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Introduction

“It was all fun and games until I was asked to dance for a bunch of jocks in a cheerleader’s skirt.”

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

∞∞∞

It was my last hurrah, the very last year to end high school with a bang by grabbing the chance to join the cool clique.

However, 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.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Secret Girlfriend.


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 LIBRARY had always been a sanctuary for me. Its walls held more than just books. They held my dreams, my escape, my solace from the world that so often rejected me.

I sat at a corner table, lost in lines of code on my laptop screen. Algorithms were predictable, unlike people. They operated on logic, not impulse, and they definitely didn’t reject you just for being yourself.

A shuffle to my left had me looking up, and there she was, Carol Etheridge. Perfectly wavy blonde hair cascading down her back, dark lashes contrasting against her porcelain skin. The soft fluorescent lights gave her an ethereal glow. She stood on her tiptoes, trying to reach a book on the top shelf.
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"Need some help?" I found myself asking. I mean, it was the polite thing to do, right?

She looked me up and down, a smirk playing on her lips.

"Thanks, loser," she drawled, handing me her books so I could stack them on the table for her.

Taking in her scent, the crisp smell of apples enveloped me. A whiff of her perfume sent a tingle down my spine. A memory resurfaced—a previous time I’d been this close to a girl, only to be pushed away.

"Something on your mind, Montblanc?"

She leaned in, her voice dripping with mockery.

"Just focusing on my work," I said, adjusting my glasses.

She laughed softly, her voice like a melodic tune, and the sound, oddly enough, was both enchanting and stinging.

"As you should," she replied, her fingers brushing against mine as she took her books.

I couldn’t help but admire her. Every part of her seemed flawless. Her makeup, though subtle, accentuated her features perfectly, and her legs, visible through the side slit of her skirt, went on for miles.

Once she left, my gaze returned to my laptop screen, but the lines of code seemed to blur. Memories swarmed in—moments when I'd put myself out there, tried to break the mold, to be someone I wasn’t.

Every rejection, every sneer, every derisive laugh. They had taken a toll.

What can I do? I wondered.

Maybe if I bulked up a bit, filled out my lanky frame. Would that make a difference?

Confidence, perhaps? But how could I be confident when all life had taught me was rejection?

Hesitating for a moment, I minimized my coding window and opened a browser. Maybe the internet had answers.

I typed, "How to gain confidence and get a girlfriend?"

A video thumbnail popped up titled, "Proven Ways to Get a Girlfriend." Intrigued, I clicked on it, but the volume blared, "Hey there! Are you struggling to find that special someone?"

Cringing, I hurriedly lowered the volume, but not quickly enough.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Carol and her friends, their giggles echoing like bells. She mimicked the video in a snarky tone, "Step 1 - Stop being a loser."

I felt my cheeks flush, embarrassment washing over me. She had the uncanny ability to make me feel both invisible and painfully exposed at the same time.

Closing my laptop with a sigh, I gathered my things. My fingers brushed the cold surface of the laptop, the ridges of the keyboard beneath. If only emotions could be coded, programmed to respond just the way we wanted. If only the heart’s rhythm was as easy to decipher as binary.

"Hey, Cyril!" It was Alex, my only real friend in school. His voice grounded me, a reminder that not everyone saw me through the same lens.

I gave him a half-smile.

"Hey."

He noticed my downcast demeanor.

"Everything okay?"

"Just the usual," I replied.

"Wishing I could reprogram the world."

He chuckled. "One line of code at a time, buddy."

Maybe he was right. Perhaps life wasn’t about fitting into molds but breaking them, one moment at a time. And while I might not be able to reprogram the world, I could start by reprogramming my perspective.

The buzz of conversation filled the classroom, but Alex and I were hyperfocused on the code displayed on my laptop. The lines and symbols might have looked like gibberish to the uninitiated, but to us, they were a symphony of logic and creativity.

The screen's light illuminated our faces, casting shadows that danced as we typed. It was in this pocket of concentration that we were interrupted by a familiar, arrogant voice.
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"What's the latest software in Nerdville?" Hunter Brody, the school's star jock, sneered, towering above us. His presence was commanding, from the spicy scent of his aftershave to the vibrations in the floor as he approached.

Laughter from his entourage of fellow jocks filled the room, each chuckle a pinprick to my self-esteem.

Alex, always the fiery one, stood up so quickly his chair scraped loudly against the floor.

"Why don't you—"

I reached out, grabbing his arm, trying to diffuse the situation.

"Hey, why not come over to my place this weekend?" Hunter offered with a forced smile, trying to switch the dynamic.

"Get a taste of what it's like to be cool."

"I'd rather play Plants Vs. Zombies," he retorted sarcastically, his voice dripping with disdain.

I chuckled, catching the inside joke. It was our code for saying we'd rather be anywhere but with the likes of Hunter.

Hunter rolled his eyes, clearly uninterested.

"Whatever," he muttered, turning on his heel and walking away, leaving the lingering scent of his overpowering cologne. His departure felt like a weight lifted, the air around us seeming a bit fresher, the classroom noises less muffled.

Alex turned to me, eyebrows raised.

"What was that about?" He gestured to where Hunter had stood moments before.

"I don't know," I admitted, my fingers drumming on the cool metal of the laptop.

"But… don’t you think that… maybe it wouldn't be so bad to hang out with them."

"We don't need them," Alex replied firmly. The harsh light of the overhead fluorescents glinted off his glasses, and I could see my reflection in them, a distorted version of myself yearning for something intangible.

"Besides, this is our last year. We won't have to deal with those jerks anymore."

I sighed, pushing the laptop aside. The cold desktop pressed against my palms as I leaned in.

"I just... I don't want to end high school without knowing what it's like. To be on the other side. To be... popular, cool."

Alex studied me, his blue eyes searching mine.

"Being 'cool' isn't about fitting in with people like Hunter. It's about being genuine, being yourself."

The classroom filled with the familiar sounds of students chatting, chairs moving, and the occasional giggle or whisper. In the midst of all that, Alex's words hung in the air, a quiet truth that cut through the noise.

Yet, deep down, a part of me still yearned for that fleeting taste of popularity, that rush of being in the limelight, even if it was just for a moment.

I wanted to walk down the school halls without the weight of labels or the burden of past rejections.

I looked back at the screen, the codes and symbols seeming a bit more blurred than before.

"What if," I murmured, "just for once, I want to reprogram my life? Change the narrative?"

He sighed, leaning back in his chair.

"Just remember, sometimes the source code is perfect as it is. Don't corrupt it trying to fit someone else's standard."

I nodded, absorbing his words, the very essence of our friendship clear at that moment. We were different, we were unique, and perhaps, in our own way, we were already cool. But deep down, I still felt unsure.

The weight of the day had left me mentally exhausted. As soon as my head hit the pillow, sleep enveloped me like a comforting blanket. Within moments, I was walking down Sparkle Academy’s familiar hallway, but this dream version felt different.

The linoleum floors glistened, each step I took echoing with a resonance that made me feel powerful. Fluorescent lights overhead bathed the hallway in an otherworldly glow, making everything seem brighter and sharper.

A soft murmur of voices grew louder as I approached a group of popular girls. They turned in unison, their eyes lighting up at the sight of me. Their perfumes, a blend of floral and fruity notes, wrapped around me, teasing my senses.

"Cyril! Looking good!" one called out, her voice dripping with admiration.

Another giggled, twirling a strand of her hair around her finger.

"Seriously, Montblanc. Since when did you become such a cutie?"

My cheeks warmed, and I couldn’t help the smile tugging at my lips. This was unfamiliar territory, being at the center of such positive attention.

A third girl stepped closer, the scent of vanilla wafting from her.

"Have you been working out? You’re so… ripped."

The world around me seemed to sway with their compliments. Each word was like a soft caress, making me feel seen, appreciated, desired even.

A fourth girl, with ruby-red lips, blew me a kiss.

[image: school hallway]

"You're on fire today, hot stuff."

I was in a daze, floating on a cloud of adoration. I could hear the distant hum of the school's air conditioning system, and yet, every whispered compliment, every shared giggle was crystal clear.

But then, the crowd parted, and there he was. Hunter Brody. His normally arrogant demeanor was replaced by something softer, more playful. The same spicy aftershave I remembered from earlier wafted towards me, but this time, it felt more inviting.

He shot me a sultry look, his eyes hazy and mysterious. Then, with the hint of a smirk, he winked and theatrically blew me a kiss.

“Hey sexy,” he called.

Suddenly, the dreamy haze evaporated. The hallway, the girls, and Hunter's unexpected gesture swirled into a vortex of confusion. I jolted awake, the soft fabric of my sheets tangled around my legs, my heart pounding in my chest.

"What the!?" I muttered, the remnants of the dream still clinging to me. The room was shrouded in darkness, the familiar sounds of the night outside my window a stark contrast to the dream's vibrant ambiance.

I ran a hand through my hair, the strands feeling slightly damp from sweat. The dream had felt so vivid, so real. Every compliment, every look, every sensation was etched in my memory. But, the ending—with Hunter—that was the curveball.

Pushing the covers aside, I sat up, trying to shake off the bewildering feelings the dream had stirred. The cool night air brushed against my skin, grounding me back to reality.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE SUN STREAMED through the tall windows of Sparkle Academy, bathing the hallway in a golden hue. The familiar drone of lockers slamming and students chatting filled the air. With every step, I could feel the cool tiles beneath my shoes, each footfall a mix of determination and apprehension.

I turned a corner, and there he was—Hunter Brody. He was leaned over the water fountain, the muscular contours of his back evident through his shirt. The soft hiss of the water streaming and the occasional gurgle as he drank were the only sounds that reached my ears, even though the hallway was alive with activity.

I took a deep breath, trying to drown out the nervous flutters in my stomach. The scent of freshly polished floors mixed with the more personal, spicy aftershave that lingered around him, drawing me closer.

Slowly, I began to approach him, every step feeling like an eternity. I watched as a bead of water dripped from the corner of his mouth, trailing down his chin and neck.

The usually confident stride in my step was replaced with hesitancy. My palms were sweaty, and I could feel my heart drumming against my chest, its rhythm faster than usual.

Hunter must have sensed my presence because, without turning around, he raised an eyebrow and looked at me from the corner of his eye, still drinking.

The water seemed to flow endlessly, as if time had chosen that exact moment to stretch itself out.

Finally, after what felt like hours, he straightened up and faced me. Those piercing eyes locked onto mine, a challenge evident in them.
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"What do you want?" he asked, voice dripping with feigned indifference. But underneath, I detected a hint of curiosity.

Swallowing the lump in my throat, I cleared my voice.

"About your invitation... I've been thinking, and I'd like to come." Saying those words out loud felt both liberating and terrifying.

Hunter's face broke into a smug grin, his white teeth contrasting with his tan skin.

"Ha! I knew it." The way he said it exuded confidence, the kind that made him the king of Sparkle Academy.

Before I could react, he took a step closer, invading my personal space. My senses heightened, every nuance amplified. The warmth radiating off his body, the sound of our synchronized breathing, the electric tension in the air.

And then, in a move that took me by surprise, he playfully spanked my butt. It was quick, a fleeting touch, but it sent a shockwave through me.

"You know where I live," he said with that trademark smirk.

"9 AM, Saturday."

I nodded, words escaping me. The mix of emotions swirling inside was hard to decipher—excitement, trepidation, anticipation. But one thing was for sure—this weekend was going to be a game-changer.

As I watched him saunter away, his every move exuding confidence, I found myself wondering what I'd just signed up for. Saturday felt both agonizingly far and dangerously close. I touched the spot where Hunter's hand had made contact, the warmth still lingering.

"Deep breaths, Cyril," I muttered to myself. This was uncharted territory, a leap into the unknown. But maybe, just maybe, it was the shake-up I needed, the adventure I had been longing for.

Saturday morning arrived too soon and the air was crisp as I walked through the suburban streets, phone pressed to my ear. Trees rustled with the gentle breeze, and the chirping of birds served as a backdrop to my racing thoughts.

"Alex," I began, trying to choose my words carefully, "I'm on my way to Hunter's."

There was a brief silence before his voice echoed back, filled with surprise and a touch of concern.

"Wait, you're what? Why?!"

The soles of my shoes hit the pavement rhythmically as I made my way forward. The scent of freshly cut grass wafted through the air, mingling with my anxiety.

"Look, I didn't tell you earlier because I knew you'd react like this. But I just... I need to know what it feels like, okay? To be on the other side, even if it's just for a day."

His exasperation was palpable.

"Cyril, you don't have to prove anything to anyone. And especially not to him."

I sighed, taking in the surroundings.

"I know, I know. But something in me needs this. Call it curiosity, or maybe just the need to break out of my shell."

By now, the houses had become larger, more opulent. Hunter's neighborhood was an enclave of affluence. I could hear Alex's heavy sigh on the other end.

