that night, I was painting my nails on the edge of my bed when the doorbell rang.

Mom called out from downstairs. “Maya! You have a visitor!”

That alone made my heart twist—her calling me that, like it was normal now. Like I was someone she could see clearly.

I slid on a hoodie over my tank top, wiped my fingers on a tissue, and padded down the stairs.

And froze.

Tyler stood in the doorway, hands stuffed in his pockets, hoodie up, hair messy like he’d been pacing for hours. He looked tired. Like me, but taller.

We stared at each other for a full five seconds.

“Hey,” he said.

I didn’t answer.

“Can we talk?”

I leaned against the wall, arms crossed. “I think you did enough not talking.”

He nodded, looking down at the porch tiles. “I deserved that.”

“What do you want, Tyler?”

He exhaled. “I wanted to come sooner. I almost did. Like, a hundred times. But I didn’t know what to say.”

“You could’ve said anything. Instead, you left me alone.”

“I know,” he said. “I was scared.”

“Of what? That people would think you were gay?”

“No.” His voice broke a little. “I was scared that the person I trusted most in the world didn’t trust me back.”

That stung. Because part of it was true.

“I didn’t lie,” I said. “I just didn’t know how to show you. I didn’t even know who I was.”

He looked at me then. “I do. Now. And I’m sorry. I handled it like an idiot.”

“Yeah,” I said. “You did.”

We stood in silence. The porch light buzzed above us, flickering slightly. His hands were still jammed in his pockets like he didn’t know what to do with them.
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“I hate that I’m even connected to Sasha in all this,” he said. “I ended things with her the second that post went up. I wanted to punch a wall. I still do.”

I stayed quiet.

“I don’t expect you to forgive me,” he said. “But I wanted you to hear it from me, not through a rumor, not through anyone else.”

“You were my favorite person,” I said, voice low.

“And when everything exploded, you vanished.”

He blinked hard. “You were mine too.”

“Were.”

He winced.

I didn’t open the door wider.

But I didn’t close it, either.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

WE DIDN’T make some big plan. Tyler texted me a week later out of nowhere: “You wanna drive around?” That was it. No emojis. No explanation. Just those four words. But my heart thudded like it meant something more.

I told Mom I was grabbing dinner with Brittany. She didn’t ask questions. Just said to be back before eleven.

When I got in his truck, he didn’t say much. Just gave me that awkward half-smile like he was still trying to figure out how to look at me now. Like I was a puzzle he recognized but couldn’t solve anymore.

We drove out to Ridgeview, that empty stretch of road near the hills where the town lights looked soft and far away. I think every high school couple in Eastgate had made out there at least once, but that night, it felt like it belonged to us.

He parked the truck and killed the engine.

The silence felt too big.

I picked at my sleeve, nervous. “You always take people here?”

He looked over at me, his face half-lit by the dashboard glow. “No.”

“Sasha?”

“Never.”

That was all he said.

I stared out the window, suddenly regretting everything. This was stupid. I didn’t know what I expected. We hadn’t talked about what we were. He could’ve invited me out of guilt, or because he was lonely, or—

“I’ve been thinking about this all week,” he said.

I turned. “About what?”

He exhaled, rubbing his thumb along the steering wheel. “About how I ran. About how you looked at me that night. About... her. Maya.”

I held my breath.

“She’s... you,” he said slowly, like the truth had weight. “And I felt it. Before I knew. I felt it when I almost kissed you.”

My throat tightened. “But you didn’t.”

“I know.” He turned toward me. “Do you still want me to?”

The world stopped.

I wanted to be brave. Say yes without hesitation. But the fear was still there—buried in my chest like a splinter. I swallowed hard.

[image: Mage media]

“I think so,” I said. “But I’m scared you’ll run again.”

He leaned in, not close enough to touch, but close enough to feel his breath when he spoke. “Then I’ll stay here until you believe I won’t.”

His eyes searched mine.

“I’m not perfect,” he whispered. “But I see you now. And you’re... beautiful.”

My heart almost gave out.

“Okay,” I breathed.

He closed the space between us.

The kiss was soft. Gentle. His lips touched mine like a question he didn’t want to answer too fast. My hand curled instinctively around his hoodie, grounding myself, and when I kissed him back, it felt like I was finally letting go of everything—of Mason, of the fear, of the idea that I’d never be seen.

When we broke apart, neither of us spoke for a moment.

Then he said, “That wasn’t a mistake.”

I smiled.

Neither was I.

Two weeks later, mom wasn’t snooping. She was just doing what moms do—tidying up, looking for empty plates, opening drawers that weren’t hers. I should’ve known better than to leave my phone on my desk. But I’d been too happy to care.

For once, I didn’t wake up hating the reflection in the mirror. My lips were still a little chapped from the night before. Tyler had texted me three times before noon. It was good. It was... real.

