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Introduction

“I don’t care about the promise he made! I’m not going to wear that stupid wedding dress!”

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

∞∞∞

I was still reeling from the death of my sister when we received a visit from my dad’s old friend. He said that his son was facing a dilemma and he recalled how my late father had promised my sister to his son.

Sure, I wasn’t the epitome of what one would picture as an eligible bachelor. I was too short, and my frame was too small to be one, but it didn’t mean that I should take my sister’s place and marry some random dude to appease the rich man’s wish.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Born To Be A Bride.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I WAS PRESSING CLOTHES WHEN I caught Mom staring out the window, lost in a fog of cigarette smoke and grief. The iron hissed in my hand, a stubborn crease on one of the two shirts I alternated between for every occasion pretending to smooth out under the pressure.

"It's been a week, Mom," I said, trying not to let the frustration bleed into my voice.
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"Are you sure you don't want to call Janet or someone? They've been asking about you."

She didn't respond, just took another drag from her cigarette, the tip glowing like a beacon of despair in our cramped living room. The apartment was a far cry from the mansion we used to call home, the air thick with the smell of neglect and nicotine.

Grace, my sister’s death had hit her hard. Harder than Dad's, if that was even possible. Grace was supposed to be our ticket out of this mess. She was the smart one, the golden child with a full scholarship and a future so bright it hurt to look directly at it. And then leukemia, just like Dad, snuffed that light out.

Now, it was just Mom and me, living in the shadow of what could have been.

I wasn't the golden child. Far from it. My grades were a joke, a collection of letters that seemed to mock me every time I looked at them. I was the leftover son, the one who looked so much like Grace it was painful, with my slender frame and too-pretty face.

People often mistook me for a girl, not that I minded much. It made for some interesting conversations, at least.

I glanced back at Mom. "We can't live off memories, you know. Grace wouldn't have wanted this."

She flicked ash into the tray and picked up her booze, her gaze never leaving the window.
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"What do you suggest we do, Frank? You're barely passing high school. Our savings are gone. We have nothing."

I shrugged, setting the iron down and turning to face her fully.

"I don't know, but I'll figure something out. I always do." My voice might have sounded confident, but inside, I was anything but.

The truth was, I had no idea what to do. Our situation was dire, and with each passing day, the walls of our tiny apartment seemed to close in on us more and more. But I couldn't let Mom see that fear. I had to be strong for both of us, even if it was just a show.

Later that night, I met up with my so-called friend, Danny, in a pizzeria that had seen better days, much like my collection of Pokémon cards I was about to part with. The neon sign outside flickered, threatening to give up the ghost, kind of like my resolve to not strangle Danny if he tried to lowball me.

"These are vintage, man," I said, spreading the cards on the table like a gambler laying out his final hand.

"Don't start with your nonsense."

Danny picked up a Charizard, scrutinizing it like it was a piece of evidence in a murder trial.

"Yeah, but look at this edge wear. And there's a crease here. I'm doing you a favor taking these off your hands."

"A favor?" I scoffed, snatching the card back. "You're about to commit robbery, and it's not even midnight."

He smirked, leaning back in his chair. "This is me, helping a friend out."

"If this is help, remind me to sign up for your enemies list. It must come with better benefits," I shot back, but the fight was draining out of me. I needed the money, more than I needed the satisfaction of winning this argument.
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We went back and forth, ordering extra slices and Danny pointing out every tiny flaw as if he were negotiating a peace treaty, and me trying to remember I was doing this for Mom. Not for the thrill of arguing with a guy who thought haggling was a competitive sport.

"Fine," I finally said, my patience snapped like a cheap rubber band.

"Take them. But when I find out these are worth millions someday, I'm haunting you, Danny. Ghostly wails and all."

He laughed, counting out the cash with a grin that said he knew he'd won.

"Deal. I'll take my chances with the ghost of Pokémon past."

I took the money, feeling the weight of my childhood dreams lighten with every bill I stuffed into my pocket.

"You're a real piece of work, you know that?"

"And yet, you still hang out with me. What does that say about you?" he quipped, already stuffing the cards into his backpack.

"It says I'm desperate," I admitted, standing up.

"But not for company. See you around, Danny."

"Sure thing, Frank. And hey, if you find any more treasures in that dingy apartment of yours, you know who to call."

"Yeah, Ghostbusters," I muttered under my breath as I walked out, the cold night air hitting me with the harsh reality of what I'd just done.

Selling my prized Pokémon cards wasn't going to solve all our problems, but it was a start. A drop in the bucket, maybe, but every bit helped.

On my way home, trudging through the less glamorous streets of the Bronx, I decided to celebrate my newfound wealth—all $90 of it—by splurging on dollar-slice pizza. One for me, and one for Mom, because nothing says "I've made it" like cheap pizza, right? I was practically buzzing with excitement, a hero returning from battle with the spoils of war.

I pushed open the door to our apartment, the smell of stale cigarettes welcoming me back to reality. There she was, sprawled on the couch, a bottle of something cheap and strong in her hand. Classic Mom.

"Guess what?" I started, my voice a mix of enthusiasm and forced cheer.

"I brought pizza. And this," I said, waving the money like a magician revealing his final trick.

She squinted at the bills, then at the greasy pizza box, and let out a laugh that sounded more like a cough.

"What the fuck is this, Frank? You think this is going to solve all our problems? Our debts?"

I blinked, taken aback by the venom in her voice. "I thought it'd be nice to have something to eat. And the money—I thought it could help."

"Help?" she slurred, pushing herself up to a sitting position.

"You think a couple of bucks and some shitty pizza are going to make a dent in what we owe?"

"That's not fair," I snapped, feeling my patience fray.

"I'm trying here. What are you doing besides drinking yourself into oblivion?"

She stared at me, her eyes narrowing. "You ungrateful little shit. I've lost everything. Your father, your sister... and now I'm stuck with you!"

That hit me like a punch to the gut.

"Yeah, well, at least I'm doing something," I shot back, my voice rising.
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"You're talking like this is my fault! You're the parent, but you're acting like a child. Grace took over when Dad died, did everything around here because you couldn't even figure out how to do laundry, let alone look for a job."

The words poured out of me, a torrent of pent-up frustration and anger. I recounted every memory, every moment of neglect, every time she had let us down since Dad passed. It was like watching a dam break, years of resentment flooding out in a rush.

She just sat there, tears starting to stream down her face, the fight draining out of her.

"I'm sorry, Frank. I'm so, so sorry. I don't know how to fix this."

Her apology, so raw and unexpected, stopped me in my tracks. I stood there, seething, watching her crumble. Part of me wanted to comfort her, to tell her it would be okay, but the words wouldn't come.