"Okay, fine. But if anything feels off, promise me you'll get out of there. Don't let him bully you or push you into anything."

I was about to respond when I caught sight of it—Hunter's home. It wasn't the ostentatious mansion I'd expected but a tastefully designed two-story house.
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Its ivory walls contrasted beautifully with the manicured green lawn and a range of flowers whose fragrance drifted towards me.

Swallowing the knot of anxiety in my throat, I rang the doorbell, the chime echoing softly. The anticipation was so thick I could almost taste it, a metallic tang of nervousness.

The door opened to reveal a woman who could only be Mrs. Brody. Glamorous, in a perfectly tailored dress, her hair styled to perfection, she radiated an aura of elegance. Her friendly eyes twinkled as she greeted me.

"You must be Cyril. How lovely to meet you!"

Taken aback by her warm welcome, I managed a smile.

"Yes, ma'am. Is Hunter around?"

She laughed, a melodic sound, as she rolled her eyes affectionately.

"That rascal is still sleeping. Teenagers, I tell you. Just give me a moment to wake him up."

I stepped inside, the living room's luxury taking me aback. Plush carpets, modern art, and the faint scent of vanilla candles. As I stood there, trying to take it all in, Mrs. Brody returned, looking slightly flustered.

"I've tried, dear, but that boy can sleep through an earthquake. I have to run now--I'm meeting my husband at the yacht. Hunter's room is the second on the left upstairs. Feel free to go on up."

With a swift air-kiss in my direction and a cheerful "Toodles!", she was gone.

Alone, I hesitated. The stillness of the house was almost deafening, punctuated only by the soft hum of central air conditioning. But I'd come this far, so taking a deep breath, I ascended the stairs. Each step felt heavy with uncertainty.

What was I doing here?

Outside Hunter's door, I paused, listening for any sign of life.

Nothing.

Gathering my courage, I knocked softly.

No response.

The world seemed to stand still. All the apprehensions, all the what-ifs swirled in my mind. But as I stood there, the gravity of the moment settled in.

Whatever happened behind this door, it was a step towards understanding myself, a journey into the unknown. Taking one last deep breath, I turned the doorknob.

Pushing the door open, I was met with a sight that caught me completely off guard. There, sprawled out on a king-sized bed, was Hunter.

The morning sun streamed through the gaps in his curtains, illuminating his sleeping form. All he wore were his briefs, revealing a landscape of toned muscles, the product of countless hours on the football field and in the gym.

The immediate instinct was to shut the door quietly and wait downstairs. This felt intrusive, intimate in a way I hadn't expected. But as I began to retreat, a groggy voice stopped me in my tracks.

"Come in, loser."

His voice was thick with sleep, eyes barely opened and squinting against the morning light. For a moment, I just stood there, frozen. The stillness in the room was punctuated by his deep, rhythmic breathing and the faint chirping of birds outside.

I glanced at the digital clock on his bedside table.
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"It's 9," I stammered, reminding him of our agreed meeting time.

He chuckled, the sound low and raspy.

"You losers are really obedient, huh?" With that, he stretched, muscles flexing, a sight that left me momentarily speechless. The soft sheets rustled with his movement, their fresh scent mixing with the more musky aroma of Hunter's skin.

My eyes darted around the room, taking in the details—sports trophies lined on shelves, pictures of friends and family, and surprisingly, a stack of books on his nightstand. There was more to him than met the eye.

But his voice snapped me back to the present.

"Close the door. Wanna get a bit more sleep. Come lie down."

I hesitated, the proposition seeming odd.

"I can wait downstairs," I protested gently.

But Hunter wasn’t having it.

"Just get in here, dammit."

Feeling out of my depth, I complied. Slowly walking to the other side of the bed, I slipped off my shoes and settled gingerly on the edge, keeping as much distance as possible.

The bed was soft and plush beneath me, embracing me in a cocoon of comfort. The room was enveloped in a gentle warmth, a sharp contrast to the nervous cold that had settled in my stomach.

Lying there, I couldn’t help but study Hunter. Sleep had softened his usually sharp features. His chest rose and fell rhythmically, and a few strands of hair had fallen over his forehead. It was hard not to notice the sculpted lines of his physique, the way his briefs clung to him, hinting at what lay beneath. An unfamiliar feeling bubbled up inside me.

Now, I understood the attraction, the allure that had the school's girls–and some guys–whispering and giggling. Hunter Brody, in sleep, was raw, unguarded, a far cry from the brash jock everyone knew.

Lost in my thoughts, the sound of my own breathing began to lull me into a state of drowsiness. The fatigue from the emotional roller-coaster of the past few hours, combined with the soothing environment of Hunter's room, was overwhelming.

And before I knew it, the weight of my eyelids became too much.

The soft rhythm of our combined breaths, the gentle warmth of the room, and the comforting scent of fresh linen mixed with Hunter's natural musk lulled me into slumber. The barriers and judgments temporarily forgotten, we both drifted into the peaceful oblivion of sleep.

Hours later, the laughter was what roused me first. It was a jarring, boisterous sound that was out of place in the serene atmosphere I had drifted off in. As my eyes fluttered open, they were immediately met with the grinning faces of two boys I recognized—Matt and Carlos—Hunter’s jock friends.

"Morning, Sleeping Beauty," Carlos drawled, a smirk on his lips. That smirk quickly morphed into a full-blown grin as he added, "Nice skirt."

Confused, I followed his gaze down to my waist. Panic coursed through me as I realized that, at some point during my unconsciousness, my jeans had been replaced by a short, flouncy cheerleading skirt.

My heart raced, pounding so loudly in my ears that I was sure the others could hear it.

"You guys think this is funny?" I shot back, attempting to pull the skirt down, to no avail.

Hunter, who was now sitting up, stretched languidly. He seemed to be thoroughly enjoying my discomfort.

"I’m hungry. Make something for us," he commanded nonchalantly, as if I were some kind of servant.

I shot him an incredulous look.

[image: A person wearing a skirt  Description automatically generated]

"I thought we were hanging out."

Carlos chortled, his eyes glinting with mischief.

"We are, in a way. But first, consider this... an initiation of sorts."

Feeling more cornered by the second, I retorted, "What the hell!? I'm going home!"

Matt, the gentler of the two, tried to play peacemaker.

"Look, man, it's a bit like hazing. You want to roll with us, this is part of the package. We won't hurt you or anything."

Before I could respond, Hunter's hand was on my arm, his touch oddly gentle. He pulled me toward him, his voice dripping with faux sweetness.

"Come on, wifey, make me a sandwich." To punctuate his words, he gave my butt a teasing squeeze. My cheeks flamed with a mix of embarrassment and surprise. Hunter's actions were unexpected, his tone playful yet commanding.

Carlos and Matt laughed louder, their voices filling the room.

"Yeah, we're going to watch soccer," Carlos said, lounging back on the bed.

"And we eat like real men. So none of that rabbit food you probably have at home."

Everything about this situation felt surreal. I was disoriented, torn between outrage and an odd desire to fit in. The scent of Hunter's cologne, mixed with the mustiness of his room and the sound of his friends' laughter, created a cacophony of emotions within me.

A part of me yearned to understand what drove these boys, to be part of their world.

Taking a deep breath, I met Hunter's gaze, searching for any hint of malice. All I found was amusement and a challenge. I could play along, show them I wasn't just the "nerd" they assumed I was.

Mustering as much dignity as I could in a cheerleading skirt, I nodded curtly.

"Fine. Sandwiches it is."


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE BRODY HOUSE was nothing short of a mansion. With each step, I felt like I was walking through the pages of an architecture magazine. The hushed whispers of lavish curtains, the soft thud of my shoes on the marble floor, and the subtle hint of a floral fragrance—likely from some imported, expensive potpourri—everything oozed opulence.

Trying to locate the kitchen was like navigating a labyrinth. After several wrong turns into rooms that looked like they belonged in a museum, I finally stumbled into a grand kitchen.

My breath caught in my throat as I took it all in: polished granite countertops, state-of-the-art appliances, a double oven, and a kitchen island that could probably fit my entire bedroom on it.

Under the fluorescent lights, I felt even more out of place. The silver gleam of high-end pots and pans seemed to mock my inexperience. I was a coder, a techie, someone who was more familiar with software than stovetops.

With determination, I approached the enormous refrigerator. Its sleek surface bore no resemblance to the one at home, cluttered with magnets and grocery lists. When I opened it, I was met with rows of perfectly organized, fresh ingredients. The fridge, it seemed, had its own touch screen—a smart refrigerator.
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On it, a range of recipes gleamed back at me. I mused over what constituted "real men" food. My gaze landed on a recipe for a 'Montecristo Sandwich.' Ham, turkey, cheese, and some added flair. It seemed meaty enough for real men.

The feeling of the skirt around my legs was bizarre, yet as I moved about the kitchen, I noted its convenience. The lightweight fabric allowed for swift movements, and in a strange way, I felt more agile, more unencumbered.

Pulling out the necessary ingredients, the rich scent of smoked ham and turkey filled the air. The texture of the bread felt soft under my touch, and as I layered each ingredient, I tried to keep my hands steady, occasionally brushing crumbs off the skirt.

The hum of the stove as I heated the pan was almost calming, juxtaposed against the roar of the soccer game from upstairs. My jacket sleeves rolled up, I lost myself in the rhythmic dance of cooking: buttering, grilling, flipping, plating.

Every so often, the hint of melted cheese would waft up, making my stomach rumble in response.

Thoughts raced in my head as the sandwich sizzled in the pan.

Was I really doing this to fit in?

To be one of them?

A part of me argued that this was just about surviving the day without becoming a total laughingstock. Another part whispered that perhaps there was a thrill in stepping into someone else's shoes—or in this case, a skirt.

The sandwiches, when they were done, looked golden brown and delectably crispy. The aroma was irresistible—a blend of savory meats, melted cheese, and the slight hint of sweetness from the jam I'd added.

I placed them on a tray, took a deep breath, and began the journey to the living room.

As I walked, the cool air of the mansion brushed against my legs, sending a shiver up my spine. It was a sensation of vulnerability, of exposure, but also of defiance. Let them laugh, I thought. They won't be laughing when they taste this.

With the tray held high, and my chin up, I was ready to face them.

The scent of the Montecristo sandwich, still warm and tantalizing, wafted through the vast living room, preceding me. As I stepped in, Carlos, ever the boisterous one, exclaimed, "Damn! That smells amazing!" I shot him a small smile, the compliment adding a slight bounce to my step.

Hunter, lounging on the plush couch with one arm slung over the back, gave me a once-over, eyes twinkling with amusement.

"Well, that's my wife for you," he announced with a cocky grin, nudging Matt who was sitting next to him.

I gritted my teeth, the term "wife" making my cheeks flush with a mix of embarrassment and annoyance. And yet, deep down, the way he said it sent an odd flutter through my chest, a feeling I couldn't quite place.

Setting the tray down on the coffee table, I began distributing the sandwiches.

"There's one for each of you," I said, trying to sound casual.

Hunter frowned, picking up a sandwich and slicing it in half with a knife from the nearby kitchen counter.

"Nonsense," he declared.

"Come sit down, eat with us." His tone was teasing, but there was an undercurrent of something genuine there.

Feeling awkward, I hesitated for a moment, but his inviting smirk and the empty space he patted beside him on the couch were hard to resist.

Sitting down, the leather felt cool against the skin of my thighs, exposed by the skirt. The TV blared with the excitement of the soccer game, but my attention was caught by the sandwich in Hunter's hand, now moving towards my mouth.

Playfully, he began to feed me, holding up half of the sandwich to my lips.
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"Open up," he grinned, looking straight into my eyes, his fingers just inches away from my face. I could feel the warmth of his hand, the soft bread under his fingers, and the deliciously rich aroma of the sandwich tempting my senses.

Every bite was a mix of thrill and trepidation, with Hunter’s mischievous gaze never leaving mine.

Carlos, never one to be left out, piped up in a mock-sweet tone, "Aww, you guys are so sweet! I wish someone would feed me too."

Hunter, with laughter in his eyes, picked up a crumb from the sandwich and flung it playfully at Carlos.

"Here, down dog!"

The room filled with laughter. Matt's chuckles, Carlos's loud guffaws, and even my own hesitant giggles blended together. In the middle of the raucous room, the soccer game playing in the background, the rich taste of the Montecristo sandwich on my tongue, and Hunter's warm presence beside me, I felt an emotion I wasn't prepared for.

The feeling was unsettling, but also strangely comforting.

Beneath the playful jabs and laughter, there was a budding camaraderie, a connection that went beyond the surface banter. Even if it was wrapped up in mockery and jest, for the first time, I felt included.

The game continued, the excitement from the TV punctuating our own animated conversation. All around me, the world felt vibrant, alive, and in sharp focus.

