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Introduction

"A bet’s a bet. You’re trying out for the squad… in a wig and cheerleader skirt."
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

That was how it all started. One stupid bet, one stupid skirt, and suddenly, I wasn’t just Billy Bates anymore—I was Blair.

I told myself it was temporary, just a joke, but then things got complicated. The cheers felt too natural. The skirts felt too right.

And Troy Humphrey—the school's golden boy, the guy who was supposed to be off-limits—was looking at me like he wanted me just as much as he hated himself for it.

Then he kissed me.

Then he broke me.

Now, I’m done hiding. Done pretending.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Jock’s Femboy 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

∞∞∞

I SHOULD’VE known better than to make a bet with Jessie. The second I lost, she had that smug look on her face—the one that made me instantly regret opening my mouth.

“A bet’s a bet, Billy.” She grinned, arms crossed as she rocked back on her heels. “You’re trying out for cheer.”

I scoffed, trying to play it cool. “You really think I’d dress up like a girl and prance around in front of the whole school?”

“Yes.”

Jessie had no shame. That was the problem. She wasn’t embarrassed about anything, and she knew exactly how to push my buttons.

I crossed my arms. “There’s no way in hell.”

“There is if you don’t want this getting out.” She held up her phone, waving it in front of my face.

My stomach dropped. That video. The one where I was singing my heart out to some old pop song in my room, totally off-key, with my hair a mess and nothing but boxers on.

I grabbed for the phone. “You wouldn’t.”

She pulled it back, arching a brow. “Try me.”

I hated her. I really did.
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I stared at the gymnasium doors like they were the gates of hell. The Ashwood High cheer tryouts were already underway, and I was supposed to be in there. Like this.

Jessie had gone all out. She’d shoved me into a pleated skirt, forced me into a tight sports bra stuffed with something (I refused to ask), and clipped a blonde wig over my short, dark hair.

“You’re overdoing it,” I muttered, tugging the hem of the skirt down.

She smirked. “Oh, honey, we’re just getting started.”

“Honey?”

“If you’re gonna do this, you gotta commit.”

I clenched my jaw, breathing deep through my nose. “And when I’m done, you delete the video?”

She held up three fingers. “Scout’s honor.”

I didn’t believe her. But at this point, I had no choice.

The gym was packed. Girls stretching, coaches yelling, and Savannah Deveraux—the cheer captain herself—stood at the center like some kind of royal.

Jessie shoved me forward. “Go. Just say your name is Blair or something. Make it convincing.”

I turned to glare at her, but she just grinned.

I took a deep breath and walked in. The squeak of my sneakers on the polished floor made me wince.

Savannah turned, her piercing green eyes locking onto me. “You’re late.”

I froze. She stared me up and down, like she was sizing up fresh meat.

“I—uh…” My voice cracked. I cleared my throat. “Sorry.”

She narrowed her eyes. “What’s your name?”

I almost said Billy. Almost threw it all away right there.

But Jessie was watching.

“Blair,” I said stiffly. “Blair Bates.”

Savannah barely reacted, just nodded and gestured for me to join the line of girls warming up.

I exhaled. That was the hard part, right? Just get through this and be done with it.

Then Savannah called out, “Alright, Blair. Show us what you’ve got.”

I went rigid. “What?”

She lifted a brow. “Did I stutter?”

The other girls snickered.

I swallowed. Jessie was grinning like a lunatic.

This was going to be the longest five minutes of my life.

I stepped forward, legs stiff, heart hammering against my ribs. My brain scrambled for an excuse—something, anything to get out of this—but all I saw was Jessie, mouthing do it like this was the best day of her life.

Savannah crossed her arms. “We don’t have all day, Blair.”

I swallowed hard. "Uh… what do you want me to do?"

One of the girls giggled. Another whispered something behind her hand.

Savannah gave a slow blink like she was losing patience. "Show me a toe touch. Or, I don’t know, a cartwheel? Something that proves you belong here."

I almost laughed. Belong here? That was the last thing I wanted.

But I had to get through this. Just one stupid move, then I could walk off and never look back.

I inhaled sharply, bent my knees, and jumped.

To my surprise, I got decent height. My legs snapped into a sloppy toe touch—not great, but not embarrassing either. I landed on shaky legs, barely keeping my balance.

Someone clapped.

"Holy crap," one of the girls whispered.

Savannah just stared, tapping a manicured nail against her arm. Then she gestured at the mats. "Do a cartwheel."

I hesitated.

Jessie smirked at me. Do it, Blair.

Grinding my teeth, I stepped onto the mat, sucked in a breath, and swung into a cartwheel. My hands hit the ground, legs split into the air, and I landed on my feet without falling on my ass.

The gym went quiet for a beat.

Then Savannah pursed her lips. "Not bad. Your arms are stiff, but we can fix that."

Wait.

Fix that?

My stomach sank as the realization hit.

This wasn’t just about making me look stupid. They were actually considering me.

"Next!" Savannah called, already moving on.

I turned to leave, but Jessie blocked my way.

"Okay," I hissed, "I did it. Bet’s over. Let’s go."

Jessie grinned. "Yeah, about that..."

My breath hitched as Savannah’s voice rang out again.

"Blair, stay after. Coach wants to talk to you."

I whipped my head around. "What?"

Savannah gave me a duh look. "You made the team."
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No. No, no, no.

I didn’t want this. I didn’t even want to be here! I opened my mouth to argue, to say this was a mistake, but Jessie grabbed my wrist and squeezed.

"Smile," she whispered. "You don’t wanna blow your cover, right?"

I clenched my jaw so hard it hurt.

Savannah was still watching. So were the other girls.

So, against every instinct in my body, I forced a smile.

"Cool," I choked out.

Jessie beamed.

I was going to kill her.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I SAT ON the edge of the locker room bench, staring at the uniform folded neatly beside me. The white and blue pleated skirt. The fitted tank top with Vipers stitched across the front. The little white sneakers with ankle socks.

It wasn’t just a joke anymore.

I should’ve walked away yesterday. I should’ve laughed, said sorry, not for me, and let them find someone else. But I hadn’t.

And now, here I was.

Jessie leaned against the locker beside me, chewing her gum like she had nothing to do with my suffering. “You gonna put it on, or are we gonna sit here all day?”

I shot her a look. “Remind me why I’m doing this?”

“Because Savannah wants you on the team, and you don’t wanna piss her off.” She popped her gum. “And because you kinda liked it.”

I scoffed. “I didn’t like it.”

She just smirked. “Then why are you still here?”

I had no answer.

The locker room buzzed with chatter. Girls walked in and out, fixing their hair, stretching, adjusting their skirts like this was the most normal thing in the world. No one was paying me any attention, but I still felt like I had a giant neon sign over my head: Fraud. Imposter. Total freak.

I sighed and grabbed the uniform. “Turn around.”

Jessie rolled her eyes but did as I asked. I changed as fast as I could, yanking the skirt on, slipping into the tank top. It fit snug against my chest—not uncomfortable, but different. I pulled my wig into place, making sure it sat right.

Jessie turned back around and looked me up and down. “Damn. You look good.”

“Shut up.”

“I’m serious. Like, if I didn’t know you were a dude—”

“Jessie.”

She grinned and pushed off the locker. “C’mon, Blair. Time to practice.”