Instead, I grabbed my pizza, my money, my pride, and my shattered expectations, and locked myself in my room. I slid down against the door, the greasy box still in my hands, and quietly let the tears fall. The weight of the world, of my family, of everything, was on my shoulders, and in that moment, I had never felt so alone.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, while I was diving into the deep end of online job postings, trying to decipher which ones were legit and which ones were just scams in a digital disguise, the phone rang. Its shrill tone was like a siren call to more bad news, but I answered anyway, because let's face it, our luck had nowhere to go but up.

"Hello?"
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"Frank? Is your mother there? It's Mrs. Wong."

I glanced at Mom, who was suddenly very interested in the fascinating world of our peeling wallpaper. She frantically mimed something that looked like 'tell her I'm in Nebraska.'

"Yeah, she's on a... spiritual retreat. In Nebraska," I said, laying it on thick.

"Finding herself, you know?"

Mrs. Wong was silent for a beat.

"Nebraska, huh? I didn't know Annie was the spiritual type."

"Oh, you know, midlife crisis and all that. She's trying new things. Yoga, meditation, corn... Nebraska's full of it."

There was a skeptical pause on the other end.

"Right. Well, when she's back from communing with the corn, remind her she owes me $500."

"Will do, Mrs. Wong. I'll have her send a postcard."

Hanging up, I returned to the job hunt with a sigh, wondering if New York had any openings for a pretty boy with zero qualifications but a talent for improvised storytelling.

Then, a sound so foreign and unexpected filled the apartment, I had to stop and listen to make sure I wasn't imagining things. The vacuum cleaner, dormant for so long I was convinced it was just another piece of abstract art, was humming to life in the living room.

I found Mom, looking sober, pushing it around with a look of fierce determination, like she was personally offended by each dust bunny she encountered.

"You don't have to do that," I said, leaning against the doorframe.

"I was going to get around to it... eventually."

"No, please," she insisted, not looking up from her battle with the carpet.

"I want to do this."

For a moment, I just watched her, this woman who had seemed so far removed from the concept of housework that I half expected the vacuum to rebel against her touch. But there she was, trying.

Really trying.

I didn't say anything more, just went back to my room and my endless scroll through job listings. But inside, a tiny, grudging part of me appreciated her effort. Not that I'd ever admit it out loud.

In our household, acknowledgments of personal growth were like rare Pokémon cards—valued but incredibly hard to come by.

Still, as I sent out another application into the void, I couldn't help but think maybe, just maybe, we were both starting to find our way out of the mess we were in. One vacuumed floor and one job application at a time.

By the time lunch rolled around, the growling of my stomach convinced me to venture out of my bedroom. I expected the usual—empty pizza boxes serving as a reminder of our nutritional neglect or maybe some questionable takeout.

What I didn't expect was the smell of actual cooking wafting through the apartment.

Curiosity piqued, I followed the aroma to the kitchen, where I found Mom standing over the stove, a pot of something that looked suspiciously like effort simmering in front of her.

"I hope you're hungry," she said, almost shyly, which was a new look for her.

"Sorry, this is the only thing I know how to cook. Mac and cheese."

The surprise must have shown on my face because she quickly added, "And not the good kind. The 'I remember making this once when I was drunk' kind."

Despite my best efforts to maintain my usual facade of indifference, a slight smile betrayed me.
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"Well, as long as it's not 'cooked while currently drunk' mac and cheese, I'm sure it'll be a gourmet experience."

She served us both, the clink of the spoon against the bowl oddly ceremonial. As we sat down to eat, she started talking, her voice a mix of nervous energy and newfound resolve.

"You know, I haven't had a drink in three days," she said, poking at her own serving of the culinary disaster in front of us.

"I feel lighter, like I actually want to do things."

"That's great, Mom," I said, bracing myself for the first bite. The food was... well, calling it bad would be an understatement. It was as if the mac and cheese had aspirations of becoming something else but had given up halfway through. Still, I chewed diligently, because the effort was there, and that's what counted.

"I'm going to look for a job tomorrow," she continued, her voice gaining confidence.

"I know I've said that before, but this time, I mean it. And I'm sorry, Frank. For everything. This is a new beginning for us, just trust me."

I took another bite, the pasta somehow both overcooked and underwhelming, a culinary paradox.

"Mom, if this mac and cheese is any indication of your commitment to turning things around, then I believe you. Because anyone willing to serve this with a straight face is definitely serious about making changes."

She laughed, a genuine, light-hearted sound I hadn't heard in years.

"Oh, shut up. I'm trying here."

"I know," I said, managing a genuine smile this time.

"And that's all that matters. Here's to new beginnings, however they taste."

The meal was terrible, but for the first time in a long while, the atmosphere at home wasn't. It was a start, a promise of something better.

While we were halfway through the mac and cheese challenge, the apartment's door buzzer cut through the air, a harbinger of doom—or so we thought. Mom's fork froze mid-air.

"Shit, I hope that's not Mrs. Wong."

She tiptoed to the door like a cat burglar, peering through the peephole. Her reaction was priceless—a mix of horror and excitement.

"What the fuck," she whispered, a hand flying to her mouth.

[image: door inside dingy apartment]

"Who is it?" I asked, my interest piqued by her dramatics.

Without answering, she darted to her bedroom, emerging seconds later with lipstick haphazardly applied and a jacket thrown over her shoulders, as if that could magically transform her grunge look. She frantically sprayed herself with cheap perfume, a scent that aggressively declared its presence.

"They're the Fergusons!" she hissed, as if the name should mean everything and more.

"The Fergusons?" I echoed, confused.

"Like, the ones with the mansion in Rochester?"

"Exactly!" she said, attacking me with the perfume next. "Eww, stop," I protested, but she was on a mission. "You smell like cheese."

Before I could mount a proper defense, she was dabbing lip balm on me.

"What are you doing?" I asked, trying to dodge her hands.

"Your lips are chapped," she said, as if that was the biggest concern at the moment. Then, she went for my hair, using her saliva—a move so grossly maternal it should've been outlawed.

Armed with nothing but cheap cosmetics and desperation, she opened the door with a flourish that would've been more at home on a game show.

"Hello! So lovely to see you!"

The look on their faces was a masterpiece of polite horror. Clearly, the state of our apartment was not what they were used to. He was in Tom Ford and she was in Chanel, while our humble abode screamed 'budget horror movie' more than 'welcoming home.'

"Annie, Frank, how... quaint," Mr. Ferguson managed, his eyes doing a quick survey and deciding they'd seen enough.

"Yeah, 'quaint' is one word for it," I said, unable to stop myself.

"We were going for 'post-modern despair' but 'quaint' works too."

Mom shot me a look that could curdle milk.

"Oh James, Frank's just joking. Please, come in. Ignore the... everything."

As they stepped in, doing their best to hide their discomfort, I couldn't help but wonder what kind of cosmic joke this was. From mac and cheese to mansion owners in our living room, our day was turning out to be full of surprises.