Soon after, Hunter's laughter echoed in the room as he tossed a bright pink bikini in my direction, just as I was about to take a sip of water.

The suddenness made me choke a bit. "Wear this," he commanded with that infectious grin, "we're going swimming."

I stared at the two-piece garment in my hands, its texture smooth and oddly comforting.

"Come on, I can't do that," I protested, my voice wavering a tad.

Matt, who until then had been silently watching the exchange, interjected.

"Do it and you’ll be walking the hallways with us for an entire week."

The weight of his words, the offer of popularity and acceptance, made me hesitate.

Could I really go through with this for a week of breezy strolls down the school corridors, flanked by the most popular boys?

Just as I was about to refuse, Hunter's face took on a mock-pleading look, his eyes wide and shimmering like a puppy denied a treat. With a resigned sigh, I grabbed the bikini and headed to the powder room downstairs.

The room was cool, filled with the scent of lavender air freshener. Soft light filtered in through frosted glass, casting a warm glow on the marbled counter.

As I stripped down and began to slip into the bikini, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. The bikini, in its vibrant shade of pink, was quite contrasting against my pale skin.

"This is so embarrassing," I mumbled to my reflection.

Yet, as I continued to study my image, I had to admit there was a strange appeal. The bikini fit snuggly, and my lanky frame didn't look too out of place in it.

Maybe if I was smoother... On impulse, I began to shave, removing hair from my legs, armpits, and more intimate regions. Each glide of the razor made my skin tingle, the cool air causing the newly exposed skin to goosebump.

After a while, I looked at my reflection again, appreciating the smoothness of my newly shaven skin. But my eyes kept getting drawn to the distinct bulge. I attempted to adjust myself, but it was no use.

Hunter's impatient voice cut through the silence.

"What's taking so long?"

Before I could respond, the door swung open and he stepped in, his eyes widening in surprise.

"Woah," he murmured, "that… oddly… looks good." I could feel the heat rush to my cheeks, the compliment, albeit weird, making my heart race.

Pointing down, I stammered, "This... this looks weird."

Hunter chuckled, then, with surprising gentleness, adjusted me in a way I hadn't thought of, making the front look smooth and flat.

"Better?" he asked with a smirk. I just nodded, unable to find words.
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"Whatever, let's go."

Stepping outside, the sun's heat enveloped me instantly, contrasting sharply with the cool interior of the house. I could hear the sound of water splashing and distant laughter.

As we approached the pool, Carlos and Matt looked up, their expressions a mix of shock and amusement.

"Woah, woah! What a babe!" Carlos hollered, his grin almost splitting his face in two.

With a newfound confidence, I dove into the pool, the cold water making my skin come alive, every droplet feeling like a tiny caress.

Before I knew it, Carlos, Matt, and Hunter surrounded me. They playfully lifted me, tossing me into the air, their strong hands ensuring I always landed safely back in the water.

With each toss, my initial hesitation waned, replaced by exhilaration and joy. The cool water, the scent of chlorine, the feeling of weightlessness, the sun warming my face, and the echoing laughter all blended into a heady experience.

After what felt like hours, I leaned back against the edge of the pool, my heart racing not just from the exertion, but also from the rollercoaster of emotions I'd experienced in the last few hours.

Maybe, just maybe, high school wouldn't be so bad after all.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

MONDAY MORNING, the classroom buzzed with its usual mix of gossip and the rustling of students getting settled. I was chatting with Alex, the steady hum of fluorescent lights above us and the muffled conversations of our classmates forming a familiar backdrop.

"I still can't believe what you did," he began, his voice filled with a mix of disbelief and concern. He leaned in closer, the smell of his minty toothpaste mixing with the aroma of chalk from the blackboard behind us.

I sighed, picking at the edge of my desk.

"It was fun," I defended, feeling the cool metal beneath my fingers.

He gave me a skeptical look.

"Cyril, they're just toying with you," he cautioned, his eyes scanning the classroom to ensure no one overheard.
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"But," I began, searching for the words, "I felt alive, you know?"

Before I could explain further, the classroom door opened with a bang, letting in a draft of hallway air. Hunter sauntered in, followed closely by Matt and Carlos. They carried with them the scent of fresh cologne and the unmistakable aura of confidence.

"Ready to be cool?" Hunter asked, a cocky grin playing on his lips as he approached our desk.

I could feel a rush of excitement. This was the moment I'd been waiting for–an opportunity to walk the hallways without the weight of invisibility pressing down on me.

Alex cast me a worried glance, but I couldn’t contain my eagerness. "Let's do this," I replied, standing up.

Together, we navigated the crowded corridors. Students turned their heads as we passed, their whispers an ever-growing wave of curiosity. The sensation of eyes on me was foreign, yet intoxicating.

I could hear the muted gasps and hushed conversations as they took in our newly formed group.

To my astonishment, some of the girls, who had always passed by me like I was part of the furniture, began greeting me with friendly smiles and hellos. Their floral perfumes wafted by, a stark contrast to the earthy, musky scents of the guys beside me.

The hallway seemed brighter, louder. Every footstep resonated with a sense of purpose, every glance felt like an affirmation. My heart raced, a drumbeat accompanying our march of defiance and acceptance.

As we entered the cafeteria, the noise level dipped momentarily.

The cool kids' table, once a distant dream, was now our destination. I could feel the cold, smooth surface of the table as I took my seat, the cool metal of the chair pressing against my back.

Hunter turned to me, his voice dripping with mock drama, "Welcome to the table of legends." Carlos and Matt chuckled, their laughter warm and inclusive.
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Alex, watching from our usual spot, sent me a mixed signal–pride, envy, and concern all rolled into one. I gave him a small nod, hoping he'd understand that I needed this.

That for once, I wanted to feel seen and heard.

The lunch hour flew by in a blur of laughter, teasing, and a newfound camaraderie. The taste of my sandwich was forgettable, but the sensation of belonging was something I'd savored for a long time.

As the bell rang, signaling the end of the break, Hunter clapped me on the back.

"Not bad for a rookie," he remarked.

Matt grinned, "Looks like we've got ourselves a new member."

Carlos, ever the joker, added, "Just remember, no more bikinis during lunchtime."

I laughed, the sound genuine and full of joy. As we made our way out of the cafeteria, I took one last look at where I used to sit.

Change was in the air, and I was ready to embrace it.

The school's field had an earthy scent later that afternoon—the combination of freshly mown grass and the slightly musky tang of sweat from students using the grounds. As I stood beside Hunter, Matt, and Carlos, the sounds of sneakers screeching against the pavement and distant cheers from other games filled the air.

We were in the midst of our warm-ups, each of us lost in the rhythmic pattern of stretches and exercises, the sun casting a golden hue on our surroundings. Its warmth kissed my skin, reminding me of the newness of the situation.

With every stretch, I could feel the strain in my muscles, that pleasant pull that hinted at growth.

A sudden burst of high-pitched laughter cut through the atmosphere, making me turn to the source. Carol, the school's reigning queen bee, was approaching with her posse in tow.

She was flanked by Elise, with her voluminous curls, and Tasha, whose pin-straight locks gleamed in the sunlight. Their scents, a mix of fruity perfumes and the hint of minty gum, reached us before they did.

"Why are you guys adopting a loser?" Carol sneered, her voice dripping with condescension.

"Do you have some charity program I'm unaware of?" Her entourage giggled, their laughter harmonizing in a mocking tune.

Hunter, never one to back down, straightened up, his tall frame casting a shadow over the smaller girl.

"Don't call him a loser," he said, his voice firm.

"He's one of us now."

Carol huffed, rolling her eyes dramatically.

"Whatever," she replied, flicking her perfectly manicured fingers dismissively.
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"Just remember, Hunter," she continued, voice sweet with a venomous undertone, "I don't want you jeopardizing your position as prom king. You know I want you beside me for that yearbook picture."

With a dramatic hair flip, a movement that sent the scent of her coconut-scented hair product wafting our way, she turned on her heel. Elise and Tasha followed suit, their collective departure creating a gust of air that carried their mix of perfumes away.

As they retreated, the weight of their words and presence still fresh in the air, I found myself muttering, "Carol's so pretty." The words tasted strange in my mouth, a mix of bitterness and genuine admiration.

"Why aren't you dating her?"

Hunter let out a laugh, a sound that held both amusement and a touch of disdain.

"Yeah, she's pretty," he acknowledged, "up until she starts opening her mouth." The guys joined in his laughter, the sound ringing genuine and warm.

I found myself chuckling along, the previous tension dissipating with each shared joke. I felt a gentle pat on my back, Matt's way of offering comfort.

Carlos interjected, always the clown in the group, "But you've got to admit, that hair flip was legendary!"

We all laughed harder at that, the camaraderie among us palpable.

The sun was setting, casting the school grounds in a golden-orange glow. It bathed us in warmth and painted our surroundings in soft hues. The sounds of distant games and cheers faded as we continued with our warm-ups, more determined and united than before.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE SATURDAY MORNING light filtered in softly through my bedroom window, casting the room in a pale gold. I had been up early, fueled by excitement and a curious mix of apprehension. My laptop lay open beside me on the bed, videos of recipes still playing on a loop.

Hunter's house, after all, was a wonder of culinary possibilities. I wanted to be prepared.

There was an invigorating feel in the air, the morning coolness touching my skin, causing small goosebumps. My fingers brushed against my legs, feeling the prickliness of hairs growing back.

Memories of the last time I went swimming with the guys surfaced, and I wondered if there might be another poolside adventure in store for me today.
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Decision made, I headed to the bathroom. The tiles felt cold beneath my feet, sending a pleasant chill up my spine. Under the bathroom's white lights, I began the now-familiar process of shaving my legs.

The soft hiss of the water, the scent of the shaving cream–eucalyptus with a hint of mint, and the gentle glide of the razor became a rhythmic dance.

With smooth legs, I stood up, inspecting my reflection. My face, still a little puffy from sleep, showed a faint stubble. Drawing the razor across my cheeks and chin, I relished in the gentle scrape and pull of the blade.

The cold splash of water after felt refreshing, tightening the skin. I ran a hand over my face, appreciating the smoothness. There was a peculiar satisfaction in it, the sensation of silk under my fingers.

I looked at my reflection, taking in the face that stared back. Was I changing? There was a newfound confidence in my eyes, a spark that hadn't been there before.

Last time, there had been moments of genuine enjoyment amidst the pranks and jests. The guys, especially Hunter, had a strange way of making me feel included, even when they were mocking me.

It was a weird dynamic, but I found myself looking forward to whatever the day held.

Picking up my phone, I checked the time. It was still early. An involuntary smile crossed my lips, thinking of the day ahead. The mixture of nerves, anticipation, and the delicious thrill of the unknown was intoxicating.

But as I left the bathroom, a small niggle of doubt surfaced.

Why was I so eager to be a part of their world?

Was it the allure of popularity?

The promise of acceptance?

Or was it something more?

Something to do with the way Hunter looked at me, the way he defended me, even as he teased?

I shook the thoughts away. Today was about fun, about being part of the group, and maybe, just maybe, understanding a little more about the enigma that was Hunter.

When I rang the doorbell of the Brody residence at 9 AM sharp, I was expecting to see Hunter's mother. She had a poised elegance about her, her crisp suit perfectly pressed, her blonde hair impeccably styled.

With a swift, gracious smile, she stepped aside to let me in.

And there was Hunter, looking all too formal and disciplined. It was a side of him I had never seen.

"Morning, Cyril," he greeted, his voice a shade more respectful than usual. I nodded in response, taking a moment to process the change in his demeanor.

Once the door clicked shut behind his departing mother, Hunter's eyes lit up with that familiar mischief. The tension that had been in the air evaporated, and he was back to his unpredictable, impulsive self.

“Come on, I’ve got a surprise for you,” he said, pulling me by the arm, guiding me to his room.

Once inside, I blinked in astonishment. Spread out neatly on Hunter’s bed was a complete cheerleading outfit from Granwell High, a nearby school.

There were shoes, pom-poms, even a wig. But what really got me was the realization of where it came from.

“Is this…?” I began.

Hunter laughed. “Yep, it’s my mom’s old uniform.”

I raised an eyebrow, more in surprise than judgment.

“You want me to wear this?”

He grinned, the playful glint in his eyes unmistakable.

“Thought it’d be fun.” His teasing tone was back, but I detected a hint of genuine encouragement beneath the jest.

Shaking my head with a mixture of resignation and excitement, I said, "Alright, but only because we’re friends now.”

“Fantastic,” he beamed.

“Now, I’ll leave you to it. Gonna get a quick run on the treadmill.”

Left to my own devices, I picked up the uniform, admiring the fine detail. The feel of the fabric against my fingers was soft yet sturdy, designed for flexibility. I started with the top, pulling it over my head. The snug fit accentuated my lanky frame, and I chuckled at the thought of what I must look like.

