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Introduction

“I started giving up on life until she gave up heaven so we could be together.”

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

∞∞∞

Beyond the uncertainties of my life, I knew that there was only one way to go. Not until I saw her crying during that very rainy morning on the rooftop.

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

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


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

∞∞∞

SUNLIGHT FOUND ITS WAY past the tattered blanket draped across my car windows, painting my rumpled world in hues of gold. I squinted against the invasion of light, reluctant to yield to the day. The soft chirping of birds filtering into my makeshift home brought with it a surreal serenity that my life was otherwise devoid of.

Rubbing sleep from my eyes, I sat up in the cramped space. My hands, craggy and worn from the struggles life had dealt me, pushed away the blanket to reveal the unspoiled canvas of nature outside.

[image: river in the morning time]

There was a river, the water shimmering under the morning sun, and a magnificent apple tree, laden with ripe fruits, casting dappled shadows on the grass beneath.

Weariness slipped off me like a discarded coat as I pushed open the door and stepped out into the cool morning air. My bare feet sank into the dew-kissed grass, the blades tickling my soles as I ambled towards the tree.

Plucking an apple felt like an act of theft, disturbing the picturesque scenery, but my grumbling stomach didn't care for aesthetics.

I carried the stolen treasure to the river. Submerging the fruit into the cool water, I washed it thoroughly, watching the droplets cascade off its skin, each a tiny prismatic universe reflecting the sun. Biting into it, I tasted sweetness, crispness, and something of the day’s promise all at once.

Looking skyward, my eyes were met with a tapestry of cerulean and white.

"It's such a beautiful day," I murmured to myself, my voice a soft ripple against the serene chorus of nature.

In the sanctity of the solitude, my mind started to wander, my thoughts drawn to him, to the boy with my eyes and his mother's smile.

Today was a special day, a day that held a meeting etched onto my heart.

"It's really the perfect day, isn't it?" I whispered.

Leaving the core of the apple as an offering to the river, I began to shed my clothes, discarding them onto the riverbank. Stepping into the water sent a shiver up my spine, the river's chill an abrupt awakening, a baptism in nature’s basin.
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I cleaned myself as best I could, scrubbing away layers of grime and grit. I wanted to look presentable for him, for my son.

Back at the car, my fingers brushed against the rusted razor, its familiarity a testament to my nomadic life. It was a painstaking process, the water was cold and the razor blunt, but the end result was worth it.

My face, sans the scruffy beard, looked younger, fresher. I caught a glimpse of the man I used to be, a whisper from a previous life.

A quick rummage through the backseat of the car produced an outfit I had stowed away for such an occasion—a crisp, white shirt, a pair of faded blue jeans, and worn leather boots that still held onto the remnants of their shine.

Donning them felt almost ceremonial. The white shirt against my newly shaven face, the denim hugging my lean form, the boots capping off the ensemble with a touch of ruggedness.

I was no longer just Michael Carey, I was a father on his way to meet his son.

Laying on the finishing touches, I retrieved the small vial of perfume—a gift from my ex-wife and a ghostly reminder of a love that once was.

Spraying it on felt like an armor of sorts, the fragrance wrapping around me, a blend of musk and earth that used to drive her wild. The scent was a haunting melody, a sweet lullaby of yesteryears.

The fragrance enveloped me, an olfactory symphony that brought back memories of a time less complicated, of moments when happiness wasn't a rare commodity.

I found myself smiling, my reflection in the rearview mirror sporting an unfamiliar lightness. I was presentable, more than that, I was a man transformed.

Looking around at the idyllic riverside, I let out a sigh of contentment. I had woken up many a day to the unforgiving hardness of my car seat, to landscapes less kind. This place was a painting come alive, and for a brief moment, I allowed myself to be entranced by its allure.

The car growled to life, the engine humming an encouraging melody as I pulled onto the road. The country scenery blurred past me, a flurry of greens and blues merging into one. The wind gusting through the open windows tousled my brown curls, their chaotic dance in tune with the beat of my excited heart.

Gradually, the serene landscape gave way to the growing outskirts of a city. The pastoral tranquility was replaced by the incessant hum of traffic, the bucolic beauty substituted by the concrete jungle.

[image: chicago city morning]

The city rose before me, a formidable skyline stretching out towards the heavens, and at its heart lay Chicago, its skyscrapers like needles piercing the cerulean canvas above.

The season of summer was in full bloom, the sun casting a golden haze over the city, wrapping the towering structures in its warm embrace. My heart pounded in sync with the city's rhythm, a symphony of anticipation that reverberated through the car's framework and into me.

Nestled among the imposing structures, I could see my destination. An impressive building, towering above its neighbors, a beacon amidst the sea of concrete. My heart fluttered with anticipation. I was so close.

Parallel parking the car was a feat achieved by a few successful attempts, years of working in the city had truly sharpened my skills. The mirror reflected a perfectly parked car, a symbol of my perseverance. A soft chuckle escaped my lips, it was almost amusing that the seemingly mundane act of parking could bring a sense of accomplishment.

"I can't be late," I murmured to myself, picturing my son's face. I could almost feel his presence, the invisible thread of fatherhood pulling me toward the entrance. I stepped out of the car, my boots hitting the pavement with a sense of purpose. I straightened my shirt, tucked a loose curl behind my ear, and took a deep breath.

[image: tall building in chicago city morning]

Looking up at the towering building, I took a moment to appreciate the enormity of it all. I was standing there, a small figure amidst these giants, ready to face a part of my past that had long awaited my return.

"My son's waiting for me," I whispered into the city's bustling symphony.

With a final glance at my faithful car, the reliable companion of my many escapades, I turned around. Each step towards the building was a step towards my son, towards an uncertain future, but a future nonetheless. The entrance beckoned me, the city watched in silence, and somewhere up there, a pair of familiar eyes awaited my arrival.

The journey had been long, the road winding and treacherous, yet, I stood there, ready to embrace a moment long overdue.

"I'm coming, son," I promised to the wind, my voice a low murmur, lost amidst the city's chorus.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE ELEVATOR DOORS SLID OPEN with a quiet hiss, revealing an expanse that seemed to stretch infinitely upwards. My heart pounded in my chest, the rhythmic throb echoing in my ears as I took hesitant steps forward.

Turning the knob, the door creaked open, giving way to an expansive rooftop that felt like the precipice of the world. The city sprawled below, a vast, complex web of life, and I was standing at the edge, watching from my solitary perch.
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The vast sky above seemed even more endless, an infinite canvas of blues and whites that captivated my gaze. I breathed in deeply, tasting the crisp city air, tinged with a hint of smog and summer heat. It was a peculiar blend, but at that moment, it was my reality.

From the worn-out duffel bag, I pulled out a checkered picnic blanket, its colors faded from years of use. The fabric was soft, a nostalgic reminder of family outings that seemed from another lifetime. Laying it out on the hard rooftop surface felt almost ritualistic, an act imbued with sentimentality.

Sitting down, I looked out at the panoramic view the rooftop offered, my gaze lost in the spectacular display of the city below and the boundless sky above. The sight was humbling, a testament to man's indomitable spirit and the unrelenting progression of life.

"I hope you don't mind apples, son," I found myself whispering into the air. My fingers curled around the remaining fruit in my bag, its round, smooth surface a stark contrast to my rough, callused hands. I held it aloft, an offering to an unseen recipient, before setting it down on the blanket.

I rummaged deeper into the bag, my hands feeling the familiar shape of a frame. Pulling it out felt like unveiling a sacred relic. The photo within the frame captured a moment frozen in time, a memory immortalized.

It was him, my son. His smile was a beacon, his eyes echoed a joy that used to be my salvation.

Gripping the frame, I felt a rush of emotions wash over me.

"I'm sorry," I muttered, the words choked with unshed tears. His photo looked back at me, his young, innocent face offering silent comfort.

Tears welled up, blurring my vision, turning the cityscape into a watery mirage. The guilt had been eating me up, a constant gnaw at my conscience.

[image: apples laying on concrete floor]

"I wish I was a better father to you," I choked out the words, each syllable a shard piercing through my heart.

"I wish I was... I wish I was there for you."

The tears broke free, streaming down my cheeks in rivulets. The picture frame trembled in my grasp, the visage of my son fading in and out through the haze of my tears.

"I wish... I wish..." I stuttered, words lost in the rawness of my emotions. I wept, my sobs echoing in the silent expanse of the rooftop, my sorrow carried away by the wind.

Just as my heart felt like it was about to implode from the weight of my guilt, the first drops of rain fell. It was as if the sky mirrored my sorrow, its tears intermingling with mine. The downpour came suddenly, the heavens opening up and weeping alongside me.

A voice echoed in my head, hauntingly familiar, a bitter reminder of my lost world.

"Michael, he's... he's gone." My ex-wife's voice had been a whisper over the phone, choked with grief.

"He kept asking for you. Our son... our son died asking for his father."

That call was a sucker punch, slamming into my gut and leaving me gasping for air. I'd known my son was sick, but... gone? Leukemia had been a word, a distant reality I'd always hoped would remain that way. Now it was a tombstone, an epitaph to my child's life.

Memories rushed at me, waves crashing against the shore, each recollection more powerful than the last. Birthday parties, school plays, summer vacations—they played out in my mind like snippets from a home movie.

My son's laughter rang out in my ears, a sound that once filled my world with joy now echoing in the hollow chamber of my heart.

I remembered his first steps, a wobbly toddler making his way towards my outstretched arms, his triumphant giggle filling the room when he finally crashed into me.

His first words, "Dada," that had me grinning like a fool, holding him close and promising to always protect him.

A flash of the past took me to the crowded football field, my son, no more than seven, running toward me, his small face flushed with excitement.

"Did you see, Dad? I scored!" And I had seen. I'd been there for that.

Then the memories turned bitter. My downfall was as swift as it was catastrophic. The carpet business that had been the bread and butter for our family slipped through my fingers like sand. The bright lights of the casino lured me in, promising quick riches and an easy way out. The whirlwind of table games and slot machines spun me into a world of delusion where I traded family and love for chips and bets.

The shame of it washed over me, a tidal wave of regret and guilt.

How had I let it get so far?

How had I let my life spiral into this cesspool of debts and dangers, running from loan sharks instead of fighting for my family?

I remembered the day I left, leaving behind a woman and a child who'd relied on me. I thought I was protecting them, keeping them away from the darkness that had ensnared me. But all I'd done was abandon them when they needed me the most.

The memories played out in my mind, a grotesque montage of my failures. My hands formed into fists at my sides, the urge to inflict pain a sadistic coping mechanism.

I could almost feel the rough felt of the poker table under my fingers, the metallic clink of chips, the allure of the spinning roulette. The taste of cheap liquor and stale smoke filled my mouth, the echo of laughter and the deafening ring of slot machines playing in my ears.

With a growl of self-loathing, my fist made contact with my face. The sharp pain was immediate, a jarring contrast to the dull throb of my aching heart. It was a physical manifestation of my internal torment, a desperate attempt to externalize the guilt ripping me apart inside.

Panting, I slumped against the wet concrete of the rooftop, the rain soaking through my clothes, chilling me to the bone. My face throbbed in time with my heart, a painful reminder of my past mistakes.

And all I could do was sit there, mourning the loss of a life I'd squandered and a son I'd failed.

The world was nothing more than a blur around me, the buildings merging into an indistinct skyline, the bright city lights muted by the downpour.

I pushed myself off the ground, my wet clothes sticking uncomfortably to my skin. But the discomfort was irrelevant, insignificant in the face of the decision I'd made.

With every step I took, I felt the edge drawing me closer, a dark abyss promising an end to the pain. My heart pounded against my ribcage, a frantic rhythm that threatened to break free. My mouth was dry, a sandy desert void of any moisture. I was a paradox of emotions—a cocktail of fear, anger, sorrow, and... anticipation.
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"I'm coming, kiddo," I whispered into the howling wind, my voice barely audible above the city's distant hum. I felt a bitter laugh escape my lips.