And not the good kind, unless you counted surprise makeovers with drugstore cosmetics as a win.

After the initial awkward greetings and a brief tour that took all of thirty seconds, they apologized for missing Grace's funeral.

"We were in the Maldives," Elizabeth explained, her tone suggesting that the Maldives was a valid excuse for anything, really.

"It's just terrible what happened."

Mom nodded, keeping up the façade of the ever-gracious hostess.

"Yes, well, life goes on, doesn't it?"

James, ever the businessman, glanced around before asking, "So, how's life treating you these days, Annie?"

With a performance worthy of Broadway, Mom launched into her rehearsed narrative.

"Oh, we're doing just splendidly! Moved into this apartment as an investment, you know. Planning to buy the rest of the floor eventually. Real estate gold, this place."

I almost choked on my own tongue trying not to laugh. Real estate gold? The only gold in this place was the color of the mustard stain on the carpet.

Elizabeth gave Mom's hand a gentle squeeze, her gaze softening.
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"Annie, it's okay. You don't have to pretend with us. We know about the struggles you've been facing."

That was the straw that broke the camel's back. Mom's façade crumbled faster than a cheap cookie in milk, and the next thing we knew, she was pouring out everything. The debts, the loss, the despair—it all came tumbling out in a messy avalanche of truth.

I stood there, half-embarrassed, half-relieved that the charade was over. It was like watching a soap opera live, only with worse production values and more believable acting.

"And here I thought our biggest drama was going to be the mystery of the vanishing mac and cheese," I muttered under my breath, earning a sharp look from Mom and a puzzled glance from the Fergusons.

Elizabeth was the first to recover.

"Annie, why didn't you say something sooner? We could have helped."

"Yeah, Mom, why didn't we just put out a billboard? 'Desperate family seeks wealthy benefactors. Inquire within,'" I added, unable to help myself. Sarcasm was my default setting, especially in uncomfortable situations.

James cleared his throat, a signal that he was about to say something potentially life-changing.

"We can't change the past, but we can certainly help with the future. Let's talk about what we can do."

James cut through the tension with the precision of a corporate shark.

"We're here because we also need something from you."

Mom and I exchanged puzzled glances. This sounded more like the setup to a mafia movie than anything else.

"Your father and I made a promise," he continued, his gaze shifting to me. "And that's to marry our children."

Elizabeth nodded in confirmation, while Mom looked like she'd been slapped with a wet fish. "I didn't know about that," she stammered.

James went on to explain how much he owed my dad, how his guidance and financial backing had been pivotal in building his empire. I couldn't help but puff up with pride.

"If it weren't for being scammed by that old lady..." Mom interjected, always one to pinpoint exactly where our life had gone off the rails.
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James laughed it off. "Well, I want to keep that promise. It's only right."

"But Grace died, so..." Mom's voice trailed off, uncertainty painting her face.

That's when Elizabeth made her move, walking towards me with the grace of a queen in exile, and caressed my face. I was so shocked I could've been used as a statue.

"It's not a problem at all," James said, as if discussing the weather.

"Our son, Brody, well... he can't have children. His sperm count is very low, and we thought, since Frank looks so much like Grace..."

My eyes must've bulged out of my skull, while Mom looked from me to them, confusion etched on her face like bad graffiti.

"What do you mean?"

Elizabeth tried to smooth things over. "We can get you out of poverty, but Brody is straight. He only likes girls. But when girls find out about his condition, they break up with him... and even if Frank can't give him kids... well... you know, it's okay. We can still keep our promise while making our son happy."

I finally found my voice. "Tell me exactly what you want from me."

James laid it out with a straight face.

"We'll give you a makeover, dress you up like a girl, etc."

That was it. The dam broke. Mom and I burst into laughter, the absurdity of the situation finally hitting us. I laughed so hard I started choking.

"You're joking, right? I don’t care about the promise he made! I’m not going to wear a wedding dress and marry him!"

But James and Elizabeth remained unfazed and as serious as two people proposing a business merger, not a gender-bending marriage arrangement.

"We have to go to Tribeca, we have a meeting. So, here's my card," James said, sliding his business card across the table before they made their exit.

Mom and I were left in the aftermath, still trying to wrap our heads around the proposal. From poverty to drag bride in one lunch. Only in New York, folks. Only in New York.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS LATER, my résumé was starting to look like a tour guide through the land of odd jobs. First, there was the stint at a fast-food joint, where I lasted two weeks before a disagreement over the philosophical implications of extra pickles led to my departure.

Then, I tried my hand at retail, a job that ended abruptly when my sarcastic commentary on customer choices was not appreciated.

Lastly, I landed a gig at a local library, which went south the moment I rearranged the fiction section by the level of existential despair within the novels instead of their authors.

Meanwhile, Mom was scrubbing her way through the Bronx with Madam Garfield's Cleaning Services. It wasn't glamorous, but she was sober, clinging to cigarettes like a lifeline rather than drowning in booze. Progress, in its own smoky way.

It was a lazy Sunday afternoon when I braced myself to tell her about my latest career nosedive.

"So, the library and I have decided to see other people," I started, trying to keep the mood light.

"Don't worry, honey," she said, wiping her hands on her apron, a badge of her newfound occupation.
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"I'm still earning with Madam Garfield's. We'll manage."

I sank into a chair, my mind wandering to what could have been if I'd just said yes to the Fergusons' ludicrous proposal. The thought was so ridiculous, so utterly bizarre, that I couldn't help but giggle.

"What's so funny?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Just imagining if I took the Fergusons up on their offer," I said, still chuckling at the mental image of myself in a dress, looking like a budget version of my sister.

Mom chuckled too, then paused, giving me a speculative look.

"Well, you do look a lot like Grace. Why don't you try it?"

"Are you pimping me out now?" I shot back, half-amused, half-horrified.

"It's not like that," she said, hastily.

"I've just never seen you with a girlfriend, so I was wondering if you were, you know..."

"Mom, I'm not gay," I sighed. "I just haven't found the right person yet. And even if I were, turning into a drag bride for Brody Ferguson isn't exactly the solution I had in mind."

We shared a look, an unspoken agreement to veer away from the topic before it spiraled into even stranger territories.

"Let's just stick to the job hunt," I said, standing up.

"And maybe avoid any career paths that require me to cross-dress for success."

"Agreed," Mom said, but I caught the lingering smile on her face.

"But you have to admit, it would make one hell of a story."

"Yeah," I agreed, shaking my head.

"One for the grandkids I'm apparently never going to have."

Later that night, my laptop decided to join the long list of things that had given up on me, forcing me to borrow Mom's ancient device. It wheezed and groaned like it was on its last legs, but it worked, which was more than I could say for myself.

