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Introduction

"It was the wrong ride, but it took me to the right place. The place that taught me I’d be happier in a skirt."
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

When I got into the wrong Uber booking, I thought I was headed back home. Instead, I woke up at a photoshoot—for a Femboy Magazine. Somehow, I went from unemployed and desperate to their accidental new star.

But as my transformation into "Jenny" unfolded, something unexpected happened—the photographer saw me, the real me, in a way no one else ever had.

When the truth about my identity was exposed, the world wanted to tear me down, and I was ready to run. But Desmond wasn’t about to let me go without a fight.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, surprise feminization, enemies-to-lovers, romantic comedy, 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 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 Wrong Ride.


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 HAD JUST about hit rock bottom. Another day, another rejection. My inbox was a graveyard of "We regret to inform you..." emails. Walking out of that last interview, I told myself, John, at least you didn’t spill coffee on yourself this time. Small wins, right?

I squinted at my phone, the little blue dot of the rideshare app blinking like a beacon of hope. The car was a sleek black sedan, and I barely glanced at the license plate before climbing in. “Uber, right?” I asked the driver.

“Yeah,” he said, not even looking at me. Good enough. I sank into the seat, my body melting into the plush leather. The faint hum of the engine was oddly soothing, and before I knew it, my eyelids were closing.

When I woke up, sunlight was streaming through the car window. I blinked groggily as the driver—who definitely wasn’t wearing a rideshare uniform—nudged my shoulder.
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“Hey, we’re here,” he said, gesturing at a building that looked like an industrial spaceship had crash-landed in LA. Massive glass windows reflected the bright blue sky, and the words Femboy Magazine Studios were printed in bold letters above the entrance.

My stomach did a little somersault. Femboy what now?

Before I could ask questions, two people—one with a headset and clipboard, the other holding a garment bag—rushed toward me like they were on a mission.

“Marco! You’re late!” the headset guy barked.

“What?” I stammered, stepping back. “I’m not—”

“Save it for later. Wardrobe’s waiting. Marco, you’ve got to be more professional,” Clipboard chimed in, thrusting the garment bag into my arms.

“No, you don’t understand—”

“We don’t have time for this,” Headset snapped, already dragging me toward the building. My protests fell on deaf ears as I was whisked through the sliding doors.

The studio was a whirlwind of activity. Bright lights, racks of clothes in every color imaginable, and a flurry of people who looked like they’d stepped out of an Instagram filter. My reflection in a passing mirror confirmed that I absolutely did not belong.

Wrinkled shirt.

Messy hair.

The faint shadow of stubble on my jaw.

I looked like a walking before-picture.

“Where’s Desmond?” Clipboard yelled, spinning around. “Marco’s here!”

A tall man with piercing green eyes and an air of effortless authority turned from behind a camera. He was dressed in all black, with a scarf slung over his shoulder like he was born to direct fashion shoots. He didn’t look impressed.

“That’s Marco?” he asked, raising an eyebrow—examining me suspiciously.

I swallowed. “Actually—”

“Never mind, we’ll make it work,” he cut me off, already gesturing toward a chair surrounded by makeup brushes and hair tools. “Get him prepped. We’re shooting in fifteen.”

My mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water.

“Wait! I think there’s been a mistake—”

Headset groaned.

“Yes, we made a mistake of hiring you. Now sit.”

What the hell is happening? I thought as I was shoved into a chair. The last thing I saw was a stylist approaching with a razor before I squeezed my eyes shut.

When I opened my eyes, the room buzzed with an almost tangible energy. The razor was gone, and so was the stubble I’d woken up with. My arms were smooth, my eyebrows looked… different, and my hair had been wrapped with a wig cap.

“Well, well, well,” came a voice that practically dripped with condescension. I turned to see a woman who could have stepped out of a high-fashion magazine herself. Vanessa Noir. Even if I didn’t know her name at that time yet, the way everyone’s heads turned when she walked by screamed “queen bee.”

She gave me a once-over, her eyes narrowing.

“Is this a joke?” she said, loud enough for everyone to hear.

“Desmond, darling, please tell me this isn’t your idea of a replacement.”

“Nice to meet you, too,” I muttered under my breath.

Desmond didn’t flinch.

“You’ve become a diva,” he said, his voice steady.

“Someone had to step in.”

Vanessa’s laugh was sharp and quick, like a whip crack. “Stepping in? Oh, honey, no.” She walked a slow circle around me, her heels clicking against the floor. “You’ve got stubble shadows, hairy arms, and zero presence. Is this amateur hour?”

“Vanessa, that’s enough,” Desmond cut in, his voice firm but calm.

“Oh, come on,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“We’re selling fantasies here. He’s barely selling reality.”

“I’m… standing right here,” I said, raising a hand.

Desmond turned to me, ignoring Vanessa entirely.

“Don’t listen to her. She’s just… having a bad day.”

Vanessa snorted. “Sure, let’s call it that.” She spun on her heel and strutted away, flipping her hair for maximum drama.

“Sorry about her,” Desmond said, lowering his voice.

“She’s been doing this for years and doesn’t take change well. Let’s get started, okay?”

I nodded, still feeling like I’d stumbled into the wrong universe.

“Yeah. Let’s… do this.”

I was led to a rack of outfits so vibrant they could blind someone under the wrong lighting. Charmie, the stylist who had been introduced with a quick nod, held up a sequined romper with a plunging neckline that screamed, Look at me!

“First look,” she announced, thrusting it toward me.

“Uh…” I hesitated, holding the garment like it might bite.

“Are you sure about this?”

Charmie arched a perfectly penciled brow.

“Honey, Desmond is a professional. Put your faith in him. Now, go change.”

In the changing room, I slipped into the romper, struggling with the zipper. It clung to my body in ways I wasn’t prepared for, and the shimmering material caught every glimmer of light. I glanced at the mirror, laughing at how ridiculous I looked.

When I stepped out, Charmie beamed. “Fabulous. Now, wig time.”

Before I could protest, a short blonde bob with bangs was planted on my head. The wig fit snugly, and Charmie adjusted it expertly. “You’re giving me boy-next-door turned femme fatale,” she said, spinning me toward the studio floor.

Desmond stood behind the camera, his gaze intense but unreadable.

“All right,” he said, motioning me onto the set.

“Let’s see what you’ve got.”

“Uh, what exactly do I do?” I asked, shifting awkwardly.

“Start by standing there and looking pretty,” he replied, a hint of humor in his tone.

“Charmie, music.”

The speakers filled the room with a pulsing beat. Following Desmond’s direction, I struck a pose—arms on my hips, chin tilted slightly upward. He clicked the shutter rapidly, barking out commands.

“Chin down. Eyes forward. Good. Now smirk. Perfect.”

With every click, I felt my nerves loosen. The second outfit—a flowy pink sundress—felt softer, lighter. Charmie added a brunette wig with soft curls, and Desmond coaxed me into more relaxed poses. By the time I was in the third look—a metallic crop top with high-waisted shorts and a long, straight black wig—I almost felt… confident.

After what felt like hours, Desmond finally lowered the camera.

“That’s a wrap.”
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I stepped off the set, my heart still racing. “So… how’d I do?”

Desmond crossed his arms, studying me with a look that made my stomach twist.

“You’re not Marco, are you?”

My mouth went dry. “I… uh… I can explain—”

He held up a hand, silencing me. “Relax. Lucky accident, it seems.” He turned the camera toward me, scrolling through the photos.

“Look at these.”

I leaned in, expecting disaster, but the person in the pictures didn’t look like me. They looked poised, glamorous, and almost like a real girl.

“Charmie, get him—sorry, her—her check,” Desmond said, snapping me out of my daze.

“Marco… or whatever your name is. Good work today.”

“Thank you?” I replied, the uncertainty in my voice mirrored in my thoughts.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I FUMBLED WITH the makeup wipes that Charmie gave me, scrubbing at my face like my life depended on it. The eyeliner was surprisingly stubborn, and my lips still had a faint pink tint that refused to budge. Just as I was debating whether soap might work better, the door creaked open.

“Dude, what the hell?” Maxwell, my roommate, stood in the doorway, one eyebrow arched so high it could’ve touched the ceiling.

“Are you… wearing lipstick?”

I sighed, caught red-handed. “Don’t ask.”

“Not gonna happen,” he said, stepping inside.