Was I excited? The prospect of seeing my son again, of holding him close and never letting go... It was enticing.

I hoped that he'd forgive me. That somewhere in that celestial infinity, he'd be waiting for me, his boyish face lighting up at my arrival.

Would he remember me?

Would he know my name?

Would my face, aged by years of hardships, still be recognizable to him?

My footsteps echoed in the hollow expanse of the rooftop, each step towards the edge making my heart lurch in my chest. Fear coiled around my heart, but it was quickly doused by the sheer desperation gnawing at my soul.

The ledge loomed before me, the city spread out beneath like an urban sea. My heart was a wild animal in my chest, thumping against my ribs with a fervor that seemed to echo the pounding of the rain against the concrete. My fingertips brushed against the rough edge of the rooftop, the cold cement sending shivers up my spine.

A wave of vertigo washed over me as I peered down. The world tilted, my stomach lurched, and for a moment, I recoiled from the edge. A primal instinct for survival, perhaps. But my resolve hardened. I was beyond survival now.

As I leaned forward again, the world beneath me became a dizzying swirl of lights and shadows. My pulse roared in my ears, the wind whipped my hair into my face, and my vision blurred with unshed tears. This was it.

But then, amidst the turmoil of my thoughts and the raging storm, a voice pierced through. It was loud, furious, raw with emotion.

"Fuck all of you!" It rang out clear and stark against the white noise of the rain.

I spun around, my heart jolting at the unexpected interruption. There, at the other end of the rooftop, stood a woman. She was a specter in the pouring rain, her blonde hair plastered against her face, her clothes drenched and clinging to her lithe frame.

She looked furious, her eyes blazing with a fire that the rain couldn't douse. The sight of her was jarring, an unexpected anomaly in my well-orchestrated plan. Her beauty was an unwelcome distraction, a stark contrast against the grim reality of the moment.

My heart pounded in my chest, my mind raced, and the world seemed to stand still. I was standing on the precipice of oblivion, and there she was, a beautiful stranger sharing my ledge.

What had led her here?

What demons were she fleeing from?

As her anger-filled words reverberated in the air, the grim reality of our shared circumstance became apparent.

Could she have picked another day? A wave of irritation washed over me. Here I was, in my final moments, confronted with an unexpected mirror of my own despair. The universe's sick sense of humor, I supposed.

Her sobs cut through the storm, piercing and raw, resonating with my own desolation. It was like we were two souls suspended in a melancholic symphony, our shared grief a haunting melody. Suddenly, she hoisted herself up onto the ledge, her body swaying precariously in the fierce wind.

My heart leaped into my throat. Without a second thought, I rushed forward. My fingers closed around her wrist, her skin cold and wet against mine. I yanked her back from the precipice, both of us tumbling onto the concrete.

"Let me go!" She thrashed in my grip, her sapphire eyes wild and desperate. But I held on, my hand locked around her wrist with a grip born out of sheer panic.

"Miss... please, calm down." The words left my lips before I even realized I was speaking. It was a plea, a desperate entreaty, but also a desperate plea to myself.

She stopped struggling, her body going limp in my grasp. She threw her head back and laughed, a sound that was equal parts despair and insanity. It echoed across the rooftop, a chilling reminder of our shared desperation.

The sound startled me, and before I knew it, I found myself laughing with her. Two strangers on a rooftop, finding humor in the face of death. The irony wasn't lost on me.

We sat in a corner of the rooftop, the storm receding as suddenly as it had arrived. As the rain cleared, a hopeful glimmer of sunlight pierced through the overcast sky, a feeble yet persistent ray fighting through the gray.

She sat next to me, her knees pulled up to her chest, her drenched hair hanging heavily around her face. Her eyes were far off, staring blankly into the distance, but her laughter still rang in the air, now interspersed with sobs.

The sight of her was disarming. The raw despair, the sheer hopelessness that shone in her eyes—it was like looking at my own reflection. I felt a pang of sympathy, an emotion that felt alien in my current state.
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Here was a woman on the edge, just like me.

The sight of the sun breaking through the clouds, casting a warm golden glow over the city, brought a surreal calm. The world was waking up, oblivious to the two lives teetering on the edge of oblivion on this rooftop.

I watched her, this beautiful stranger whose life had somehow intertwined with mine in our darkest hour. We were two souls adrift, our laughter a testament to our mutual despair and our shared desperation.

I was lost in my thoughts, my mind a whirlpool of emotions, but I couldn't peel my eyes away from her. She was crying, but her laughter hadn't subsided. It was a heartbreaking sound, but in its own twisted way, it was also incredibly human.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

"I'M ANGELINA," she said, her voice softer now, broken and bruised from crying and laughter.

"Michael," I offered back, my voice barely above a whisper. The sun painted a golden halo around her, its rays glistening off her wet hair, making it seem as if she were somehow otherworldly.

"Why, Michael?" she asked, her blue eyes searching mine.

"Why did you want to jump?"

How could I answer her?

How could I condense the despair, the regret, the grief into a coherent answer?

But her eyes bore into me, compelling me to bare my soul.
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"I...I lost everything," I started, my voice cracking.

"My business... my home... my son..."

I faltered, the mere mention of my boy like a punch to the gut. Tears welled up in my eyes, spilling over and running down my cheeks. I tried to wipe them away, but they just kept coming.

"My ex-wife... She took him away after the divorce... and... and I..." The words were heavy in my mouth, each one a sharp reminder of my failures. I broke then, my body shaking with sobs.

She just sat there, watching me, her eyes wide and sympathetic. I could feel her gaze on me, but I couldn't bring myself to meet it. My failures, my losses, all laid bare. It was all too much.

After a few moments, I managed to regain some semblance of control. I wiped my eyes, took a deep breath, and looked at her.

"What about you?" I asked.

"Why were you up here?"

Instead of answering, she reached into the pocket of her soaked jeans and pulled out a pack of cigarettes.

"Want one?" she asked, shaking the pack towards me.

I blinked at her in surprise.

"Aren't they wet?"
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"Nah," she said, with a slight shrug.

"The sun will dry them out soon enough."

True to her word, the cigarettes dried remarkably fast under the strengthening rays of the sun. She pulled one out, lit it with a small lighter, and took a deep drag. She blew the smoke out, her eyes turning away from me, looking out over the cityscape.

The sight of her, cigarette in hand, the smoke curling around her in the early afternoon light, was oddly mesmerizing. Despite the circumstances of our meeting, there was an air of calm about her.

She was a paradox I couldn't quite figure out—a woman on the brink of despair, yet possessing an air of defiance and grit that commanded respect.

The afternoon sun continued to rise, casting long shadows that danced along the rooftop. It felt like we were in our own isolated world, connected by our shared pain and our will to end it all.

We sat in silence, her smoking, me watching her, both of us lost in our thoughts. As I looked at her, the sun lighting up her profile, I couldn't help but think that this was the most bizarre and unexpected afternoon I'd ever experienced.

"Got kicked out of home when I came out," she confessed after a while, flicking the ash off the end of her cigarette.

I blinked at her, slightly taken aback.

"Oh, you're a lesbian?" I asked, a hint of surprise coloring my voice.

She snorted, a spark of amusement lighting her eyes. She shook her head and giggled, the sound a melodious chime that seemed out of place in our grim surroundings.

"Then my live-in partner stole all of my cash savings," she continued, her smile turning bitter. She threw the cigarette butt over the ledge, watching it fall until it disappeared from view.

"Fuck that guy."

"Oh," I muttered, a bit confused. "So you're bisexual?"

She simply shrugged, the corners of her mouth tugging upwards into a smirk.

"I'm on the run," she revealed suddenly, her voice dropping to a mere whisper.

"One of my customer's wives... she wants to kill me." She spat out the words with venom, her eyes flaring with defiance.

"Fuck all of them."

Suddenly, she shifted, making a face.

"I need to pee," she declared, standing up abruptly.

I blinked at her, not quite sure how to respond. "Uh... go ahead?"

"Come with me," she commanded, extending her hand to me.

I recoiled, taken aback. "No, I can't do that," I protested, a bit scandalized by her request.

"I just want to make sure you don't jump," she reasoned, her voice a soothing lullaby that sent shivers down my spine.

"It's none of your business," I argued, but there was no conviction behind my words. She held my gaze, her eyes aglow with a mysterious light that I found both frightening and fascinating.

Eventually, I conceded and followed her to the bathroom of the building. It was a women's bathroom, and I hesitated at the entrance, but she assured me, "No one's here. Just come inside."

She moved with the grace of a dancer, her steps echoing against the tile. I kept my gaze averted as she started peeing, trying to respect her privacy as much as I could. But then I noticed something that shocked me to my core. She was standing.

I must've made a sound or something because she turned to me, a sheepish smile playing on her lips. She looked different now, her hair neatly fixed and her breasts adjusting themselves perfectly within her corset.

"Yes, I'm a trans girl," she confessed, meeting my gaze without a hint of fear or shame.

I blinked at her, my mind trying to process the information.

"Wow," was all I could muster. "I didn't know... You look like a real girl."

She snorted, a hint of amusement in her eyes.
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"I am a real girl, Michael."

And there we stood, in the middle of a women's bathroom, a new understanding blossoming between us. A sense of kinship, a shared experience of pain and betrayal.

"What's your concept of a real girl, Michael?" she asked, her voice suddenly serious. Her question hung in the air between us, heavy and challenging.

I hesitated, a bit taken aback by the suddenness of the question. I hadn't really thought about it before.

"Someone with a vagina?" I ventured, somewhat awkwardly.

She laughed then, a bright, bell-like sound that echoed around the empty bathroom. The sound seemed to fill the room, chasing away the shadows and making the sterile, cold place a little bit warmer.

As her laughter faded, she moved behind me, her light steps barely making any sound on the tiled floor. I felt her hands, soft yet firm, caress my face. A shiver ran through me at the unexpected contact, but I didn't pull away.

I couldn't. I was drawn to her, to this enigma of a woman who had suddenly walked into my life.

"I see two real girls in this mirror," she whispered into my ear. Her breath was warm against my skin, sending shivers down my spine.

I chuckled, finding her declaration absurd and yet somehow comforting.

"You're insane," I told her, but there was no real bite to my words.

She continued, oblivious to my teasing.

"Look at you, Michael. Your sensitivity, your humor, your nurturing side. You're here in the women's bathroom, against your will, just to make sure that I'm okay. You don't know yourself yet, but you have so many feminine qualities."

I laughed at her words, dismissing them as mere jest.

"Don't be silly," I said, stepping away from the mirror.

"Anyway, it's been nice meeting you, Angelina."

"Can you at least give me a ride?" she asked suddenly, the question catching me off guard.

"Where to?" I asked, raising an eyebrow at her.

"Cleveland," she replied, her tone matter-of-fact.

I shook my head, the reality of my situation sinking in.

"I can't. I don't have enough gas to get there, and it's too far. Plus, I don't have any money."

She dismissed my worries with a wave of her hand.

"Stop worrying. Just do this once and I'll get out of your hair."

The simplicity with which she spoke made me want to believe her, to help her, despite my better judgment. She was a stranger, and yet, at that moment, she felt like the only person who truly understood me.

As I looked into her eyes, I found myself saying yes, against all reason and logic.
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As we hit the road, she settled into the passenger seat, throwing her long, slender legs onto the dashboard with a languid grace. It irked my OCD, but she had an aura of delicate frailty that I didn't want to disturb, an allure that kept my complaints in check. Plus, the way the late afternoon sun highlighted the curves of her legs was mesmerizing.

"I'm starving," she announced suddenly, snapping me out of my reverie. The declaration was followed by a swift command to pull into the next gas station we came across.

The sun was sinking low on the horizon, casting long shadows on the grimy concrete as we pulled in. A neon sign flickered in the gloaming, the letters P-E-T-R-O-L barely visible.

"I'll just get some food," she said, unfastening her seatbelt and swinging her legs off the dashboard. She jumped out of the car and moved towards the gas station store, her form becoming a silhouette against the sun.