I was halfway through drafting yet another resume, my job history now reading like a bad joke, when I noticed a tab left open on her browser. It was the website for Madam Garfield's Cleaning Services, complete with a section for customer reviews.

Curiosity got the better of me, and I clicked through, only to wish I hadn't. The reviews were brutal, a savage collection of complaints and insults, many of them targeting Mom specifically. Words like 'incompetent' and 'lazy' were thrown around, and someone even had the gall to call her 'the worst cleaner in the Bronx.' Ouch.

I felt a mixture of anger and sadness, the kind that sits heavy in your stomach. Mom was trying, really trying, and this was the thanks she got?

It made the Fergusons' bizarre proposal seem almost reasonable by comparison. At least in their world, the insults would probably be more creative.
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That night, I tossed and turned, the mattress feeling more like a slab of concrete than a bed. The idea of not having to worry about work, about resumes and rejections, about seeing Mom's name dragged through the mud, was seductive.

I imagined a life of luxury in a mansion, where the biggest concern was whether to go by Frank or Francesca in this alternate reality.

It was a ridiculous fantasy, but in the dark, with the weight of our situation pressing down on me, it felt almost like a lifeline. I drifted off to sleep with visions of grandeur dancing in my head, a far cry from the grim reality waiting for me when I woke up.

But for those few hours, in the world of my dreams, I was free from the cycle of desperation and despair that had become our lives.

A week later, on what could only be described as the epitome of a lazy night, I was jolted out of my half-hearted Netflix binge by the sound of Mom's voice, laced with desperation, seeping through the thin walls of our apartment.

She was on the phone with her manager from Madam Garfield's, begging not to be fired. The manager's voice was a venomous hiss, spitting out insults and curses like they were going out of style.

Without thinking, I stormed into the room, snatched the phone from her hands, and did what any self-respecting son would do—I let him have it.

"Listen here, you overinflated excuse for a human being, we don't need you or your stupid company!" I might have thrown in a few choice words of my own, the kind that would make a sailor blush.

Mom looked at me, shock written all over her face, a mix of horror and awe at what I'd just done. It was a moment before she found her voice, and when she did, it was tinged with panic.

"Frank, what have you done? What are we going to do now!?"

I took a deep breath, the weight of my decision settling in.

"Mom, I've already decided. I'm going to marry Brody."

The change in her was instantaneous. Her eyes lit up with a mixture of surprise, happiness, and something else—hope, maybe. She began to imagine out loud, painting a picture of the wedding, the lifestyle, the return to the luxury she had been so cruelly stripped of.

"It'll be beautiful," she mused, getting carried away. "Just think of the wedding, the dresses, the parties... Oh, and the mansion! We'll have maids again, and drivers, and—"

I couldn't help but smile, seeing her so animated, so full of life again. It was a stark contrast to the woman who had been barely holding on, caught in the grip of grief and poverty.

"Yeah, Mom, it's going to be an adventure, that's for sure."

As she rattled off plans and daydreams, I felt a bizarre sense of peace. Sure, the situation was anything but normal, but if it meant pulling us out of this endless cycle of despair, then I was ready to don a dress and walk down that aisle.

"You're doing such a brave thing," Mom said, her voice thick with emotion.
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I laughed, the sound bitter-sweet. "Yeah, well, let's just hope Brody has a thing for boys-turned-girls for money."

For the first time in a long time, our future seemed bright, or at least, brighter than the dim glow of our current reality. I was ready to take the plunge, for better or worse. After all, how bad could married life be, even if it did start with a proposal as unconventional as this?


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, after Mom had embarked on her quest to find another cleaning company, I found myself alone with my thoughts and a cup of coffee that tasted more like regret than caffeine. Curiosity, that traitorous friend, nudged me towards my mom’s laptop to do a bit of sleuthing.

Who exactly was Brody Ferguson, soon to be my... spouse? The thought alone was enough to make me need another shot of whatever was in my mug.

I tracked down Brody's Instagram with the ease of a seasoned stalker. His profile was a mosaic of party scenes, each snapshot a testament to his wild lifestyle. There he was, surrounded by a bevy of beauties on a yacht, looking like he'd just stepped out of a music video.

Another photo showed him at a drag party, wearing a wig that would make RuPaul proud. The guy was handsome, no doubt about it, with a jawline that could cut glass and a smile that probably had its own fan club.

But as I scrolled through his life in pictures, I couldn't help but cringe.

The thought of kissing him—or any guy, really—wasn't on my list of priorities. I wasn't into men, and the idea of playing the loving wife to Brody's party king sent shivers down my spine, and not the good kind.
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"Great, I'm going to be married to the life of the party, and I can't even stand the noise," I muttered to myself, closing the laptop with a sigh.

"This is going to be like kissing a shark. Not that I've tried, but I imagine it's equally terrifying."

I leaned back in my chair, rubbing my temples as if I could massage away the reality of my situation.

"If only Brody's party trick was making himself disappear," I quipped to the empty room, trying to find humor in the absurdity of it all.

The day was just getting started, and here I was, contemplating the logistics of a marriage based on a bizarre business deal rather than affection. I took another sip of my coffee, the bitter taste somehow fitting.

By the time lunch rolled around, the gravity of our financial situation decided to make a grand entrance, with the rent notice sitting on the kitchen table like a ticking time bomb. As I munched on a sandwich that tasted more like cardboard than anything, I couldn't help but wonder exactly how deep in the hole we were.

And more importantly, just how big a lifeline James Ferguson's offer really was.

With a sense of morbid curiosity, I powered up the laptop again and dove into the digital rabbit hole, searching for James Ferguson's net worth. The man wasn't just wealthy; he was "buy your own country" wealthy.

As I scrolled through the list of his businesses—ranging from tech startups to luxury resorts—I realized that the Fergusons weren't just rich. They were obscenely rich.

According to the figures staring back at me from the screen, James Ferguson's estimated net worth in 2024 was a cool $5 billion. I whistled, a sound that echoed oddly in the empty apartment.

"Well, damn, Daddy Warbucks, you've been holding out on us."

The reality of what marrying into the Ferguson family meant suddenly became a lot clearer. It wasn't just about escaping our financial hole; it was about catapulting into a stratosphere of wealth I'd only seen in movies.

I leaned back, trying to digest the numbers. "So, Brody's the golden ticket," I mused aloud.

"And here I was, thinking I'd have to put up with his party antics. Maybe I can just build my own wing of the mansion to avoid him."

The thought of all that money was dizzying. With $5 billion, the rent notice on the table seemed almost laughable.
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"Yeah, I could pay this off with what's stuck between the couch cushions at the Ferguson mansion," I joked, though the humor was tinged with a surreal sense of disbelief.

But with the weight of impending financial doom pressing down, the choice seemed less and less about preference and more about survival. "Alright, Frank, time to polish those heels," I said to myself, half-joking.