“You’re gonna explain this right now.”

I dropped onto the couch, defeated. “Fine. But promise me you won’t laugh.”

“No promises,” he said, smirking as he plopped down next to me.

I told him everything—the car mix-up, the studio, the whole insane day. His expression shifted from amusement to wide-eyed disbelief. When I got to the part about the $2,000 paycheck, his jaw practically hit the floor.

“Two grand? Are you serious?” he asked.

“Dead serious,” I said, holding up the check like it was a golden ticket.

“Which means I’m not going back to Wyoming to sell beef jerky with my dad.”

He burst out laughing. “So, what now? You’re a femboy model?”
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I shrugged. “I don’t know. I mean, I’m not sure if there’ll be more opportunities like this.”

He shook his head, grinning. “Only you, man. Only you.”

He leaned forward, hands clasped like he was watching a soap opera. “Let me get this straight. What girly outfits exactly? You put on a dress and let them take pictures?”

“It wasn’t a dress,” I said, pointing a makeup wipe at him.

“It was a sequined romper.”

“Oh, my bad. That’s totally different,” he deadpanned, fighting a smirk.

I groaned, tossing the used wipes into the trash. “Look, I didn’t have a choice, okay? These people thought I was some hotshot model. They shoved me into a chair, shaved half my body, and stuck a wig on me before I could say no.”

His grin widened. “And the pictures? Were they dirty?”

I threw my hands up. “Not at all. It was more like, me extra confused, while the photographer kept yelling stuff like, ‘Smize! Chin up! Give me sass!’ I just did whatever he said.”

He clapped his hands together and laughed so hard he nearly fell off the couch. “Oh, my God. You’re living an SNL skit, dude. Or should I say… diva?”

“Max, I swear to God,” I said, but even I couldn’t keep a straight face. “Listen, as ridiculous as it sounds, I walked out of there with two grand. So laugh all you want, but I’m not the one worrying about next month’s rent.”

That shut him up fast. Maxwell blinked, his expression shifting to something closer to awe. “You think they’d need another model?”

I looked at him from head to toe and playfully shook my head as I held up the check triumphantly. “These are only for supermodels. I’m sorry but you don’t have what it takes.”

“Okay, but like…” He hesitated, clearly trying to hold back more laughter. “Is this a one-time thing? Or are you planning to make a career out of this?”

I paused, the question hitting harder than I expected. “I don’t know,” I admitted. “I mean, it was fun, sort of. Way out of my comfort zone, but not terrible. I just don’t know if opportunities like this come around often.”

He leaned back, crossing his arms. “Well, if anyone can turn a random accident into a full-blown career, it’s you. You’ve got that… weird streak, unlucky or lucky, you know?”

“Yeah, lucky,” I muttered, staring at the check again.

“Or maybe the universe heard my desperation.”

He gave me a playful shove. “Desperate? Please. You’re a natural born… whatever the hell this is. Femboy model? Fashion icon? Just go with it, man.”

The next morning, my phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number. “This is Desmond. Coffee. 11 a.m. Buzz Flavors on Main. We need to talk.”

We need to talk. That was never a good sign. My stomach churned as I walked into the café, the rich smell of espresso doing little to calm my nerves. Desmond was already there, seated by the window in a perfectly tailored black jacket that probably cost more than my rent. He glanced up, nodded, and gestured for me to sit.

“Morning,” he said, sipping his coffee.

“Morning,” I replied, my voice an octave higher than usual.

He pulled out his phone and tapped the screen.

“We posted a sneak preview of your shoot on our Fanzly account last night.”

I blinked. “Wait, what? You did what?”

He held up a hand. “Relax. Just one photo. But the reaction’s been… let’s just say, better than expected.” He turned his phone toward me, showing a flood of comments under the post.

“Who is this?? So damn hot!”
“I NEED MORE OF HER!!!”
“When’s the rest of the shoot dropping???”

I stared at the screen, my face burning. “People… actually like it?”

He set his phone down, his expression unreadable. “John, the response is insane. But I’m not here to pat you on the back. I have a proposal.”

He reached into his bag and slid a folder across the table. Inside was a contract. My eyes widened at the bold numbers at the top.

“Wait… $100,000?” I whispered.

“For a one-year contract,” he said, leaning back. “You’d do regular shoots for Femboy Magazine. But there are conditions. You’ll need to commit—diet, skincare, staying in shape. And yes, you’ll need to keep up a feminine look.”

My heart pounded. A hundred thousand dollars? That was life-changing money. No more splitting rent with Maxwell. No more scrounging for grocery money. No more… selling beef jerky back home.

I swallowed hard. “So… no more burgers, huh?”
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He smirked. “Only if they’re lettuce-wrapped.”

I stared at the contract again, my thoughts a chaotic blur.

“Okay,” I said finally.

“Fine. I’ll sign it.”

After I signed the contract and Desmond left me with a casual, “Welcome aboard,” I couldn’t stop thinking about it. A hundred thousand dollars. It was surreal. But the doubts? They didn’t leave either.

Later that afternoon, I sat on the couch, my laptop balanced on my knees, Maxwell munching on chips beside me. The check for my first shoot sat on the coffee table, a very real reminder that this wasn’t a dream.

“Are you seriously going to look yourself up?” Maxwell asked, crumbs flying from his mouth.

“Shut up,” I muttered, already typing Femboy Funtasies Fanzly into the search bar. I scrolled past the sign-up page, clicked “Subscribe,” and entered my credit card info before I could second-guess myself.

He craned his neck. “What are you even looking for? To see if they Photoshopped you into a Kardashian?”

“I’m just curious,” I said defensively. But I was lying—to him and myself. I needed to know what I’d signed up for. Who had worn those wigs and dresses before me? What did they look like?

The first edition I clicked was last month’s. My screen was immediately flooded with glossy images of models who could’ve been mistaken for high-fashion runway stars. Long legs, perfect skin, cascading wigs of every shade. Some wore lingerie that made me blush just looking at it. Others posed in bold, avant-garde outfits that screamed glam.

“These people are… wow,” I said, barely above a whisper.

He peeked over my shoulder. “Holy crap. That’s next level.”

It wasn’t just the clothes, though. The models’ faces—all sharp cheekbones and sultry expressions—radiated femininity. And then, as I clicked through more, I noticed something else. A tiny detail that shouldn’t have stood out, but once I saw it, I couldn’t stop seeing it.

They weren’t all… flat. Some of the models had small, shapely curves. Breasts.

“Wait,” I muttered, my voice catching. “Are some of them…?”

“Nah, they’re all dudes,” Maxwell finished for me, pointing at the screen.

“Dudes with boobs, apparently.”

I swallowed hard. There was something so mesmerizing about it, but it was confusing, too. My face felt hot as I scrolled through another edition. These models weren’t just pretty—they were gorgeous. And if I were being honest, a tiny part of me was… turned on?

“This is weird,” I mumbled, closing the tab in a rush.

He raised an eyebrow. “You okay there?”

“Yeah, I just…” I leaned back, rubbing my temples. “How am I supposed to look that hot? Like, seriously. These people look like they’ve been doing this their whole lives. I don’t even know what a contour stick is.”

He shrugged. “Guess you’re gonna have to learn.”

I groaned, letting my head fall back against the couch.

“Why did I sign that contract?”

“Because you’re broke, and you’re not going back to Wyoming,” he said, stuffing another chip in his mouth. “Look, man, they obviously saw something in you. You’ll figure it out. And hey, at least you’ve got boobs to aspire about.”

“Not helping,” I muttered, but I couldn’t help cracking a smile.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I ARRIVED at the studio two days later, half expecting them to tell me they’d made a mistake and didn’t need me anymore. Instead, Kendra Morales, the makeup artist Desmond introduced as “the magic behind the camera,” was waiting with a smirk on her face and a tray of tools that looked better suited for a torture chamber.

“You look nervous,” she said, gesturing for me to sit in the chair.

“I am nervous,” I replied. “The last time I was here, I left with smooth arms and emotional trauma.”

She snorted. “Sweetheart, trauma builds character. Now, let’s get started. We’ve got a lot to fix here.”

“Fix?” I echoed, settling into the chair. “I thought I was a work in progress.”

“You’re progress, all right,” she teased. “But you’re still in the ‘before’ picture. Don’t worry—by the time I’m done, you’ll be the after. Or at least something close to it.”