From my vantage point, I could see her approach the store owner, a gruff, burly man whose attention she commanded with an ease that made my chest tighten. Then they disappeared into the backroom, leaving me alone with my thoughts.
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Ten minutes later, she emerged, her arms laden with hotdogs, chips, bottled drinks, and other assorted snacks. She was grinning, her eyes sparkling in the dying light, an air of victory around her.

"And I paid for the gas," she added offhandedly, jutting a thumb towards the gas pumps.

I blinked at her in surprise.

"What did you do in the backroom?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her answer was casual, nonchalant. "Oh, I gave him a BJ."

My eyes widened in shock. She didn't need to explain what 'BJ' stood for. I felt a rush of guilt, my stomach knotting up.

"You didn't have to do that," I muttered, looking away.

"We need to eat, Michael," she said, matter-of-factly.

I wanted to argue, to tell her that there had to be other ways, but the gnawing hunger in my belly silenced me. With a mumbled thanks, I accepted the food, the taste bitter in my mouth, tainted with guilt.

After we finished eating, I went out to pump the gas, her words echoing in my head. There was a sinking feeling in my chest, a sense of unease that I couldn't shake.

But there was also a strange admiration for Angelina, a spark of something that I couldn't quite define, an understanding that she did what she had to survive, just as I had done.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE SUN WAS JUST A SMUDGE of orange on the horizon when an awkward silence settled over us. I couldn't help but ponder over Angelina's past. The words she had spoken lingered in the air, hanging heavily between us.

"So when you said 'customer's wife', did you mean you're a prostitute?" I asked.

She said, her tone resolute, "Yeah, I didn't finish high school. My family kicked me out early, and I had to survive on the streets."

"But I really want to be a pilot," she added, her voice softening with the admission. I glanced over at her, surprised by the aspiration. It was unusual to hear a woman yearn to be a pilot, especially one who had spent her life on the streets.

"There's nothing like the feeling of being in the sky. It's like... heaven," she said, her voice dreamy, her eyes twinkling in the twilight. The sentiment seemed weird, out of place in our grungy, fraught reality.
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Suddenly, my gaze locked onto the rear-view mirror. A car was trailing behind us, its headlights piercing the growing darkness. Another joined it, and then another, their ominous presence making my heart pound.

"Shit," I muttered under my breath. She picked up on my anxiety immediately.

"What's happening?" she asked, her voice tight.

"They're probably loan sharks. They want me dead," I said, my voice strained as I pressed down harder on the accelerator. Fear welled up in me, but next to me, she was calm.

"Just follow where I tell you to go," she ordered, her eyes scanning the road ahead. I hesitated, but her voice was so assured, so certain, that I found myself nodding.

“Do you even know this place?”

“Just fucking follow me!”

For the next few minutes, she navigated us through a labyrinth of winding roads and alleyways. Her voice was unwavering as she barked out directions. I was a puppet on a string, following her every command.

The chase was nerve-racking. But despite the grim circumstances, there was a strange thrill in the air, a rush of adrenaline that was almost intoxicating. It was as if we were in our own action movie, the reality of our predicament giving an edge to our unlikely adventure.

With every turn, the fear in my heart lessened. Not because I knew we were safe, but because I had her by my side. And as she navigated us through the chaos, I found myself trusting her, this stranger I'd met mere hours ago.

Finally, we reached our destination, Lake Michigan. The moon cast a silvery glow on the water, and the noise of the city faded into a distant hum.

It was dark, but there was a peace here, a serenity that contrasted starkly with the chaos we'd just fled. We sat there in silence, the hum of the engine the only sound breaking the stillness. We were safe, for now, lost in our own thoughts, two strangers brought together by circumstance, bound by a shared struggle.

And as I looked over at her, her face illuminated by the soft moonlight, I couldn't help but wonder if she was still planning to end her life.
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The morning light roused me from my slumber, a soft glow painting the sky with hues of orange and pink. I stirred, finding the spot beside me vacant.

A tinge of unease crept over me, my heart constricting at the thought of Angelina's absence. I shot up from my makeshift bed on the grass, my eyes darting around the expanse around me, until I saw her.

She was perched on a flat rock by the lake, a cup of coffee cradled between her hands. The first rays of the sun illuminated her silhouette, casting a warm glow around her. Her hair was ruffled, wisps of it dancing in the morning breeze, her head tilted upwards, absorbing the warmth of the rising sun. I watched her, my heart calming at the sight of her peaceful countenance.

I rose to my feet, the dew-kissed grass crunching under my boots. As I drew closer, the comforting aroma of pancakes, bacon, and eggs wafted towards me, a scent so familiar it tugged at my heartstrings.

I froze in my tracks, my eyes wide as I took in the sight before me. A simple breakfast spread was laid out on a makeshift table, a stark contrast to our stark surroundings.

"Where did you get all of these?" I asked, my voice rough from sleep and surprise.

She turned, her lips curving into a wide grin.

"From God," she replied, laughter dancing in her eyes. My eyebrows furrowed, unsure of whether to laugh at her joke or question the sanity of it all.

"I know you haven't had your favorite breakfast in years. Enjoy," she added, gesturing towards the food.

Still in disbelief, I sat down across her, a plate piled with pancakes, bacon, and eggs before me. It was indeed my favorite, a staple of my childhood, my mother's recipe. How Angelina knew, I couldn't fathom.

"Today," she started, her voice breaking me from my thoughts, "is the day I'll help you avoid the loan sharks."

My eyes flickered up to her, curiosity piqued.

"And how do you suppose we do that?" I asked, my tone laced with skepticism.

"We start anew. We run, but this time, we run smart," she stated matter-of-factly, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

"Run smart? How is that different from what I've been doing?"

Her gaze held mine, a spark of determination in her eyes.

"You've been running scared, Michael. It's time to run smart."

We bantered back and forth, her witty comebacks lightening the tense air. As the day broke around us, the sense of camaraderie between us only grew stronger.

Despite our tumultuous circumstances, there was comfort to be found in each other's company, a sliver of normalcy in a world of chaos.

There was something about her that intrigued me, her mysterious aura, her unyielding spirit, her quick wit. It was captivating, pulling me in. I didn't understand it, couldn't put it into words, but I knew one thing for certain—Angelina was my beacon in the storm, the calm amidst my chaos.

And in the golden morning light, with the scent of pancakes and coffee in the air, I couldn't help but feel grateful for her presence, her undeniable energy that filled me with hope. And with that hope, I felt the faintest stirrings of a courage I thought I had lost, a strength I thought had abandoned me.

After breakfast, she stood up, the breeze rustling her clothes. Without a word, she began to undress, her movements fluid and unhesitant.

As her clothes fell to the ground, she revealed a body that was undeniably beautiful, though in a way I hadn't expected. Her breasts were soft, her body slender, and between her legs hung a flaccid penis. This was a sight new to me, but strangely, it didn't detract from her femininity.

The sight was surprising, yet I couldn't help but be taken by her confidence, the way she stood there unashamed. My eyes traced her body, unable to pull away.

There was an allure about her, a raw beauty that was captivating. Her presence had stirred something within me, a yearning I tried to suppress. She was still a woman in my eyes, her essence more potent than any physical attribute.
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"Come on in, the water's lovely," she called, interrupting my reverie. She was standing by the edge of the lake, her skin gleaming under the soft sunlight.

I was taken aback by the invitation but followed suit. Shaking off my inhibitions, I stripped down to my boxers, the cool morning air sending shivers down my spine. I watched as she gracefully slipped into the water, her body slicing through the surface, leaving behind a trail of gentle ripples.

She was an excellent swimmer, her movements seamless and natural. She was a part of the water, flowing with it rather than against it. I watched in awe as she grabbed a fish with her bare hands, the creature not even attempting to escape her grasp.

"Why isn’t it moving?" I called out, my voice carrying across the water wondering why the fish wasn’t trying to escape her grasp.

"Because it's meant to be. It's already agreed to be my lunch," she replied, her voice filled with mirth. The ease with which she interacted with nature was perplexing, yet alluring.

"Try it. If it's meant to be, you'll find your lunch," she challenged, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

I was hesitant. I was no swimmer, and the prospect of catching a fish with my bare hands seemed absurd. But her infectious energy coaxed me into the water. With a deep breath, I plunged in.

The water was cold against my skin, the morning sun barely warming its surface. I swam deeper, my heart pounding in my chest. To my surprise, a school of fish swarmed my way. One of them, in particular, swam closer, its shiny scales glinting under the water. Hesitant, I reached out, and to my astonishment, it swam into my grasp.

Emerging from the water, I held the fish high, its body wriggling in my grip. I could hardly believe it, but there it was, a tangible proof of her wisdom. I glanced around to find her, my eyes landing on her figure on the shore. She was sitting on the soil, her naked body glistening under the sun, her smile wide and genuine.

"Great catch. Now, let's get going," she called, her voice echoing through the tranquility of the morning.

As I watched her collect her clothes, wrapping herself in the modesty of fabric once again, I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of admiration. Angelina, with her mystifying aura, was unlike anyone I had ever met. She was a paradox, a blend of femininity and masculinity, strength and vulnerability, reality and illusion.
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"Where are we going?" I asked, my eyes flitting towards her as she pulled on a pair of loose pants and a cream-colored shirt from the hood of my car.

"Just follow my directions," she replied, her tone laced with an enigmatic certainty. I had learned not to question her; there was an instinctive wisdom about her that made me trust her despite the vagueness of her plans.

I pulled on my clothes, the fabric sticking to my damp skin uncomfortably. Despite the chill of the water, the mid-morning sun was gaining strength, its heat pricking my skin. Once dressed, I moved to my beat-up sedan, its rusty body a stark contrast to the serene beauty of the lake.

As I started the engine, the familiar grumble filled the silence, a jarring interruption to the peaceful morning.

As we began our journey, she leaned back in her seat, her feet propped up on the dashboard. She turned to me, her eyebrows furrowing slightly as if contemplating something.

"What's your favorite color?" she asked, her question catching me off guard.

I shot her a quizzical look, the randomness of her question amusing yet intriguing. After a moment's thought, I replied, "Blue, I guess." I wasn't sure why she asked.

"Mine's orange," she stated matter-of-factly. I found myself chuckling, the peculiarity of her choice fitting her enigmatic persona.

"I don't think I know anyone whose favorite color is orange," I mused aloud, my eyes fixed on the road.

"I like it," she shrugged.

"I don't know why, but no matter what anyone says, it's still my favorite color."

I glanced over at her, curious about the underlying philosophy in her statement. She had a way of finding depth in the mundane, her words often carrying profound implications.
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"Michael," she began, her voice softer now, "What makes us truly happy is by following our heart. Picking any other color just to make others feel comfortable or at ease...it would make me sad. Because then, I'm living a lie for others' comfort."

Her words hung heavy in the air, a poignant truth about authenticity and the cost of conforming to societal norms. As I listened to her, my mind began to swirl, her analogy hitting closer to home than she probably intended.

In the reflection of the rearview mirror, I caught sight of our intertwined lives, her wisdom slowly seeping into my battered soul.

The road stretched on before us, each mile carrying us further from my past, closer to an uncertain future. The heat of the mid-morning sun streamed through the windows, casting a warm glow inside the car. The air smelled faintly of dried grass and gasoline, the raw, earthy scent of the road.

She leaned back into her seat, her eyes closed as she enjoyed the warmth of the sun. The serene expression on her face stirred something within me, a longing for the peace she seemed to possess.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

FOLLOWING ANGELINA'S INSTRUCTIONS, I steered the car into a small parking lot in front of a building whose pink neon sign flickered, proclaiming it to be 'Sally’s Beauty Salon.' The sight of the place, all warm hues and feminine energy, stirred confusion in me.
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"Are you sure this is the right place?" I asked, squinting up at the sign, its vibrance illuminating her face in a soft pink glow. I had been expecting a lot of things, a beauty salon wasn't one of them.

"Yes, it is," she replied, her smile undeterred.

"It is the only right place, and we're here at the right time."