Next came the skirt, and the familiar swish and freedom I felt around my legs brought a smile to my face. The shoes were a little tight, but I managed to squeeze into them.

The pom-poms were the easiest part—their soft texture and vibrant colors adding an element of fun to the whole get-up.

The wig was where things got complicated. I picked it up gingerly, feeling the synthetic strands between my fingers. I'd never worn one before, but I was determined to get it right.

I quickly pulled out my phone, searching for “how to wear a wig properly.”

As I scrolled, I felt a mixture of amusement and bewilderment at the steps involved. With a deep breath, I adjusted the wig cap, trying to tuck in my own hair before positioning the wig itself. It took a few tries, but eventually, it felt right.

And then there was the makeup. A small collection of products lay on the bed, and I had no idea where to start. Again, my trusty phone came to the rescue.

“Basic makeup application” I typed, and soon I was trying to decipher terms like 'foundation', 'mascara', and 'blush'.

In the end, I decided to keep it simple. I picked up the red lipstick, uncapped it, and cautiously applied it to my lips. It wasn't perfect, a bit smudgy around the edges, but it would do.

Once fully dressed, I took a moment to look at my reflection in Hunter's full-length mirror. It was surreal.

The outfit, the wig, the smudged red lipstick—I looked entirely different.

And, in a strange way, I kind of liked it.

Thoughts whirled in my head as I tried to process the mixture of feelings. The absurdity, the fun, the vulnerability—it was all so new. But underneath it all was a budding confidence, a sense that maybe, just maybe, there was a side of me I hadn't yet discovered.

Lost in my thoughts, I nearly jumped when Hunter's voice sounded from the hallway.

“You ready or what?”

Taking a deep breath, I responded, "Coming!" I was curious to see his reaction and, more importantly, to find out what the day had in store.

As I stepped out of the room, trying my best to feel confident in the cheerleading ensemble, I saw Hunter's gaze lock onto me. I tried to read his expression, but it wasn't one I had seen before. There was a momentary pause, where I swear I could hear both our hearts beating.
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He swallowed hard, his usual bravado replaced with a curious hesitancy.

"I think you, you need to start preparing food... the guys are coming over soon," he managed to say, his voice unexpectedly shaky. Without waiting for my response, he turned and headed toward the gym in the house.

His reaction threw me off balance.

Was it shock?

Disgust?

For someone who typically wore his heart on his sleeve, I was surprised at how enigmatic he had become. I felt a pang of insecurity. Maybe I looked terrible. Maybe the whole idea was a bad one.

But there wasn't time to dwell on it. Food. That's what needed to be focused on.

Making my way to the kitchen, I decided on preparing pizza. The mere thought of the process–the blend of fragrances, the delicate balance of ingredients–was enough to distract me from the swirling doubts.

Pizza had been a family tradition, and it was one of the few dishes I was confident about making.

Upon opening the refrigerator, a wave of relief washed over me. Ready-made pizza bases were stacked neatly on one of the shelves.

That would save a ton of time.

Pulling them out, the familiar cool, slightly spongy texture of the pizza base felt reassuring under my fingertips. My focus shifted entirely to the task at hand.

I began gathering the rest of the ingredients—plump tomatoes, fresh mozzarella, pepperoni slices, olives, and bell peppers.

The scent of the vegetables as I started chopping was both earthy and invigorating. Tomatoes gave off their characteristic tangy aroma, while the bell peppers had a fresh, almost sweet scent. The rhythmic sound of the knife against the chopping board, combined with the vibrant colors of the ingredients, was almost therapeutic.

I reached for the sauce next, spreading it generously over the base. Its rich tomato aroma was a nostalgic reminder of family pizza nights. Each layer of ingredient I added was like crafting an artwork; a balance of color, texture, and flavor.

The softness of the cheese, the slight resistance of the pepperoni, the crunch of the bell peppers—every sensation was a dance of contrasts. And with every addition, the pizza transformed, becoming a mosaic of tastes waiting to meld together.

Once assembled, I slid the pizzas into the oven. The warmth radiated against my face, and the sound of the timer ticking was a gentle reminder of the anticipation building up.

While the pizzas baked, I found myself lost in thought, wondering about Hunter's reaction. His stuttering, the way he seemed almost... taken aback. It was unsettling.

"Did I push the boundaries too much?" I pondered.

But then, the tantalizing aroma of baking pizza started to fill the room, pulling me out of my reverie. The blend of melting cheese, crisping crust, and a medley of toppings wafted around, making my mouth water.

It felt like a comforting hug, reminding me that sometimes, it's the simple things that matter most.

Once the timer dinged, I temporarily ditched the pompoms and donned oven mitts then carefully pulled out the golden, bubbling masterpieces.

The sight was a feast in itself, and the heat emanating from the pizzas was a stark contrast to the coolness of the kitchen tiles beneath my feet.

I placed them on the counter, letting them cool slightly. I felt a strange mix of pride and nervousness. The pizzas looked fantastic, but would they be enough to lighten the mood?
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Would the guys appreciate the effort?

Shaking off the uncertainties, I took a moment to appreciate the scene in front of me.

The soft hum of the refrigerator filled the silence of the kitchen as I scrolled through lines of codes on a forum. The weight of the pompoms dangled from my wrists, a stark contrast to the world of technology that gripped my focus.

The phone's screen emitted a cool, pale light that painted my fingers in a gentle glow.

Behind me, the faint sounds of laughter and chatter began to approach. I knew it was the guys. My heart rate accelerated a notch, and a cocktail of nervousness and excitement bubbled up.

The kitchen door swung open, revealing Carlos and Matt, their expressions a mixture of surprise and intrigue.

"Woah," Carlos breathed, his eyes wide.

"Is that really you, Cyril?"

Before I could reply, I felt the warmth of Carlos's hand on my waist, drawing me close. Almost simultaneously, Matt mirrored the gesture, their fingers grazing the fabric of my cheerleading outfit and the wig.

The touch, unfamiliar yet not entirely unwelcome, sent a rush of heat to my cheeks.

"Look at you," Matt murmured appreciatively.

"I never thought I'd see the day. Very convincing."

Carlos chimed in with a laugh, "You look... pretty. Like, really pretty."

Their words, dripping with genuine admiration, left me feeling exposed yet exhilarated. The conflicting emotions swirled within me. Sure, I identified as straight, but there was no denying the warmth and affection their actions stirred within.

As the three of us chatted, I caught Hunter's gaze from the far end of the kitchen. He was grinning, clearly amused by the scene. Yet, his eyes had an intensity to them, especially when they darted towards Carlos and Matt's hands that lingered on my waist.

"How about a new name to match the new look?" Carlos mused, playfully twirling a strand of my wig. The kitchen filled with suggestions, each more outrageous than the last.

"Cassandra?" Matt offered.

"Too common," Carlos replied with a smirk.

"Camilla?"

"Close, but no."

The banter continued until Carlos, with a dramatic pause, exclaimed, "Ciara!"

The name resonated, fitting the person I seemed to have become.

"Ciara," I repeated, letting it roll off my tongue.

"I like it."

In a sudden, playful move, Carlos delivered a light slap to my behind. The surprise sent a jolt up my spine. Before I could react, Hunter's voice cut through, tinged with mock seriousness, "I'm the only one allowed to do that."

Carlos raised his hands in defense, his usual cocky demeanor momentarily faltered.

"Woah, man, chill!"

Shifting his attention to the counter, Carlos's gaze landed on the pizzas.

"Did you make these, Ciara?" he asked, that familiar teasing tone returning.

With nods and laughs, the group congregated around the table, each one grabbing a slice. The warmth of camaraderie wrapped around us, as intoxicating as the tantalizing aroma of the pizzas.

Later that afternoon, the bass thumped from the TV speakers, sending waves of vibrations through the living room. Club music videos played in a mesmerizing loop, with dancers swaying and twirling, their moves sharp and energetic. The four of us lounged around, the atmosphere alive with youthful exuberance.

Carlos, his face gleaming with mischief, patted his thighs and beckoned me with a playful grin.

"Why don't you give us a little lap dance?" he teased.

"Show us what a cheerleader's got."

Matt joined in, his eyes glinting with the same mischievous spark, "Yeah, come on over here, Ciara!"

The room, already thick with adrenaline and excitement, seemed to buzz even louder. Laughing, and feeling the intoxicating pull of the music, I decided to go along with it. After all, the entire evening had been about embracing the unexpected.

Taking a cue from the dancers on screen, I tried to emulate their moves, shifting my hips and swaying to the rhythm. It felt liberating, and a thrill coursed through me.

As I moved between Carlos and Matt's laps, their laughter and cheers only spurred me on. But there was another sensation—one that I couldn't ignore. A heat, a certain kind of "excitement" from them that was evident through their pants.

In the midst of it all, a sharp click pierced the room. The music was gone, the screen blank. Hunter stood by the TV, remote in hand, his face an unreadable mask.
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"I'm bored," he announced, his voice flat. "Ciara, just… go home."

Confusion clouded my thoughts.

"But it's too early," I protested, still panting slightly from the dance.

Hunter's gaze hardened.

"Just go the fuck home," he snapped, pointing towards the powder room.

"Change back into your clothes."

Carlos and Matt exchanged uneasy glances, any trace of their previous mirth now replaced with apprehension. The tension in the room was palpable, pressing down like a weight on my chest.

Biting back the sudden sting of tears, I made my way to the powder room.

As I began to change, a whirlwind of thoughts assaulted me.

Had I done something wrong?

Was it the dance?

The earlier events?

Every possible scenario played in my mind.

The fabric of my usual clothes felt cold and unwelcome against my skin. It was as though with each garment, I was shedding away the vibrant persona of Ciara and stepping back into the monochrome world of Cyril.

Exiting the powder room, I cast one last glance at the living room. Hunter's back was turned, his posture rigid. Carlos and Matt gave me sympathetic looks.

"See you in school," Matt whispered.

The front door closed behind me with an almost final sound. The night air was cool, but it did nothing to quell the turmoil of emotions churning within.

Every step away from Hunter's house felt like a step away from a dream—a dream that had shifted too quickly into a nightmare.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

MONDAY MORNING ARRIVED and I sat across from Alex, trying to concentrate on our project, but my mind was a million miles away.

The hum of fluorescent lights filled the library, casting a sterile glow over the rows of books and the scattered students deep in their work. The scent of old paper and the distant rustle of turning pages mingled with the distant tapping of computer keyboards.

Every time I closed my eyes, snippets of Saturday afternoon replayed in my mind—the laughter, the dance, and finally, Hunter's harsh words.

I absentmindedly traced the wood grain on the table with my fingertips, lost in my thoughts.

Alex noticed my distraction and nudged me gently, his eyebrows knitting in concern.
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"What's eating you?"

I hesitated, glancing up at him.

"Nothing," I murmured, not trusting myself to explain the chaos of emotions within.

Before he could press further, the library doors swung open with a dramatic flourish, drawing our attention. In walked Hunter, Carlos, Matt, followed closely by Carol and her entourage.

My heart dropped as I saw Hunter's hand intertwined with Carol's. They looked every bit the school's golden couple—confident, charismatic, and carefree.

Hunter's gaze swept across the room, and when his eyes met mine, he raised an eyebrow—a gesture I couldn't decipher.

Was it an invitation?

Mockery?

Indifference?

It was hard to tell.

Alex leaned in, his voice low.

"Why aren't you with them? You guys seemed pretty tight last week."

Swallowing the lump in my throat, I managed a weak smile.

"I don’t know, they didn’t invite me," I replied, trying to sound nonchalant. The jealousy burning within me was hard to mask.

The unmistakable scent of Carol's perfume wafted over to us as she laughed at something Matt said. It was a scent that always lingered in the hallways after she passed by, strong and assertive, much like her personality.

"Why does it matter anyway?" I tried to deflect, redirecting my focus on the class project.

Alex studied me for a moment, his perceptive eyes catching more than I cared to admit.

"It doesn't," he responded finally.

"But remember, just because they're popular doesn't mean they have it all figured out."

I nodded, grateful for the change in topic. Yet, as the day wore on, I couldn't help but steal occasional glances at Hunter and his group. The sounds of their laughter echoed in my ears, a stark contrast to the quiet conversations I shared with Alex.

During one of those stolen glances, I caught Hunter's eyes again.

There was something there—a depth, a hint of uncertainty—that made me wonder if there was more to him than the façade he so expertly portrayed.

Later, as I packed up my things, I couldn't help but overhear snippets of Carol's conversation with her friends. "...can't believe he spent time with that loser," she giggled, and my heart sank.

Walking out of the library, the weight of the weekend's events pressed heavily on me. The sights and sounds of the school, usually so familiar, felt alien and distant.

I tried to shake off the unease, but Hunter's expression—that ambiguous raise of his eyebrow—remained etched in my mind.