She snapped on a pair of gloves and picked up a waxing strip. I flinched instinctively.

“Relax. Waxing is like ripping off a Band-Aid. It’s quick, painless, and over before you know it,” Kendra said.

“Liar,” I muttered.

She grinned wickedly. “Okay, maybe not painless. But quick? Sure.”

Rip.

“Jesus!” I yelped, gripping the armrest.

She laughed, clearly enjoying herself. “See? You survived. Let’s do the other arm.”

By the time she was done, my arms were hairless and burning, but she wasn’t finished. She moved on to my face, inspecting it like a sculptor sizing up a slab of marble.

“Your stubble’s gotta go,” she declared.

“I shaved this morning,” I protested.

“Shaving’s for amateurs, darling,” she said, lathering my face with a gel that smelled like menthol and danger. “Hold still.”

Ten minutes later, my face was smoother than it had ever been. She stepped back, nodding approvingly.

“Okay, hair time. Extensions, here we go!”

I watched in disbelief as she pulled out clips of hair that matched my color perfectly. She worked quickly, clipping and styling until my hair fell past my shoulders in soft waves.

It was quite the wait, I had already finished more than ten matches on my mobile game and she still wasn’t done. I told her that my stomach’s rumbling but all she did was get a KitKat bar from her purse and shoved it in my mouth.

After two hours that felt like two days, she spun my chair around to face the mirror, I froze.
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“Who… is that?” I whispered.

She grinned, crossing her arms.

“It’s you, sweetheart. Or at least, the start of you.”

My reflection was unrecognizable. My face looked softer, my hair framed it in a way I’d never seen before. I didn’t look like me, but I didn’t hate it either. Before I could process the moment, Vanessa’s voice sliced through the room.

“Oh, look,” she sneered from the doorway. “Our little charity project got a glow-up.”

I turned to see her leaning against the wall, arms crossed and a smug expression plastered across her perfect face.

“Vanessa, don’t start,” Kendra warned.

“I’m just saying,” Vanessa said, smirking. “Desmond must really be scraping the bottom of the barrel if this is who’s going to replace me.”

I clenched my fists, embarrassment crawling up my neck.

“Vanessa,” Desmond’s voice cut in as he stepped onto the set, his expression calm but sharp.

“That’s enough.”

She rolled her eyes. “Just calling it like I see it, Desmond. Some people have it, and some people… don’t.”

“Funny,” he said, his voice steady.

“I was just thinking the same thing.”

Her smirk faltered. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me,” Desmond said, his attention already shifting to me. “You’re doing great, John. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.”

I nodded, still unsure of what to say. Vanessa huffed and stormed off, her heels clicking furiously against the floor.

“Thanks,” I said quietly.

“Don’t mention it,” he replied, his voice softer now.

The look in his eyes and the sincerity of his voice gave me goosebumps, never did I imagine that I’d actually enjoy being defended by a man. Desmond was what you’d call quintessentially attractive, but I was into girls. Just as I was processing my novel feelings, a tall guy with olive skin and dark, wavy hair entered the room and headed straight to the racks of clothes. He was chatting casually with Kendra, his easy confidence radiating through the room.

“Hey, you must be John,” he said as he walked towards me, flashing a friendly smile when he saw me. “I’m Marco.”

Marco? The real model? I half-expected him to be angry about the whole mix-up, but instead, he stuck out his hand like we were old friends.

“Uh, hi,” I stammered, shaking his hand. “Nice to meet you.”

“Likewise,” he said. “I heard about the whole… wrong car situation. Wild story, man. But you did great—I saw the preview Desmond posted. People are loving it.”

“Thanks,” I said, scratching the back of my neck.

“Honestly, I didn’t know what I was doing half the time.”

“None of us do when we start,” he said with a laugh. “But you’ve got the look. Desmond doesn’t keep people around unless he sees something special.”

I blinked. “Really?”

“Really,” he said, nodding. “But if you want to stick around, there’s more to it than just showing up. You’ve gotta take care of yourself. Diet, exercise, all that.”

I looked down at myself, suddenly hyperaware of my slightly-too-soft midsection.

“What kind of exercise?”

“Something that won’t bulk you up,” he said, thoughtful.

“Aerolates is great. It’s like Pilates, but it focuses more on toning. You’ll need to be in a calorie deficit, too. Light meals, high protein. No more late-night burgers.”

“No burgers?” I groaned. “This job’s already killing me.”

He laughed. “It’s not as bad as it sounds. I’ll send you a meal plan I use. You’ll get the hang of it.”

“Thanks,” I said, genuinely grateful. Marco was nothing like I’d expected. Instead of seeing me as competition, he seemed eager to help.

“Anyway,” he said, clapping his hands together.

“Time for me to get into wardrobe. Gotta keep earning my spot.”

I watched as he disappeared into the changing room, leaving me standing there with a mix of admiration and mild panic. If this was the standard, I had a lot of work to do.

Moments later, the studio had been transformed into a lush, green paradise straight out of a nature documentary. Gigantic fake palm trees towered over us, their leaves casting dappled shadows under the studio lights. There was a waterfall made from cascading strings of glitter, and the floor was covered in a mix of real and fake moss. Somewhere, a sound machine looped jungle noises—birds chirping, leaves rustling, and an occasional tiger growl.

“Welcome to the jungle, darlings!” Kendra called as she adjusted Marco’s crown of golden vines.

I wasn’t sure about royalty, but I definitely felt like a kid playing dress-up. My outfit was a glittering emerald-green jumpsuit with a plunging neckline, cinched at the waist with a thick gold belt. My hair had been teased into wild waves, and my face was painted with streaks of gold, like war paint.

Vanessa, on the other hand, looked like she’d walked out of an award-winning documentary about Amazonian queens. Her body was draped in golden leaves, her makeup shimmering in ways I didn’t know was possible. She strutted around like she owned the place, flashing fake smiles and tossing her hair dramatically.

[image: Mage media]

“I know, I look amazing, you can close your mouths now,” Vanessa said playfully.

Marco, ever the charmer, wore a bronze vest and matching pants that showed off his toned arms and legs. He looked every bit the King of the Jungle, his easy confidence adding to the aura.

“All right, everyone,” Desmond said, stepping onto the set. “We’re going for power, elegance, and a touch of wild energy. Vanessa, Marco, John—you’re rulers of this jungle. Let’s see it.”

We started the shoot with individual poses. Marco and Vanessa nailed theirs on the first try, moving like they were born for the spotlight. When it was my turn, Desmond gave me quick instructions: “Chin up, hands on your hips, lean forward—there, perfect!”

I felt a rush of pride as the camera clicked. But when Desmond called for group shots, the vibe shifted.

Vanessa sidled up to Marco, her perfectly arched eyebrow raised as she posed with one hand on his shoulder and the other on her hip. I stepped in on the other side, trying to mirror her confidence.

“Okay, John, a little closer to Marco,” Desmond instructed.

I took a step forward, but before I could settle into position, Vanessa shifted her body, practically elbowing me out of the shot.

“Oops,” she said, glancing back at me with a fake smile.

“It’s fine,” I muttered, moving back into place.

The camera clicked a few more times before Desmond frowned.

“Vanessa, you’re blocking John. Let’s spread out a bit.”

“Oh, sorry,” she said, but as soon as the next pose started, she leaned into Marco again, her golden leaves practically draping over me like a curtain.

“Vanessa,” Desmond said, his voice sharper this time.

“You’re covering him again.”

“It’s called presence, Desmond,” she replied sweetly.

“Not everyone has it.”

My cheeks burned, but I forced a smile. “It’s okay, really—”

“No, it’s not,” Desmond snapped, cutting me off. “Vanessa, either you share the spotlight, or I find someone who will!”

Her eyes narrowed, the fake sweetness vanishing. “Excuse me!?”

“You heard me,” he said, stepping forward. “This isn’t the Vanessa Show. It’s a collaboration. If you can’t handle that, there’s the door.”

For a moment, I thought she might explode. Instead, she turned on her heel and stormed off the set, her golden leaves fluttering behind her like a cape.

“Whatever,” she muttered as she disappeared.

The room fell silent, all eyes turning to Desmond, who pinched the bridge of his nose before looking at me.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” I said quickly, even though my heart was racing.