Before I could ask her to elaborate, she pushed open the door, and I was met with a blast of cool air conditioning, carrying the scent of perfumes and hair products. The chatter inside was warm, full of laughter and light-hearted banter, the soft melodies of a pop song playing from somewhere within.

The salon was alive with activity—people bustled around, tending to customers, their hands expertly working on a rainbow of hair colors.

But what caught my attention was the staff—each one a trans woman just like Angelina, their smiles brighter than the salon’s neon sign, their energy infectious.

One by one, they introduced themselves, their vibrant personalities shimmering through their sequined aprons and vivid lipstick shades.

Angelina whispered something to the salon's owner, a tall woman named Sally, her hair a vibrant purple, and a laugh as contagious as her spirit. Sally nodded at Angelina's words and clapped her hands excitedly.
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"This is so exciting!" she exclaimed, her eyes sparkling. She ushered me to an empty chair before I had the chance to comprehend what was happening.

"What...?" I started, but my question hung in the air, unanswered. The humming of the blow dryers and the quiet chatter around me were a comforting background noise, a soundtrack to the uncertainty that unfolded.

The women in the salon carried an air of resilience and acceptance, their laughter a testament to their strength. There was an unwritten understanding in their smiles, a shared camaraderie that filled the salon with an irreplicable warmth.

Angelina's smile was a mirror of theirs, full of secrets and the promise of a journey yet to unfold. I looked at my reflection in the mirror, the overhead lights casting shadows under my eyes.

I barely recognized the man looking back at me. It was the same man who had lost everything—his business, his family, his self-worth. And yet, sitting there amidst the flurry of hairbrushes and curling irons, I felt a flicker of hope, the first one in a very long time.

The atmosphere in the salon was different from anything I'd ever experienced. It was a haven where identities were celebrated, where people could embrace their true selves without fear of judgment. The warm smiles and friendly chatter were a stark contrast to the life I was accustomed to.

With my heart pounding like a jackhammer in my chest, I beckoned Angelina over and leaned in to whisper, "Why am I here?"

In a voice low enough to be drowned by the hum of hairdryers, she confessed, "I told Sally to give you hair extensions and a full feminine makeover."

I choked on a laugh, the ludicrousness of her statement catching me off-guard.

"What?" I shot up from my seat. "That's crazy!"

"Sally, can you give us a moment?" I requested, gesturing to the door.

Once outside, I leaned against the building, the midday sun warm against my skin.

"I'm not doing that," I protested, squaring my shoulders and staring hard at her.

"What choice do you have?" she asked, her voice soft, her eyes serious.

"This is the smartest way to run."

"That's insane. I'm not gay." I ran a hand through my hair, the desperation in my voice almost tangible.

"I know you're not," she replied simply.

"And I can't afford this," I said, thinking about my nonexistent funds.

She shook her head, her loose curls bouncing with the motion.

"It's already paid."

My eyebrows shot up.

"Did you give Sally a... BJ too!?" The words came out before I could stop them.
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She burst into laughter. "No, Michael," she chuckled, shaking her head.

"Sally is a good samaritan."

My puzzled expression must have been evident because she quickly pulled me back inside. The air was still abuzz with the scent of hairspray and the sound of laughter, the brightness of the salon a stark contrast to the uncertainty clouding my mind.

The glossy interior of Sally's salon seemed to magnify my concerns. The idea of undergoing a feminine makeover was as foreign to me as the land I was standing on. However, Angelina's words echoed in my mind, forming a cyclone of thoughts.

Her words painted a picture, a route of escape from the circling sharks of my debt that I never would have considered. I found myself battling between the absurdity of the situation and the growing desperation inside me.

In the reflection of the salon mirror, I watched Angelina. Her eyes were gleaming with conviction, her confidence radiating a sense of certainty I longed to share. She was right; we were desperate, and desperate times called for desperate measures.

Her hand was warm in mine as she led me back inside, her laughter still echoing in the air. She was the lighthouse amidst my storm, guiding me through the unexpected path we were treading. And with each step I took, I felt my apprehension lessen and a sense of surrender envelop me.

As I sat back down on the chair, a flurry of thoughts circled my mind, each more chaotic than the last. But amid the chaos and confusion, one thought remained prominent—Angelina was right. And as absurd as it was, it was my only shot at escaping my past. And with that thought, I took a deep breath, looking back at my reflection—at the man I used to be, and the person I was about to become.

Soon after, Sally called for an assistant. A younger woman approached, her hands filled with a myriad of hair extensions, their colors ranging from a honeyed brown to a deep, rich brunette, much like my own.

Sally began explaining the process, the words tumbling out in a rush as she meticulously selected the extensions. I was taken aback by the sheer detail involved, the precision required to blend the extensions with my natural curls. The assistant meticulously attached each hair strand with a gentleness that belied the busy environment around us.

"What are you doing now?" I found myself asking, my curiosity piqued.

"We're applying the keratin bonds," Sally explained, her fingers continuing their dance through my hair.

"And the heat?" I questioned, feeling a warm tool near my scalp.

"That's the fusion tool. It softens the bond so we can mold it around your hair," she clarified.

As the day wore on, one customer after another bid their farewells, their thanks resonating in the lively salon. All the while, I sat there, watching the world continue its routine while I prepared for my escape.

Suddenly, I felt a light touch on my hand, drawing my attention from the bustling salon. A second assistant had started working on my nails, efficiently applying a base coat. She selected a shade of red, its boldness matching the fresh persona I was beginning to embrace.

"It'll match your warm skin tone," she said, painting the vibrant hue onto my nails.

"And we're going for press-on nails. They're easy, quick, and they'll look fabulous on you."

Meanwhile, Angelina lounged nearby, a fashion magazine sprawled open on her lap. The subtle hint of a smile played on her lips as she turned each glossy page, her gaze occasionally flitting up to me.

There was something comforting about her presence, a steadiness that countered the whirlwind of change I was in the middle of.

The scent of nail polish now joined the orchestra of salon smells - the sweet perfume of shampoos, the slightly acrid smell of hairspray, and the clean, sharp scent of freshly cut hair. As I watched the vibrant red color take shape on my nails, a strange sense of acceptance began to seep in.

In the salon's reflection, my transformation took shape. My curly hair, once simply a disheveled mess, now cascaded down in graceful tendrils, thanks to the expert hands of Sally and her assistant.

My nails, which I had never given a second thought, now shone a vibrant red, their length accentuating the feminine elegance I was beginning to adopt.

An unfamiliar face stared back at me from the salon mirror—someone who was still me, yet different. But it wasn't just the physical changes.

Something within me had shifted too. A sense of fear had given way to acceptance, apprehension to curiosity, denial to acknowledgment.

I watched as the busy salon began to quiet down, the day's end creeping in. Sally and her team began to clean up, their movements still as energetic as they had been hours before. But I remained seated, watching the unfamiliar reflection in the mirror.

I took in the sight of my transformation—the lengthened, curled hair, the bold red nails, the unfamiliar yet liberating femininity. I had walked into Sally's salon a broken, hunted man. I was walking out a woman on the run. Not an ideal situation by any stretch, but one that offered a glimmer of hope, a chance at a fresh start.

The echo of Sally's high-spirited farewell still hung in the air as I watched her leave the salon.

"Alright girls, let's go. I have a date," she'd said, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

Angelina, who'd been waiting patiently throughout my makeover, rose from her seat.

"Thanks so much, Sally," she called after the exiting woman, her voice filled with genuine gratitude.

"Close up the salon for us, okay?" Sally called back, her laughter trickling back into the room before the door shut with a click, leaving the two of us alone in the suddenly quiet salon.

Then Angelina turned to me, her eyes dancing with something I couldn't quite identify.

"Look at you," she said, a small smile playing on her lips. The air around us seemed to shift, crackling with a new energy, a mix of anticipation and nervous excitement.

“I don’t know about this, I don’t think anyone would buy this,” I shared.

With a sigh, she looked at me with an intense gaze with a golden halo-like shape forming atop her head.

“Why do you say that?”
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“I don’t know, who would find me attractive?”

“You’re very beautiful,” she said with conviction.

“Bullshit,” I retorted.

"You really don’t see it?" She moved to a drawer, pulling out a compact case filled with makeup, an array of colors and brushes laid out before her.

She began explaining each step, her hands deftly moving across my face. Foundation, contour, blush, eye-shadow, mascara, lipstick—each component meticulously transforming my features.

"Do you remember when you were young, when you told your mother that you wanted to play with dolls but she kept forcing you to play with cars?"

Her voice was soft, almost soothing, as her brush danced across my eyelids, applying a light shade of eyeshadow. The question sent a shiver down my spine—my hairs standing on end.

"How did you know?" I asked, surprised at her accuracy.

"It's just a hunch," she replied, her focus unwavering. The soft bristles of her brush swept against my cheek, applying a flush of color.

"And that one time when you wanted to wear a pink shirt, but your father said blue was for you," she continued, her voice echoing through the empty salon. My heart pounded, each word a bolt of recognition.

I didn’t know if the makeup application was still bound to succeed as beads of cold sweat started forming on my visage as she revealed my past like she was reading a dusty book from cover to cover.

"Remember when you were in college," she continued, her gaze never leaving mine, "you wanted to learn fashion design and really you want your business to be gowns, but to please your father, you instead did carpets."

The memories flooded back, a tide of lost dreams and unspoken desires. A heavy silence fell over us, her words hanging in the air.

With the final touch of pink lipstick, she finished, her gaze meeting mine through the mirror.

"This is the real you, this is your real color," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Isn't she beautiful?" The reflection staring back at me was almost unrecognizable, a stranger dressed in my skin. But there was an undeniable beauty there, a liberation in the unfamiliar femininity that took my breath away.
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I felt a sting at the corners of my eyes, and before I knew it, tears were streaming down my face. The emotional weight of the day, the transformation, the repressed desires being acknowledged for the first time—it all hit me at once.

The image before me blurred as my vision clouded with tears, but the feeling of euphoria remained.

“These eyes that had seen so much loss yet never falter to twinkle. These lips—a gate where the kindest words pass through… your heart… which you only used for the happiness of others…”

She reached out, gently wiping away my tears, her touch as soft as a feather. Suddenly, our lips met in a tentative kiss, her lips soft against mine. It was a moment of raw emotion, a connection forged through a shared understanding. But as quickly as it happened, she pulled away, a flicker of regret crossing her features.

"I... I shouldn't have done that," she stammered, her eyes avoiding mine. Without another word, she turned and walked towards the backroom, leaving me alone with my reflection and a whirlwind of questions.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE SOFT SOUND of a door opening pulled me out of my thoughts, and I watched as Angelina emerged from the backroom, her arms laden with clothes.

"We have to complete the look," she said, laying the clothes out on a nearby chair.

We started with the basics, the undergarments. She taught me how to tuck, demonstrating on a mannequin in a matter-of-fact manner that helped dispel the awkwardness. We chatted and laughed as we went along, the conversation flowing naturally.

"A frilly skirt will give you the illusion of hips," she explained, holding up a black skirt that fell just above the knee. As she slid it up my legs and fastened it around my waist, I could feel the transformation taking shape, my masculine shape morphing into a more feminine silhouette.

Next came the bra, a delicate piece of lace that Angelina helped me adjust until it sat comfortably. Then a pink shirt, its soft fabric brushing against my skin. Over that, a jacket, its cut and style adding a layer of sophistication. Finally, she held up a pair of black heels, their shine reflecting in the salon's soft lighting.

"Just remember not to wear these while driving," she cautioned, a twinkle in her eye. I laughed, the sound echoing in the now-empty salon.
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Once dressed, I turned to face the mirror, taking in the full picture. The woman staring back was unfamiliar yet oddly comforting. She was strong, despite the circumstances, a testament to the resilience of the human spirit.

She stepped up beside me, her hand lightly touching my arm. "Twirl," she instructed, a small smile playing on her lips. I complied, watching as the skirt flared out slightly, creating an appealing shape.

"Michelle," she said suddenly, turning to face me.