I followed her out to the gym, feeling my stomach tie itself into knots. The second we stepped onto the polished floor, the other girls turned.
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I braced myself.

But no one sneered. No one whispered behind their hands.

Savannah stood in the center, arms crossed. “Look who finally showed up.”

I fidgeted, gripping the hem of my skirt. “Uh. Yeah.”

She scanned me like she was trying to figure out what to do with me. Then she said, “Alright, listen up! We all know Blair’s situation, yeah?”

A few girls nodded. One mumbled, “Obviously.”

Savannah continued, “Good. ‘Cause here’s the deal—cheer tryouts sucked this year. We need members, and Blair? Blair can actually cheer.”

I expected hesitation, side-eyes, maybe even some laughter.

Instead, one of the girls—Natalie, I think—shrugged. “Fine by me.”

Another girl, Amber, snorted. “Yeah, better than the last girl we had. She nearly broke her ankle falling off the pyramid.”

A few girls laughed.

I blinked. That was it?

Savannah looked at me. “You got a problem with that?”

I shook my head. “Uh… no.”

“Good. Then let’s go. Warm-ups first.”

And just like that, I was part of the team.

Warm-ups sucked. Not because they were hard—I’d been in gym class long enough to know how to stretch—but because doing them in a cheerleading uniform made everything ten times worse.

Every time I bent over, the skirt flipped up. Every time I raised my arms, the tank top lifted, making me hyper-aware of the smooth fabric against my skin. It was weird.

Not bad weird. Just… weird.

I kept my head down, focused on copying the other girls. It was easier than thinking too hard.

That is, until I heard a voice echo across the gym.

“You gotta be kidding me.”

I froze.

Troy Humphrey stood by the bleachers, water bottle in hand, sweaty from whatever football training he’d just finished.

And he was staring right at me.

I felt my stomach drop.

Savannah sighed. “What do you want, Troy?”

Troy pointed right at me, his lips twitching like he was holding back laughter. “Since when do you let dudes on the squad?”

The girls around me stiffened. A few exchanged glances.

Savannah didn’t miss a beat. “Since it became none of your business.”

Troy didn’t even look at her. His eyes were locked on me, like he was trying to figure me out.

I forced myself to stand still, even though every instinct told me to run.

“What’s the matter?” Troy smirked. “Did the football team cut you? Thought you’d try your luck twirling pom-poms instead?”

A few of the other football players, loitering near the doors, snickered.

Heat crawled up my neck. I clenched my fists, but before I could say anything, Savannah stepped forward.

“Troy, get the hell out.”

The gym went quiet.

Troy blinked, taken aback. “Relax, Cap. I was just messing around.”

“Well, mess around somewhere else.” Savannah crossed her arms. “We’re practicing, and you’re not invited.”
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Troy exhaled through his nose, clearly annoyed. “Whatever.” He turned back to me, and for a second—just a second—his eyes flickered with something else.

Curiosity.

I didn’t like it.

Didn’t like the way his gaze lingered.

Didn’t like how, when he finally walked off, I felt like I could still feel him watching me.

“Creep,” Jessie muttered under her breath.

I swallowed, ignoring the way my heart was still hammering in my chest.

Savannah clapped her hands together. “Alright, enough distractions! Let’s run through the routine.”

The girls moved back into formation, but I just stood there for a second longer, my head spinning.

This was going to be a nightmare.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE LIGHTS were blinding. The crowd was deafening. And I was dressed like a cheerleader in front of half the town. I should’ve been freaking out. Scratch that—I was freaking out. But not in the way I expected.

I tugged at my skirt as Savannah called for us to line up. The other girls bounced on their toes, hyped for the homecoming game, while I stood there feeling like I had someone else’s body on.

Savannah snapped her fingers in front of me. “Earth to Blair. You good?”

I nodded, even though I didn’t feel good at all. “Yeah. Just—trying not to puke.”

Jessie grinned. “If you puke, aim for Chad.”

Chad, one of Troy’s idiot teammates, shot us a look from the sidelines. “What?”

“Nothing,” Jessie sang, then elbowed me. “Relax. You’ll be fine.”

I wasn’t so sure.

The buzzer went off. The crowd erupted as the football team stormed onto the field.
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Troy was in the lead, helmet tucked under his arm, eyes sharp and focused. He looked like he belonged out there, completely at ease, like he was built for it.

Meanwhile, I was standing here in a skirt about to do cheers.

Coach whistled. The music started.

I moved automatically, muscle memory kicking in from practice. My arms went up at the right times, my jumps landed solid.

I was actually doing it.

Then I caught sight of Troy.

He wasn’t paying attention to the game. He wasn’t even looking at the ball.

He was watching me.

My stomach twisted, but I didn’t miss a beat. I flipped my hair—the wig, I reminded myself—and hit the next motion hard, sticking my landing.

The crowd roared.

Troy smirked.

And the worst part? I didn’t hate it. And that’s exactly why I turned my focus back to the cheer.

The routine came naturally, every move locked into muscle memory. High V, low V, clap, step, kick—it should’ve felt ridiculous, but my body just did it.

The noise of the crowd blurred into the background. The whole night felt surreal, like I was watching it happen instead of actually being there.

And then my eyes flicked back to Troy.

His smirk was gone. His helmet hung loose in his grip as he stood at the edge of the huddle, staring.

Not at the crowd. Not at the scoreboard.

At me.

Heat crawled up my neck.

I turned too fast and nearly stumbled on my landing, but Savannah caught my elbow and hissed, “Focus, Blair.”

Easy for her to say. She wasn’t the one being watched like that.

I forced my attention back to the routine. Arms tight, core engaged, smile—cheerleader smile, I reminded myself. The kind that looked effortless, like I wasn’t losing my mind a little.

But I couldn’t shake the way Troy’s gaze felt.

Like he knew.

The buzzer blared for halftime. I exhaled, feeling the burn in my legs as we jogged off the field.

“Not bad, Blair,” Savannah said, grabbing a water bottle. “Still stiff, but we’ll fix it.”

I nodded, too distracted to respond.

Jessie flopped onto the bench beside me, yanking off her sneakers. “That was fun. You’re totally a natural.”

I wiped sweat from my forehead. “Don’t say that.”

She laughed. “Why not? You killed it out there.”

“I wasn’t supposed to kill it,” I muttered, rubbing my temples. “I was supposed to get through it. Not… whatever that was.”

Jessie wiggled her brows. “You mean the part where Troy was eyeing you like you were the only thing on the field?”

My stomach dropped.
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“He wasn’t—”

“Oh, he was.” She took a long sip of water. “And you liked it.”

I scoffed. “No, I didn’t.”

Jessie gave me a look.

I shoved my face in my hands. “Okay, maybe I liked the attention a little.”

“Uh-huh.”

I groaned. “Shut up.”

Jessie laughed again, bumping my shoulder. “Come on, we’re going to the after-party. You can overthink your life choices there.”

I didn’t argue.

At this point, overthinking was all I had left.

Later that night, the party was already packed by the time we got there. Football players, cheerleaders, random kids who probably just showed up for free booze—it was the usual homecoming mess.

Music blasted from the speakers, the living room was a sea of red plastic cups, and the kitchen counter was covered in chips no one was eating.

Jessie grabbed my wrist and pulled me inside. “Relax. It’s just a party.”