“She’s… intense.”

He nodded, his eyes softening.
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“You didn’t deserve that. Don’t let her get in your head.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling more confused than ever. The way he looked at me—like I wasn’t just some accidental stand-in—made my stomach twist in ways I couldn’t explain.

“Take five,” Desmond called to the crew. Then, as he passed me, he added, “You’re here for a reason, you’re a star.” I stood there, staring after him, trying to process the heat rising to my face.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A MONTH into my new “glamorous” lifestyle, I was hungry all the time. Like, all the time. Marco had given me his whole calorie-deficit spiel, and Kendra had practically banned me from eating anything that tasted good. I’d lost weight—no denying that—but standing in the dressing room, staring at the emerald-green gown I was supposed to wear, I felt defeated.

“It’s too tight,” I muttered, tugging at the zipper that wouldn’t budge.

Kendra leaned against the doorframe, her usual calm replaced with a rare look of panic. “It fit during the fitting two days ago. You must be bloated or something.”

“Yeah, well, I can barely breathe and my stomach’s rallying so it’s not that,” I shot back.

She crossed her arms, her eyes narrowing. “Let me see.”

I stepped out of the gown, leaving me standing in a pair of padded panties and a bandeau bra. Kendra inspected the dress, flipping it inside out. Her fingers traced the seams, her expression shifting from confusion to realization.

“What the hell is this?” she muttered, holding up the inside of the dress.

“What?” I asked, stepping closer.

She pointed to a section of stitching that looked odd, uneven.

“Someone altered this.”

“Altered it?” I repeated, my stomach sinking.

Kendra’s head snapped toward the other side of the room, where Vanessa sat casually on a stool, her sewing kit perched on her lap. She caught our gaze, smiled, and closed the kit with a little click.

“Hey girls,” she said sweetly. “I was just fixing a loose hem.”

I clenched my fists, but Kendra stepped in front of me before I could say anything. “You did this on purpose,” she hissed, holding up the dress like it was evidence in a crime scene.

Vanessa’s smirk widened. “If you can’t handle a wardrobe malfunction, maybe you’re not cut out for this job.”

Kendra opened her mouth, but Desmond walked in, clipboard in hand. “What’s going on in here?”

“Nothing,” Vanessa said quickly, sliding off the stool and sauntering out of the room.

Desmond glanced at Kendra, then at me. “What happened?”

“She can’t fit the dress,” Kendra explained. “And Vanessa—”

“It’s fine,” I cut her off, not wanting to make a bigger scene.

“I’ll wear something else.”

Desmond frowned, his eyes scanning the racks of clothing. Finally, he pulled out a sparkling gold bikini that barely covered anything. “This could work.”

I stared at it, my face heating. “That’s… really...”

“You’ll pull it off,” Desmond said, already handing it to Kendra.
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Fifteen minutes later, I was on set, feeling more exposed than I ever had in my life. The bikini clung to my body, barely covering my nipples and tuck. Every move I made felt like it could end in disaster.

Desmond adjusted the lights and gave me a small nod.

“Just focus on your expression. Forget the rest.”

Somehow, I managed to get through the shoot, Desmond’s steady encouragement keeping me grounded. But as I stepped off the set, I caught Vanessa watching from the sidelines, her eyes narrowing as Desmond leaned in to say something only I could hear.

“You were great,” he said, his voice soft. “Better than great, actually.”

I swallowed hard, nodding. “Thanks.”

Vanessa turned and walked away, her heels clicking against the floor.

Later that night, I found Marco sitting in the studio’s break room, sipping on a protein shake like it was a fine wine. He looked up when I walked in, his trademark grin flashing.

“Hey, superstar,” he said.

“You survived Queen Vanessa today, huh?”

“Barely,” I muttered, grabbing a water bottle from the fridge and sinking into the chair across from him. “She’s like a walking tornado, but with better hair.”

He laughed, leaning back in his chair. “Yeah, she’s been like that since day one. Don’t take it personally—it’s just her way of keeping people off balance.”

“Well, it’s working,” I said, twisting the cap off my water. “I feel like I’m constantly about two seconds away from falling flat on my face.”

He raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

I sighed, staring at the bottle in my hands. “I mean… I don’t even know if I should be here. I’m not a femboy. I’m not trans. I’m not anything like you guys. I’m just some guy who got into the wrong car and somehow ended up in a gold bikini.”

His smile faded, replaced by something softer, more thoughtful. “John, listen to me. You’re not ‘just some guy.’ You’re here because Desmond saw something in you. And for what it’s worth, I see it too.”

“Yeah, but…” I hesitated, trying to find the words.

“Don’t you think I’m taking up space that belongs to someone else? Someone who actually fits the part?”

He shook his head. “Representation isn’t about fitting into some perfect box. It’s about showing people that there’s no one way to be. Whether you’re a femboy, trans, or just figuring things out, you’re here. And you’re doing it. That matters.”

I looked at him, his words sinking in. “You really believe that?”

“I do,” he said firmly. “And trust me, Vanessa doesn’t hate you because you don’t belong. She hates you because you might take over her queendom.”

I let out a small laugh, the tension in my chest easing a little.

“I’m not interested in all that. I just want to make some money. Thanks, Marco.”

“It’s nothing,” he said, finishing his shake and tossing the bottle in the trash. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got a 6 a.m. aerolates class to prepare for. Gotta keep these abs in shape.”

I watched him leave, a smile tugging at my lips. But the moment was short-lived because, as I turned to leave, I almost ran straight into Desmond.

“Sorry!” I blurted, stepping back.

“It’s fine,” he said, his usual composed tone softer than usual.

“I was just looking for you.”

“Oh,” I said, suddenly nervous. “What’s up?”

He hesitated, then gestured toward an empty stool. “Can we talk?”

I sat down, my heart thudding in my chest. “Sure. What about?”

He rubbed the back of his neck, a rare crack in his usually unshakable demeanor. “About Vanessa.”

“Look, I know that she’s been making your life hell, but don’t let her get to you.”

“To be honest, I’m beginning to think that she’s right. I feel like I don’t belong here.”

“Nah, you think too much. I know exactly how you feel. This industry… it’s not where I thought I’d end up.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, leaning forward.

He sighed, his eyes locking with mine. “When I started, I wanted to work for National Geographic. I spent years photographing landscapes, wildlife, people from all over the world. And now… I’m here. Running Femboy Funtasies.”

“That’s a pretty big shift,” I said carefully.
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“Yeah,” he said with a dry laugh. “But you know what? I’ve learned something. It’s not about where you think you’re supposed to be. It’s about what you do with where you are. And, John, I think you’re doing something important here.”

I blinked, taken aback. “Me?”

“Yes, you,” he said, his voice steady. “You bring something different to this. Something real. And that’s what people connect with.”

I didn’t know what to say. My chest felt tight, my head spinning. “I… I don’t know if I deserve all this,” I admitted.

“You do,” he said simply.

“And don’t let anyone, not even yourself, tell you otherwise.”

For a moment, we just sat there, the silence filled with unspoken tension. Then, with a small smile, Desmond stood up. “Get some rest. You must be tired from that steamy photoshoot.”

I nodded, my voice caught somewhere in my throat. “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, John,” he said, walking away.

I sat there for a long time, trying to figure out why my heart was racing like I’d just run a marathon.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

A MONTH AFTER the jungle shoot, things started to feel… different. I wasn’t sure when it happened exactly, but somewhere between Kendra’s endless makeovers and Desmond’s steady encouragement, I began noticing little things. The way my reflection looked softer after a shoot. How wearing certain outfits didn’t feel so much like pretending anymore.

One afternoon, I caught myself in my bedroom mirror, wearing an old oversized hoodie. I tugged it off, rummaged through my closet until I found one of the flowy blouses Kendra had suggested I take home from the studio. I slipped it on and stared at myself.

It was simple—just a pale pink top with lace detailing on the sleeves—but it felt like me in a way I couldn’t explain.

I grabbed my phone and called Marco before I could overthink it.

“Hey, superstar,” he answered after one ring. “What’s up?”

“Uh, not much,” I said, pacing the room.

“Just… thought I’d share something.”

“I’m all ears,” he said, his tone encouraging.

I hesitated, chewing my lip. “So, I’ve been trying out some feminine stuff at home. Like, outside the studio. It feels… I don’t know. Kind of nice? Comfortable?”