"You're about to become the prettiest bride in New York."

That night, with Mom not yet home from her latest job hunt, the apartment felt emptier than usual. I found myself perched on the windowsill, staring out at the city lights, mulling over the decision I'd made.

"Is this really the right move?" I pondered, the weight of the question making the room feel even more claustrophobic.

"Alright, universe, if you're listening, I could use a sign right about now," I said aloud, half-expecting the cosmos to answer with a thunderclap or some dramatic weather change. Instead, the soundtrack to my existential crisis was a rerun of "Pawn Stars" mumbling from the TV.

Just as I was about to give up on seeking cosmic guidance, the show cut to a commercial. Suddenly, the screen was filled with the kind of bridal advertisement that seemed too on the nose to be a coincidence.

"Here comes the bride, all dressed in white," a voice sang out, so cheerful it bordered on obnoxious.

"Dreaming of the perfect wedding day? At Elegance Bridal, we make those dreams come true!"

The models on screen paraded in gowns that ranged from the elegantly simple to the kind of elaborate that would make a peacock jealous.

"From fairy tale frocks to modern chic, our collection is fit for any bride... or groom with an adventurous streak!" the voiceover continued, as if speaking directly to me.
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"Looking for something unique? Our custom gown service ensures you're the belle of the ball. Because at Elegance Bridal, we believe in happy endings for everyone!"

I couldn't help but snort.

"Well, it couldn't get more obvious than that," I muttered, turning my gaze from the window to the old photo of my dad by my bedside. He was smiling in that photo, a look of unwavering confidence in his eyes.

"This is for you," I said softly, as if he could hear me. The advertisement, as cheesy and over-the-top as it was, felt like a nudge from the universe—or maybe just from my dad, reminding me from wherever he was that life sometimes requires a leap of faith. And if that leap involved a wedding dress and a rather unconventional marriage, so be it.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I was gearing up for my grand departure to Manhattan, which, despite being just a stone's throw away from the Bronx, had my mom acting like I was embarking on a voyage to another continent.

"Remember, Frank, always cross your legs when you sit in a skirt," Mom advised, fussing over my appearance with a look of intense concentration.

"And for heaven's sake, smile more. You're supposed to be the blushing bride, not a hostage."

I rolled my eyes, adjusting the blouse and skirt combo she gave me that felt like a costume.
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"Mom, it's Manhattan, not Mars. And it's only half an hour away. If it doesn't work out, I'll just hop on the subway back. No big deal."

"Yeah, but still," she persisted, her eyes misting over with a mixture of pride and worry.

"It's a big step, you know."

Then, out of nowhere, she pulled me into a tight hug, her voice cracking as she spoke. "I love you so much. I'm sorry for... for everything. For being a bad mother."

Caught off guard, I wrapped my arms around her, a lump forming in my throat. Then, with a flair for the dramatic that I must've inherited from her, I pulled back and dabbed at my eyes mockingly.

"Stop, you're ruining my mascara," I said, my voice pitched in a falsetto.

We burst into laughter, the tension breaking like a wave against the shore. It was a moment of levity in an otherwise overwhelming situation.

With one last look at our reflection in the mirror—her, the ever-resilient matriarch, and me, her son about-to-be turned faux bride—I stepped out of the apartment. True to the Fergusons' promise, a limo was waiting, an incongruous sight amidst the gritty backdrop of our Bronx neighborhood.

As I climbed into the backseat, I couldn't help but marvel at the absurdity of my life. From pressing clothes in our dingy apartment to stepping into a limo on my way to meet my future husband. If nothing else, it was going to be an adventure.

"See you on the other side, Mom," I called out, blowing her a kiss.

She waved back, a mix of laughter and tears.

"Knock 'em dead, sweetheart!"

And with that, the limo pulled away, Manhattan and my bizarre new life beckoning.
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Upon arriving at a building, an edifice so sleek and imposing it made every structure in the Bronx look like a child's playhouse, I was at a loss. The only instruction I had from Elizabeth was a cryptic text: "Just look for P1."

The lobby was a study in luxury, marble floors gleaming under the chandeliers' soft light, making me feel like I'd stepped into another world entirely. A world where people actually knew what P1 meant.

A bodyguard named Owen, a man of few words and an imposing presence, escorted me through the opulence. He moved with the kind of efficiency that suggested talking was beneath him, or perhaps he was just not a fan of small talk. The butler, recognizing Owen with a nod that spoke volumes of their familiarity, guided us without a word, his steps silent on the plush carpet.

The journey ended at the penthouse door, a heavy piece of art in itself. I knocked, half expecting a fanfare to greet me on the other side. Instead, the door swung open to reveal Elizabeth, looking every inch the matriarch of a billion-dollar empire. She was dressed in a Loro Piana coat, that probably cost more than everything I owned, her elegance effortless.

"Darling, you made it!" she exclaimed, her voice dripping with the kind of warmth that could thaw the iciest of hearts.

"Come in, come in."

As I stepped into the penthouse, she floated ahead, her movements as graceful as a dancer's. "This is just one of our little nests," she explained, waving a hand to encompass the lavish surroundings.

"But it's where I keep a lot of my clothes, jewelry, you know, the essentials."

The place was like a museum dedicated to the art of living well, each piece of furniture, every painting, screaming wealth and taste. I couldn't help but feel like a bull in a china shop, my every movement suddenly awkward and oversized.

"Darling, you'll fit right in," Elizabeth reassured me, as if reading my thoughts.
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"We'll have you dressed up and dazzling in no time. After all, we can't have Brody's bride looking anything less than spectacular."

Her use of the word "bride" sent a shiver down my spine, a reminder of the surreal journey I was on. But as she led me through the penthouse, showing off racks of clothes and drawers of jewelry with the casual air of someone discussing the weather, I couldn't help but be caught up in her enthusiasm.

As Elizabeth took me on a tour of her personal treasury of high fashion, she casually mentioned the price tags on her purses like she was discussing the weather.

"This little darling here," she said, caressing a Himalayan Hermes Birkin as if it were a cherished pet, "costs more than a small apartment in Florida." She moved on to a Lady Dior, her tone equally nonchalant.

"And this one, a true classic. Perfect for any occasion where you need to impress but subtly so." By the time she introduced me to the likes of Chanel and Louis Vuitton, my head was spinning with figures that my brain refused to process as real money.

"While we're getting acquainted with the essentials," Elizabeth continued, her eyes sparkling with excitement, "Katrina will be arriving soon."

"Who?" I managed, still reeling from the realization that I was in a world where purses could cost as much as a college education.

"Katrina," Elizabeth repeated, as if the name should mean something to me.

"She used to run a finishing school in Gstaad. She'll be your coach, teaching you how to talk, walk, and think like a lady."

She added a caveat, her tone turning serious for a moment.