"That's who you are now." The name sounded foreign, yet fitting. Like a piece of a puzzle that had been missing, now slotted into place.

"Isn't it exciting," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper, "to live the life you really wanted?"

"Yes," I found myself responding, "but my son..." I trailed off, the thought of him bringing a wave of fresh pain. She squeezed my hand gently, her eyes compassionate.

"He had to go," she said softly, "None of it is your fault. Even if you had a billion dollars, he had to go. And right now, he's very happy up there."

Her words brought a sense of relief, a quiet acceptance that I hadn't expected.

With a sudden change of tone, she glanced at the clock on the wall.

"Well, it's past lunch and almost dinner time," she announced, breaking the somber mood.

"We have fish to cook."

As she turned to head towards the backroom again, I watched my reflection, taking in the image of Michelle. Despite the storm that raged outside the salon, here, at this moment, I felt a strange sense of peace.

Moments later, she led me through winding back roads until we arrived at another lake, the serene blue stretching out into the distance.

"We're near Toledo," she stated, her eyes scanning the surroundings as she parked the car. I followed her lead, stepping out into the twilight, a gentle breeze playing with the hem of my skirt.

To my surprise, she reached into her tote bag, pulling out the two fish we had caught earlier. She made her way to the lake's edge, the soft slosh of water resonating in the stillness as she washed them. A fire pit and a rusting grill, a relic from previous campers, sat nearby.

With efficiency that spoke of familiarity, she gathered twigs and small branches, starting a fire with her lighter. As it crackled to life, she laid the fish onto the grill, the sharp tang of smoke mingling with the mild scent of lake water.
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"What's your idea of peace?" she asked suddenly, her gaze steady on the fire. I paused, mulling over her question.

"Having a job, no loan sharks after me, maybe living as Michelle without judgment," I admitted, my voice a mere whisper against the ambient sounds of the outdoors.

She smiled at my response, a softness in her eyes that I hadn't seen before.

"Yeah," she said, "sounds like a peaceful life."

"And you?" I queried, curious to know her thoughts. She seemed lost in thought for a moment before answering.

"I don't know," she confessed, "but I know I'll find it in Cleveland."

A nagging doubt crept into my mind, something that I couldn't let go.

"How did you know about my childhood?" I asked, my voice slightly shaky. She simply shrugged, repeating her earlier explanation.

"Just a hunch." But something didn't add up. Her knowledge about me felt too precise, too detailed to be a mere guess.

The topic soon switched to the practicality of our journey.

"We're almost out of gas," I pointed out, remembering the gas gauge’s needle dangerously teetering towards 'E'. Her laughter was soft, a pleasant melody that echoed around the stillness of the lake.

"Your eyes are fooling you, Michael," she rebutted, her smile unwavering, "we have plenty of gas. We're divinely protected."

“Divinely protected?”

She just smiled at me and proceeded to pay attention to the meal. The aroma of grilled fish drew our attention back to the fire. She picked up one of the cooked fish with a stick, presenting it to me.

"Here's the one you caught. More than enough for you, right?" she said. And as I took the fish from her, warmth seeping into my hands, I realized she was right.

Despite the uncertainty, despite the chaos of my life, here and now, everything felt more than enough.

And maybe that was Angelina’s gift to me, not the physical transformation, but a shift in perspective. A realization that even when things seemed to be falling apart, there were moments of peace, moments of happiness waiting to be found.

I looked at the woman across the fire, her eyes reflecting the dancing flames, and for the first time in a long while, I felt like I had something to look forward to the next day.

As we sat in the flickering light of the campfire, I watched her finish her fish. Her movements were meticulous and precise, a contrast to the chaotic backdrop of my life. Meanwhile, I took my time, savoring the smoky taste of the fish, the sound of the crackling fire filling the silence between us.

She was watching me, her eyes bright in the firelight.
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"I can't take my eyes off you," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. A jolt of surprise passed through me, a shock of pleasant electricity that made my heart flutter.

"This new you, you have a really bright aura."

"Is it the hair?" I asked, half joking as I played with the long extensions, or the pink lips?" I pouted comically, the taste of the grilled fish still lingering on my newly coated lips. But instead of laughing, her expression softened, her gaze intense.

Without warning, she reached out, her hands cradling my face. I barely had time to react before she was leaning in, pressing her lips to mine. The world around us seemed to fade into insignificance, the only reality being her soft lips on mine under the moonlight.

Her lips were soft, warm, a contrast to the cool evening air. I could taste the faint smokiness of the grilled fish, the faintest hint of her lipstick. Her hands were gentle on my face, her thumb caressing my cheek. It was a sensation unlike any other, a mixture of surprise, confusion, and an undeniable surge of joy. I found myself responding, my hands finding their way to her waist, pulling her closer.

When she pulled back, I was left breathless, my heart pounding against my chest. My mind was a whirl of thoughts and emotions, trying to make sense of what had just happened.
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"Tomorrow," she said, her voice steady despite the intimacy of the moment, "we will pay all of your debt."

Her declaration hung in the air, the words echoing in the stillness of the night. It was a promise, a vow, wrapped in the taste of her kiss and the warmth of her touch. And for the first time in a long while, I felt something other than fear or despair.

But I also felt a twinge of uncertainty, a thousand questions that had no answers.

How were we going to pay off my debts?

What was happening between us?

And more importantly, what did this transformation mean for me?

Was I still Michael, or was I Michelle now?

The answers seemed elusive, hidden beneath layers of uncertainty and fear. But as I looked into her eyes, reflecting the dancing flames of the fire, I knew one thing for certain. Whatever was happening, whatever the future held for me, I was ready to face it.

As Michael, or as Michelle. For the first time in my life, I felt a sense of peace, a calm in the storm that was my life.

And as the embers of the fire died down, and the moon bathed the world in a silver glow, I felt a strange sense of anticipation. The night was coming to an end, and with it, the old life I had known.

Tomorrow was a new day, a new beginning, the first day of the rest of my life.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

SUNLIGHT WAS SPILLING THROUGH the cracks in the blinds when I awoke, Angelina already up and ready by my side. The memory of last night lingered, an almost tangible presence between us, unspoken yet acknowledged in the knowing glances we exchanged.

"We need to go back to the salon," she announced, her voice steady. I could see a determined look in her eyes, a strength that was both intimidating and reassuring. We left our makeshift camp, the morning dew glistening on the grass, and set off towards town.

When we arrived, the salon was deserted but surprisingly, the door was unlocked. A feeling of apprehension crept over me as we stepped inside. I could feel her reassuring presence beside me, a comforting anchor amidst the tide of uncertainty.

"Tonight is going to be very important," she began, her tone serious.

"We need to look our best, our sexiest, our hottest."

"Why?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. I was trying to keep the apprehension from seeping into my voice, but I knew she heard it. She had this uncanny ability to read me like an open book.

"To pay off your debts," she answered simply, her voice resolute. A wave of fear and doubt washed over me, but her steady gaze held mine, unwavering.

"I don't know about this," I admitted, "but I know I can trust you."

She gave me a small smile, one that was both reassuring and filled with a determination that was infectious.

"Good," she said, before leading me towards the racks of clothes and the row of mirrors. What ensued was a whirlwind of transformation, each step meticulously guided by Angelina.
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She started with the makeup, her fingers light and deft as they brushed over my face. She explained each step, the application of the primer, the foundation, the contouring that would enhance my features, the shimmering eyeshadow that would make my eyes pop, and the glossy pink lipstick that would match my outfit.

Next came the lingerie, a lacy pink bra and panties set that made my heart flutter with both trepidation and excitement. She helped me with the adjustments, her hands gentle yet precise. It was followed by shapewear, a contraption designed to accentuate the curves, to mold my body into a more feminine shape.

The dress was next. It was a stunning pink number, form-fitting at the top and flowing down into a delicate chiffon skirt. The moment I slipped it on, I could feel a transformation, a shift in my confidence, my demeanor.

I looked into the mirror, barely recognizing the person staring back. The woman in the mirror was different, she was confident, she was beautiful. She was Michelle.

Angelina, in contrast, chose a vibrant orange dress that hugged her curves, accentuating her statuesque figure. The dress shimmered under the salon lights, catching the warm hues and reflecting them with a glow that made her look ethereal.

The shoes were the next step, strappy heels that added to our height, enhancing the overall effect of the transformation. It was followed by accessories, delicate pieces of jewelry that added the perfect finishing touches to our outfits.

Lastly, she worked on our hair, curling my extensions into loose waves that cascaded down my shoulders, while her own hair was styled into a chic updo, a few tendrils escaping to frame her face.

The end result was breathtaking.

"Wow," she breathed out as she took in our reflections in the mirror.

"I think we'd rake in more than a million dollars tonight."

I let out a laugh, the sound echoing in the quiet salon. I couldn't remember the last time I'd felt this light, this free.

"You're not so bad yourself," I retorted, casting her a sideways glance.

"I'd say we make quite a pair."

She returned my grin, her teeth flashing in the dim light of the salon. "Those shoes," she commented, her gaze dropping to the towering heels on my feet, "are not easy to walk with, so you'll need to practice."

As I took in her words, a sense of apprehension began to creep over me. But it was quickly pushed aside by a sense of excitement, a thrill for the unknown that was strangely invigorating. Before I could respond, she disappeared into the backroom, returning moments later with a couple of burgers and sodas.

"Here," she said, passing me a burger, "for energy." I took a bite, the savory taste of the burger bursting in my mouth. The soda provided a sweet contrast, the bubbles fizzing on my tongue.

Once we'd finished eating, Angelina stood up, stretching her arms above her head.

"Let's get started," she said, moving towards the middle of the salon. For the next hour, she guided me, showing me how to walk in the heels, how to carry myself, and how to exude a confidence I didn't know I possessed.

With each step, I could feel my confidence growing. I stumbled, I faltered, but I also learned. By the end of it, I was moving with an ease I hadn't thought possible.

The final test was the full-length mirror at the far end of the salon. I stood in front of it, taking in my reflection. The woman staring back at me was a stranger, yet she was also familiar. I was her, and she was me. She was Michelle.

"You ready?" her voice echoed in the salon, pulling me out of my thoughts.

I turned to face her, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Ready as I'll ever be," I said, the words tasting like a promise on my lips.

The thrill of the transformation, the euphoria that came with looking at my reflection, and was like nothing I had ever felt before.

I felt gorgeous—radiant in my pink dress that hugged my new curves. I felt a kind of happiness I hadn't known I could feel.
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As I stood there, dressed in the color I had always loved but never dared to wear, I realized something. This was more than just a physical transformation. It was an internal one as well. I was shedding my old self, the scared, desperate, and lost Michael, and embracing a new identity.

Michelle. The name sounded right, it felt right. I felt at home in this new skin, comfortable in the unfamiliar but welcoming shape of Michelle.

My heart was pounding as I slid into the driver's seat, my hand trembling slightly as I took hold of the steering wheel. I glanced down at my feet, the heels seeming to tower ominously before me.

My mind was spinning with doubts, fears tugging at the edges of my newfound confidence. I swallowed hard, my mouth dry. I didn't know if I could do this, if I could drive in these heels.

"Michelle," her voice pulled me from my thoughts. She turned in her seat to face me, her eyes shining with a kind of serene certainty.

"Fear," she said, "is the number one root of evil in this world. You'll be fine. I'm here."

Her words landed softly on me, a feather-light touch that sent ripples of calm through me. A sensation akin to the flutter of wings brushed against my back, spreading warmth that eased my tension, my apprehension.

A ghost of a smile twitched at the corner of my lips as I nodded, a newfound confidence swelling within me. It was strange, this sensation of lightness, of assurance. I pushed down on the pedal, the car roaring to life beneath us.

As we began to move, she reached over to switch on the radio. The soft, melodic strains of a familiar song floated through the car, wrapping us in its soothing melody. "Angel Baby" by Troye Sivan filled the air, the music blending seamlessly with the soft hum of the engine and the whisper of the wind outside.