Easy for her to say. She wasn’t the one standing here in a skirt, still sweaty from cheering in front of the whole school.

“Do I really have to be here?” I mumbled, tugging at my wig.

Jessie shot me a look. “You’re literally the star of the night. You can’t leave now.”

I snorted. “I’m not the star.”

“Tell that to Troy,” she muttered under her breath.

I barely had time to process that before a loud voice boomed from the center of the room.

“Yo! Blair!”

My stomach dropped.

Troy leaned against the couch, a lazy smirk on his face, beer bottle dangling from his fingers. His teammates were scattered around him, some already half-drunk, some watching with amused curiosity.

I forced myself to move toward them, trying not to look as awkward as I felt.

Troy gave me a once-over. “Didn’t think you’d show.”

I crossed my arms. “Didn’t think you cared.”

Chad, the idiot from earlier, snickered. “Damn, Humphrey, she’s got you there.”

Troy’s smirk didn’t falter, but his eyes flickered with something else—something I couldn’t place.

“Let’s make this more interesting,” Savannah said, appearing out of nowhere with a bottle of vodka in hand. She plopped onto the couch, crossing her legs. “We’re playing Truth or Dare.”

The room buzzed with approval.

I immediately took a step back. “Oh, I’m good—”

Savannah pointed at me. “Nope. You’re playing.”

Jessie grinned. “Yeah, Blair. What’s the worst that could happen?”

I was going to kill her.

The game started harmless enough. Some kid had to chug a beer. Someone else had to text their ex. Nothing I couldn’t ignore.

Then it was Chad’s turn.

He looked around, eyes scanning the room, and his gaze landed on me.

Oh no.

His grin widened. “Blair. Truth or dare?”

I didn’t want to play. I didn’t want to be here.

But if I backed out now, they’d all know something was up.

I swallowed. “Dare.”

Chad’s eyes gleamed. “Kiss Troy.”

The air in the room shifted. Someone whistled. Someone else laughed.

Troy leaned back, expression unreadable.

I felt my whole body go rigid. “That’s—”

“It’s just a kiss.” Chad smirked. “Unless you’re scared.”

I wanted to strangle him.

Savannah sighed. “If she doesn’t want to—”

“I’ll do it.”

My heart stopped.

Troy was still lounging against the couch, but there was something sharp in his gaze now. He tilted his head at me, like he was challenging me.

I didn’t move. Didn’t breathe.

This was a bad idea.

But before I could think too hard, he grabbed my wrist, pulling me down onto the couch beside him.
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“C’mon, Blair,” he murmured, voice just loud enough for me to hear. “Let’s give ‘em a show.”

I should’ve pulled away.

I didn’t.

I leaned in.

And then Troy Humphrey kissed me.

The moment his lips touched mine, everything else blurred out.

I wasn’t thinking about the game anymore. Or the people watching. Or the fact that I was supposed to be pretending.

All I could think about was Troy.

His lips were warm, softer than I expected, but firm. Like he meant it. Like this wasn’t just some stupid dare.

My fingers clenched against the couch cushion, but I didn’t pull away.

And then Troy did something that made my stomach flip.

He deepened the kiss.

His hand slid to my waist, fingers pressing against the fabric of my cheer uniform, sending a strange shiver up my spine.

This wasn’t a quick peck. This wasn’t some half-assed joke.

Troy Humphrey was kissing me like he wanted to.

The room felt too hot. My heart pounded so hard I thought people might hear it. I should’ve stopped it. I should’ve pulled away, laughed it off, done something to remind everyone this wasn’t real.

But my body wasn’t listening.

Troy tilted his head slightly, angling the kiss, his thumb brushing against my side. A small gasp slipped out of me before I could stop it.

And that was when he pulled back.

Slow. Deliberate. Like he was reluctant.

The room had gone completely silent.

Then Chad laughed. “Damn, Humphrey. That didn’t look fake.”

Troy rolled his shoulders, a lazy smirk back on his face, but his eyes—his eyes—told a different story.

He looked at me like he wasn’t sure what just happened.

Like I wasn’t what he expected.

I still couldn’t breathe.

Jessie elbowed me, snapping me back to reality. “Blair?”

I blinked.

Right. This was a game. This was just a joke.

I forced a grin, even though my lips still tingled. “Told you I wasn’t scared.”

The group erupted in cheers, the moment breaking.

But as I sat back, feeling my hands shake, I knew one thing for sure.

That wasn’t just a dare.

And from the way Troy kept looking at me, I knew he felt it too.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

IT STARTED with looks. Not the kind of quick glances people throw in passing—the lingering kind. The ones that made my stomach twist, made my skin buzz with something I didn’t want to name.

Troy had been watching me.

At first, I thought I was imagining it. That I was just being paranoid. But at practice, at lunch, even walking to class—I felt it.

And the worst part?

I wasn’t sure if I hated it.

I tried to act normal, but every time I caught his eye, my brain short-circuited. Was he angry? Curious? Regretting the kiss?

Did he want to do it again?

I told myself I was reading into it. That he wasn’t thinking about me at all.

Then, after practice, he cornered me.

The gym was nearly empty, the other girls already heading to the locker room. I’d just grabbed my water bottle when I felt it—him.

Troy was behind me, close enough that I caught the sharp scent of his cologne under the sweat.

I tensed. “What?”

His voice was low. “Come with me.”

I turned. “Excuse me?”

His jaw ticked like he was holding something back. “Just—come on.”

And like an idiot, I followed him.

[image: Mage media]

Troy led me into the back hallway, the one behind the bleachers where no one ever went unless they were sneaking off to skip class. The air smelled like old sneakers and dust.

I crossed my arms. “What is this?”

He ran a hand through his hair, exhaling hard. “I don’t know.”

I frowned. “That’s not an answer.”

Troy lifted his head, and for the first time in a week, I saw it—the look.

Like he was fighting something.

Like he was losing.

My stomach clenched.

“Tell me something,” he said. “What are you doing here?”

I blinked. “What?”

He gestured at my uniform. “This. The cheer squad. The—” He swallowed. “The way you act. The way you look.”

A wave of embarrassment rushed through me. “Why do you care?”

Troy took a step closer. My back hit the wall.

“I don’t,” he said.

But the way his gaze dropped to my lips said otherwise.

I should have pushed him away.

I should have laughed in his face and told him to go screw himself.

But I didn’t.

Because my body—my stupid, traitorous body—was frozen in place, trapped under the weight of his stare.

My fingers curled into fists. “Then why are you here?”

Troy’s jaw flexed. He looked pissed. At me. At himself. At something.

“I don’t know,” he muttered. “I—” He ran a hand through his hair, like that would clear his thoughts. “I don’t know what the hell’s wrong with me.”

My chest squeezed. “Then figure it out and leave me alone.”

His breath hitched. For a second, I thought he would. That he’d scoff, call me a freak, and walk off like this never happened.

But he didn’t.

Instead, he stepped even closer, until the heat of his body pressed against mine.

I swallowed hard. “Troy—”

His fingers brushed my waist. Just barely. Just enough to make me feel it.

I sucked in a sharp breath.

I hated him.

I hated the way my heart jumped at his touch.

I hated that I was standing here, letting him do this.

But most of all, I hated how much I wanted him to keep going.