"Be warned, though. Katrina is... stern. But she's the best in the business."

Great, from bodyguards to billion-dollar bridal boot camp, and now a stern teacher. Just what I needed. My nerves, already frayed from the day's events, somehow found a new level of anxiety.

Before I could mentally prepare myself further, the door opened to reveal Katrina, a woman whose presence commanded the room. She greeted Elizabeth with a warm hug, then turned her gaze on me, her eyes sharp, assessing.

"Introduce yourself," she commanded, more a directive than a request.

"I'm Frank," I said, extending my hand in a firm, decidedly masculine handshake.

With a swift motion, she swatted my hand away, her expression unamused. "Try again."

I cleared my throat, my voice jumping an octave. "I'm Frank?" This time, my hand fluttered uncertainly in the air.

Another swat, more forceful. "Again."

Swallowing hard, I ventured, "I'm... Francesca?" The name felt foreign on my tongue, a costume I was trying on for size.

[image: (((elegant 55-years-old))) (((female Russian brown]

"Better," she conceded, though her raised eyebrow suggested we were starting from less than zero. "We have a lot of work to do."

From the sidelines, Elizabeth watched with a smile, clearly entertained by the exchange. It was clear I was in for a transformation of epic proportions, and judging by Katrina's no-nonsense demeanor, it wasn't going to be a walk in the park.

But as daunting as the task seemed, a part of me was curious. After all, how often does a guy from the Bronx get the chance to become a lady of Manhattan high society?

Katrina's lesson on how to walk like a lady was something straight out of a comedy sketch. There I was, trying to glide across the floor with the grace of a gazelle, but feeling more like a newborn giraffe on ice.

Every step was a battle against gravity, and I couldn't help but giggle at the absurdity of it all. The thought that crossed my mind was pure sitcom gold: How crazy rich do you have to be to want your son to marry a guy who's going to cross-dress for the occasion?

"What are you laughing at?" she snapped, her patience wearing thin.

"I was just..." I started, but her glare cut me off.

"Shh, keep it to yourself. Focus!" she commanded, and I straightened up, trying to smother my laughter and concentrate on not breaking my neck.

The walking practice was just the warm-up. Next, she laid out an arsenal of shoes, a veritable rainbow of options that ranged from ballet flats to stilettos, all in sizes that suggested they knew men like me would be wearing them. I tried on various pairs, teetering and tottering around the room, until we discovered that size 12 was my Cinderella fit.

Then the real practice began. With each step, I tried to channel the elegance of a runway model, but the reality was more akin to a toddler taking their first steps. Elizabeth, ever the supportive almost mother-in-law, cheered from the sidelines, her encouragement a beacon of hope in my sea of clumsiness.

"Darling, you're doing marvelously!" she exclaimed, clapping her hands in delight as I nearly mastered not falling face-first in a pair of wedges.

The whole situation was so surreal, I had to keep reminding myself that this was real life, not some bizarre dream. The Fergusons had somehow decided that I, Frank, was the ideal candidate to marry their son, and here I was, learning to walk in heels to fit the part.

If someone had told me a month ago that this would be my life, I would have laughed in their face.

Yet, as I wobbled and swayed, trying desperately to look like I knew what I was doing, I couldn't help but feel a sense of accomplishment.

Sure, the premise was insane, but the challenge was real. And with Katrina's stern guidance and Elizabeth's enthusiastic support, I started to believe that maybe, just maybe, I could pull this off.

[image: high heels]

Giving the heels another go, I felt a false sense of confidence bubbling up. "This time," I thought, "I'll nail it." That confidence lasted all of three seconds before I took a spectacular tumble, ending up in a heap on the floor with my ankle twisted at an angle that screamed trouble.

"Ow, ow, ow," I groaned, clutching my foot. Katrina, ever the stoic taskmaster, merely raised an eyebrow before instructing a maid to bring some ice.

As the ice pack was applied with a touch gentler than I expected from the staff of a billionaire, Katrina decided that now was as good a time as any to start on speech training. Meanwhile, Elizabeth hovered like a worried mother hen, her concern etched in every line of her face.

"Shouldn't we let her rest?" Elizabeth fretted, glancing down at me with a mix of worry and maternal instinct.

"Her?" I mumbled under my breath, the reality of my situation sinking in deeper with each passing moment.

"It's all starting to get weird."

Katrina, however, was unmoved by Elizabeth's concern or my discomfort.

"We don't have time to waste," she declared, her voice firm.

"If you want to be a June bride, you have to perfect everything. It's just three months away."

The reminder of the looming deadline added a layer of urgency to the already bizarre situation. Lying there, with my ankle throbbing and my dignity in shreds, the full weight of what I'd agreed to began to truly dawn on me. I was not only learning to walk in heels and perfecting my speech, but I was also preparing to step into a role that was worlds away from anything I'd ever imagined for myself.

"Right, a June bride," I said, the words tasting odd in my mouth.

"Because nothing says 'happily ever after' like spraining your ankle in stilettos."

Despite the pain, the absurdity of the moment wasn't lost on me. I couldn't help but wonder how I'd gone from struggling to make rent in the Bronx to preparing for a lavish wedding as someone's bride.

With my foot propped up and iced, speech practice commenced under Katrina's stern gaze. The room felt tenser, the air charged with the expectation of perfection. She was relentless, correcting my tone, my pronunciation, and even the way I paused between words.

"Elegance in speech is just as important as elegance in appearance," she lectured, her voice as sharp as the heels that were my downfall.

Just when I thought I might catch a break, Elizabeth, the only buffer between Katrina's iron will and my burgeoning sense of overwhelm, announced she had to leave.

"Oh, darling, I have a dinner appointment, and I can't be late," she said, gathering her things with a grace that made the simplest action look choreographed.

"Please don't leave," I pleaded with my eyes, casting a desperate glance towards Katrina, who looked as immovable as a statue. Elizabeth caught my look, her expression softening for a moment. "I'm so sorry," she mouthed, sending a blown kiss my way before adding a cheerful "Toodles!" as she exited, leaving me in the lioness's den.

The moment the door closed behind Elizabeth, Katrina's attention snapped back to me. "Focus, Francesca. Your future husband and his family expect refinement in every aspect. Now, let's try that sentence again, and remember, enunciate."

As the hours wore on, my attempts at polished speech felt more like a battle, each word a soldier trying to navigate through a minefield of diction and intonation.

“It’s NOT G’Morning, it’s Good Morning!”

Katrina was unyielding, her ear for detail maddening. "Again," she'd say, after every attempt, pushing me to the brink of my patience.

The absence of Elizabeth's soothing presence made the session all the more grueling. Her earlier warmth and encouragement felt like a distant memory, replaced by the cold, hard reality of Katrina's tutoring.