“That’s great, John!” Marco said without missing a beat. “Or should I say Jenny? You’re finding your thing, and that’s awesome.”

I blinked. “Jenny?”

“It suits you,” he said simply. “Unless you hate it.”

“No,” I said quickly. “I don’t hate it. I… kind of like it.”

“Good,” Marco said. “What else is going on? You sound nervous.”

I hesitated again, feeling my face heat.

“It’s probably nothing, but… I’ve been noticing something about myself. I’ve been liking someone lately. Like, really liking. And… it’s a guy.”

“Oh?” his voice had a teasing edge. “Do tell.”

I rolled my eyes, even though he couldn’t see it. “It’s just one guy, okay? I’m not suddenly into all guys or something. It’s just… him.”

“Him, huh?” he sounded far too amused. “And are we talking about someone whose name rhymes with… Resmond?”

“Marco!” I groaned, flopping onto my bed. “I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t have to,” he said, laughing. “Look, feelings are messy. But they’re also worth exploring. If it’s him, it’s him. No judgment here. Besides, it’s obvious how he gives you the princess treatment in the studio.”

I exhaled slowly, a smile tugging at my lips. “Thanks, Marco.”

“Anytime,” he said. “Now, here’s what we’re gonna do. Tomorrow, you and I are hitting the mall. Lingerie, baby. Start with something soft, something you can wear at home. Trust me, it’s a game changer.”

“Lingerie?” I repeated, my voice shooting up an octave.

“Marco, I—”

“Nope, no arguments, besides, it’s not like you haven’t worn them before,” he interrupted. “See you at 10.”
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The next morning, Marco practically dragged me into the mall. He was way too excited, while I was pretty sure my face hadn’t stopped burning since we parked the car.

“Relax,” he said, waving his hand. “No one’s judging you. Besides, you’ve got me.”

“Yeah, that’s what I’m worried about,” I muttered as he led me into a boutique that screamed luxury. The displays were all soft pastels, satin, and lace, and the smell of vanilla hung in the air.

He grabbed a basket and turned to me with a grin.

“All right, newbie. Let’s build you a starter kit.”

“A what?” I blinked.

“You know,” he said, holding up a baby-blue bralette. “Something comfy for home, maybe a matching set. Ooh, and a satin robe. You’ll thank me later.”

I followed him around like a lost puppy as he piled things into the basket—lacy bras, soft panties, even a set with little bows that made me want to crawl under a table.

“Marco, these are too expensive,” I said as we approached the checkout counter.

“You can’t put a price on self-care,” he replied, grinning like he’d just solved world hunger.

I stared at the total when the cashier rang everything up, my stomach twisting. “Okay, no. This is ridiculous.” I started pulling items out of the basket. “I don’t need half of this stuff.”

“John, come on,” he said. “It’s your first time.”

“I can’t afford this!” I snapped, my voice low but firm.

The cashier looked between us, clearly uncomfortable. He sighed, pulling out his wallet.

“Fine, I’ll cover it—”

“Absolutely not,” I cut him off.

Before either of us could argue further, a familiar voice chimed in.

“That won’t be necessary.”

I turned to see Desmond standing behind us, dressed in a crisp black jacket and looking effortlessly composed as usual.

“Desmond?” I blurted, my embarrassment hitting new levels.

He stepped forward, pulling out his card and handing it to the cashier. “Consider this a work expense,” he said, his tone calm but commanding.

“Wait—what? No!” I protested. “I can’t let you—”

“John,” he said, his eyes locking onto mine. “It’s fine. Trust me.”

The cashier quickly swiped the card while I stood there, stunned. Marco, meanwhile, was grinning like the Cheshire Cat.

“Well, isn’t this cozy,” Marco said, handing me the bag of purchases.

“You two have fun. I’ve got… aerolates. Bye!”

Before I could stop him, Marco was gone, leaving me alone with Desmond in the middle of a lingerie store.

“Coffee?” Desmond asked, raising an eyebrow.

I swallowed hard, nodding. “Sure.”

We found a quiet coffee shop tucked in the corner of the mall, away from the crowds and noise. It was one of those cozy places with low lighting, soft jazz playing in the background, and the smell of fresh pastries in the air.

He held the door open for me, and I awkwardly shuffled in, clutching the shopping bag like it might spontaneously combust.

“What’ll you have?” he asked, nodding toward the counter.

“Uh, just a latte,” I mumbled, still too flustered to think straight.

He ordered for both of us and paid before I could protest. We settled into a corner booth, the bag of lingerie sitting conspicuously between us. I tried not to look at it, but it felt like a glowing neon sign screaming Look what you just bought!

“So,” he said, breaking the silence.

“How are you feeling about everything?”

I shrugged, playing with the edge of my napkin. “It’s… a lot. But in a good way, I think.”

He tilted his head, studying me. “You think?”

I sighed, finally meeting his gaze. “I don’t know. This whole thing still feels surreal. Like, a month ago, I was just some guy trying to get by, and now I’m here. Shopping for—” I gestured at the bag, my face heating. “—this stuff.”

“John,” he said softly, and the way he said my name made my chest tighten.

“It’s okay to feel overwhelmed. But you’re doing great. You’ve grown so much in such a short time.”

Hearing him say that made something in me flutter—something I wasn’t ready to name.

“Thanks,” I said quietly.

He leaned back, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Can I tell you something?”

“Of course,” I said, trying not to sound too eager.

“When I first started this, I thought I was making a mistake,” he admitted. “You already know that I spent years chasing a career in nature photography. National Geographic, documentaries, all of it. But nothing clicked. And then this opportunity came up. It wasn’t what I planned, but… it feels like where I’m supposed to be.”

I stared at him, caught off guard by the vulnerability in his voice. “You’re amazing at this, though,” I said. “I mean, you make every effeminate person feel like they belong here. Like they matter.”

A small smile tugged at his lips.

“I try. But sometimes, it’s hard to feel like I belong myself.”

There it was again—that flutter in my chest. I didn’t know what to do with it, so I looked down at my coffee, my hands gripping the cup.
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“Desmond,” I started, my voice hesitant, “do you ever… feel like something’s missing?”

“All the time,” he said, his voice almost a whisper.

Our eyes met, and the air between us felt heavy with unspoken words. My heart was pounding, and I knew I needed to say something—anything—to break the tension. But before I could, he leaned forward slightly, his gaze soft but intent.

“John,” he said, his voice low, “you’re not alone in this. Remember that.”

I nodded, my throat tight. “Thanks.”

The silence lingered, warm and charged, until finally, he leaned back, breaking the moment.

“We should head back,” he said, his tone lighter now.

“Yeah,” I agreed, though part of me didn’t want to move.

As we walked out of the café, I couldn’t stop thinking about the way he’d looked at me, the way he’d said my name. And for the first time, I wasn’t sure if I was more terrified or excited by what that meant.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

IT WAS A REGULAR morning at the studio when the bomb dropped. Vanessa’s long blog post wasn’t just a jab—it was a full-on assault. The title alone made my stomach churn: “The Truth Behind Femboy Funtasies’ New ‘Star’: A Fraud in Designer Heels.”

I sat in the break room with Marco and Desmond, scrolling through the article on my phone. Every line felt like a punch to the gut.

“She’s not even a real femboy!” the post read. “Jenny—if she even uses that outside work—is actually more comfortable being John Horowitz, a cisgender man who has no business in this space. How many real femboys, crossdressers, and trans women could’ve had that cover? How many of us were overlooked because of someone who doesn’t even live the life?”

The comments were worse:
“Refunds now!”
“I knew something was off about them.”
“They’re stealing our representation. This is disgusting.”

My hands shook as I locked my phone and set it on the table. Marco glanced at me, his face tight with worry.

“She’s trying to ruin you,” he said, his voice low.

“She doesn’t have to try,” I muttered. “She already did.”

Desmond stormed into the room, holding a printed copy of the blog post. “Vanessa’s lost her damn mind,” he said, throwing it onto the table.

“This is slander.”

“It’s not slander if it’s true,” I said quietly.

Desmond’s head snapped toward me. “Jenny—”

“She’s right,” I said, cutting him off. “I’m not a real femboy. I’m just… some guy who got lucky. I shouldn’t have been here in the first place.”