Until I heard Mom call from downstairs.

“Maya. Come here.”

Her voice wasn’t angry. It was tight.

I walked down slowly. She was standing in the kitchen with my phone in her hand. The screensaver showed the photo I took—Tyler and me, sitting in his truck, our foreheads touching, his hand on my cheek.

She didn’t say anything at first. Just handed it to me.

I stared at the screen. Then at her.

“I wasn’t going to post it,” I said quickly. “It’s just for me.”

She crossed her arms. “Are you seeing him?”

I hesitated. “Yeah. Kind of.”

Her face fell. “Maya...”

“What?”

“This is the same boy who left you alone in front of the whole school. The same one who didn’t speak to you for weeks after you told him who you are.”

“I know.”

She rubbed her temples. “And now he’s back? Kissing you in parking lots? And you’re just okay with that?”

“It’s not that simple.”

“No, you’re right. It’s not. You are putting yourself in the exact position to get hurt again.”

“I’m not,” I said. “He’s different now.”

She scoffed. “People don’t change that fast.”

“You don’t know him like I do.”

“I know boys like him. I know how this goes. And I know I will not sit back and watch someone tear you apart twice just because he can’t make up his mind.”

I clenched my jaw. “It’s not your decision.”

“No, but I’m your mother. And I’ve seen what this world does to girls like you. You think one sweet night makes him safe? You think because he kisses you that makes him good for you?”

Tears stung my eyes. “Why can’t you just be happy for me?”

“Because I’m scared for you,” she snapped. “I don’t want you to think being someone’s secret means you’re loved.”

I looked away.

And then Jake walked in.

He was barefoot, holding a cereal bowl, his hair sticking up like he’d just rolled out of bed.

“Jeez,” he muttered. “What are you yelling about now?”

Mom shot him a look. “Not now, Jake.”

Jake shrugged and leaned against the counter. “If you’re mad about that pic, you’re wasting your time. Tyler likes her. I saw it at the game. He watches her like she’s a Greek goddess.”

We both turned to him.

“What?” he said, mouth full of cereal. “I’m twelve, not blind.”

Mom blinked, stunned.

Jake walked out like it was no big deal.

I looked back at her. “I know how it looks. But I’m not stupid. I’m not doing this blindly. I’m letting someone love me the only way they know how.”

She looked at me like she was trying to hold back every instinct to protect, to shelter, to control.

“You promise me if he hurts you again, you’ll walk away?” she said.

I nodded.

Her voice softened. “And until then… just be careful.”

“I will.”

It wasn’t permission.

But it was peace.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE SUMMONS to Coach Donnelly’s office came during fifth period. A student aide handed me the slip without making eye contact. I folded it into my sleeve and didn’t say anything to anyone, not even Brittany.

I walked there slowly, the weight of it getting heavier with each step. I already knew what this was about. Word had been spreading. I’d started HRT. Quietly, privately. Brittany was the only one who knew besides Mom. And Tyler, of course.

I knocked once.

“Come in.”

Coach Donnelly sat behind his desk, arms folded over his clipboard like usual. His face didn’t give away much—just tired eyes and the same buzzcut he’d had since the dawn of time. He motioned for me to sit.

“I’ll get straight to it,” he said. “You know I’ve been getting calls.”

I nodded. “I figured.”
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“Parents. Board members. Alumni. They all want to know why one of our top players is suddenly benched. You didn’t give a public reason. But I know.”

I shifted in the chair. “If this is about the scholarship—”

“It’s not.”

He leaned forward. “You’re not on the team anymore, Maya. That part is true. You made your choice. A brave one. But it doesn’t erase what you’ve done for us. You earned that scholarship. Hell, you earned it a dozen times over.”

My throat tightened. “So… I can still get it?”

“Yes,” he said. “The school will honor it. Full ride. If anyone gives you crap, send them to me.”

I stared at him, stunned. “Why?”

He let out a slow breath. “You remember your dad?”

I blinked. “Of course.”

“He wasn’t just some guy in the stands,” Coach said. “He donated to the field renovations. Bought half the new weight room. Helped kids with gear money on the side. Quietly. Never asked for attention.”

“I didn’t know that,” I said softly.

“He was a good man,” Coach added. “And I think he’d be proud of you. That damn aneurism…”

The room swam a little, but I didn’t cry. My father’s death was untimely, and I still wasn’t over it five years later. But I had to gather myself and continued listening.

He leaned back in his chair. “You’re not quitting on football, Maya. You’re just stepping off the field. But don’t think for a second we’re not still rooting for you.”

I nodded slowly, my voice barely a whisper. “Thank you.”

“Now go,” he said, scribbling something on a paper. “Before I start getting emotional and ruin my rep.”