Alex clapped me on the back as we headed to our next class.

"Forget them," he advised.

"You've got more important things to focus on."

He was right, of course. But as the day wore on, the tendrils of doubt and longing kept creeping back in, making me question where I truly belonged.

That afternoon, the scent of sweat and damp gym clothes filled the locker room. The clang of metal lockers opening and closing, the sound of laughter and teasing, and the muffled beat of music playing from someone's headphones created a cacophony of typical high school life.

I sat on the bench, slowly lacing up my sneakers, feeling the cool metal of the eyelets against my fingers.

"Hey, Cyril," Carlos's voice was playful as he approached, Matt grinning beside him. The fluorescent lighting of the locker room cast a harsh glow on them, emphasizing the playful twinkle in their eyes.

"You know," Matt began, his voice teasing, "you looked way hotter in that wig and skirt."

Carlos laughed, nodding in agreement.

"Definitely more... interesting."

I felt my cheeks burn.
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"Guys, please, can we just forget that ever happened?" I whispered urgently, looking around to make sure no one was within earshot.

The playful look in Carlos's eyes turned to one of understanding.

"Don't worry, it's our secret," he assured, winking. Matt just chuckled, patting me on the back.

Just then, Hunter's voice sliced through the atmosphere like a cold wind.

"What are you two doing? We have a game to win!" His tone was sharp, commanding. The playful banter between Matt, Carlos, and me dissipated instantly, replaced by a palpable tension.

I tried to catch Hunter's eye, to convey my feelings, my questions, but he had already turned away, moving further down the locker room.

My heart sank.

As the locker room gradually emptied, I found myself drawn to the large mirror on the far wall. Alone now, I looked at my reflection, taking in the sight of my short hair, my unmistakably male features.

I touched my face, feeling the rough stubble on my chin, the flatness of my chest. The sounds around me faded, replaced by the rush of my own thoughts.

Why was I feeling this way?

Jealousy?

Confusion?

Desire?

I studied my reflection, seeing the contrast between the boy in the mirror and the image of 'Ciara' that had briefly existed. I couldn't compete with Carol, and part of me didn't want to. Carol was gorgeous, a living embodiment of feminine beauty and grace, while I was... just me.

Yet, there had been something liberating, something thrilling about being Ciara. The way Matt and Carlos had looked at me, the playful flirtation, the unexpected attention... it was intoxicating.

But it was more than that. It was a glimpse into a side of me I had never known existed. A side that was vulnerable, desired, and cherished.

I took a deep breath, the cool air of the locker room filling my lungs. The faint aroma of soap and shampoo wafted from the showers, grounding me in the moment.

Closing my eyes, I tried to push away the whirlwind of thoughts, focusing instead on the sensations around me.

The rhythmic tapping of basketballs against the gym floor reached my ears, signaling that the game was about to begin. The weight of my sneakers against the tiled floor, the cool metal of the locker beneath my fingers, the slightly damp feeling of my gym shirt against my skin–all these sensations served as a stark reminder of reality.

I shook my head, trying to rid myself of the chaotic thoughts. Hunter's cold demeanor, Carol's beauty, the allure of being Ciara–it was all too much to process.

Taking one last look in the mirror, I whispered to my reflection, "Who are you?" But the boy staring back at me didn't have an answer.

With a sigh, I grabbed my gym bag, the rough fabric scratching against my hand. The weight of the unresolved emotions pressed down on me, but I knew I couldn't avoid them forever. For now, though, there was a game to play, and life to live.

The gym echoed with the rhythmic thud of basketballs hitting the polished wooden floor. The acrid scent of sweat hung in the air, mingling with the musty aroma of old gym equipment.

Bright fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting a stark white light over the court. The rubbery texture of the basketball felt strangely comforting under my fingers as I dribbled it, focusing intently on getting the movement right.
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"Pick up the pace, Cyril!" Coach Surej's voice cut through the background noise, sharp and demanding. I gritted my teeth, trying to push my body faster, the squeak of sneakers against the floor becoming more frantic.

"Come on, be a man and handle the ball properly!" he bellowed, his voice echoing off the walls. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment. Around me, the sounds of suppressed laughter grew louder, adding to my mounting humiliation.

Trying to block out the noise, I concentrated on the feel of the ball, the rhythm of it hitting the floor and rebounding into my hand. The cool air of the gym felt sharp against my flushed skin, every taunt and jeer stinging like a physical blow.

"Or maybe you'd prefer to join the cheerleading squad?" Coach Surej sneered, drawing another round of raucous laughter from the team. I felt a burning sensation at the back of my eyes, fighting to keep the tears from spilling out.

Enough was enough.

In a swift motion, anger and frustration fueling my actions, I threw the ball down with all my might. The sound was deafening, echoing throughout the gym.

Without another word, I turned and sprinted towards the exit, the weight of my sneakers pounding against the floor mirroring the rapid beat of my heart.

Behind me, I heard Hunter's voice, full of indignation, "That's not cool, Coach."

But his words were drowned out by the rush of blood in my ears and the roar of emotions swirling inside me. Hunter called my name, the urgency in his voice unmistakable.

"Cyril! Wait!"

But it was too late. I was already out of the gym, the doors slamming shut behind me. The sudden shift in atmosphere was jarring–from the suffocating heat and noise of the gym to the cool, quiet hallway.

I pressed my back against the cold, smooth surface of the lockers, trying to catch my breath.

"Why did I even think I could fit in?" I whispered to myself, the metallic taste of anger and sadness on my tongue. I wrapped my arms around myself, the cold seeping through my sweaty shirt, causing goosebumps to form on my skin.

For a moment, all I could hear was my own ragged breathing. The humiliation was almost palpable, like a heavy weight pressing down on my chest. I had wanted so desperately to be a part of the team, to be accepted by them, and all I had received in return was mockery and derision.

A sudden vibration in my pocket jolted me from my thoughts. Pulling out my phone, I saw a flurry of messages from Hunter, each one more urgent than the last. I didn't want to read them, not yet.

I needed space, time to process everything.

Closing my eyes, I tried to push away the memories of Coach Surej's taunts, the laughter of the team.

I felt raw, exposed, like an open wound.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE SOUND OF FINGERS tapping on the keyboard filled the room as I sat with Alex, coding side by side. My bedroom was filled with a kind of concentrated energy that only two deeply engrossed nerds could produce. The scent of cold pizza and old coffee hung in the air, remnants of our earlier snack break.

I paused to stretch, the soft fabric of my shirt pulling taut against my back, and glanced over at Alex's screen.

"Dude, why is your code dressed up like it's going to a fancy party? All those unnecessary parentheses and indentations."

Alex chuckled, pushing up his glasses that had slid slightly down his nose.
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"Maybe because it's trying to impress your code. I've heard your functions are pretty... functional."

I laughed, the familiar lightness of our banter lifting my spirits.

"Speaking of dressing up, did you hear about the scientist who tried to attend a black-tie event in a lab coat? He said he wanted to be 'elementally formal'."

Alex snorted, almost knocking over his coffee.

"That's awful. But okay, I'll counter. Why did the physicist break up with the biologist? There was no chemistry!"

We both groaned, sharing a grin. The warm feeling of camaraderie wrapped around me, reminding me of simpler times, of days spent debugging code and discussing the latest tech news.

"I've missed this," I admitted, turning to face him.

"Just hanging out, coding, making terrible jokes."

He met my gaze, a small smile tugging at the corner of his lips.

"I thought you'd forgotten about us mere mortals since joining the ranks of the cool kids."

A pang of guilt shot through me.

"I'm sorry if it felt that way. Things just got... complicated."

He leaned back in my chair, studying me with those keen eyes that missed nothing.

"You don't owe me an explanation, Cyril. I get it. New experiences, new friends. It's all part of growing up."

Feeling the rough texture of the desk under my fingers, I took a deep breath. The weight of my recent experiences pressed heavily on me.

"It's not that I didn't want to hang out. I just... I lost myself for a bit."

He nodded. "It happens. We all want to fit in, to feel accepted. It's just... I was worried about you."

The sincerity in his voice touched something deep within me. I blinked back the sudden sting of tears.

"I should've been there. For both of us."

He chuckled softly.

"Look at us, getting all sentimental. Next, you'll tell me I'm cooler than any of the jocks you've been hanging with."

I grinned, feeling the weight on my chest lift slightly.

"How can anyone be cooler than you? I mean, you're the only one I know who can crack quantum physics jokes and make them sound fun."

He threw his head back and laughed. "Well, when you put it that way."

Later that afternoon, the door closed behind Alex with a soft thud, the sound of goodbyes still echoing in my ears when I saw Hunter approaching from the opposite direction.

His usual confident stride seemed a tad hesitant, and there was an unmistakable unease in the way he held himself.

"Hunter? What are you doing here?" I asked, my voice betraying more surprise than I had intended.

He stopped just a few steps away from me, his eyes searching mine.

"You weren't answering my texts. We were supposed to hang out today, remember?"

I could feel the cool air around us, carrying the scent of freshly watered grass and the faint hum of distant cars. My heart raced, every emotion I'd bottled up over the past week now threatening to spill out.

"For what?" I snapped, bitterness edging my words.

"So you can humiliate me again? Toy with me? Then just pretend like nothing happened at school?"

His jaw clenched, and for a moment, I thought I saw hurt flash across his blue eyes.
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"No, Cyril, that's not..."

But I wasn't in the mood to hear his excuses. I could feel the warmth of my tears threatening to fall, and the weight of humiliation and anger pressed down on me, making it hard to breathe.

Suddenly, Hunter closed the gap between us, and before I could process what was happening, his lips met mine in a desperate kiss.

My mind went blank, the world around me fading away. The sensation of his soft lips against mine, the slightly rough texture of his stubble, the mingling of our breaths—it was all so new, so overwhelming.

My first kiss.

When he pulled away, we were both breathless, and I was utterly disoriented. My lips tingled, my heart thudded loudly in my ears, and I felt a swarm of butterflies fluttering wildly in my stomach.

Hunter's gaze held mine, his voice soft and pleading.

"Just come with me. I'll explain everything, I promise."

Without waiting for my response, he gently took my hand, and we started walking toward his neighborhood. I could hear the crunch of gravel under our shoes, the distant chirping of birds, and the rhythmic sounds of children playing.

Every sensation was magnified, every sound clearer, every scent more potent.

As we walked, I tried to gather my thoughts, to make sense of what had just happened. I could still taste him on my lips, a mix of mint and something uniquely Hunter.

I was both elated and terrified, my emotions a whirlwind that threatened to consume me.

Hunter led me up the stairs of his family home, the plush carpet muffling our footsteps. The walls were lined with pictures of what I assumed were happier times.

We paused outside one particular door, and Hunter hesitated, his hand hovering above the doorknob. The scent of fresh paint hinted that the room had been recently refurbished.

"Before we go in," he began, taking a deep breath, "there's something you should know."

I looked at him, noting the anguish in his eyes. "What is it?"

He swallowed hard, his gaze fixed on the door.

"This was my sister's room," he said, voice thick with emotion. "My sister Heather, she... she was transgender."
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He opened the door slowly, revealing a room that was a mix of feminine and masculine touches. Posters of bands and movies adorned the walls, along with framed photos of a beautiful girl with the same blue eyes as Hunter. The scent of her favorite perfume lingered in the air, a soft reminder of her presence.

"She took her life last year," he continued, his voice trembling.

"Her ex-boyfriend had gotten another girl pregnant. She felt abandoned, betrayed."

My heart ached for him, the enormity of his loss evident in every word, every tear. I reached out, placing a comforting hand on his shoulder.

His shoulders shook as he cried, the raw pain in his eyes almost unbearable to see. He leaned into me, his tears wetting the front of my shirt, his sobs echoing in the otherwise silent room.

"She was my best friend," he whispered between sobs.

"We did everything together. She was the most beautiful soul I've ever known."

We sank down onto the bed, her bed, the sheets still holding her warmth. Hunter clutched a stuffed bear, one I assumed belonged to his sister.

"She used to wear the cheerleading outfit," he said, his voice distant.

"It was her way of embracing her true self. Whenever I saw you in it... for a brief moment, I felt like she was still here."

I held him tighter, his confession adding layers to the already complicated situation.

"I'm so sorry, Hunter. I never knew."

He shook his head. "I never told anyone. I wasn't ready."

We sat there for what felt like hours, lost in our own thoughts. The weight of his secret pressed down on us, but in that shared moment, a new bond was formed between us.

"I never expected to be attracted to you when you dressed up," he confessed, pulling away slightly to look at me.

"But when I saw you dancing with Carlos and Matt... I was so jealous. I couldn't handle the mix of emotions."

I searched his eyes, finding sincerity and pain.

"We all deal with pain in our own ways," I whispered.