His jaw tightened. “That’s not true. You’ve worked hard for this, and you’ve made an impact—”

“At what cost?” I interrupted, my voice rising. “Look at the comments! People want refunds. They feel betrayed. And they’re not wrong. I am a fraud.”

Marco reached out, but I stood up before he could touch me. My hands went to the wig I’d been wearing, the long waves I’d grown used to seeing in the mirror. I yanked it off, my scalp tingling from the sudden exposure.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, clutching the wig in my hands.
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“But this… all of this… isn’t right.”

Desmond stepped toward me. “Jenny, wait—”

I didn’t let him finish. I turned and ran out of the room, the wig still in my hands.

Moments later, I locked myself in my room, throwing the wig onto the bed like it was radioactive. My reflection in the mirror mocked me—half-done makeup, my hair flattened from the wig cap. I wiped at my face with a makeup remover pad, scrubbing harder than I needed to, as if I could erase everything that had happened over the last few months.

“John?” Maxwell’s voice came from outside the door.

“You okay in there?”

“I’m fine,” I lied, my voice cracking.

“You’re a terrible liar,” he said. A few seconds later, I heard the familiar click of the door unlocking—because of course Maxwell had a spare key.

He walked in, his usual laid-back expression replaced with concern.

“Dude, what’s going on?”

I sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the floor. “Vanessa wrote this blog post. She told everyone the truth—that I’m not really a femboy. And now people are mad, and they’re right. I’ve been pretending to be someone I’m not. I don’t belong in this world.”

He crossed his arms, leaning against the doorframe. “Pretending, huh? You sure about that?”

I frowned, looking up at him. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means,” he said, walking over and sitting next to me, “you think I haven’t noticed you dressing up in your room? The way you light up when you come back from those shoots? Dude, you’re not pretending. You’re becoming.”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight. “It doesn’t matter. None of this was supposed to happen. I don’t even know who I am anymore.”

He put a hand on my shoulder. “And that’s okay. Who you are is nobody’s business but yours. Not Vanessa’s, not the internet’s, not even mine. But I’ll tell you this—you’re not the same guy who showed up here years ago. And whatever you’re figuring out, I’m here for it. I’m here for you.”

I blinked back the tears threatening to fall. “You really mean that?”

“Of course I do,” he said, smiling. “Look, I don’t know much about fashion or wigs or any of that stuff, but I do know you’re happier now than I’ve ever seen you. Don’t let some bitter queen take that away from you.”

I laughed despite myself, wiping at my eyes. “Thanks, Max.”

He nudged me with his shoulder. “Anytime. Now, what’s the plan? Are you gonna let Vanessa win, or are you gonna remind the world why they loved Jenny in the first place?”

“I just want to know who I really am.”

I stared at him, his words sinking in. Maybe he was right. Maybe it wasn’t about being perfect or fitting some definition of “real.” Maybe it was just about being me.

The next day, I found myself sitting in an office that smelled faintly of ylang ylang, my hands gripping the arms of a plush chair. Across from me sat Dr. Eliza Hart, a gender specialist Marco had recommended. She was in her late forties, with curly hair pulled back into a loose bun and a warm smile that somehow made the sterile room feel less intimidating.
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“So, Jenny,” she began, leaning forward slightly.

“Marco told me a little about what’s been going on. How are you feeling?”

I hesitated, my fingers digging into the chair.

“Honestly? Confused. And maybe… lost?”

She nodded, her gaze steady and patient. “That’s a perfectly normal place to be. Why don’t we start with what brought you here today?”

I took a deep breath, my thoughts swirling. “It’s kind of a long story.”

“I’ve got time,” she said gently.

I exhaled, staring at the floor as I started talking. “It all started with a stupid mistake. I got into the wrong car, ended up at a photo shoot, and somehow I’ve been pretending to be this… femboy model for months. And it worked. Too well, apparently. But now, everyone knows I’m not really a femboy, and it’s all falling apart.”

Dr. Hart didn’t interrupt, letting me ramble as the words spilled out. “At first, I thought it was just a job, you know? A way to pay the bills. But then… something shifted. Dressing up, being in front of the camera—it didn’t feel like pretending anymore. It felt like I was… I don’t know. Me?”

Her eyebrows lifted slightly, and she leaned forward.

“That sounds significant. Can you tell me more about that feeling?”

I hesitated, trying to put it into words. “It’s like… for the first time, I looked in the mirror and didn’t hate what I saw. I liked it. I liked me. But now I’m wondering if that’s just part of the act. Maybe I’ve been faking it so much that I started believing it.”

Dr. Hart gave a small smile. “Jenny, let me ask you something. When you say you liked what you saw, was it because of how other people saw you, or was it because of how you saw yourself?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. The question caught me off guard. “I think… it was me. Like, I saw myself the way I wanted to be.”

“That’s a powerful realization,” she said.

“It’s okay to question it. These things take time.”

“But what if I’m wrong?” I asked, my voice breaking. “What if this is just a phase, or some weird side effect of being desperate for work?”

She shook her head gently. “There’s no right or wrong way to figure out who you are. What matters is that you’re allowing yourself to explore these feelings. If dressing a certain way or being called Jenny makes you feel like you’re coming home to yourself, that’s worth paying attention to.”

I looked at her, my throat tight. “It’s just… scary. If I accept this, it feels like there’s no going back. And what if I’m not strong enough to deal with everything that comes with it?”

“Strength doesn’t mean you have to face everything alone,” she said softly. “You have people in your corner, right?”

I nodded slowly. “Yeah, I guess I do.”

“And they care about you,” she continued. “Not because of how you present yourself, but because of who you are. You’re already strong, Jenny. You’re here, having this conversation, letting yourself feel vulnerable. That takes courage.”

Her words settled over me, a strange mix of comfort and fear.

“So… what do I do now?”

“That’s up to you,” she said. “There’s no rush to label yourself or make big decisions. Start small. What feels right? What makes you happy? Follow that, and the rest will come in time.”

I sat back in the chair, her words bouncing around in my head.

“I think… I want to keep going. Keep exploring. Even if it’s hard.”

Dr. Hart smiled, her eyes kind. “That’s a great place to start.”


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I found myself standing in Desmond’s office, my palms sweaty and my heart racing. The studio lights streamed through the windows, casting warm, golden beams across his desk. He looked up from a stack of papers, his usual calm demeanor intact, but there was a flicker of curiosity in his eyes.

“Jenny,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “What’s on your mind?”

I took a deep breath, gripping the edge of the chair in front of me. “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking,” I started, my voice shakier than I wanted it to be. “About everything. About… me.”

Desmond nodded, his gaze softening. “Go on.”

“I think I might be trans,” I blurted out, the words tumbling out faster than I could stop them. “But I’m not ready to put a label on everything just yet. I need more time to figure it out.”

He didn’t say anything right away, just watched me with that quiet intensity that always made me feel seen.

“I know we have a contract,” I continued, my hands twisting together nervously. “And I’ll honor it. I want to keep working with you, but I need some room to breathe. To figure out what this all means without feeling like I’m on display all the time.”

His expression didn’t change, but he reached into his desk drawer, pulling out a folder—the contract.

“That’s not good enough,” he said, his voice firm.

My stomach dropped. “What do you mean?”

He shook his head, standing and tearing the contract neatly in half before I could react.
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“Jenny, this isn’t about deadlines or contracts,” he said, his tone softer now. “You don’t owe me—or anyone else—an ultimatum about who you are. What you’re doing, the journey you’re on, doesn’t come with a timeline. And it definitely doesn’t belong on paper.”

I stared at him, stunned.

“But… what about the work? The shoots? Everything?”

He stepped closer, his eyes steady on mine. “If you need work, you can stay here. Help style the models. Be behind the scenes. Whatever makes you comfortable. But you don’t have to decide right now. Just take your time.”

Tears blurred my vision, and I pressed my hands to my face, trying to hold it together.

“You’re serious?”

He reached out, gently pulling my hands away.

“I mean it, Jenny. Take your time.”

Something shifted in the air between us, the weight of the moment settling in. His hands lingered on mine, his touch warm and grounding.

“You’re amazing,” I whispered, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

“So are you,” he said softly, his gaze dropping to my lips before meeting my eyes again.

Before I could overthink it, I leaned in, and he did too. The kiss was reluctant at first, then deeper, a mix of every unsaid word and feeling we’d both been holding back.