Troy clenched his jaw like he was about to say something. Then, with a frustrated groan, he pulled back.

“Forget it,” he muttered, shaking his head. “Forget I said anything.”

Then he turned and walked off, leaving me breathless against the wall.

I didn’t move for a while.

I just stood there, my back against the wall, trying to figure out what had just happened.

Troy had cornered me. Touched me. Gotten way too close. Then bolted like I was something he needed to shake off.

Like I was a mistake.

I should’ve been mad. I should’ve let it roll off my shoulders and walked out of there without thinking twice.

Instead, my legs carried me straight to the locker room.

It was empty, the showers running in the back where the football players cleaned up after practice. I didn’t think about it—I just went in, my body on autopilot.

Then the door swung open.

Troy stepped inside, his hair still damp from a quick rinse, his jersey clinging to his chest.

He froze when he saw me.

We stared at each other.

Then, like a switch flipped, Troy grabbed me.

He yanked me forward, his fingers gripping my arms, his breathing rough and uneven. “You’re messing with my head,” he rasped.

I barely had time to react before his lips crashed into mine.

I gasped, my hands flying up to shove him away, but he didn’t let go. His mouth moved against mine, urgent and desperate, like he was trying to prove something—to me, to himself, to whatever this was.

And I let him.

I let him kiss me like he needed it. Like this had been building up for too long and he couldn’t stop himself anymore.

His hands slid to my waist, pressing against the soft fabric of my cheer uniform. My skin tingled where he touched me, every nerve in my body screaming for more.

I kissed him back.

Harder.

Like I wanted to drown in this moment.

Troy let out a low groan, backing me up against the lockers. The cold metal burned through my thin uniform, but I didn’t care. I barely felt it.

All I could feel was him.

His lips. His hands. The way his body fit against mine like it was supposed to be there.

My head spun.

This was wrong.

Troy Humphrey was kissing me in a locker room, and instead of pushing him away, I was melting into it.

Instead of reminding him who I was, I was letting him pretend.

Pretend that I was a girl.
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That thought snapped me out of it. I pulled back, my breath coming in quick, shaky gasps. “Troy—”

But he was already stepping away, running both hands through his hair, looking like he’d just woken up from a bad dream.

“Shit,” he muttered. I blinked, my lips still tingling. “What—”

His eyes snapped to mine, filled with something I couldn’t name. Then, without another word, he turned and stormed out.

Leaving me alone. Again.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T go to school for three days. I told myself it wasn’t because of Troy. That I just needed time to think. That I wasn’t hiding. But the truth was, I didn’t know who I was anymore.

I wasn’t Billy, the guy who used to fade into the background. And I wasn’t Blair, the girl I pretended to be.

I was something in between. And I had no idea if that was okay.

But what I did know was that I wasn’t going to let Troy Humphrey run from me.

Not after what happened in the locker room.

Not after the way he kissed me—like he meant it.

So on the fourth day, I did something stupid.

I got ready with extra effort.

My makeup was soft but noticeable, a little shimmer on my eyelids, lips glossy. My uniform was ironed, my wig styled just right, falling around my shoulders in loose waves. I smoothed out my skirt, adjusting my posture in the mirror.

I didn’t even know who I was doing this for.

Me? Him?

Both?

I shook off the thought and grabbed my bag.

I was going to talk to him.

I was going to make him face this.
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Later that day, the bleachers were packed during lunch, as usual. Football players crowded the steps, laughing, shoving each other, stealing fries off each other’s trays.

And right in the center of them all—Troy.

He was leaned back, one arm slung over the seat behind him, his expression unreadable.

I marched straight toward him, my heart pounding harder with every step.

A few guys noticed me first, nudging each other, eyes flicking between me and Troy.

But I didn’t stop.

I reached the bleachers and stood in front of him, arms crossed. “We need to talk.”

Troy’s body tensed.

I could see it—the way his fingers curled into fists, the way his jaw clenched. But his face was blank.

Like he didn’t care.

Like I wasn’t even worth a reaction.

He exhaled through his nose, looking me over. “About what?”

I narrowed my eyes. “You know what.”

Chad snorted from a few rows up. “Ooooh, looks like Humphrey’s got a girlfriend.”

Laughter rippled through the group.

Troy’s expression didn’t change, but I saw the way his neck flushed.

I swallowed. “I know you feel something, Troy.”

That did it.

His eyes snapped to mine, sharp and furious.

I felt my stomach twist.

He stood, towering over me, his voice low enough that only I could hear. “You need to shut up.”

I clenched my fists. “Or what?”

He stepped closer. My breath hitched.

Then, in a voice so cold it made my chest tighten, he said—

“I’m not into guys.”

The words felt like a slap.

I barely had time to react before he took another step back and laughed—laughed, like this was all some joke.

Then, loud enough for his friends to hear—

“Jesus, you actually think I’d be into you?”

The group erupted in laughter.

I stood there, frozen.

Troy shook his head. “Maybe you should take a good look in the mirror, Blair.” His voice dripped with something cruel, something meant to hurt. “You’re not even a real girl.”

The words punched the air right out of my lungs.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe.

Troy just smirked.

Then he turned to his friends, like I didn’t even exist anymore.

And I realized—

This was his way of getting rid of me.

I should have left. I should have turned around, walked away, held my head high like his words didn’t matter.

But I couldn’t move.

I stood there, humiliated, feeling every set of eyes on me. Laughter echoed in my ears, my skin burning hot, my stomach twisted so tight I thought I might throw up.

Troy wasn’t even looking at me anymore.

Like I wasn’t anything.

Then he did something that made it even worse.

He pulled Tiffany Martinez from the crowd.

Tiffany—the queen of fake tans and crop tops, the girl who once told me I “walked funny” in heels during spirit week. She let out a dramatic gasp as Troy yanked her forward, her long, manicured nails pressing against his chest.
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“T-Troy,” she giggled, like this was some rom-com moment.

He smirked, the same smirk he used on me, the same one that made my stomach flip last week. But this time, it wasn’t for me.

Then, right there, in front of everyone—

He kissed her.

My chest tightened.

I didn’t mean to react, but my fingers curled around the hem of my skirt, gripping the fabric so hard my knuckles ached.

Tiffany made a show of it, letting out a little noise like she was eating up the attention. Like she knew what he was doing.

Like she knew this was meant to hurt me.

And it did.

It was a stupid high school game, but standing there, watching him kiss her, watching everyone cheer, I felt small.

Like a joke.

Like I didn’t even belong in my own body.

The kiss ended, and Tiffany giggled against his chest, biting her lip like she’d just won something.

Troy didn’t even wipe his mouth.

He just leaned back against the bleachers, his arm draping over her shoulders, his expression unreadable.

But I saw it.

For a split second, his eyes flicked to mine.

And I knew.

He wasn’t kissing her because he wanted to.

He was kissing her because of me.

Because he didn’t want to want me.

And that hurt more than anything else.

I turned on my heel and walked away, my head high, my chest tight, my vision blurred.

I didn’t let myself cry.

Not here. Not in front of them.

But as I walked off the bleachers, one thought kept running through my head—

Troy Humphrey hated me.

Because I reminded him of something he didn’t want to admit.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I BARELY remembered escaping the bleachers. The whole walk back was a blur—faces I ignored, voices I tuned out, the burn in my throat that I refused to acknowledge.