He nodded. "I know it was wrong to use you as a way to cope, and I'm so sorry. I just... I miss her so much."

I held him close, our heartbeats syncing up as the pain, confusion, and understanding swirled between us. The world outside continued its steady pace, but in that room, time seemed to stand still.

Finally, he pulled away, wiping away his tears.

"Thank you, Cyril. For listening, for understanding."

I smiled, squeezing his hand. "Always."

I walked towards Heather’s cabinet, the handles cool to the touch. The wooden surface was polished and smooth, reflecting the dim light of the room.

As I pulled open the drawer, the familiar scent of perfume wafted out, blending with the smell of wood and aged paper.

"What are you doing?" his voice was tinged with surprise, perhaps a hint of worry.

"Just doing what I should," I replied, my fingers running over the fabric, feeling the satin texture of the cheerleading outfit. The gentle rustle of the material accompanied my movements as I carefully pulled out the familiar uniform.

Hunter watched, an unreadable expression on his face, as I slowly began to undress. The cool air of the room prickled my skin, each goosebump telling its own story of anxiety and anticipation.

When I slipped on the cheerleading top, I felt the snug fit contouring to my chest, making me hyper-aware of my own heartbeat.

The skirt was next, its pleats falling perfectly, brushing against my thighs. Every movement seemed more pronounced, every sensation heightened. I then reached for the wig, letting the strands cascade down my fingers before setting it atop my head.

Facing the mirror, it was uncanny how the transformation was almost immediate. There I stood, a mirror image of the photos in Heather’s room. But there was also a hint of something else, something uniquely mine.

Turning to him, I took a deep breath, the air filling my lungs with a mix of determination and vulnerability.

"To be honest, I didn't know why I felt jealous too. And I really did enjoy dressing up. It made me feel... powerful. Cherished. Loved. It felt right."
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For a moment, he didn't respond. He just stared, his blue eyes wide and filled with a mix of shock, admiration, and something deeper.

But then, he closed the distance between us, cupping my face in his hands. His palms were warm, rough with calluses from years of sports. The gentle pressure of his fingers conveyed so many unsaid emotions.

Before I could react, our lips met.

The sensation was electrifying, like two charged particles finally finding their other half. It was a kiss filled with so many emotions–guilt, longing, acceptance, and above all, understanding.

We pulled apart slowly, our foreheads resting against each other. Both of us were trying to catch our breath, the rhythm of our heartbeats echoing each other’s.

"I'm sorry," he murmured, his breath warm against my skin.

I shook my head. "No apologies. We're in this together."

He chuckled softly, the sound melodic and soothing.

"Never thought I'd be here, at this moment, feeling this way. Life's strange, huh?"

"Unpredictably beautiful," I replied, my voice muffled against his chest as I leaned into his embrace.

We stood like that for a while, just holding each other. The weight of the past, present, and the uncertain future hung between us. Yet, in that instant, it all felt right.

For the first time in what felt like forever, I felt seen.

Not as someone else's image or someone else's expectation of being cool, but for who I truly was. And in that realization, I found strength. The strength to be myself, irrespective of the world outside.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

AFTER THE WEIGHT of our shared confessions and the intensity of our emotions, Hunter, always the jokester, managed to break the momentary silence.

"So... does this make you my girlfriend now?" His eyes danced with mirth, a cheeky grin spreading across his face.

I looked down, noticing the contrast of my somewhat hairy legs against the smooth fabric of the cheerleading outfit. "I don't know," I replied, chuckling.

"But I've got to shave my legs."

His eyes widened slightly, then he smirked. "And the stubble too, babe." He rubbed a thumb over my cheek, the touch feather-light, yet I could still feel the slight coarseness from his own day's growth.

We both burst into laughter, the light-heartedness a stark contrast to the depth of the previous moments. The sound echoed in the room, dispelling the heaviness that had surrounded us.

But then, as our laughter subsided, he gazed at me earnestly.
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"Seriously though, you're okay with... dressing up for me?"

The ambient light from the room cast shadows over his face, but I could still see the hope in his eyes, mixed with concern.

I paused for a moment, savoring the familiar scent of him, the soft rustle of the outfit I wore, and the distant hum of the world outside the room. Taking a deep breath, I met his gaze, "No," I said softly, causing a brief flicker of confusion in his eyes before I continued, "I'm dressing up for me."

His face broke into a wide smile, his blue eyes shining brighter than ever.

"That," he murmured, pulling me close, "is the best answer you could've given."

As he leaned down, I could feel the warmth of his breath against my lips, the scent of mint signaling his proximity. Our lips met, softly at first, then deepening with passion. It was a kiss that spoke of acceptance, of understanding, of mutual discovery.

Pulling back slightly, I touched my forehead to his. The rhythmic beat of our hearts seemed to merge, creating a song that only the two of us could hear. I breathed in deeply, taking in the scent of him, the lingering taste of our kiss, and the emotions swirling between us.

"I've got a lot to figure out," I admitted softly, "about myself, about us. But one thing I do know is that I want to discover it all with you by my side."

He squeezed my hand, his fingers entwined with mine.

"We've got time," he whispered.

"And I'm here, every step of the way."

Our surroundings seemed to fade away as we sat there, lost in each other. The world outside continued its relentless march, but in that room, time stood still.

All that mattered was the connection between us, the promise of a future together, and the journey of self-discovery we were both embarking upon.

Hunter and I navigated the tricky terrains of our secret relationship, an unwritten agreement to keep things quiet. It was the rhythm of Saturday nights that became our respite—those hours we spent together at his place, lost in our world.

One evening, as I scrutinized my face in my bathroom mirror, my eyebrows stood out, dense and untamed against my fair skin. The thought crossed my mind, 'Wouldn’t I look better with them a bit thinner?' Just the thought of doing something so audacious made my heart race.

Soon after, I paused at my mother’s bedroom door, leaning against the frame. She sat at her vanity, meticulously applying her nighttime skincare routine, the soft scent of rosewater emanating from her creams.

The faint hum of her radio played a melody, interrupted by the occasional rustling of her nightgown as she moved. A set of rollers sat neatly in her hair, painting a picture of comfort and routine.

She caught my gaze in her mirror, her eyes inquisitive.

"Why are you watching me like that?"

I giggled, trying to find the right words.

"Nothing... I just like your eyebrows."

She turned, a hint of amusement on her face.

"Huh? But you have nice eyebrows."

"But they’re unruly," I protested, "and so thick. Can you make them like yours?”

My mother's eyes widened, a mixture of surprise and concern.

“Honey, you’ll look like a girl,” she warned softly.

I hesitated, my voice dropping to almost a whisper.

“Is that wrong?”

For a moment, an agonizing silence filled the room. I braced for a wave of disapproval, but instead, she opened a drawer, pulling out a slender eyebrow razor.

“Come here,” she beckoned with a gentle smile.

The soft touch of her fingers against my face was soothing, and I closed my eyes, letting the feeling wash over me. She whispered, more to herself than me, “As long as you're not taking advantage of others or causing them pain, there's nothing wrong."

The sound of the razor working was barely audible over our shared breaths. Every now and then, I felt a cool sweep of a damp cloth on my skin, removing stray hairs.

I cherished her touch, her acceptance, her warmth.

She worked with meticulous care, stopping every so often to examine her progress. Finally, she said with a hint of excitement in her voice, “Come, look!”

Leading me to the mirror, she stood behind me, her hands resting on my shoulders. The reflection that met me was different but felt right. The change was subtle, but it made a world of difference.

“You were right,” she exclaimed, her eyes twinkling.
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“You do look better with these brows.”

A rush of emotion threatened to spill over.

"I love you, Mom," I whispered, my voice cracking slightly.

Her arms encircled me in a warm embrace, her voice gentle but firm, “And I love you too, honey, always."

At that moment, with her reassuring embrace, all my worries melted away. For I knew that no matter where life took me, her love would always be a constant.

The next day, with each step I took that morning, the world felt a little lighter, a little brighter. The sun seemed to greet me with a special warmth, and the morning air was tinged with the scent of blooming flowers.

"Hey!" Alex's voice called out. I turned to see him jogging up to meet me, his bag swinging to the rhythm of his pace. We'd always walked to school together; our houses were right next to each other, and we had established a routine of sorts over the years.

He squinted at me, then laughed.

"Dude, what happened to your brows?"

I grinned, brushing my newly-shaved eyebrows with a finger.

"Mom shaved them."

He stared at me, his face a mix of surprise and amusement.

"That's so morbid."

Chuckling, I nudged him. "I asked her to."

Alex's eyebrows, which remained thankfully intact, shot up. But before he could comment further, he shifted the topic.

"Hey, speaking of morbid, did you manage to debug that piece of code we were working on? The one that kept raising the zombie processes?"

The chatter about codes and programs, familiar and comforting, carried us towards the school. As we approached the school's imposing gates, I felt the weight of curious eyes on me.

Whispers spread through clusters of students like ripples on water, and there was a mixture of giggles and murmurs. Some pointed discreetly, while others just stared.

I kept my chin up, ignoring them, focusing on each step and on Alex's distracting chatter about our coding projects.

Yet, amid the sea of faces, there was one I sought out. Hunter. Our eyes met across the hallway, and for a split second, the world blurred around us.

His lips quirked in a half-smile, and he discreetly winked at me. That simple gesture was enough to make my heart race, and my phone buzzed almost immediately after.

Pulling it out, I saw a new message from Hunter: You look extra beautiful today, babe.

My lips curved into a smile, warmth filling me from the inside out.

"Who's that?" Alex nudged me playfully, trying to peek at my phone.

"Nobody," I teased, tucking my phone away.

Alex rolled his eyes. "Alright, Mr. Mysterious. Let's get to class."

We continued on, and I couldn’t help but let my thoughts wander to the upcoming weekend. Another Saturday with Hunter awaited, another chance to explore this newfound aspect of myself.

And though the world around me seemed so different, I felt grounded in the knowledge that those who mattered most saw me for who I truly was.

It was a Saturday once more and as I carefully stepped into Heather’s outfit, I could feel the fabric's smooth texture hugging my body.

The pink tube top glistened softly under the room's lighting, and the mini skirt swished with every subtle movement. The faint scent of her perfume, which seemed to linger on all her belongings, was both comforting and poignant.

Slipping into her clothes felt like stepping into another world, a world where I was free to be a different version of myself.

"Wow," Hunter murmured, looking up from where he was lounging on the bed, his eyes scanning my form appreciatively. The soft lilt in his voice held a mixture of amazement and desire.

"You look stunning, Ciara."

Blushing slightly, I adjusted the outfit, feeling the cool air of the room on my bare shoulders.
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"Thanks. It's just… Heather's clothes always fit just right." I let out a sigh, thinking of her. How different everything would've been if she was still around.

The room's ambiance changed as a slow song started playing on the radio. The mellowness of the music, mixed with the dim lighting, created a serene environment. We sat there for a while, absorbing the quietude, our own thoughts keeping us company.

Breaking the silence, Hunter said, "I want to take you to prom."

I froze, my heart rate quickening. "What?"

He looked deep into my eyes. "I want to take you to prom, just like this. As you are now."

Tension built up inside me. "You can't. You'll ruin your reputation. People will talk, Hunter," I whispered, the weight of his words crashing down on me. The thought of exposing our secret to the whole school was terrifying.

"And besides," I continued, my voice shaky, "You’re in the running to be prom king. I don’t want to jeopardize that for you."

He moved closer, trying to bridge the physical gap between us. His eyes shone with intensity.

"I don't care about any of that. All I care about is being with you."

"But my father…" I began, my voice trailing off. The very thought of my father finding out about this side of me was paralyzing.

"I haven’t told him yet that I enjoy dressing up. He's… he’s a soldier. He's so... masculine. I’m scared."

His face softened, understanding my fears. He took me into his arms, holding me tightly, trying to shield me from my own anxieties. His warmth surrounded me, and I could hear the steady thud of his heartbeat.

It was soothing, grounding me at the moment.

"Babe," he whispered, his breath tickling my ear, "we don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for. But know this. I'm with you, every step of the way."

Tears prickled my eyes, the emotional weight of our conversation hitting me hard.

"It's not just about prom. It’s about coming out, about revealing this part of me to the world."

He gently cupped my face, making me look at him.

"Then we'll face it together. No matter what."

I nodded, appreciating his support. But the nagging feeling of impending decisions remained. The prom was just a dance, but it represented so much more. It was about acceptance, about facing one's fears, and most importantly, about being true to oneself.

The evening turned into night as we continued talking, sharing our hopes, fears, and dreams. Every moment with Hunter felt precious, and I held onto it tightly, not knowing what the future held but taking comfort in the knowledge that I wasn't alone.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THE GLOW OF THE TELEVISION cast a soft, ambient light in the living room, the colors shifting with every scene of the soap opera. My mother and I sat side by side on the couch, our hands occasionally brushing as we reached for popcorn.