“I just wanna live in this moment forever, 'cause I'm afraid that living couldn't get any better, started giving up on the word ‘forever’, until you gave up heaven, so we could be together. You're my angel, angel baby, angel, you're my angel, baby…”

Her voice rose above the music, the words of the chorus falling from her lips in a rhythmic cadence. I joined in, our voices harmonizing in the small space of the car. The song felt fitting, a fitting anthem for our journey, for this transformation.

The drive was an intoxicating blend of emotions—fear, anticipation, excitement, exhilaration. I could feel the vibrations of the car beneath me, the subtle tremor of the wheel under my hands, the way the seat cushioned my body.

As the song continued to play, our voices rang out in the confined space, intertwining with the rhythm of the music and the steady thrum of the car. My heart pounded in time with the beat, a steady rhythm that seemed to sync with the pulse of the night around us.

The city lights danced in my peripheral vision, casting colorful reflections on the car's windshield. The air outside was cool, but inside the car, the heat was comfortable, wrapped around us like a cozy blanket.

Moments later, the sight of the lavish five-star hotel looming ahead of us caused a knot of apprehension to form in the pit of my stomach. It was all marble and glass and grandeur, shimmering against the darkening backdrop of Cleveland's skyline.

The heavy weight of uncertainty tugged at me as I turned to her, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Why are we here?"

"We will get the money here," she said, a mysterious smile playing on her lips. Her gaze never left the massive structure before us, her demeanor a stark contrast to the frayed nerves bubbling inside of me.

I gulped, looking down at the worn-out car we were driving. Its rustic charm felt severely out of place amongst the sleek line of luxury vehicles parked nearby. I could see my own reflection in their gleaming metal bodies, a hazy mirror image tinted in vibrant hues of orange and pink.
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I could feel a heated flush of embarrassment creeping up my neck as we handed over our car keys to the valet. He looked a little surprised, but not in an unkind way. It was more of a curious, slightly amused interest.

Angelina, however, was unfazed. She laughed, her eyes sparkling with delight.

"Don't you think it's cool to be different?"

As we stepped out of our rusty chariot and into the thrumming crowd, I could feel the weight of numerous eyes on us. But it wasn't the harsh glare of judgment I'd expected.

It was more of a quiet appraisal, a sense of intrigue, an implicit recognition of our boldness. The air hummed with a peculiar energy, a blend of sophistication, curiosity, and a hint of admiration.

As we strolled through the glitzy lobby, she nudged me gently, her voice low yet firm.

"Keep your back straight, stop hunching. Confidence, darling, confidence." I straightened up, her words a gentle push that helped me keep moving forward.

The sea of faces around us was a blur of bright eyes and sharp suits. The scent of expensive perfume and aged whiskey floated in the air. Amidst the well-dressed crowd, I could feel a few lingering gazes, a mixture of curiosity and desire.

"Get used to it," she whispered to me.

"You'll get more as you progress your transition. Don't mind them."

Finally, we reached one of the grand function rooms. Its tall, ornate doors stood ajar, revealing a grand scene of clinking glasses, warm laughter, and lively chatter. Her hand found mine, giving it a reassuring squeeze as she guided me into the heart of the room.

A hush fell over us as we approached the stage. My heart hammered against my ribs, my nerves buzzing with anticipation. The large banner hanging above the stage read: 'The Holy Auction'. The words seemed to echo ominously in my mind, the gravity of what we were about to do finally sinking in.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

ANGELINA AND I found ourselves standing by the bar, its lacquered surface gleaming under the soft glow of dimmed lights. The clinking of glasses and snippets of hushed conversation danced around us, creating a symphony of anticipation. I could smell the heady mix of whiskey and wine, the tangy undertone of citrus garnishes punctuating the air.

The Master of Ceremonies took the stage with a grace that suggested years of experience. His booming voice carried an authoritative tone as he began to address the room.

"Thank you for coming to The Holy Auction, where wealthy bachelors will get the chance to have a date with America's Heavenly Bodies. Part of the proceeds will go to the Cherubim Charity, providing a top-notch education for orphans who have lost their parents to tragedy and war.

His words were met with a round of appreciative laughter and applause. I could feel my pulse quicken, anxiety and excitement merging into a confusing cocktail of emotions. Before I could gather my scattered thoughts, Angelina's hand clasped around my wrist.

"Let's go," she said, pulling me along with her. The firmness of her grip was oddly reassuring amidst the chaos of my emotions.

We ventured backstage, the relative calm of the bar replaced by a flurry of activity. Women adorned in vibrant dresses, their makeup is perfectly done, each one looking like they'd stepped straight out of a fashion magazine.

The air was charged with a mix of perfumes, the sweet scent of vanilla blending with the more musky undertones of sandalwood and jasmine. I could hear their nervous laughter, the chit-chat of anticipation, and the smooth clatter of high heels on the wooden floor.

As we entered the flurry of activity, a collective exclamation of "Ooh la la!" filled the air. Heads turned in our direction, eyes sizing us up. A couple of women started speaking French to Angelina, their tones filled with admiration.

Angelina responded fluently, "Trop belle, trop belle," she said, her smile bright as the women swooned.

My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, my heart thudding against my ribs. Swallowing hard, I turned to Angelina.

"Does the date mean sex?" I asked. The words came out in a rush, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her response was a burst of laughter. Her eyes twinkled with amusement as she replied, "Well, it can mean whatever you want it to mean. But you always have the power to say no. Don't worry, we'll have fun."

Her words were a comforting balm to my frayed nerves. A sense of relief washed over me, only to be replaced by a new wave of anxiety as we were given numbers. They were fastened to our dresses, the tiny digits a stark contrast against the vibrant fabric. I was number seven.

The MC's voice echoed through the backstage area, his call for us to present ourselves sending another wave of anticipation through the crowd. I could hear the excited cheer of the audience, their applause a rhythmic beat matching my own pounding heart. One by one, we were announced.

One by one, we made our entrance, our numbered dresses catching the spotlight.

As the time came for me to walk out, I drew in a shaky breath, Angelina's words echoing in my mind.
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"Confidence, darling, confidence."

With a final glance at my reflection, a pink vision of nerves and excitement, I squared my shoulders and stepped out onto the stage. The audience roared their approval, their cheers filling the room as the spotlight focused on me.

At that moment, standing in the warm glow of the spotlight, the cheers of the audience washing over me, I was filled with a sense of exhilaration. The initial nerves and fears gave way to newfound confidence.

As the auction began, the room was a maelstrom of excitement. Each woman presented was a vision of beauty, captivating the audience as they took their turn under the spotlight.

The first was a tall, bronzed woman named Bella, her golden hair flowing like a river of honey down her back. She was auctioned for a sizeable sum, but nowhere near the amount Angelina had promised.

Next came Vivienne, her fiery red hair a stark contrast to the soft pastel of her dress. Vivienne was a bit older, her grace and maturity reflected in her confident stride. The crowd responded eagerly, her final bid resting just shy of Bella's.

As the other women took their turns, their names and faces became a blur of colors and smiles. Some were bold, their strut a declaration of confidence. Others were more demure, their shy smiles and soft steps drawing sympathetic sighs from the audience. Each woman was unique, their individual beauty and charisma shining through under the stage lights.

It came down to just Angelina and me, our heartbeats synchronizing in our shared anticipation. The MC, with his practiced smoothness, seized upon the opportunity.

"For a special treat, one lucky gentleman will get to date not one, but two of our lovely ladies tonight!" He gestured grandly toward us, his declaration met with an uproar of applause and cheers from the excited crowd.

I was shocked but not displeased, taking solace in the fact that Angelina would be by my side. The MC's words set off a frenzy of activity, men eagerly raising their paddles, each new bid ratcheting up the tension in the room.

A battle of wills and wallets began. The price soared higher and higher, each bid drawing gasps and murmurs from the onlookers. The figures became astronomical, until finally, one number echoed above all others.
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"One million dollars!" The room erupted in deafening applause and exclamations of surprise.

The man who placed the bid was, in a word, ethereal. His angelic long, wavy blonde hair framed a handsome, masculine face, and his eyes shone with a cool confidence. He looked to be in his early thirties, the maturity only adding to his appeal.

There was a palpable electricity about him, a commanding presence that turned heads and silenced conversations.

"Gabriel," he said in a voice as smooth as velvet when asked for his name. A fitting name, I thought, for someone with such an angelic appearance.

The atmosphere was electric as Gabriel's bid won, the crowd erupted into wild cheers and applause. Words of admiration and envy buzzed around us like a swarm of bees. Some exclaimed at the handsome man who had made the final bid, others at the astronomical sum that had been pledged.

As the reality of the situation began to sink in, my heart fluttered in my chest. This was more than I'd ever expected, more than I'd ever dared to hope for.

The fact that this incredibly handsome man had bid such a high sum to spend time with us was flattering and more than a little intimidating. But I was not alone; Angelina was there, her hand a comforting presence in mine. I was ready for whatever came next, ready for this new chapter in my life to begin.

Moments later dinner was held in the same lavish hotel where the auction took place. The setting was a stark contrast to anything I had experienced before. Long tables covered in white linen, adorned with crystal glasses and silver cutlery, were surrounded by elegantly dressed men and women who chatted and laughed with an air of sophistication. This was another world, one I was neither familiar with nor belonged to.

"Angelina, Michelle," Gabriel greeted, his voice enveloping us in a soft, warm blanket of sound as we were escorted to our table.

"This evening has certainly been interesting so far."

Angelina grinned, a burst of laughter slipping from her lips.

"Oh, you have no idea."
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We were seated at a private table, the centerpiece a beautiful arrangement of white roses. The array of cutlery lined up in front of my plate was a puzzle I had no hope of solving.

I fumbled with my utensils, the glinting array of silverware far more sophisticated than I was used to. I glanced helplessly at Angelina, who seemed perfectly at ease.

As if sensing my discomfort, Gabriel's soft laugh brought me back to reality. "Let me help you with that," he offered, his voice filled with gentle amusement.

"The outside fork is for your salad," he explained, his voice threaded with laughter.

I looked up at him, grateful for his guidance but still embarrassed.

"I'm more of a burger-and-fries kind of girl," I admitted.

A soft chuckle escaped his lips, his eyes crinkling in delight.

"A woman after my own heart. I have to confess, I didn't grow up with this either."

He carefully explained the use of each piece, from the soup spoon to the dessert fork. I felt my face grow warm as I struggled to remember his instructions. Still, Gabriel was patient and kind, treating my ignorance with good-natured humor rather than disdain. It was a small thing, perhaps, but it made me feel less out of place.

While I focused on navigating the intricacies of the dinner etiquette, they fell into an easy conversation, their words flowing like a melody that was both soothing and somewhat alienating.

They spoke of constellations and celestial bodies, of mysteries hidden within the universe's vast expanse. I found myself stealing glances at them, my food forgotten.

"We're all made of stardust, after all," he was saying, his eyes reflecting the twinkling lights of the chandelier overhead. She agreed enthusiastically, their shared interest creating a connection that I couldn't be part of.

A sudden wave of jealousy washed over me, leaving a bitter taste in my mouth. I cared for her more than I had expected and seeing her enjoy his company stirred unfamiliar feelings in me.

"Why don't we continue this conversation over drinks in my penthouse?" Gabriel suggested after the plates were cleared.

Angelina's eyes lit up, a brilliant smile spreading across her face.

"That sounds delightful!"

She turned to me, her gaze seeking approval. I managed to nod, my feelings a swirling mix of jealousy, fascination, and curiosity.

The elevator ride to Gabriel's penthouse was filled with anticipatory silence. I could feel her excitement, her energy infectious. As we stepped into the opulent space, I was once again reminded of the different world we had stepped into—a world of wealth and extravagance, a stark contrast to the life I had known.
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The penthouse suite was a universe away from the grungy motels and shady bars I'd been frequenting. It was like stepping into the realm of the gods, or at least those who fancied themselves as such. The chandeliers dripped with diamond-like crystals, casting an opulent glow across the room. Everywhere you looked, the expanse of Cleveland spread out like a glimmering mosaic beneath us.