By the time I made it to Jessie’s house, my hands were shaking.

She opened the door before I even knocked, her eyes scanning me like she already knew something was wrong.

I didn’t say anything. I just stepped inside, kicked off my sneakers, and collapsed onto her bed.

Jessie shut the door behind me. “Bad day?”

I buried my face in her pillow. “Worst day ever.”

The bed dipped as she sat next to me. “Wanna talk about it, or do you wanna pretend you’re fine and watch bad reality TV?”

I let out a humorless laugh. “Option two sounds good.”

She didn’t push. Just reached for the remote, flipping through channels until she found some trashy dating show.

We sat in silence.

But it didn’t help.

Troy’s words kept replaying in my head, over and over, like some broken record I couldn’t turn off.

You’re not even a real girl.

I curled in on myself. “Jessie?”

“Yeah?”

I hesitated. The words were there, stuck in my throat, waiting to be said.
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“…Why do I like dressing up so much?”

Jessie muted the TV.

I felt her shift beside me, but I kept my face buried in the pillow.

“Because you like it,” she said simply.

“But I shouldn’t.” My voice was quieter now. “It was supposed to be a joke. A stupid bet. I wasn’t supposed to—”

“Enjoy it?”

I shut my eyes. “Yeah.”

Jessie sighed. “Blair…”

I flinched.

“See? Right there,” she said. “You didn’t even react when I called you Blair.”

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

“Maybe you do,” she said gently. “You just don’t want to say it.”

My chest tightened.

I wanted to argue. I wanted to tell her she was wrong.

But I couldn’t.

Because part of me knew she wasn’t.

Jessie sighed again and squeezed my arm. “You’re not alone, okay? And you don’t have to figure everything out right now.”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.

We sat there in silence, the muted TV flashing colors across the walls.

I wished it was enough to drown out my thoughts.

But it wasn’t.

I must’ve dozed off because the next thing I knew, the sound of voices filled Jessie’s room.

I blinked groggily, lifting my head to see Savannah, Natalie, and Amber standing by the bed, arms crossed like they were about to stage an intervention.

Jessie sat at her desk, twirling a pen between her fingers. “Took you long enough,” she said, raising an eyebrow at me.

I sat up slowly, rubbing my eyes. “What’s going on?”

“I called the girls,” Jessie said. “Because, no offense, you looked like you were about to throw yourself into a dumpster after lunch, and I figured you needed a pick-me-up.”

Savannah stepped forward, arms crossed. “But first, let’s get one thing straight.”

My stomach tightened. “What?”

She narrowed her eyes. “You’re not pretending, are you?”

The air in the room shifted.

My mouth went dry.

Jessie said the same thing earlier, but hearing it from Savannah—the girl who ran the cheer squad, who never wasted time on things she didn’t care about—made it feel different.

More real.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

Savannah studied me, then sighed. “Yeah. Thought so.”

Natalie sat beside me, tucking her legs under her. “Why didn’t you tell us?”

I swallowed. “Because… I didn’t know.”

Amber plopped down on the other side, tossing an arm around my shoulder. “Babe, you still don’t have to know. It’s not like there’s a deadline.”

I exhaled, some of the tension in my chest easing.

Savannah rolled her eyes. “You don’t need some grand explanation, Blair. You like what you like. And if you feel more comfortable like this—” she gestured at me—“then that’s all that matters.”

Something warm spread in my chest, and I let out a small, shaky laugh. “Since when are you guys so nice?”

Amber smirked. “Since we decided we’re desperate for another member, and besides, Troy is crap, don’t let him get to your head.”

Savannah clapped her hands. “Speaking of which, we have work to do.”

I frowned. “What do you mean?”

She grinned. “Makeover time.”

I stiffened. “Wait—”

Amber tightened her grip around my shoulders. “Oh, honey, you don’t have a choice.”

I barely had time to protest before Jessie grabbed my wrist and pulled me toward the vanity mirror.

“I’m already in the uniform,” I said weakly.

Natalie shook her head. “Nah, we’re not doing cheerleader Blair. We’re doing pretty girl Blair.”

Amber flung open Jessie’s closet. “And I am on outfit duty.”

I groaned. “Guys—”

Savannah grinned, spinning Jessie’s chair toward the mirror so I was facing myself. “Trust us.”

I swallowed.

Then nodded.

Jessie was the first to start. She rummaged through her makeup bag, pulling out foundations and palettes like a woman on a mission.

“Nothing too much,” she said. “We’re not doing stage makeup. Just soft, pretty, effortless.”

Natalie handed me a headband to keep my hair—wig, I reminded myself—out of the way.

Jessie got to work.

Her fingers moved fast, smoothing foundation over my skin, blending it with a brush.

She handed me a tube of concealer. “Here. Dab under your eyes.”

I hesitated, then did as she said.

Amber and Natalie sat on the bed, watching like hawks. “I still can’t believe this is the same person who showed up at tryouts looking like a lost puppy,” Amber muttered.

Savannah grinned. “Right? Our baby’s all grown up.”

Jessie snorted. “Blair, stop squirming.”

I huffed but stayed still as she dusted powder across my face. The feeling was weird—light but noticeable, like a second skin.

When she reached for the blush, I sighed. “Is this really necessary?”

Natalie smirked. “Yes. You need life in your cheeks.”

Jessie ignored my grumbling and dabbed soft pink onto my cheekbones.

Savannah leaned over. “Okay, but lip gloss is a must.”

“Duh.” Jessie reached for a nude-pink gloss and tilted my chin up. “Pout.”

I rolled my eyes but did it.

The slick feeling of the gloss made my lips feel… fuller.

Soft.

Different.

Jessie sat back, eyeing her work. “Damn. I’m good.”

I swallowed and glanced in the mirror.

The person staring back at me looked like…

Like a girl.

Not a cheerleader. Not some joke or costume.

Just… a normal, pretty girl.

My fingers twitched in my lap.

I didn’t know how to feel.

Savannah nudged my arm. “Alright, Amber. Let’s see the outfit.”

Amber grinned and held up a dress.

I blinked. “Absolutely not.”

“Absolutely yes.”

It was soft and light, a baby-blue sundress with thin straps.

I chewed my lip.

“Trust us,” Natalie said softly.

My hands shook a little as I reached for it.

They all turned around while I changed, chatting about how stupid Troy was and how gross Tiffany was.

I barely heard them.

I was too focused on the way the fabric hugged my body.

It wasn’t tight.

It wasn’t revealing.

It just fit.

Like it belonged.
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I swallowed the lump in my throat and turned back around.

Savannah let out a low whistle. “Damn, Blair.”

Jessie grinned. “You have to let us take a picture.”

Amber held up her phone. “Actually, you know what? Screw the picture. We’re going out.”

My stomach dropped. “What? No.”

“Yes.”

“No.”

Jessie nudged me. “Blair.”

I looked at her. She smiled.

“Come have fun.”

I exhaled.

Then nodded.

Maybe, for once, I needed to.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

BY THE TIME Monday rolled around, I had convinced myself I was fine. Troy was in the past. He could kiss whoever he wanted. I wasn’t going to waste any more time thinking about him.

Which was why, when Principal Reyes asked me to show the new kid around, I said yes without hesitation.