The scent of butter filled the room, accompanied by the distant sound of crickets outside. The tactile feeling of the couch's fabric underneath me felt comfortable, familiar.

The drama unfolded onscreen, capturing my mom's full attention, but my thoughts were somewhere else. I took a deep breath, feeling the cool, conditioned air fill my lungs, tasting the remnants of the popcorn's salty butteriness.

The dramatic music from the TV show provided an ironic backdrop to my hesitation.
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"Mom?" I began, my voice wavering slightly.

She looked at me, her eyes still somewhat focused on the screen.

"Yes, dear?"

I hesitated for a moment, tasting the words on the tip of my tongue before letting them out.

"Hunter asked me to prom."

Her eyebrows shot up in surprise. She muted the TV, giving me her full attention.

"Oh! That's exciting!" she exclaimed, genuine happiness evident in her tone.

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry.

"It is… but there's more to it. He wants to take me as… Ciara." I waited for her reaction, each passing second feeling like an eternity.

She studied me, her eyes softening.

"And how do you feel about that?"

I shifted uncomfortably. "I don't know. I'm scared of what Dad will think. I can't even tell him about my relationship with Hunter, let alone wear a dress in public."

She reached out, gently touching my hand. The warmth of her touch was reassuring.

"Do you want to go as Ciara?"

"I... I think so," I whispered, my voice quivering.

She tilted her head slightly, searching my eyes.

"Are you transgender?"

The weight of the question bore down on me—pushing me into a deep pause.

"I don't know, Mom. I feel okay as Cyril. But when I'm Ciara, I feel... complete. Alive."

Her gaze was unwavering. "If you had to choose just one, who would you pick?"

I closed my eyes, taking in the subtle sounds around me—the muted TV, the chirping crickets outside, and our synchronized breathing.

"I don't know. For now, I don't want to lose either side of me. I just want one fun night as Ciara. I want to make good memories in high school."

She smiled gently, pulling me into a warm embrace. The scent of her perfume, mixed with the comforting smell of home, surrounded me.

"Whenever you're ready to talk or make a decision, I'm here. Always."

We sat in silence for a moment, the weight of our conversation sinking in. The TV continued to play in the background, but our world had shifted, becoming a little more open, a little more accepting. The bond between us strengthened, and I felt truly loved.
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The next day after school, underneath the stadium bleachers, the world felt muted. The distant sounds of laughter and chatter from students filtered through the gaps in the wooden slats above, a soft, rhythmic undercurrent.

The smell of the fresh cut grass, tinged with a metallic whiff of the painted steel beams, encased our secluded haven. Our fingers tangled, the worn texture of the wood beneath us contrasting with the warmth of Hunter's palm against mine.

We leaned into each other, the space between our lips closing. I could taste the faint sweetness of the cola he'd been drinking earlier, mixed with the unique essence that was purely Hunter.

Every brush of our lips felt electric, as though the world had shrunk to the expanse of this shadowy space we'd claimed.

Pulling back slightly, his deep blue eyes locked onto mine, heavy with emotion.

"I really hope we could go to prom together," he murmured, his breath warm against my cheek.

"Yeah," I whispered back, the hope in my voice mixed with a tinge of melancholy, "me too."

His thumb stroked the back of my hand, a comforting rhythm amidst the uncertainty. We lay there a while longer, not speaking, the world beyond continuing without us.

Eventually, it was time to leave our cocoon and wait for Saturday. With one last lingering touch, we went our separate ways, promises unsaid but understood hanging in the air between us.

Walking home, the weight of his words pressed on my mind. The reality of what attending prom together meant loomed large. There were so many things to consider—the gossipy student body, the uncertain reactions of our friends, the weight of established norms.

Birds chirped their evening songs, but their melodies seemed distant, overshadowed by the cacophony of my thoughts.

What would people say? I could already hear the whispers, feel the eyes burning into my back.

"Did you see Cyril and Hunter at prom?"

"I always knew there was something going on between them."

The prospect was both terrifying and thrilling.

And what about our friends? Alex would probably be supportive, but what of the others? Could I risk ostracization for one magical night?

My heart rate picked up as my thoughts shifted to my father. He was a soldier, instilled with traditional values and a stern demeanor.

Would he be okay with me openly dating Hunter?

With me attending prom in a dress?

The world around me started to blur, the vibrant colors of summer dimming as the gravity of my thoughts took over. The sound of a car horn honking jerked me back to reality. I took a deep breath, the cold air stinging my lungs and clearing my head for a moment.

By the time I reached my house, the sun had dipped below the horizon, the sky painted in shades of pink and orange. I stood at my door, my key poised at the lock, lost in thought.

The future was uncertain, and there were no easy answers. But the one thing I was sure of was my feelings for Hunter. And perhaps, with time and courage, everything else would fall into place.

That night, the aroma of stewed chicken wafted from the kitchen, mingling with the tangy scent of soy sauce and hints of garlic. I was midway through my dinner, the warmth of the soup sliding down my throat as the muffled sounds of television played in the background, adding to the ambiance of our cozy evening.

"Say hi to your dad," my mom suddenly announced, holding up her phone. On the screen was a video call, and I could see the unmistakable background of the barracks in the Philippines.
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I froze for a moment, my gaze dropping involuntarily to my plate. The last bite of chicken felt dry in my mouth. My heart thudded in my chest. How could I show my face, especially my brows, to him?

Cautiously, I moved closer to the phone, making sure only the bottom part of my face was visible.

"Hi, Dad," I greeted, my voice strained.

He looked slightly tired, but his eyes held the same warmth and love they always did.

"Hey, champ. How are things over there? Are you being good?"

"Yes, Dad," I replied, avoiding eye contact with the screen.

"Things are okay. School's been busy. How are you?"

"I'm good, just another day here. Missing you and your mom," he responded with a soft sigh.

There was a brief silence. A tension in the air. The sound of my own heartbeat filled my ears. Then, out of the blue, my dad's voice softened further.

"For prom, I think pink would look good on you."

I looked up in surprise, staring directly into the phone's camera. His gaze was unwavering, filled with understanding. My eyes began to sting as I fought back tears.

He continued, "Wear whatever you want, be whoever you want. But never forget the lessons you learned from Taekwondo."

I swallowed hard, tears now streaming down my face. The saltiness of my tears contrasted with the lingering taste of the chicken stew.

"I won't, Dad," I managed to say, my voice thick with emotion.

My mom, sensing the emotional moment, interjected.

"We're both very proud of you."

Dad nodded in agreement, "Always."

I blinked back my tears, taking a deep breath. The room felt warmer, the weight on my shoulders a little lighter.

"I love you, Dad."

He smiled, his eyes crinkling at the corners.

"I love you too. Always and forever. Anyways, I gotta go, our training will start now."
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The call ended shortly after, leaving the room in a profound silence. The sounds of the TV seemed distant, the taste of my dinner forgotten. All I could think of was the unexpected support from my father, an ocean away but close in heart.

Mom gently squeezed my hand, her touch grounding me.

"It's going to be okay," she whispered.

I nodded, wiping away the remnants of my tears.

“Thanks, Mom.”

The path ahead was uncertain, filled with challenges and obstacles. But with the unwavering love and support of my family, I knew I could face anything.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

IT WAS THE DAY OF PROM when the scent of freshly washed clothes wafted from my mom’s bedroom as I gingerly stepped in. She gently cupped my face, her touch warm and familiar.

"Ready?"

I nodded, taking a deep breath to steady myself. "I think so."

The first step was the shaving. The coldness of the cream on my face, the rhythmic strokes of the blade against my skin. Every motion was purposeful, every pass of the blade felt like peeling away layers of myself, revealing the person underneath.

The water trickled, warm droplets cascading from my legs, the sensation goosebumping my skin. The shaving was an intimate process, a dance of vulnerability and revelation.

"Steady," my mom whispered, her gentle touch guiding the razor over the soft curves of my calves, the arch of my knee.

"It tickles," I murmured, almost giggling. The ticklish sensation was soon followed by a touch of cool lotion, moisturizing and softening.

Then came the lingerie, the delicate lace and fabric feeling almost alien yet intimately familiar against my newly smooth skin. The tight hug of the corset, the way it sculpted and cinched, was transformative, a cocoon from which I'd soon emerge.

Then came the tucking of my member with the help of a tight base panty—a trick I learned online. With the underwear set, it was time for the dress.

A magnificent piece of Mom’s collection, a flowing sequined gown that shimmered with every slight movement. Slipping into it felt like stepping into another world—a world of elegance, grace, and undeniable beauty.

Shoes, surprisingly comfortable heels, added inches to my height, making me wobble slightly. A little chuckle escaped as I took a few tentative steps, feeling the floor beneath in a new way, each step echoing with both excitement and trepidation.
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“Wow, sweetheart, I can’t believe I’d see the day when my old clothes come to life again.”

The final touch was makeup. This process always felt like artistry, the brushes and colors akin to a painter's tools. The brush tickled my cheeks, my eyelids, the curve of my lips. Each stroke added depth, color, and character.

As the lipstick glided smoothly across my lips, the reality dawned upon me—I was about to step out as Ciara. The sensation was overwhelming, but the excitement bubbling inside was palpable.

Finally, a wig, one that my mother borrowed from my aunt Linda, a cascade of curls that framed my face, was adjusted and set. With every addition, Cyril faded, and Ciara emerged.

We stood, mother and child, facing the full-length mirror. A tear slid down her cheek, but her smile was radiant.

"You're beautiful," she whispered.

I stared at the reflection, barely recognizing the person staring back. Ciara. A part of me I'd hidden for so long, now fully and magnificently present—and about to be seen in public.

"I wish Hunter could see you now," she murmured.

A heavy moment hung between us, thick with memories and love.

"He will, Mom," I whispered, my voice choked with emotion.

We held onto each other for what felt like an eternity, drawing strength and offering comfort. Two souls, standing on the precipice of a new beginning.

"Ready to face the world?" she asked softly.

With a deep breath, I nodded. "As ready as I'll ever be."

The familiar hum of the air conditioner buzzed in the background, punctuated by the rhythmic ticking of the wall clock. I paced back and forth in the living room, my heels clicking against the hardwood floor.

The soft rustle of my dress provided a comforting undertone, but my heart raced, each beat echoing the apprehension clouding my thoughts.

Mom tried her best to hide her own nervousness, but her frequent glances at the window and her constant repositioning of the vase on the coffee table gave her away.

"It's just a few minutes past seven," she reminded me, her voice filled with warmth.

I knew she was right, but every second felt like an eternity. The soft scent of the lilacs from the garden wafted in from the open window, a gentle reminder of the spring evening outside.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. But as Mom swung the door open, it wasn't Hunter's familiar eyes that met mine but Alex's.

His jaw literally dropped. The surprise in his wide eyes was unmistakable. For a moment, he just stared, completely taken aback. The once familiar nerdy Alex, always so sure of himself around me, now seemed flustered and... different.

"Wow, Cy—Ciara," he finally managed, his voice tinged with awe.

Mom raised an eyebrow, a hint of amusement in her voice.

"No offense, Alex," she began, glancing between us, "but I thought Hunter was picking you up?"

I sighed, feeling the weight of the evening pressing down on me.

"I asked Alex to bring me to the venue first. I wanted Hunter to see me there. I... I wanted to be sure if he’s okay being seen in public with me. You know… he’s running for Prom King." The words hung heavy in the air, their implications clear.

Mom's eyes softened with understanding, but Alex broke the momentary silence with a chuckle.

"Now that's sacrifice. That's what true love looks like, for now, you’re mine," he remarked, a playful glint in his eyes.
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I couldn't help but smile. "It's just one night, Alex."

His smirk grew wider as he responded, "Well, while I still have you..." He brought out a delicate corsage from behind his back, the pink flowers matching my dress. As he tied it around my wrist, his fingers brushed against my skin, sending a shiver down my spine.

Mom, never one to miss an opportunity, quickly grabbed her camera.

"Stand closer, you two! This is a moment worth capturing."

Posing next to Alex, I felt a rush of gratitude for the friendship we shared. The camera's flash momentarily blinded us, sealing the memory.

Soon, we were on our way, with me in the passenger seat of Alex's old, busted car. Its engine roared to life with a comical series of sputters.

"You think we'll make it there without this thing falling apart?" I teased.

He grinned, pushing up his glasses.

"You know, statistically speaking, this car is a marvel of engineering. Despite its apparent issues, it has a 98.7% reliability rate."

Laughing, I playfully nudged him.

"Ever the scientist. But you forgot to account for the 'dressed up Ciara' factor. That might just tip the scales."

The car's rickety journey was filled with laughter, nerdy banter, and the warmth of a bond that could weather any storm. It was just the beginning of what promised to be an unforgettable night.