It was so magical and it felt like I was being kissed for the very first time again. His lips were exactly what I’d imagine them to be. Every fiber of my body was bursting with fear and excitement. His hands were so ever tactile as they brushed against my skin, holding me like he never wanted to let me go.

Briefly, I wished that it wouldn’t end.

When we pulled away, my face was hot, but I couldn’t stop smiling.

“I love you, I don’t know why I do,” I said, my voice barely audible.

He grinned, his hands still holding mine.

“I love you too, Jenny. I’m sure you’ve known that already.”

Six months later, the studio was at peak chaos. The photo shoot theme was Hollywood Dreams, and Vanessa was living for it. The dressing room looked like a glitter bomb had gone off—gowns in every shade of gold and silver were draped over chairs, makeup palettes covered the counters, and Vanessa’s voice was cutting through it all like a diva blade.

“Jenny!” Vanessa’s shrill call pierced the air.

“Where is my sparkly tiara? You know the one I like!”

I peeked around a rack of dresses, holding up a rhinestone tiara like I was presenting a crown to a queen. “You mean this one?”

She rolled her eyes dramatically, crossing her arms. “Obviously. But why isn’t it clean? It looks dull. Am I supposed to look like I shop at a discount store?”

“You’ll survive,” I said, tossing it to her.

She caught it with one hand, scowling. “Jenny, darling, you used to be my favorite. Now you’re slipping.”

“Still your favorite, though,” I shot back, sticking my tongue out at her.

“Barely,” she muttered, but I caught the ghost of a smile as she turned back to the mirror.

Kendra was busy pinning a sequined gown on one of the newer models, watching the exchange with an amused smirk. “You’re spoiling her, Jenny. She’s going to start demanding peeled grapes next.”

“Don’t give her ideas,” I replied, shoving a pair of silver heels into Vanessa’s hands.

“Here. They match the tiara.”

Vanessa examined the shoes like a jeweler inspecting diamonds.

“Hmm. Acceptable.”

“Glad to hear it, Your Grace,” I said, giving her a mock bow.

She ignored me, tossing the heels aside as she inspected her reflection. “Kendra! Why does this dress make me look... wide? It’s not giving Marilyn; it’s giving... matronly!”

Kendra looked up from her work, deadpan.

“Vanessa, you weigh less than my cat. You’ll be fine.”

“Less sass, more solutions!” Vanessa snapped, fluffing her hair.

I sighed, grabbing a fan from the counter and waving it in her direction. “Vanessa, you’re perfect. Now stop panicking or you’ll get wrinkles.”

“Wrinkles?!” she gasped, clutching her face.

“Kendra, why didn’t you tell me I looked stressed?”

“Because I’m too busy saving your career,” Kendra replied, not missing a beat.

“Hold still, or I’ll pin this dress to your skin.”

Vanessa huffed but complied, turning to admire herself in the mirror. “You’re lucky I’m fabulous enough to pull this off.”

The room buzzed around us as assistants rushed in and out, carrying props and accessories. I dodged a rolling rack of hats and grabbed a clipboard to check the schedule.

“Jenny!” Vanessa called again, waving her arm like she was hailing a cab.
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“My lipstick is all wrong. This is Coral Crush! I specifically requested Rosy Glimmer!”

I crossed the room, snatching the lipstick from her hand. “Vanessa, they’re practically the same color.”

“Practically isn’t perfectly,” she said, narrowing her eyes.

“Do you want me to go out there looking basic?”

Kendra snorted, loudly enough for Vanessa to hear.

“The world would end.”

Vanessa ignored her, glaring at me. “Fix it, Jenny. I’ll wait.”

Rolling my eyes, I grabbed the correct lipstick and handed it over.

“There. Your majesty is saved.”

Vanessa applied it with a flourish, then turned to Kendra and me with a smug smile. “See? Perfect. You’re welcome.”

“You’re a gift to humanity,” I said dryly, earning a laugh from Kendra.

Vanessa strutted toward the door, her dress shimmering under the studio lights. “Well, don’t just stand there gawking. I have a photo shoot to dominate.”

As soon as she was out of earshot, Kendra leaned toward me, whispering, “How do you put up with her?”

“Salary,” I whispered back. “And a lot of coffee.”

Vanessa’s voice rang out from the hallway. “Jenny! Where’s my water? Room temperature with a lemon slice, no seeds!”

I sighed, grabbing a water bottle from the counter.

“Coming, Your Highness!”

Kendra patted me on the shoulder. “Better you than me, babe.”

I laughed, heading out to find Vanessa. Despite the chaos and the diva moments, I wouldn’t trade this for anything. I’d found my place—not just in the studio, but in myself. And that made every dramatic moment worth it.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

I STOOD IN front of the mirror, taking in every inch of my reflection like it was the first time I’d ever seen myself. The curves, the softness in my face, the way the dress hugged my body—it all felt so new and so me.

My hair was curled into soft waves, flowing just past my shoulders, and I’d spent more time on my makeup than usual. A subtle smoky eye, winged liner that took three tries to perfect, and a rosy nude lipstick that Kendra swore was my “signature shade.”

The dress was a silk wrap dress with a plunging neckline and a cinched waist, the kind that looked effortless but took ten minutes of adjusting to get right. The fabric skimmed over my hips and stopped just above my knees, showing off my legs, which I’d shaved every day until I had the guts to undergo laser treatment.

I slipped on the nude heels I’d borrowed from Kendra’s stash, marveling at how much taller they made me feel. The look was simple but elegant, and as I turned from side to side, I couldn’t help but smile.

“Okay, Jenny,” I whispered to my reflection. “You’ve got this.”

I reached for the jewelry I’d laid out on my desk—a pair of delicate silver earrings and a matching bracelet. As I fastened the clasp, I caught a glimpse of the envelope sitting nearby. Its crisp white edges stood out against the clutter of makeup and hair products.

My stomach fluttered as I picked it up, holding it carefully like it was some priceless artifact. Today was a big day, and this envelope was the reason why.

I tucked it into my clutch, taking one last look in the mirror. My reflection smiled back at me, and for once, I didn’t feel the urge to critique or second-guess.
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“Big day,” I said softly. “Don’t blow it.”

Grabbing my clutch, I headed out the door, my heels clicking against the floor with every step. The sound was strangely comforting, like a reminder that I was stepping into something new—something bigger than I’d ever imagined.

The studio was only a short drive away, but with every block, my nerves kicked up a notch. By the time I arrived, my palms were damp, and I had to take a deep breath before getting out of the car.

Walking through the studio doors felt like entering a second home. The familiar buzz of assistants, the smell of hairspray and fresh coffee, the faint hum of the sound system playing upbeat pop tracks—it all wrapped around me like a warm hug.

“Jenny, you’re here!” one of the assistants called, waving as they rushed by with a rack of dresses.

“Hey,” I said, flashing a quick smile before heading toward the set.

Desmond was there, his back to me as he directed Vanessa’s latest shoot. I paused for a moment, watching him work. He had that intense, focused look he always got behind the camera, his movements quick and precise as he adjusted the lighting and called out instructions.

It was hard not to admire him—not just for his talent but for how deeply he cared about what he did. Today, though, was about more than just admiration. Today, I was giving something back.

“Chin up, Vanessa,” Desmond called, his voice steady but firm.

“A little more intensity in the eyes. Perfect.”

I lingered by the doorway, watching him work. He looked so in his element, so sure of himself. It made me love him even more.

“Jenny, darling,” Vanessa’s voice snapped me out of my thoughts. She turned her head just enough to glare at me without ruining her pose. “Are you just going to stand there making googly eyes, I’m not in the mood to write an autograph.”

“Shut up, Vanessa,” I said, walking toward them.

Desmond finally noticed me, his eyes widening slightly.

“Jenny? You look…” He trailed off, his gaze sweeping over me.

Vanessa groaned dramatically, tossing her hair.

“Can you two lovebirds do this later? I’m not done being fabulous yet.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll get your moment,” I said, grabbing Desmond’s arm and pulling him toward the hallway.

“Jenny, what’s going on?” he asked, his brow furrowed.

I stopped just outside the studio, turning to face him. My heart was pounding, but I couldn’t help the smile spreading across my face.

“Here,” I said, handing him the envelope.