We settled in, the luxurious couches enveloping us as Gabriel poured us a round of drinks. The clink of crystal against crystal was a sharp reminder of just how out of place I was in this world.

We laughed and conversed, the camaraderie between us was unexpected but not unwelcome.

He had a way of making you feel seen, like you were the most fascinating person in the room. He listened with an intensity that was unsettling yet intoxicating.

Then, he leaned in, his eyes soft and inviting. I could smell the musky hint of his cologne, his breath fanning across my face. My heart pounded a deafening rhythm in my ears as I realized what he intended. He was going to kiss me.

I could feel the panic welling up inside me, the rush of adrenaline as I stammered out, "No, I... I can't."

He pulled back, an easy smile on his face that didn't quite reach his eyes.

"I understand," he said simply, the moment passing as swiftly as it came. Then, he turned to Angelina, his eyes questioning.

She laughed, her hand on his arm as she responded to his silent invitation.

"Hell yeah!"

I watched as they disappeared into the bedroom, the door closing behind them. I felt a sharp pang of jealousy, the echoes of their laughter a mocking soundtrack to my misery.

The butler, who'd been silent throughout, looked at me with sympathy. But I didn't want his pity. I didn't want anyone's pity. I felt an uncomfortable knot forming in my stomach, my heart heavy in my chest.

As I sat there, the silence in the room seemed to press in on me. Memories of my son flooded back, his tiny laugh, his chubby hands reaching out for me, his bright eyes full of wonder and trust. The pain was as raw as the day I lost him, and at that moment, I felt the weight of my failures bear down on me.

Suddenly, I heard Angelina. Her moans echoing through the suite, piercing my thoughts and reigniting that gnawing jealousy. I grabbed a bottle of whiskey from the bar, pouring a generous measure into a glass.

The harsh liquid scorched its way down my throat, but it did nothing to quell the storm of emotions churning inside me.

When the noise finally died down, Angelina reappeared. She was clad in a terrycloth robe, her hair tousled and a satisfied smile playing on her lips. In her hand, she clutched a check, waving it around with giddy excitement.

“The key to your problems!”

I looked at her, my heart pounding with a mix of hurt, jealousy, and an anger I didn't quite understand. I turned away abruptly, unable to bear the sight of her.

"Hey!" she called, chasing after me.

"What's wrong? Talk to me!" But I couldn't. I couldn't articulate the storm inside me. So, I kept walking, my mind whirling, and my heart aching.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

"WAIT!" I heard her call out, my voice echoing around the vast penthouse suite.

She turned, surprise registering on her beautiful face.

"What's wrong?" she asked, her voice laced with concern.

A rush of adrenaline coursed through my veins, my heart pounding in my chest. I looked at her, my gaze meeting hers.

"I fucking love you, Angelina, don't you understand?" I blurted out, the words tumbling out of me. There was no turning back now.

The room seemed to freeze around us. Her eyes widened in surprise, her mouth opening slightly in a silent gasp. For a moment, there was nothing but silence, the tension hanging thick in the air between us.

"I don't need this stupid money," I continued, my voice cracking slightly.
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“But it will help you achieve peace!”

"Why would you have sex with someone else and rub it in my face? Is this some twisted idea of peace?"

She was taken aback, her face paling slightly.

"I... I was only trying to help," she stammered, her voice barely a whisper.

"I thought... I thought..."

"This is a fucked up idea of peace!" I retorted, my voice shaking with barely restrained anger. My eyes were stinging, but I blinked back the tears. I had never felt so betrayed.

"Where is he? I’m going to beat him up!"

With that, I stormed towards the bedroom, my heart pounding in my chest. I could hear Angelina calling after me, but I ignored her.

I pushed open the door, my eyes immediately landing on Gabriel. He was standing there, completely naked, a pair of majestic wings sprouting from his back.

I froze, my mind unable to comprehend what I was seeing. He turned to look at me, a small smile playing on his lips.
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"Sorry that you have to see this," he murmured before he took a step back, spread his wings and took flight out of the open window.

I felt my knees buckle underneath me, my body collapsing onto the floor. Angelina rushed over to me, her arms enveloping me. I looked up at her, my eyes wide with disbelief.

"I... I just saw an angel," I whispered, my voice barely audible. Angelina simply nodded, her eyes filled with understanding.

"I know," she said softly, her fingers brushing away the tears that had begun to fall from my eyes. I let out a shuddering breath, allowing myself to be held by her.

I felt exposed, vulnerable, and completely shaken to my core. I had just seen an angel, and the world as I knew it had turned upside down.

As the realization sunk in, I began to cry, my tears flowing freely. She held me, her arms offering a comfort that I desperately needed. I buried my face in her shoulder, my tears soaking her robe.

I felt a surge of panic swell in my chest.

"What is happening?" I demanded, the edge of desperation sharpening my voice.

"You need to explain, now!"

She looked at me, her serene gaze a stark contrast to the chaos unfolding.

"Michelle," she began, her voice holding a softness that was both comforting and unsettling at the same time.

"I need you to understand that everything I've done, I did it because I care for you. Because I've been watching over you since the day you were born."

I blinked at her, my mind racing to comprehend her words.

"Like… like a guardian angel?"

She nodded, her eyes filled with a mix of sadness and resolution.

"Yes," she admitted, her voice barely a whisper.

"And I had to intervene because you hadn't even lived your real life yet, your true self, your destiny."

I felt a strange mix of anger and hurt welling up inside me.

"So, your past, it was all a lie?" I asked, my voice trembling with suppressed emotions.

She sighed, nodding once more.

"Yes, I made it all up," she confessed.

"I don't really know what my past is. Angels don't have access to their past."

My mind was spinning, the enormity of what she was saying sinking in.

"What happens now?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

She reached into her robe and pulled out the check.

"Here," she said, pushing it towards me.

"Live your life, Michelle. This has more than what you need. I have to get to my next mission."

"But..." I began, my voice choked with tears.

"Another mission?"

She nodded, her eyes filled with a strange mix of sadness and determination.

"Yes, once I'm gone, your son will look after you."

I could feel my heart breaking, the pain almost unbearable.

"But I love you, Angelina," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I want to be with you."

She shook her head, her gaze filled with an intense sorrow.

"I can't. If I stay, I'll turn to ashes."

"No!" I cried out, my voice echoing around us.

"There must be something we can do!"

She shook her head, her eyes glistening with unshed tears.

"There's nothing, Michelle," she said, her voice barely audible.

[image: <lora:SnowAngelV1:0.5> Snow_Angel <lora:DarkAngelP]

"They're calling me."

My heart pounded in my chest as I watched Angelina's wings begin to grow, the sight both awe-inspiring and terrifying. I felt a desperate need to hold onto her, to keep her with me. As she took flight, I clung to her, my arms wrapped tightly around her.

"You have to let go, Michelle!" she cried out, her voice filled with desperation.

"You might fall!"

"No!" I shouted, my voice cracking with emotion.

"I love you, Angelina! Don't leave me!"

I could feel her tears against my skin as we ascended, the two of us struggling against the inevitable. I held onto her tightly, my heart aching with every second that passed. Suddenly, with a cry of pain, Her wings disappeared and we began to fall.

I felt a strange sense of calm wash over me as we plummeted towards the ground. At that moment, everything seemed to slow down, and all I could see was her face, etched with a mix of fear and sorrow.

As we hit the ground, I braced myself for the impact, but it never came.

Instead, we landed softly on the rooftop of the hotel. For a moment, we lay there, panting heavily.

Laughter welled up between us, raw and unfiltered, echoing off the concrete walls of the rooftop. It was the kind of laughter that bubbled up from a wellspring of emotion, a mingling of relief, joy, disbelief, and perhaps a touch of madness. We were two bodies convulsing under the twinkling veil of city lights, tears streaking our faces, our breath coming in gasps.

I looked at Angelina, her face lit up in mirth and an uncanny glow.

"What happened?" I managed to choke out between peals of laughter, my chest aching with the intensity of my emotions.

She wiped a tear from her cheek, her laughter slowly subsiding into a bright, glowing smile.

"I told them I love you too," she said, her voice soft and filled with an emotion so deep it resonated within my soul.

I felt a jolt of something profound, something that felt like it filled up all the empty spaces inside me. Yet, with it came a sense of guilt, a feeling of not being worthy of such a profound declaration.

"What happens now?" I found myself asking, my heart pounding in my chest.

Her smile didn't fade as she reached out, her fingers gently tracing the line of my jaw.

"I don't know," she admitted, her voice filled with a strange mix of uncertainty and excitement.

[image: night sky with moon with buildings]

"I guess we'd have to find out."

And then we were kissing. Our lips met in a clash of emotions, a dance of passion and desire that seemed to eclipse the world around us. I pulled her closer, my hands finding purchase on the curve of her waist, drawing her body against mine.

Her body, though different from mine, felt familiar in a way that I couldn't quite articulate. Both of us, women who had known what it meant to walk in the world with bodies that didn't feel like our own, found comfort in each other's embrace.

Our bodies moved in a rhythm born of longing and understanding, a dance that transcended the physical and touched the very core of our beings.

“What have you done to me?” she jested.

Her hands moved with gentleness and care that left me breathless, tracing the lines of my body with a reverential touch. Our bodies, different in their own ways, found common ground in our shared experiences, creating an intimate connection that was as raw as it was beautiful.

“Anyone would’ve done the same, you’re beautiful,” I softly answered.

The world around us fell away as we lost ourselves in each other, our bodies and souls tangling in a dance as old as time. The night sky stretched out above us, the city lights twinkling like distant stars, a silent witness to the love that unfolded between us.

There was an undeniable heat between us, a chemistry that crackled and sparked with every touch, every whisper, every gasp. But it was more than just physical, it was a connection that ran deep, an understanding that transcended the barriers of our bodies and touched the very essence of who we were.

“I’ve never been with someone like you before,” I whispered.

My hands moved with a certainty and fervor that surprised me, guided by an instinctive understanding of Angelina's needs and desires.

“I’ve never been with anyone before,” she warned.
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Our bodies moved in harmony, each touch, each caress, each gasp building towards an undeniable crescendo of ecstasy.

As the world spun around us, our bodies entwined on the rooftop under the watchful gaze of a billion distant stars, I realized that this was what love felt like. Raw, unfiltered, and unabashedly honest.

And at that moment, everything else fell away, leaving only Angelina and me, two souls that had found each other on two different rooftops in the vastness of the universe.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

ANGELINA AND I STOOD before the imposing façade of the bank, her hand entwined with mine, our breaths mingling in the crisp morning air.

The check, an ostentatious piece of paper that held the promise of a new beginning, was clutched in my other hand. We looked at each other, our eyes wide with a cocktail of excitement, anticipation, and just a dash of fear.

She was all wide-eyed wonder and infectious excitement, her face beaming as she took in the scene around her. Being an angel, she had lived her entire existence in an ethereal realm far removed from the mundane intricacies of human life.

Navigating this world was an alien concept to her, but I was determined to guide her, to help her understand the peculiarities of human existence.

My heart was pounding in my chest as we stepped inside the bank. The check, marked simply as 'Pay to Cash', seemed too good to be true. It was an almost laughably large sum, enough to afford us a life of comfort and security.

It felt like a dream, the kind you desperately don't want to wake up from.

[image: bank lobby interior]

She looked around with a kind of awe-struck wonder, her eyes taking in the marble floors, the high ceiling, the bustle of customers and employees. It was an everyday scene for most, but for her, it was a glimpse into a world she had only observed from afar.

The teller, a woman in her mid-thirties with a kind face, greeted us with a warm smile. My heart pounded in my chest as I handed over the check, silently praying that she wouldn't question its authenticity.

But she didn't. Instead, she simply nodded and began the process of opening a new account for me.

As the teller worked, Angelina and I exchanged nervous glances, the weight of our actions settling in. The realization that we were on the precipice of a new life, one free from financial woes and uncertainty, was heady and almost overwhelming.