I laughed—really laughed—for the first time in weeks.

Word got out fast.

By lunch, everyone already knew I wasn’t on the team anymore. Some people whispered about it. Some avoided looking at me altogether. A few girls I barely talked to actually smiled my way, like maybe they were waiting for someone else to go first.

I was halfway to the vending machines when Sasha Bloom blocked the path like she was auditioning for a teen movie villain.

“Well, well,” she said, arms folded. “How’s it feel walking the halls as a nobody now?”

I looked past her.

She stepped closer.

“You gave up football. For… this?” Her eyes dropped to my skirt like it offended her. “You’ll never be like me, Maya. You’ll never be real.”

The words hit, sharp and fast. But not like before. Not like when I still thought she had power.

This time, it just made me tired.

“I’m not trying to be like you,” I said. “I actually like who I am.”

That seemed to shake her for half a second. But then she laughed, sharp and fake.

“You really think wearing some makeup and strutting around like a discount Ariana Grande makes you special? You’re a joke.”

A few students were gathering now. Phones out. I saw Brittany in the corner of my eye, walking up fast, but not fast enough.

Then, out of nowhere—

“I wouldn’t talk about being fake if I were you, Sasha.”

Tyler.

He stepped through the crowd, straight to my side. He didn’t even look at her. His eyes were on me.

“She’ll never be like you, it’ll take so much harbored negative energy to be a big bitch,” he said, loud enough for everyone to hear. “And thank God for that. Because you’ll never be half the woman Maya is.”

The courtyard went silent.

Sasha’s mouth opened, but no words came out. She looked around, suddenly aware of how many people were staring.

And then Tyler turned to me.

Right there, in front of half the school, he leaned in and kissed me.

Soft. Sure. Like we weren’t hiding anymore.

The crowd gasped. Someone clapped. Brittany let out a whoop that made Sasha flinch.

When Tyler pulled back, he said under his breath, “You don’t have to hide ever again. Not from them. Not from me.”

Sasha stormed off, red-faced.

People started whispering. A few cheered. One of the freshman girls who was holding her girlfriend’s hand called out, “Yesss, Maya!”
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And for the first time, I didn’t shrink away from the noise.

I let them see me.

Tyler reached for my hand. I took it.

Brittany walked over, grinning. “Took you long enough,” she said to him, then winked at me.

As we walked across the quad, hand in hand, people still staring, I leaned into Tyler and whispered, “You sure you’re ready for this?”

He looked at me like it was obvious. “I’ve never been more sure about anything. I love you.”

And I believed him.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE SMELL OF LAVENDER cleanser always clung to my hands now. Not in a bad way. It was the scent of something new, something earned.

I’d been working at SkinTheory, a small but chic aesthetic clinic tucked above a boba place two blocks from campus. I mostly handled front desk appointments and prepped clients for their laser sessions—cleansing skin, chatting nervously with first-timers, setting up cooling gels. Sometimes I assisted with facials. My manager said I had gentle hands.

Maybe it was because I knew what it was like to want to change things quietly. Softly. Bit by bit.

The mirror at the spa wasn’t made for harsh judgment. It was framed in gold, lit by soft bulbs that gave you the kind of glow that whispered gentle, not flawed. I caught my reflection in it at least five times a shift, pretending not to notice how much I’d changed.

My cheeks looked fuller. My jaw softer. My eyes didn’t dart away as fast as they used to.

More than six months on hormone replacement therapy and already my skin felt different—like satin slowly replacing sandpaper. My mood didn’t swing like a wrecking ball anymore. It rose and dipped like gentle ocean waves. And at work? I’d made friends with the laser techs and booked myself for touch-ups during their downtimes like I was sneaking seconds at a buffet.

“Laser on the upper lip again?” Bea teased one afternoon, raising a brow.
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“You know it,” I grinned. “Zapping gender dysphoria one follicle at a time.”

I wasn’t kidding either. Being able to use the equipment was like a secret weapon. I didn’t have to layer on three foundations just to leave the house anymore. The shadow that used to haunt my mornings? Gone. It was like taking off ankle weights I didn’t know I was wearing.

My name tag read Maya– Client Care Coordinator, and I wore it with pride. I’d found something steady here. My job might’ve been part-time, but it made me feel whole. Guiding women—and guys too—into the treatment room, chatting skincare and confidence, I finally understood what it meant to belong in your own body.

I looked up at the clock. Fifteen minutes ‘til close.

“Hey Maya,” Bea, one of the RNs, called from the back, “your favorite customer just walked in.”

I didn’t even need to ask who.

Tyler stood at the front, holding a small pink yogurt cup in each hand like he was about to propose with them. His brown curls were damp from a shower, his backpack still slung over one shoulder, lanyard from Eastview University swaying with each step. He looked out of place surrounded by posters of skin boosters and hydrofacials, but he didn’t care.