He looked at it, then back at me. “What is this?”

“Open it,” I said, practically bouncing on my heels.

He slid his finger under the flap, pulling out the letter inside. His eyes scanned the page, his expression shifting from confusion to shock, and then to something I could only describe as pure joy.

“National Geographic?” he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

I nodded, my excitement bubbling over. “I sent them some of your photos. And I may have written a very long email about how passionate you are and how much you’ve always wanted to work with them.”

“Jenny,” he said, his voice thick with emotion.

“I don’t even know what to say.”

“They’re interested, Desmond. They want to talk to you about a position.”

He stared at me, his eyes shining. “You did this for me?”

“Of course I did,” I said, smiling through the lump in my throat.

“You’ve given me so much—believing in me, supporting me… loving me. This is the least I could do.”

He dropped the letter and pulled me into his arms, holding me so tightly I could barely breathe—not that I cared.
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“I love you,” he whispered into my hair.

“I love you too,” I said, my voice muffled against his chest.

We stood there for what felt like forever, wrapped up in each other. When we finally pulled apart, he cupped my face in his hands, his smile brighter than I’d ever seen it.

“You’re incredible, Jenny,” he said.

“Right back at you,” I replied, grinning.

From the studio, Vanessa’s voice rang out. “Can someone tell Desmond to stop making out and finish my shoot? Some of us have schedules, you know!”

He laughed, shaking his head.

“I should get back before she starts a revolution.”

I laughed too, grabbing his hand and squeezing it.

“Go. I’ll be here when you’re done.”

He kissed me once more before heading back into the studio, the letter still clutched in his hand. As I watched him go, my heart felt full in a way I’d never imagined possible.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

IT WAS 2:22 A.M., and the apartment was quiet except for the soft hum of the fridge. It had been three months since I’ve moved in with Desmond. I stood in the living room, my suitcase by the door, running through my mental checklist for the tenth time. My nerves were a mix of excitement and the kind of mild panic you get when you’re sure you’ve forgotten something important.

“Okay, Jenny,” I said to myself, pacing.

“Suitcase? Packed. Passport?” I unzipped the front pocket of my carry-on for the third time, double-checking that it was still there.

“Check.”

My phone charger dangled from the wall. I yanked it out and stuffed it into my bag. “Charger? Check. Makeup? Check. Lipstick?” I paused, opening my purse.

“Two lipsticks. Also check.”

The apartment—Desmond’s apartment, now our apartment—was tidy and still. It didn’t feel empty, though, just temporarily on pause. I glanced at the pictures on the wall: one of us at the studio, laughing while Kendra snapped a photo; another from the coffee shop where we used to discuss Vanessa’s next look.

I smiled, but my stomach still twisted. This was my first international flight, my first real adventure outside of the life I’d known. Egypt felt far away—farther than I’d ever dared to go—and the thought of being in a completely new place made me jittery. But then again, Desmond would be there, working for National Geographic and his dream, and that made it easier to imagine. He asked me to assist him but truly, I just wanted to make memories in another country with him.

I walked back to the mirror in the hallway, giving myself one last look. My hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, my makeup light but polished. I wore a comfortable but stylish outfit—a fitted white blouse tucked into high-waisted black jeans and my trusty black boots. Practical and cutesy, just in case.

The envelope with my ticket and travel documents peeked out from my clutch. I gave it a little pat for reassurance, then grabbed my carry-on bag and hauled my suitcase to the door.
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“Alright, time to go,” I said, trying to psych myself up.

The Uber was already waiting when I stepped outside, its headlights cutting through the early-morning haze. The cool air hit me as I wheeled my suitcase toward the car, and for a moment, I just stood there, taking it all in. This was real. I was about to get on a plane, fly across the world, and visit the pyramids with the man I love.

The driver rolled down his window.

“You need help with that?” he asked, nodding toward my suitcase.

“No, I’ve got it. Thanks!” I said, shoving it into the trunk myself before climbing into the backseat.

“The airport, please,” I said, buckling my seatbelt.

He nodded, pulling away from the curb.

As we drove through the quiet streets, I leaned back and let the weight of the moment settle over me. This wasn’t just a trip—it was the start of something bigger.

Moments later, the car slowed down earlier than I expected, pulling to a stop beside a small park. I frowned, leaning forward to look out the window. The area was dimly lit, with a scattering of trees and a winding path that disappeared into the darkness.

“This isn’t the airport,” I said, my voice sharper than intended.

The driver glanced back at me with a neutral expression.

“This is where you pinned the location, ma’am.”

“What? No, I didn’t—” I yanked out my phone, opening the rideshare app to check. “Seriously? Look at it,” I muttered, running a hand through my hair.

The driver shrugged, already climbing out to grab my suitcase from the trunk. “Have a good night,” he said, setting it on the curb before driving off.

I stood there, suitcase in hand, the crisp night air doing nothing to cool the frustration bubbling in my chest.

“Great. Just great,” I muttered, pacing in a tight circle.

“Now I’m stranded in the middle of nowhere, and I’m going to miss my flight.”

I pulled out my phone, ready to leave the worst review this app had ever seen, when something caught my attention.

The park lights flickered, one by one, until the entire path was bathed in a soft, golden glow. My thumb hovered over the screen as I stared, confused.

“What the…”

Fairy lights twinkled in the trees, illuminating the path ahead like a scene straight out of a rom-com. I took a hesitant step forward, clutching my phone and suitcase as my heart pounded.

Then I saw him. Desmond stepped into the light, dressed in a sharp black suit that made him look like he belonged on a red carpet.

“Desmond?” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

He smiled, walking toward me with his hands in his pockets.

“The driver was right, Jenny. This is where you’re supposed to be.”

I blinked, my confusion giving way to a mix of relief and disbelief.

“What’s going on?”
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Before he could answer, more figures emerged from the shadows. Marco, Kendra, Maxwell, Vanessa, and a handful of other familiar faces from the studio all stepped into the light, grinning like they were in on the world’s best-kept secret.

“What is happening right now?” I asked, laughing nervously as tears pricked my eyes.

Desmond stopped in front of me, his smile softening as he reached for my hands.

“Jenny,” he began, his voice steady and full of emotion. “The past year has been the most incredible journey of my life, and it’s all because of you. You’ve changed me, taught me what it means to truly love someone, and I don’t want to spend another moment without you by my side.”

My breath hitched, my heart pounding in my chest.

He dropped to one knee, pulling a small velvet box from his pocket. When he opened it, the ring inside caught the light, sparkling like the fairy lights around us.

“Will you marry me?” he asked, his voice thick with emotion.

For a moment, the world seemed to stand still. My hands flew to my mouth as tears spilled over, and all I could do was nod.

“Yes,” I finally managed, my voice breaking. “Yes, of course!”

The group around us erupted into cheers as Desmond slipped the ring onto my finger and stood, pulling me into his arms.

“I love you,” he whispered, his forehead resting against mine.

“I love you too,” I said, my voice trembling.

Marco clapped loudly, breaking the moment.

“Alright, lovebirds, wrap it up! Some of us have to get up early tomorrow.” “Speak for yourself,” Vanessa chimed in, crossing her arms. “This is my new favorite drama. Continue.”

I laughed, my heart so full I thought it might burst. As everyone crowded around us to offer hugs and congratulations, I couldn’t help but think back to that first wrong car.

What started as a mistake had led me to this—to love, to family, to a life I never thought I could have. And for the first time, I realized that nothing happened by mistake. Everything felt exactly as it should be.

~THE END~

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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

I get a lot of 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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"My boss and ex-bully said we should go to our High School reunion together, then he demanded me to wear a gown and pretend to be his fiancée."

When I signed up as a junior associate at Flemming Holdings, I thought the worst part of the job was working under Hanson Flemming—the high school bully who now happened to be my boss. But nothing could have prepared me for his outrageous demand: to pretend to be his fiancée at our fifteen-year high school reunion.

Hanson was supposed to be my nemesis, but his surprising kindness and hidden vulnerability broke through my defenses. As the reunion night loomed, our fake relationship began to feel all too real—and so did my feelings for him.

But secrets have a way of coming to light, and when the truth about my identity is exposed, everything hangs in the balance. Will Hanson and I survive the fallout? Or will my past and his insecurities tear us apart for good?

Read The Girl at The Reunion

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

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Wrong Ride.

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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