I squeezed her hand, her skin warm and comforting against my own.

With the final signature, it was done. The teller handed over a small booklet, the physical representation of my newfound financial freedom. I held it in my hands, its weight a comforting reassurance of its reality.

"Congratulations," the teller said, her smile genuine.

"You're all set."

Outside the bank, Angelina and I exchanged a look of disbelief, the reality of our situation finally sinking in. "We did it," I said, my voice a whisper.

"It's destiny, Michelle."

I nodded, my eyes shining with excitement and a hint of trepidation.

Standing there, under the gentle warmth of the morning sun, Angelina and I shared a moment of pure, unadulterated happiness. A happiness borne from the promise of a fresh start, a chance to finally live the life we desired, free from the shackles of past regrets and hardships.

The world seemed to hold its breath, as if acknowledging the magnitude of this moment, the turning point in our lives.

As we walked away from the bank, hand in hand, our steps light and buoyant, I couldn't help but marvel at how far we'd come. Two lost souls, brought together by an otherworldly intervention, now standing at the cusp of a new beginning. It was indeed destiny, a strange, beautiful destiny that seemed to promise nothing but hope and love.

The highway stretched out before us, an endless ribbon of asphalt that promised a return to familiarity. Chicago lay in our wake, its imposing skyline slowly receding into the distance as we ventured into the unknown.

Angelina sat next to me, her knuckles white as she clutched the bag on her lap. Half a million dollars in cash rested inside, an absurd amount that felt as surreal as the circumstances that had led to its acquisition.

My heart pounded in sync with the rhythmic hum of the engine, a tumultuous symphony of nerves and anticipation. The prospect of facing the loan sharks again was daunting. Yet the sight of Angelina beside me, her strength radiating like a beacon, provided a comfort that emboldened me.

Upon our arrival, the surprise etched onto the faces of the loan sharks was almost comical. They looked me over, their eyes widening at the sight of my transformation. Gone was the disheveled, desperate man they were used to. In his place stood a woman resolute and confident, dressed in a tailored suit that screamed power and authority.
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"Never show your faces to me ever again," I said, my voice a steady blade slicing through the tension-filled air.

The men balked at my boldness, taken aback by the sudden change. Their lips twitched as they stammered out a response.

"Calm down, Michelle," one of them finally managed to say.

"We'll get out of your hair."

A feeling of satisfaction surged within me as I watched their expressions morph from shock to begrudging acceptance. They had gotten their payday, and in turn, I had bought my freedom from their suffocating grip.

Having settled my debts, Angelina and I found ourselves in a cozy pastry shop, its warm, inviting ambiance a stark contrast to the ruthless world we had just left behind. We settled into a corner booth, sipping on iced teas as the sweet aroma of freshly baked pastries wafted through the air.

As we savored our moment of tranquility, she turned to me, her gaze thoughtful.

"What's your next plan?" she asked, her voice soft.

I glanced at her, her eyes filled with genuine concern, her fingers lightly tracing the rim of her glass. I considered her question, my thoughts drifting to the past, to a time before the debts, the despair, and the running away.

"I want to see my ex-wife," I finally confessed, my voice barely above a whisper.

The admission hung heavily between us, a harbinger of the complicated journey that lay ahead. But as I looked into her supportive eyes, I couldn't help but feel a spark of hope ignite within me.
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The next day, Angelina and I found ourselves parked outside the house of my ex-wife. My stomach churned with anticipation, the neatly manicured lawn and familiar front door sparking memories of a life I had left behind. Yet, the undeniable pull of closure propelled me forward, my hand tightly clenching Angelina's in a silent plea for strength.

“You got this,” she said.

The surprise on my ex-wife's face was palpable as we stood on her doorstep, the stark change in my appearance rendering her momentarily speechless.

“Michael!?”

“It’s Michelle now,” I gingerly replied.

The silence stretched uncomfortably between us and all I could do was nod, but then, I pushed through the awkwardness, introducing Angelina as my girlfriend.

"This is Angelina," I said, gesturing to the woman standing beside me. My ex-wife's eyes widened slightly, but she quickly recovered, offering her a small nod.

“This is the mother of my son.”

"How are you?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. The pain of our shared loss was a silent specter that hung heavily between us. Her gaze dropped to the ground as she answered, "Getting better, but sometimes... I still remember our son."

Guilt washed over me as I stood there, the weight of my past mistakes pressing down on me. The once jovial memories of our shared life were now tainted by regret.

I withdrew a check from my purse, the numbers on it a symbol of my remorse.

"I'm sorry for putting you through so much," I confessed, my voice choked with emotion as I extended the check toward her.

Her eyes widened in shock as she read the amount, tears welling in her eyes as she took in the staggering number.

"I know that money can't buy time," I continued, swallowing the lump in my throat.

"But I want you to have this for the times I wasn't there for you and him."

The silence that followed was deafening, the magnitude of the moment settling over us.

"I forgave you a long time ago, Michae—I mean, Michelle," she finally said, her voice thick with emotion.

"And the money... I don't need it. But thank you. It'll help me start over."

As we bid our goodbyes and walked back to the car, a sense of relief washed over me. The air seemed lighter, the sky bluer. The world, in its infinite wisdom, seemed to nod in approval at my journey towards redemption.

"Wow, that was very nice of you," Angelina commented as we climbed back into the car. Her words echoed in the confines of the vehicle, bouncing off the windshield and seeping into my consciousness. I glanced over at her, her eyes reflecting the same pride that swelled within me.

"You taught me that we always have more than we need. We have more than enough, and we can start fresh with it."

The car hummed back to life, the familiar vibration beneath us a testament to the miles we had traveled and the miles yet to be covered. As we began our journey towards our next stop, I felt a sense of tranquility I hadn't experienced in a long time.

The cemetery greeted us with a somber quietness, its peaceful aura a stark contrast to the bustling city we had left behind. Angelina took my hand, her grip warm and reassuring as we stepped out of the car.
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The gravestones stood like silent sentinels, their cold facades hiding the stories of those they remembered. Our visit here was the final piece in the puzzle of my redemption, a silent promise of forgiveness to a life lost too soon.

The cold marble of the tombstone seeped through the fabric of my jeans, its icy touch an eerie reminder of the life it represented. A life lost too soon, a life whose loss I bore the responsibility for. The raw pain of regret choked my words as I began to speak, my voice barely above a whisper against the oppressive silence of the cemetery.

"I'm sorry," I began, the words seeming too small, too insignificant to encapsulate the enormity of my guilt.

"I'm sorry I wasn't there for you, for your mom. I'm sorry I let my vices dictate our lives." The tear-streaked lines on my face traced paths of regret, my salted remorse soaking into the earth beneath us.

Angelina stood beside me, her hand tenderly stroking my back in an attempt to provide some comfort. Her silent strength, always my anchor, held me steady as I navigated the tumultuous sea of my emotions.

"I'm sorry I chose gambling over our family," I continued, my voice breaking as I confessed my darkest sins to my son.

"I'm sorry I chose fleeing from my problems over facing them. I'm sorry I wasn't a better father."

Each word was like a physical blow, the weight of my mistakes crashing down on me. Yet, as I spoke, I also felt a strange sense of liberation. The truth, as painful as it was, was also a balm, the honesty healing old wounds.

"I miss you," I confessed, the admission leaving me breathless. I remembered the sound of his laughter, the way his eyes lit up when he discovered something new. I remembered the feel of his small hand in mine, his trust unwavering despite my flaws.

"I miss you every day."

My lips pressed against the cold marble, a final farewell, a sacred promise. As I pulled back, I could almost see him smiling at me, his spirit free, his love for me unwavering despite the pain I had caused. I felt Angelina’s hand tighten around mine, her presence a lifeline in my sea of remorse.

With the sun setting on our past, she and I left the cemetery hand-in-hand, our hearts heavy with the weight of the day. As we made our way back to the car, I looked up at the sky, the waning light casting an ethereal glow on the world around us. I felt a sense of peace wash over me, the promise of a new beginning whispering in the wind.

"Let's start fresh," I said, my voice echoing my determination. The road ahead was still long and uncertain, but I was ready to face it head-on. For the first time in a long time, I looked forward to the future, not with fear, but with hope.

"We have a new life ahead of us," Angelina affirmed, her gaze meeting mine. We stood there, bathed in the soft glow of the setting sun, the promise of tomorrow shining brightly in our eyes.
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"Knowing he’s watching over us," I added, my voice soft.

Her smile was my answer, her faith in our shared future the most beautiful affirmation of our love.

As the sun finally dipped below the horizon, we turned to face the road ahead. The past was behind us now, its lessons etched into our hearts. With the stars above as our guide, we stepped into the new dawn of our lives, the promise of a fresh start beckoning us forward.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THREE YEARS SLIPPED THROUGH MY FINGERS like sand, the relentless march of time transforming the broken man I used to be and Angelina, giving up heaven so we could be together.

Now, standing outside the plate-glass window of a bustling fashion store, my heart swelled with pride. The neon sign glowed in the early dusk, casting shadows and silhouettes, my reflection scarcely recognizable to my old self.

“M’s Thread,” the sign read, a dream turned into reality. I’d poured my heart into every thread, every stitch, my store a beacon of individuality, acceptance, and love.
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Today, the racks held the latest collections, the mannequins dressed in fabrics that whispered stories of transformation and rebirth, tales that mirrored my own.

It was a rebirth not just for me but for Angelina too, her metamorphosis as profound as mine. From celestial being to human, she had chosen a path of compassion, choosing to aid those who lost loved ones to the harsh winds of hatred and violence.
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Her strength inspired me, her resilience pushing me to become a better version of myself.

I turned the key in the lock, the door chiming softly as I stepped into the warmth of the store. The scent of freshly pressed clothes, of leather and perfume, filled my nostrils, a comforting aroma that signaled the beginning of another day.

The days were easier now, brighter, as though the sun had finally peeked from behind the darkest clouds of my past. I lived for the early morning coffee runs with Angelina, for the taste of her homemade meals, for the warmth of her arms wrapped around me as we drifted to sleep. Home was no longer a place but a person, my refuge found in the depths of her beautiful eyes.

I found joy in the mundane, in the everyday tasks that used to seem like chores. Folding the clothes, arranging the mannequins, tallying the accounts, each task a reminder of how far I'd come, of the life I'd built from scratch.

Despite our busy schedules, she and I always made time for each other. Whether it was a quick lunch between her volunteer work and my appointments or a quiet night in, our moments together were sacred, strengthening our bond with every passing day.

[image: ]

I gazed at the ring, its diamonds catching the last rays of the setting sun. A diamond with wings—it was a symbol of her past, my love, my commitment, my promise to Angelina. It was a promise to be there for her, to love and cherish her, just as she had done for me ever since the day that I was born.

The proposal was planned for tonight, under the very same stars that had once blessed our love. I would go down on one knee, my heart bare, my intentions clear, and ask her to be mine, forever.

THE END <3

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

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

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

Story 2 – The Doctor is In

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

Story 3 – Island Princess

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

Story 4 – Red Light Sissy

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

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

Story 5 – Royally Switched

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

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

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

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

Read Feminization Fantasies
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“I love my fiancé so much. I’ll do anything for her, even if it meant being humiliated while wearing a rubber maid dress.”

Read Maid for Love


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!

	[image: ]	[image: ]	[image: ]
	[image: ]	[image: ]	[image: ]


Listen to Audiobooks


Sissy Store
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Many of my readers love dressing up. What inspired me to create the Sissy Store is the e-mails I’ve received from them wanting to emulate the characters in my story.

And the best way to do that? Dressing up of course! That’s why I made the Sissy Store, it’s a curation of my favorite finds online to provide you with an easier time in shopping for the best outfits available.

From wigs, breastplates, stockings, and down to shoes, toys, uniforms, lingerie, and more, you’ll find everything you need!

Visit The Sissy Store


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

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

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

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

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Angel Baby – Feminized by my Guardian Angel.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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for him in this tale of |
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Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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