“Strawberry banana with kiwi drizzle,” he said, walking over to the counter.

“You really know how to seduce a girl,” I smirked, taking the cup.

He leaned in slightly. “And you still fall for it every time.”

“I’m very easy when it comes to frozen yogurt.”

He waited while I shut down the register, swept up a few receipts, and turned off the diffuser. The place always smelled like rose water and eucalyptus—clean and expensive. A year ago, I never would’ve pictured myself here.

Now, I couldn’t imagine being anywhere else.

He held the door open for me, and we stepped into the warm evening air. Streetlights flickered on as we walked down the hill toward campus, the city alive but not too loud. This part of town felt like it had its own heartbeat—one that didn’t rush you.

“How was your last class?” I asked.

He licked a bit of yogurt from the side of his thumb. “Brutal. Professor Levens gave us a pop quiz on muscle physiology like we didn’t just have midterms last week.”

“Remind me again why you chose exercise science?”

“Because I’m boring,” he said. “And I like understanding how our body works. You? Why enter the maze of Psych? Gender and culture track, right?”

I smiled. “Maze? Not to me.”

“Because you’re deep and secretly terrifying,” he replied.

“Correct.”

We walked past the campus bookstore and over the little bridge that led to the dorm rows. Fireflies flickered in the grass. Somewhere down the hill, someone was playing acoustic guitar badly. I didn’t mind. Everything felt like it was exactly where it needed to be.

When we reached my building, he turned to me with that look—the soft one he only used when we were alone.

“I know we’re still figuring stuff out,” he said.
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“But I like this. Us. Like, a lot.”

I squeezed his hand. “Me too.”

“And just for the record,” he added, “I’m not letting you pay for yogurt next time.”

“I let you win once. Don’t get cocky.”

He grinned.

We kissed—quick, sweet, familiar. Like coming home.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy My Girly Secret? 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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“You’re softer now. Walk like your thighs know it.”

It was just an old book. No title, no author—just a single line scrawled inside: “She who reads, will become.”

I should’ve put it back on the shelf. Instead, I woke up in another world. In a silk robe. With breasts.

Suddenly, I wasn’t Burt anymore—I was Bethany Tilly. A concubine in a violent empire. Trained to serve, softened by magic, and handed over to a war general named Franklin Winston.

The strange part? My body changed, but it felt… right. More right than it ever had before.

And him? He saw me. Touched me like I was never meant to be anything else. Now I have to decide: Tell him who I am? Or let the past stay lost forever?

Read The Femboy Concubine

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 Girly Secret.

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)

OEBPS/image_rsrc1NP.jpg
AN ILLUSTRATED NOVELLA BY.






OEBPS/image_rsrc1MH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1M5.jpg
-(omn-l:m GBQMANCE\ &SICAT ANSFo RMATION

UILCY WENIBYCOD)

/,-





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N3.jpg
ZANO MORE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NG.jpg
vol:ghe

MﬁTWOOD






OEBPS/image_rsrc1N2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MY.jpg
ANALLUSTRATED N

LILLY LUSE

“THE\LOVE

ormaone

ANURSES GENDER TRANSFORMATION ROMANCE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1M7.jpg
FREE SISSY mosoox

Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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






OEBPS/image_rsrc1ME.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MF.jpg
' \Hn“'
1<\{ -
'i.\
B IS





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N1.jpg
AN ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATIBN'ROMANCE NOVELLA BUNDLE

LILLY RUSTWOQOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N9.jpg
> ONILY 1 COPY

= A >
COSPLAY INIZAHONWROMANCE

LUSIWOOD






OEBPS/image_rsrc1MG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1M6.jpg
BRIEHTLIJIIKYPRESS





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		My Girly Secret

		Table of Contents

		Introduction

		Free Vip Mailing List

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6

		Chapter 7

		Chapter 8

		Chapter 9

		Chapter 10

		Epilogue

		Hello Lilly

		Book Bundles

		Custom Story

		Audiobooks

		Find Femboys

		Latest & Other Titles

		Author’s Message




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111






OEBPS/image_rsrc1NA.jpg
AN ILLUS,

LILLYi_ R

< GIRLY

771:@0 fﬁm

ION ROMANCE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1M9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N7.jpg
volighe

METW“E%@





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1M8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N6.jpg
LILLY I_USOQD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NT.jpg
Bl LYLUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N5.jpg
B i AND,

4 LUST






OEBPS/image_rsrc1NW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NM.jpg
~ GIRLY,

Prescription

A GRADUAL FEMINIZATION ROMANCE






OEBPS/image_rsrc1MJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1ND.jpg
LILLY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NN.jpg