The vastness of the prom venue hit me like a wave. Strands of twinkling fairy lights crisscrossed the ceiling, casting a soft, ethereal glow that refracted off glittering dresses and polished shoes.

The soft murmur of voices created a steady background hum, blending seamlessly with the music that softly played.

Alex and I stood frozen at the entrance, the enormity of the moment weighing us down. I could feel dozens of eyes on me, each gaze filled with intrigue, curiosity, and in some cases, jealousy. My fingers gripped the fabric of my dress instinctively, its silky texture providing a familiar reassurance.

Whispers surrounded us like a mist.

"Who is she?"

"Alex brought a supermodel?"

"She must be from another school."

The scent of various perfumes and colognes intermingled, creating a heady mix that heightened the surreal atmosphere.

Alex leaned closer, his warm breath brushing my ear.

"Do you want to leave?" His voice held a genuine concern, his fingers lightly grazing my arm, sending a jolt of warmth through me.

Before I could reply, my eyes settled on a familiar figure in the far corner. Hunter. His tall frame leaned against the wall, his gaze distant and tinged with sadness. The soft light from a nearby chandelier bathed him in a soft glow, making him look even more ethereal.

Determined, I began to make my way towards him, each step echoing in my ears, my heart pounding loudly. Alex's reassuring presence beside me was the anchor I needed in that storm of attention.

But before I could get far, a familiar and distinctly unwelcome voice cut through the hum of the crowd.
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"And where do you think you're going?" Carol, in all her soon-to-be prom queen glory, stepped in front of us, flanked by her posse. Their expressions were a mix of amusement and malice, their glances dripping with disdain.

My stomach knotted, but I tried to keep my composure. The aroma of Carol's overpowering perfume hit me, momentarily making me dizzy. The silk of my dress felt even more reassuring as I clutched it.

"I don't know who you think you are," Carol sneered, her gaze never leaving mine, "But you're not stealing my crown tonight."

Alex chuckled softly, the sound a welcome reprieve in the tense atmosphere.

"Carol, find someone else to pick on tonight."

The confidence in my friend's voice bolstered my own resolve. Taking a deep breath, I mustered up the courage to reply.

"Calm down, Carol. It's me."

Confusion clouded her face, her eyes darting between Alex and me. The members of her posse whispered amongst themselves, casting uncertain glances in my direction.

Taking a step closer, I lowered my voice, making sure only Carol and her friends could hear.

"It's Cyril."

Carol's eyes widened in shock, her mask of superiority momentarily slipping.

"Seriously? What the hell?" She scoffed, her expression shifting from surprise to mockery.

"You're even weirder than I thought."

With a dismissive giggle, she turned on her heel, her group following closely behind, their laughter echoing mockingly in the distance.

The pulsating beats of the music seemed to retreat as I made my way towards Hunter. My senses were heightened, every small sound, the murmurs of people, the clinking of glasses, seemed to echo loudly in my ears. The air was thick with the combined scents of sweat, cologne, and anticipation.

Matt and Carlos caught sight of me first. Their eyes widened in surprise, their jaws slightly ajar.

"Woah... Ciara?" Matt said, the astonishment evident in his voice.

Carlos blinked a few times, trying to reconcile the image in front of him with the friend he knew.

"Damn," he muttered, his gaze lingering just a moment longer than usual.

Gathering my courage, I straightened up, letting the silky texture of the dress flow against my skin.

"Can I talk to Hunter?" I asked, my voice betraying a hint of nervousness.

Matt and Carlos exchanged glances before nodding, stepping aside to give me clear access to Hunter. As I approached, Hunter's eyes met mine, a storm of emotions swirling within their depths.

Before I could say anything, his voice broke the charged silence between us.

"Why weren't you answering my texts and calls?" The frustration and hurt were palpable in his tone.

Taking a deep breath, I tried to steady my racing heart.

"I wanted you to see me first," I began, the warmth of the ambient lighting illuminating the contours of Hunter's face.

"I wanted you to decide if you could be seen with me, like this, in public."

His brows furrowed, anger flashing in his eyes.
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"I saw you come in with Alex. Seriously, Ciara? That should've been me! I should've been the one picking you up!" The taste of the words he spat out, tinged with bitterness, hung heavily between us.

My eyes stung with the onset of tears, but I fought them back.

"But I wanted you to have a chance at winning prom king," I whispered, my voice trembling.

He let out a frustrated sigh, the sound slicing through me.

"Is that how little you think of me? Of my love for you?" His voice grew louder, the pain evident in his words.

"You think a stupid crown means more to me than being with you?"

The weight of his words bore down on me. I felt the rough texture of the wall behind me, pressing into my back as I tried to find words. But before I could reply, he continued, his voice filled with anguish.

"You made this decision without even considering how I felt. How could you?"

Around us, the world blurred, the colors and sounds melding into a dizzying cacophony. All I could focus on was Hunter's face, the hurt in his eyes, the tremor of his lips.

"I'm sorry," I choked out, my voice barely audible above the music and chatter.

He took a deep breath, his gaze drifting away from mine. The taste of regret lingered in my mouth, bitter and overwhelming. Without another word, he turned, leaving me standing there, a mixture of disbelief and heartbreak washing over me.

In the dim corner of the grand ballroom, away from the vibrant, lively energy of the dance floor, I sat, nursing a cup of overly sweet punch. The cold of the glass seemed to seep into my fingers, mirroring the icy dread that had settled in my stomach.

Alex slid into the chair next to me, a mischievous grin playing on his lips.

"Well, this night sucks," I mumbled, not looking up.

He chuckled, "Not completely. I mean, I did get to make out with Lilly in the hallway, so there's that." I couldn't help but let out a small laugh at his attempt to lighten the mood.

Before I could reply, the soft hum of conversation that filled the hall was interrupted by Principal Heard's booming voice.

"Ladies and gentlemen, it's the moment you've all been waiting for. First up, the 'Star of the Night'!"

The tension was palpable. I took a deep breath, the smell of the punch, a mix of tangy fruits and subtle spices, overpowering my senses. Then, to my utter shock, Principal Heard announced, "The lady in the pink gown!"
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A sharp spotlight found me, its blinding glare forcing me to squint. The soft fabric of my gown felt suddenly heavy, as if drenched in attention and expectation. The weight of hundreds of eyes on me felt suffocating, and I stood, albeit hesitantly, making my way to the stage.

I took the tiara, its cold, intricate metalwork contrasting the warmth of my flushed skin. The murmurs and whispers filled the air, a cacophony of curiosity.

"What's your name?" Principal Heard asked, leaning into the mic.

Rather than answer, I just laughed, a genuine, soft chuckle that bubbled up from deep within. Without another word, I made my way back into the crowd, my heart pounding loudly in my chest.

Principal Heard moved on, "And now, for our Prom King!" There was a drum roll, and then Hunter's name echoed through the hall. I cheered, happiness momentarily pushing away the anxieties of the night.

But then, the announcement for the Prom Queen came. Carol. Of course. The hall erupted in applause as she gracefully ascended the stage, taking the microphone with an air of confidence.

"I'd like to thank everyone," she began, her voice dripping with fake sweetness. She made a show of looking around the room. Then, after thanking people she addressed as her Glam Team and God for her natural beauty, she continued spouting, "But really, the true 'Star of the Night' is someone unexpected. Someone you'd least expect."

A wicked grin spread across her face. "Our school's secret crossdressing trap, Cyril Montblanc!"

Laughter. It erupted from all corners of the room. Harsh, cruel, and relentless. I felt my cheeks burn, humiliation washing over me in waves. The scent of the room, which was once intoxicatingly sweet, turned sour. The soft murmur of the crowd felt like the roaring of a sea, drowning me in ridicule.

"What the fuck!?" someone shouted.

"Why's he in a dress?" another voice jeered. The room seemed to spin, and I felt unsteady on my feet.

Suddenly, Hunter's voice boomed through the laughter.

"Enough! All of you!" He'd grabbed the microphone from Carol, his face contorted with anger.

"You have no right to laugh at the most beautiful girl in this room."

The hall fell silent. Hunter's words hung heavily in the air. With a determined stride, he made his way over to me, and for a moment, everything else melted away.

The soft hum of the crowd, the gentle rustle of clothing, the subtle notes of the lingering song—nothing mattered.

He reached me, his eyes searching mine, his breath warm against my face.

"I love you, Ciara," he whispered, pulling me close.

"And I love you," I responded, our lips meeting in a kiss that felt like both an ending and a beginning.

It was an iconic moment, the crowd cheered for our defiance in the face of adversity, a testament to the strength of love and acceptance.

And in that instant, everything else faded away.

No more secrets. Only us. Only love.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE FIRST TIME my mom walked into the Brody residence, it was with a mixture of anticipation and apprehension. The smell of roast chicken and fresh baked bread wafted from the kitchen, immediately making her feel at home.

“I hope she’s not a snob,” she whispered.

“No Mom, she’s the sweetest!” I reassured.
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The sound of laughter and soft music playing in the background set a comfortable scene, but my stomach still churned with nervous energy.

The dining room was bathed in a warm, golden hue from the ornate chandelier overhead. Hunter took my hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. His fingers were warm and calloused, a testament to his dedication to sports.

"Everyone, this is Ciara," he announced proudly. I gave a small wave, the silky material of my blouse brushing against my arm as I did so.

"Welcome, dear," Mrs. Brody said with genuine warmth in her voice.

"We've heard so much about you." She had a gentle face with kind eyes that crinkled when she smiled.

"Thank you for having me," I replied, taking a seat next to Hunter.

Mr. Brody, a tall man with a distinguished salt and pepper beard, extended his hand across the table.

"It's a pleasure to finally meet you, Ciara."

I smiled, nodding, "Likewise, sir."

My mom, looking radiant and poised as ever, chimed in, "It's lovely to meet you all. Hunter has been such a positive influence on Ciara."

On the iPad, which was propped up at the end of the table, my father's face appeared. The time difference from the Philippines meant it was morning for him.

"Hello everyone," he greeted, his voice carrying a hint of sleepiness.

The dinner progressed, and the conversations flowed easily. We talked about school, hobbies, and future aspirations. Mrs. Brody spoke about her latest book club read, while my mom shared tales of her travels.

It was during one of these light-hearted exchanges that Mrs. Brody, turning her attention to Hunter and me, asked, "So, what are your plans for the summer?"
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Hunter and I exchanged a knowing glance, a private moment amidst the shared laughter and stories. It felt like a shared secret, something profound that we were about to reveal.

Taking a deep breath, I began, "Well, I've decided to see a transgender specialist." The room went momentarily silent, the weight of my confession hanging in the air.

Hunter, ever the supportive boyfriend, added, "And I'll be with her every step of the way. No matter what she decides, whether she's a trans woman or not, I want to be there."

Mr. Brody smiled, a sincere and understanding smile, "That's brave, Ciara. And it's a journey worth taking. Whatever you decide, know that you have our support."

Mrs. Brody nodded in agreement, "Yes, always remember that you're loved and accepted here."

My mom reached across the table, placing her hand over mine.

"I'm proud of you, sweetheart," she whispered.

My dad's face on the iPad beamed with pride.

"Always be true to yourself, and in pink," he jested.

As the evening came to a close, I realized that this dinner was more than just an introduction of families. It was an affirmation of love, acceptance, and support.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Secret Girlfriend? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle Feminization Fantasies.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Girthy Girl

I’ve never lost a case and I topped the bar exams. Discipline came naturally but why was it so hard to resist the tactile feeling of silk and stockings brushing against my hairless legs?

Story 2 – The Doctor is In

He was the best cosmetic surgeon in the city and my career as a new nurse highly depended on his recommendation. In too deep, I allowed him to fill me in the most intimate places and completely change my wardrobe.

Story 3 – Island Princess

It wasn’t exactly a lovely day to go scuba diving, but it was the perfect day to be washed away and be rescued and feminized by a hunky prince.

Story 4 – Red Light Sissy

I had to know her. I had to get her story. But I didn’t have the money to do so. The free way to do it was to dress up like her, I thought.

Little did I know, it entailed more than standing on the street corner in a long brown wig, a tight red dress, chewing gum, and marching in fishnet stockings and high-heeled boots.

Story 5 – Royally Switched

When my sister badgered me into going to Paris, I was fine with carrying her bags and pretending to enjoy the sights and sounds of the city.

Little did I know, the trip that she had planned all her life would drastically change mine, with a bonus of chefs, chauffeurs, chambermaids, royal treatment, gowns, jewelry, the highest of high-heels, and a tall glass of aristocratic hunk that would show me how it was to be a woman… even just for one night.

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

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

Read Feminization Fantasies

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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““A new night, a new dress. Gimme gimme gimme a man after midnight!”

Read After Midnight


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


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

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

Read The Office Gurl

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

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

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

Read Feminizing You

[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Secret Girlfriend – Feminized by the Handsome Jock.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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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)
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