Darren Rogers was quiet but friendly, the kind of guy who always smiled even when he wasn’t sure what was going on. He had messy brown hair, glasses that kept slipping down his nose, and a backpack that looked too heavy for his frame.

“Sorry you got stuck with me,” I said as we walked through the hallways. “Not sure why they picked a cheerleader for tour guide duty.”

Darren adjusted his glasses. “Are you kidding? You’re, like, the coolest person to show me around.”

I laughed. “You don’t even know me.”

He shrugged. “I know enough. You’re on the squad, people like you, and you’re taking the time to help me when you probably have better things to do.”

I blinked. “That’s… weirdly nice of you to say.”

He grinned. “I’m a weirdly nice guy.”

I smiled back.

The tour wasn’t complicated—classrooms, cafeteria, gym, all the basic stuff. Darren asked questions, and I answered, slipping into easy conversation with him.

It was nice.

No awkwardness. No tension. Just… normal.

We stopped by his locker, and he fiddled with the combination while I leaned against the wall.

“So, what’s your deal?” I asked. “New school, fresh start, all that?”
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He nodded. “Yeah. My parents move around a lot for work. I got used to being the ‘new kid.’”

“That sucks.”

He smiled. “Not if you meet the right people.”

I felt a tiny warmth in my chest. It had been a long time since someone looked at me like I was just Blair, not some complicated mess of things I couldn’t figure out.

And then, from the corner of my eye, I saw him.

Troy stood across the hallway, next to Chad and a few of the other guys, his arms crossed over his chest.

And he was watching me.

His expression was unreadable, but there was a sharpness in his eyes, like he did not like what he was seeing.

I turned back to Darren, ignoring the way my pulse kicked up. “C’mon, let’s get you to your next class.”

I didn’t look at Troy again.

But I felt his eyes on me the whole way down the hall.

A week later, I found a single red rose in my locker.

I blinked at it, confused for a second, before spotting the note attached.

Meet me at the football field after school? –Darren

I chewed my lip, glancing around the hallway like someone might be watching. No one was paying attention.

I took the rose, my chest feeling warm.

By the time I reached the football field, practice had ended, and most of the team was gone. The bleachers were empty, the sky turning soft shades of pink as the sun dipped lower.

Darren was waiting near the goalpost, hands in his pockets, rocking on his heels. He perked up when he saw me.

“You came,” he said, grinning.

I held up the rose. “This was a little dramatic, don’t you think?”

He shrugged. “What can I say? I like a little drama.”

I laughed, rolling the flower between my fingers. “So, what’s this about?”

He shifted, suddenly looking a little nervous. “I just… I like spending time with you.” He rubbed the back of his neck. “You’re cool, Blair. And, um. Pretty.”

My stomach did something weird. “Darren—”

“I know you probably don’t think of me like that,” he rushed out. “And that’s okay. I just wanted to tell you.”

I exhaled, my fingers tightening around the stem. “That’s really sweet. I just—”

“Am I interrupting something?”

The voice sent a chill down my spine.

I turned.

Troy stood a few feet away, hands in his jacket pockets, but there was nothing casual about the way he looked at me. His jaw was tight, his eyes burning with something sharp.

Darren frowned. “Uh. Do you need something?”

Troy ignored him, his gaze locked on me.

“Tell me you don’t want me.”

The words sucked the air out of my lungs.

Darren looked between us, confused. “Wait, what?”

I swallowed hard. “Troy—”

His voice was lower this time, rough. “Say it.”

My heart pounded. I wanted to. I should have.

But I couldn’t.

Troy’s expression flickered. He took a slow step closer.

Darren stiffened beside me. “Dude, back off.”

Troy’s eyes snapped to him. “Disappear before I beat your ass.”

Darren froze.

I stared at Troy, my chest tightening. “What is wrong with you?”

His fists clenched. “Nothing.”

Darren looked at me. “Blair…?”

I exhaled, my throat tight. “Let’s talk later, Darren.”

He hesitated, then nodded, shooting Troy one last glare before walking off.

Troy watched him leave, his jaw flexing, his shoulders stiff.

I crossed my arms. “What the hell was that?”

Troy didn’t answer.

He just stood there, looking at me like he didn’t know what to do with himself.

And I felt something sink in my stomach.

I was so disappointed in him.

Darren disappeared down the path toward the parking lot, and I stood there, gripping the rose so tightly the stem nearly snapped. Troy stayed where he was, staring at the ground, hands still shoved in his jacket pockets. His breathing was uneven, like he was barely holding something in.

I shook my head. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

He didn’t look up. His jaw tensed. “Nothing.”

I let out a sharp, humorless laugh. “Nothing? You just threatened someone for talking to me. That’s nothing?”

Troy lifted his head, and for the first time, I saw it—the raw frustration in his eyes, the way his fingers twitched like he wanted to grab something. Or me.

He took a step forward.

[image: Mage media]

“I don’t like seeing you with him.”

I stared at him, my throat tightening. “That’s not my problem.”

He flinched, just barely.

I forced myself to stand tall, even though my chest felt like it was caving in. “You don’t get to do this.”

His brows furrowed. “Do what?”

I threw my arms out. “This! Act like I mean something to you when you already made it clear I don’t.”

His nostrils flared. “That’s not—”

“You humiliated me,” I snapped, my voice shaking. “You made me feel like an idiot for thinking that kiss—those kisses—meant something. And now, what? You’re jealous? You don’t want me, but you don’t want anyone else to have me either?”

His lips parted slightly, like he wanted to say something, but no words came out.

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Why, Troy?” My voice was quieter now, but it still wavered. “Why are you doing this to me?”

His eyes flickered. He looked pained, like he was fighting something inside himself.

“I—”

I took a step back. “No. You don’t get to do this unless you’re actually going to say it.”

He clenched his fists.

“Say it, Troy.” I wiped at my face, barely realizing I was crying. “Tell me why you kissed me. Tell me why you keep looking at me like that. Tell me why you hate me so much.”

His face twisted like I’d just punched him in the gut.

“I don’t hate you,” he rasped.

I laughed bitterly. “Sure feels like it.”

He took a shaky breath. “You don’t get it.”

“Then make me get it!”

Silence.

The wind whipped between us, rustling the empty bleachers, the distant sound of car engines humming from the parking lot.

His shoulders dropped, and for the first time, I saw it—the fear. Not of me. Not of what people would think. But of himself.

“I don’t know how,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

I sucked in a breath.

His hands ran through his hair, frustrated, desperate. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I don’t know why I keep thinking about you. I don’t know why it’s different with you, why it feels different—”

He stopped himself, shaking his head.

I wiped at my face, my throat burning. “You do know.”

Troy swallowed.

“You’re just scared to say it,” I said softly.

His Adam’s apple bobbed.

His whole body looked like it was torn in two.

But then, just as fast, his walls shot back up.

He exhaled sharply, shaking his head. “I can’t do this.”

And before I could say another word—

He turned and walked towards the university’s main door.
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I let out a breath that felt like it had been stuck in my chest for weeks.

Then I looked down at the rose in my hand, at the red petals against my shaking fingers.