"Speech is the mirror of the soul," she reminded me, as if I could forget with her constant drilling. "As you speak, so you are."
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As the clock ticked at 7:00, marking the end of my rigorous training session, Katrina glanced at her watch and sighed, "Oh, look at the time." She began gathering her things, her demeanor softening just a tad as she prepared to leave.

"Don't forget everything you've learned, and remember, no cussing. A lady never swears," she reminded me, her voice echoing the sternness of every lesson she'd drilled into me.

Once she had left, the atmosphere in the room instantly lightened, as if her departure had lifted a weight off the entire penthouse. That's when Hilda, the maid, approached me with a sympathetic smile.

"Wow, she's tough," she commented, her voice a mix of awe and commiseration.

"Yeah, it is," I admitted, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me. Hilda's company was a welcome change from the high-stress tutelage of Katrina.

"I admire you for keeping your father's promise. You're so brave," she said, her sincerity shining through. Her words brought me a small comfort, a reminder that, despite the bizarre circumstances, there was a sort of honor in what I was doing.

She then assured me that my stay would be pleasant, under her care.

"I've already drawn you a bath," she informed me, her thoughtfulness touching. "Not too hot, because of the sprain. Dinner will be served afterward."

The mention of dinner reminded me of my growling stomach, sidelined in the day's commotion. "Thanks, Hilda. I appreciate it," I said, genuinely grateful for her kindness.

She then proceeded to introduce me to the rest of the staff, a total of four, who would be taking care of me in the sprawling 5-bedroom penthouse suite in Abraze Luxe Heights.

Clapping her hands—a signal that drew the attention of the room. One by one, the staff stepped forward to introduce themselves, each with their unique personality shining through.

First, there was George, the butler, with a posture so straight you'd think he swallowed a yardstick. "George, at your service," he announced, his voice as smooth as the silk ties he favored. His eyes, sharp and calculating, missed nothing, yet there was a warmth there that promised efficiency paired with discretion.

Next was Maria, the chef, her apron dusted with flour as if she'd just stepped away from baking.

"I'm Maria. I'll make sure you're well-fed and happy," she said, her accent rich and melodious, a hint of her Italian heritage. The twinkle in her eye and the easy smile suggested she found joy in her work and wasn't afraid to use a little extra butter to make life sweeter.

Then came Luis, the housekeeper, whose muscles hinted at hours spent in the gym or possibly wrestling stubborn stains into submission.

"Luis. If you need anything cleaned or pressed, I'm your guy," he offered, his grin infectious, the kind that said he could find humor in the mundane tasks of daily life.

Lastly, there was Sophie, the personal assistant, her tablet clutched like a shield and a pen always at the ready behind her ear.

"Sophie. I'll help you keep track of your schedule, appointments, and any needs you might have," she introduced herself, her demeanor efficient but friendly, a balancing act between professionalism and approachability.

As I stood there, absorbing the names and faces of those who would be part of my daily life, I couldn't help but feel a mix of gratitude and astonishment.
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Hilda, seeing my overwhelmed expression, offered a reassuring smile. "Don't worry, Francesca. We're all here to make your transition as smooth as possible."

From the humble streets of the Bronx to being waited on hand and foot in a Manhattan penthouse, all because I'd agreed to marry a man I'd never met. The promise of my father and James Ferguson had led me here, and now, surrounded by strangers who were quickly becoming allies, I felt a strange mix of apprehension and excitement for what the future held.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS HAD WHIRLED by in a blur of lessons, laughter, and the occasional linguistic lapse. Francesca—that’s me now, at least in this bizarre chapter of my life—had somehow mastered the walk and the talk. My voice, once a dead giveaway, had modulated into something softer, though the odd slip into my Bronx accent kept things interesting. Ready or not, it was time for the next step in my transformation: hair removal.
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Elizabeth was practically vibrating with excitement over this part. "You'll love diode laser hair removal, darling," she assured me, her enthusiasm for the topic bordering on evangelical. She explained the various methods—waxing (too temporary and barbarically painful), electrolysis (effective but akin to torture), and finally, diode laser (the holy grail of hair removal, according to her). "It's practically painless," she claimed, though I had my doubts, "and the results are phenomenal. Smooth, hairless skin is just more...attractive."

Enter Dylan, the unsuspecting technician tasked with making me as hairless as a marble statue. The process started with a rather undignified shaving session, because apparently, the laser works best on short hair.

"It allows the laser to target the hair follicle more effectively," she explained, slathering cooling gel on my face with a professionalism that did little to preserve my dignity.

"Here we go," she announced, starting with my face. Each zap felt like a rubber band snapping against my skin, eliciting a few un-ladylike "ouches" from me.

"Sorry, it's just that my face isn't used to being zapped by a light saber," I quipped, trying to maintain some semblance of humor.

We moved on to my armpits, which, to my surprise, were even less enjoyable. "You're doing great, Francesca," Dylan encouraged, pressing on with the laser.

"Easy for you to say," I mumbled, wincing as another pulse of light attacked my underarms.

The back, chest, legs, and arms followed, each area presenting its own unique form of discomfort. Dylan, ever the professional, explained the importance of being hairless in attracting a man.

"Smooth skin is just more aesthetically pleasing and touchable," she said, a mantra I imagined she'd repeated countless times.

"Because nothing says 'I love you' like being aerodynamic," I shot back, trying not to squirm as the laser moved over my legs.

Despite the discomfort, I couldn't deny the odd sense of anticipation that came with each pass of the laser. With every zap, I was shedding more of Frank and embracing Francesca, a transformation that was as terrifying as it was exhilarating.

By the end of the session, I was exhausted, sore, and smoother than I'd ever been in my life. Elizabeth's promise of painless hair removal might have been a slight exaggeration, but as I looked at my hairless arms and legs, I couldn't help but feel a sense of achievement.
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"Welcome to the hairless club, Francesca," Dylan declared, offering me a smile as she wiped off the last of the cooling gel.

"Thanks, I think," I replied, still unsure whether to be grateful or horrified by my smooth new existence. But as I stepped out into the world, feeling the fabric of my clothes against my skin in a way I never had before, I realized that this was just another step in fulfilling my father's promise.

Later that afternoon, I was sitting across from Elizabeth at high tea, feeling worlds away from the Frank who first stepped into this penthouse.

We were discussing the books of Emily Post, a name I now knew as well as any family member's. The amount of etiquette required to navigate this new world was dizzying.

"I still can't believe how much there is to remember," I confessed, trying not to drop my scone in the process.

Elizabeth, ever the picture of grace, smiled reassuringly.

"Don't worry, darling. I won't present you to Manhattan Society until you've mastered being a Ferguson. You're doing marvelously."

Just then, my phone rang, a reminder of the world I was temporarily on hiatus from. It was Mom, checking in. After updating her on my progress, feeling a mix of pride and surrealism at my words, I hung up to find Elizabeth holding a tube of post-laser cream, her gaze softening.