And I realized—

No matter how much I wanted him to, Troy Humphrey wasn’t ready to love me.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

TWO DAYS passed, but my head was still a mess. I hadn’t seen Troy. Hadn’t wanted to. I kept busy, going to practice, hanging out with the girls, pretending like everything was fine. But the truth sat heavy in my chest, impossible to ignore.

I wasn’t fine.

I didn’t know who I was anymore.

So when I found myself outside the guidance counselor’s office, staring at the nameplate on the door, I wasn’t surprised.

Ms. Lacey – Student Support.

I hesitated, then knocked.

“Come in,” her voice called.

I stepped inside, nerves twisting in my stomach.

Ms. Lacey was sitting at her desk, typing something on her laptop. She looked up, smiled, and gestured to the chair across from her. “Blair. It’s nice to see you.”

My breath caught.

She didn’t hesitate. Didn’t call me Billy.

She just knew.

I swallowed and sat down, suddenly feeling like I had no idea why I was here.

She waited a beat, then leaned forward slightly. “What’s on your mind?”

I let out a slow breath. “I don’t know.”

Her smile was patient. “That’s okay.”

I stared at my hands. “I just… I don’t get why this happened. Why I—why I feel this way.”

I told her the rest of the story and she nodded like she’d heard it a thousand times before. “Have you ever felt like this before? Before the bet? Before the cheer squad?”

I frowned, trying to think.

Had I?

I remembered being a kid, borrowing Jessie’s pink hair clips when we played dress-up. Remembered staring a little too long at the girls’ section in clothing stores, wondering what it would feel like to wear something delicate.

I remembered looking at my own face in the mirror and feeling like something was missing.

I exhaled. “Maybe.”

She nodded. “And how do you feel when people call you Blair?”
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I swallowed. “It… feels right.”

The words came out quietly, but as soon as I said them, something inside me clicked.

Like I had been holding my breath for years and didn’t even realize it.

She smiled softly. “You don’t have to rush to label anything, Blair. But it’s okay to explore what makes you feel like you.”

I nodded, my fingers gripping the hem of my sweater.

For the first time in a long time, I wasn’t scared of the answer.

I stood outside my house, heart hammering against my ribs.

The entire walk home, I had rehearsed what I was going to say. Planned out the words in my head, the tone, the pauses. But now, standing in front of the door, every single sentence fell apart.

I wasn’t ready.

But maybe I never would be.

I took a deep breath, gripped the doorknob, and stepped inside.

Mom was in the kitchen, slicing vegetables for dinner. Dad sat in the living room, his eyes on the TV but his hands working through a Sudoku book.

Normal. Familiar.

I swallowed hard. “Hey.”

Mom glanced up. “Hey, sweetheart. Dinner’s almost ready.”

I took a deep breath. “Can we talk?”

Dad looked up at that, setting the book down. Mom wiped her hands on a towel.

“Of course,” she said, walking over. “What’s wrong?”

I hesitated. My hands were shaking, so I clenched them into fists.

“I… um.” My voice cracked. “I think—no, I know—that I’m not Billy.”

The words hung in the air.

Dad’s brows furrowed slightly. “What do you mean?”

Mom reached for my hand, squeezing gently. “Sweetheart, take your time.”

I forced myself to breathe. “I mean… I don’t think I ever was Billy. I think I’m Blair.”

Silence.

For a horrible, heart-stopping second, I thought maybe I had ruined everything.

Then Mom exhaled softly, her eyes glistening. “Oh, honey.”

Dad blinked, processing, but he didn’t look angry. Just… surprised.

Mom pulled me into a hug, holding me tight, her hands warm against my back. “You’re my child. No matter what.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, my breath shuddering.

Dad cleared his throat. “Well,” he said awkwardly, “I always thought Blair was a nice name.”

A laugh bubbled up in my throat, half-hysterical, half-relieved. Quickly, I took the wig out of my backpack and slowly wore it in front of them.

“I’ve been wearing it to school and I’m already part of the cheerleading squad…”

Mom pulled back, brushing my hair—wig—out of my face. “What do you need from us?”

I wiped my eyes quickly. “I… I don’t know. I just know I need help figuring it out.”
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Dad nodded, standing up. “Then we’ll get you help.”

Mom squeezed my hand. “We can find a specialist. Someone who can guide you through this. If that’s what you want.”

I nodded, my throat too tight to speak.

Dad put a hand on my shoulder. “We love you, kid. No matter what.”

The weight that had been sitting on my chest for years finally lifted.

I wasn’t alone.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

I STARED at my reflection, hands gripping the edge of the vanity. This was real. The girl in the mirror wasn’t Billy. She wasn’t some half-hearted attempt at pretending.

She was me.

Three months of hormones had softened my face, smoothed out my features, changed little things I didn’t even realize I had been waiting for. My skin looked clearer, my cheeks a little fuller. My lips seemed softer, my waist just a bit narrower.

My chest… well, something was finally happening there. Small, but there.

But most of all, I felt different.

Not just because of the changes. Not just because of the hormones.

Because for the first time, I knew who I was.

And tonight, everyone else would know too.

I smoothed out my dress, my heart hammering. It was deep red, fitted at the waist, the kind of dress I never imagined I’d have the guts to wear. The slit on the side made me nervous, but Savannah swore it was hot girl energy.

Jessie was behind me, curling my hair.

"Hold still," she muttered.

"I'm trying."

She grinned. "You're shaking like a Chihuahua."

I huffed. "I'm about to walk into prom in a dress for the first time. Forgive me if I’m freaking out."

Savannah leaned against the doorway, arms crossed. "You’re gonna turn heads the second you walk in."

My stomach flipped. "Not helping."

Jessie snickered. "Come on, you’ve got to be excited."

I was.

And I was terrified.

The curling iron clicked off, and Jessie fluffed out my hair. "All done, princess."

I turned to the mirror again.

The dress. The makeup. The soft curls.

I swallowed hard.

Savannah rested a hand on my shoulder. "You look beautiful, Blair."

My chest tightened. I nodded, blinking fast.

A knock sounded from downstairs.

Darren.
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I exhaled. "Okay. Here goes nothing."

I slipped into my heels—something I had actually learned to walk in over the last few months—and made my way downstairs, my heart thudding so hard I could hear it.

Darren stood in the doorway, holding a corsage, looking like something out of a rom-com.

He stared at me, eyes wide, mouth slightly open.

Then he shook his head and smiled. "Wow."

I laughed nervously. "Too much?"

"Not even close."

I stepped closer, and he carefully slid the corsage onto my wrist. His fingers lingered. "You look… incredible, Blair."

Warmth spread through my chest. "Thanks."

He offered his arm. "Ready?"

I looped my arm through his.

"Ready."

The second we stepped into the prom venue, the room went silent.

I felt it.

Eyes turning. Heads swiveling. The weight of a hundred stares pressing down on me.

I knew this would happen. I prepared for this. But nothing could’ve stopped the way my stomach twisted.

Darren squeezed my hand. “Everyone’s looking at you. You’s gorgeous.”

I forced a breath and lifted my chin.

The silence cracked when Jessie let out a loud whistle from across the room. “Hell yeah, Blair!”

Savannah grinned beside her. “Told you she’d turn heads.”

The other girls cheered, and just like that, the tension in my chest eased.

Until Tiffany Martinez sneered from the drink table.

“Oh my God,” she said, loud enough for half the room to hear. “Is this really happening? You guys let that in?”

Laughter rippled through her little circle of minions.

My stomach dropped.

Darren tensed beside me, but before he could step in, Savannah moved fast.

She grabbed a cup from the table and threw it—straight at Tiffany’s dress.

Tiffany screamed.

Amber followed up with another drink. “Oops,” she said. “Slipped.”

Jessie howled with laughter.

Tiffany stood there, stunned, punch dripping from her curls. “You bitch—”

Savannah flicked her hair. “No one talks about Blair like that. Now get lost, prom reject.”

Tiffany let out a frustrated shriek before storming off toward the bathroom.

Darren grinned. “I love your friends.”

I was still frozen in shock. “I don’t think I’ve ever loved them more.”

Savannah winked. “Go dance, babe.”

Darren led me to the dance floor, and for a few minutes, everything felt normal. The music pulsed around us, lights flashing, laughter and conversation drowning out the nerves still lingering in my stomach.

He spun me under his arm, making me laugh. Then I spotted him. Troy. Standing near the stage, hands in his pockets, watching me.

Our eyes locked.

My breath hitched.

But before I could even process the look on his face, the DJ grabbed the mic.

“All right, folks! Time to announce our Prom King and Queen!”

Cheers erupted from the crowd.

The teacher holding the envelope smiled. “This year’s Prom King is… Troy Humphrey!”

The room roared with applause.

Troy barely reacted.

He stepped onto the stage, face unreadable, like he already knew what was coming next.

“And your Prom Queen is… Tiffany Martinez!”

Tiffany came running from the bathroom, her dress still damp but her face lit with victory.

She snatched the crown and sash like she had been waiting for this moment. Then she turned to Troy, smirking. “Come on, babe, let’s give them a show.”

She leaned in for a kiss.

Troy stepped back.

The mic screeched as he grabbed it.

Everyone quieted.

Troy looked out at the crowd, then took a slow breath.

“I don’t deserve to be King,” he said.

A murmur rippled through the gym.

Tiffany laughed nervously. “What are you—”

Troy ignored her. He turned, scanning the crowd—scanning for me.

My heart stopped.

“A King should be someone who’s brave,” he continued, his voice steady. “And I’m not. I’ve spent this whole year hiding—from myself, from everyone. And I don’t want to do that anymore.”

Silence.

Troy’s eyes found mine.
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“I love Blair.”

Gasps filled the room.

My chest caved in.

He stepped down from the stage, walking straight toward me.

“I love you,” he said again, softer now, meant just for me. “And I don’t care who knows it anymore.”

My vision blurred. “Troy…”

He reached up, taking off his crown—his prom king crown—and turned to Darren.

“Here,” he said. “You deserve this more than me.”

Darren blinked, stunned, then accepted it with a slow nod.

Troy turned back to me, holding out his hand. “Blair. Dance with me.”

I stared at him, my throat tight.

I could have said no. I could have walked away.

But I didn’t.

I took his hand.

The music started again, softer this time, and Troy pulled me close.

His hands settled on my waist. Mine curled around his neck.

We swayed, slow and steady, in the middle of the crowded gym.

Troy exhaled against my hair. “I’m so sorry.”

I closed my eyes. “I know.”

“I was scared.”

“I know.”

His arms tightened around me. “I love you.”

I swallowed. “I love you too.”

Troy let out a shaky breath, pressing his forehead against mine.

And in that moment, it was just us.

Nothing else mattered.

Just me and him, exactly as we were supposed to be.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE FIRST day of senior year felt completely different. For the first time in my life, I wasn’t dreading the walk through those school doors. I wasn’t worried about blending in or keeping my head down.

I knew who I was now.

And I wasn’t hiding anymore.

I adjusted my bag over my shoulder, smoothing out my pleated plaid skirt. The soft pink blouse I’d picked out tucked in perfectly, hugging my frame in a way that actually made me like what I saw in the mirror this morning.

My hair—my real hair now, not a wig—was longer, freshly styled in loose waves. A simple gold necklace rested against my collarbone, and my makeup was light but polished.

I looked good.

And I felt better.

Troy leaned against his car, arms crossed as he watched me walk up. He had that lazy grin on his face, the one he only ever gave me.

"Morning, beautiful."
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I rolled my eyes but smiled. "Flirting before first period? Bold move, Humphrey."

He shrugged, reaching for my hand, lacing our fingers together like it was the easiest thing in the world. "It’s my favorite part of the day."

I flushed, squeezing his hand as we walked toward the school entrance.

The second we stepped inside, it hit me—this wasn’t the same as last year.

I wasn’t Billy anymore.

I wasn’t the awkward, invisible kid who just wanted to survive high school.

I was Blair.

And people knew me.

I caught my squad waiting near the lockers—Savannah, Amber, Natalie—laughing, tossing their hair, looking effortlessly cool. I knew I belonged there now.

Across the hall, some of the jocks waved at Troy, flashing grins and nods in approval at us. A year ago, this would’ve felt impossible.

But here we were.

Walking down the hallway with my hand in Troy’s, feeling seen for the first time in my life.

And for once, I wasn’t afraid of it.

Then, suddenly, someone bumped into me.

I stumbled back, my grip on my bag slipping.

A gasp.

A wig fell to the floor. I turned, heart skipping, and met the wide eyes of a girl—a girl who looked like me, just last year.

She was frozen, wearing an oversized hoodie that swallowed her frame, her face half-hidden.

I knew that look. The nerves. The fear of being noticed. The worry that people would see through her.

I knelt down, picking up the wig, dusting it off, then handing it back to her.

She hesitated.

Then took it, hands shaking.

I gave her a small smile. “Be careful out there.”

Her eyes flickered with something—recognition, maybe. A silent thank you.

She nodded and rushed off, blending back into the crowd.

I stood up, exhaling, my chest tightening. I wasn’t the only one. I never had been.

Troy slid his arm around my waist, pressing a soft kiss to the side of my head. “You okay?”

I looked up at him, at the guy who had spent so long running from me—running from himself.

But not anymore.

I smiled. “Yeah. I think I really am.”
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The bell rang, and we walked forward, hand in hand, toward our last year of high school.

And toward everything waiting for us after.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

But will she still be willing to marry me once she sees my feminine alter ego?

Story 2 – Sissies And The City
I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.
But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

"What am I to him?"

Story 3 – All Made Up
Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.
Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.

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 Sweet Femboys


Hello Lilly

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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"So what if you’re a guy? You don’t look like one, you can easily pass for a princess."

I never meant to wear a crown. I was an orphan, a street thief, and a con artist—someone who scraped by on quick hands and even quicker lies.

When my best friend, Milo, showed me the Queen’s decree—a royal search for the missing Princess Andrea, with a reward big enough to change our lives—it seemed like the perfect scam.

No one knew what the real princess looked like. If I could fake it long enough, I could walk away with a fortune.

But the palace was a different kind of trap. The noblewomen watched me like hawks, waiting for me to fail. The Queen’s closest advisor, Dawson Hanford, never let me out of his sight.

He saw too much, asked too many questions. And the more time I spent in silk and gold, the harder it became to tell where the lie ended and I began.

Read Boy Becomes Princess

Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.

	[image: A person in a blue dress  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a pink suit  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a uniform  Description automatically generated]


Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.
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Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Jock’s Femboy Girlfriend.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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