"Let me," she offered, starting to apply the cream to my face, where Dylan's expert hands had zapped away any trace of facial hair. Her touch was gentle, caring—so different from the rough, hurried pats my own mother bestowed.

"You have such potential, Francesca. I can see it, clear as day."

Sitting there, under her attentive care, I felt a warmth spread through me that had nothing to do with the tea. It was odd, realizing that I was starting to enjoy this attention, this nurturing from my future mother-in-law. It was a care I'd craved but rarely received growing up.

"Thank you, Elizabeth," I said, my voice soft, the sarcasm and defenses down for once.

"For everything."

She smiled, her eyes crinkling in a way that made her momentarily less the Manhattan matriarch and more the supportive figure I didn't know I needed.

"It's my pleasure, darling. We're family now, after all."

After meticulously applying the cream, Elizabeth sat back, her gaze scrutinizing me with a mix of satisfaction and contemplation. "Remember the post-laser care instructions," she reminded me, her tone taking on the cadence of a teacher addressing a favored student.

"And don’t forget that we'll have to do this every three weeks."

The thought of going through that zapping sensation again made me wince internally, but Elizabeth was quick to assure me, "The longer you do it, the less pain you'll feel. And think of the bright side—it's semi-permanent. After completing the full cycle, you'll only need one or two boosters a year."

Her optimism was infectious, but as my gaze drifted down to my attire—a conservative ensemble that screamed 'library chic' more than 'future Ferguson bride'—Elizabeth's next words snapped me back to reality.

"My son is 20 years old, Francesca, and you're dressing like the cover girl of the Old Maid card game. This simply won't do." Her voice was firm yet not unkind, a mix of critique and motivation.

"Tomorrow, we're going shopping! And we need some wigs, breast plates, hip pads—the works."

I couldn't help but laugh at the thought. "From the Bronx to breast plates, who would've thought?" My sarcasm was a thin veil over the whirlwind of emotions I felt—apprehension, excitement, and a bizarre sense of anticipation for what was yet to come.

Her laugh joined mine, a sound that filled the room with warmth. "Darling, by the time we're done, the only thing people will be able to say when they see you is 'Wow.'"

The prospect of shopping for such an elaborate disguise was daunting, to say the least. Yet, as I considered the journey ahead, I couldn't deny the growing curiosity within me.
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What would it be like to walk through Manhattan, not as Frank, but as Francesca? To embody this role so fully that even I might forget who I was before all this began?

"Alright, Elizabeth," I said, a grin spreading across my face.

“Nah uh uh, call me mother!”

"Alright, mother, let's make Brody the envy of all of Manhattan."

And with that, we set the stage for a transformation so complete, it promised to blur the lines between reality and the role I was about to play.

If nothing else, it was going to be one hell of an adventure.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, STEPPING OUT OF THE LIMO alongside Elizabeth, I couldn't help but feel like a character in a movie. There we were, decked out in matching Chanel power suits and pencil skirts, the epitome of uptown girls on a mission. The fabric of my skirt hugged my legs in a way that was both foreign and exhilarating, a symbol of the transformation I was undergoing.
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Before we embarked on our shopping spree, Elizabeth paused to dab some lipstick on me, her touch deft and assured. "You're so lucky," she mused, admiring her handiwork.

"Such tiny pores that you don't need too much makeup."

The stores we visited were the crème de la crème of high fashion, each name an ode to luxury and exclusivity. Prada, Gucci, Manolo Blahnik, Burberry, Loro Piana, Brunello Cucinelli... In every store, she was greeted like royalty, her presence commanding respect and top-notch service.

It was a world away from anything I'd ever known, and yet, as each salesperson greeted us with deference and enthusiasm, I found myself slipping into the role Elizabeth had envisioned for me. With her presence, my fear of being figured out, ridiculed, and more, dissipated as quickly as the Creed perfume she often misted herself with.

The wig store was our final stop, where we opted for a blonde hairpiece that mirrored her real hair color. As the stylist fitted the wig, transforming my appearance with every strand, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. For a moment, I hardly recognized the person staring back at me.

What surprised me the most, though, was how much I was enjoying it. Each store, each piece of clothing or accessory, felt like a piece of armor, equipping me for the role I was about to play. The laughter and banter between her and me felt genuine, a far cry from the nervous, awkward interactions of our first meeting.

"This is insane," I said, twirling in front of the mirror in a dress that cost more than my entire wardrobe back home.

"I feel like I'm in a chick-flick movie, and I'm the main girl."

Elizabeth's laughter filled the store, her delight infectious.

"Darling, you're not just any girl. You're a Ferguson now. And you're going to dazzle them all."

As we made our way back to the limo, laden with bags and boxes, I couldn't shake the feeling of surreal excitement. This shopping spree wasn't just about clothes and wigs; it was about stepping into a new identity, one that was as daunting as it was thrilling.

"Thanks, mother," I said, as we settled into the limo. "

She squeezed my hand, her smile warm. "It's just the beginning, Francesca. Just you wait."
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In the car, she decided that we should refuel at a Michelin-star restaurant on Fifth Avenue called Ai Fiori. She mentioned it was a place frequented by A-listers, a detail that did nothing to calm my jittery nerves.

"Only the crème de la crème dine here," she said, as if that was supposed to be comforting.

Stepping into the restaurant, I felt every eye on us—or more accurately, on me. I was hyper-aware of my posture, my steps, and the graceful demeanor I had been practicing. Katrina's etiquette lessons were one thing, but applying them in public, in a fine dining establishment no less, was a whole new level of performance. To my surprise, I managed to navigate through the sea of tables without incident, my movements measured and poised.

Once seated, she took it upon herself to guide me through the intricacies of ordering in such an esteemed venue. "When in doubt, Francesca, always opt for simplicity with a touch of elegance," she advised, scanning the menu.

"A well-prepared fish dish or a salad with a light dressing can speak volumes about your sophistication."

I nodded, taking in her words as I perused the menu. The choices were overwhelming, each dish described in a language that seemed designed to confuse rather than inform.

"So, I'm guessing the triple-fried cheeseburger with extra bacon is off the table then?" I quipped, trying to hide my apprehension behind humor.

She chuckled, a sound that drew a few glances from nearby tables. "Precisely, darling. Perhaps start with the seared scallops and move on to the roasted duck. They're both exquisite and won't leave you feeling overwhelmed."

As the waiter approached, I ordered as she suggested, my voice steady despite the fluttering in my stomach. The meal was an array of flavors and textures I had never imagined, each bite a revelation. She reminded me about the proper way to use the myriad of utensils, the significance of each glass, and even how to dab my mouth with the napkin between courses discreetly.
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The experience was like a ballet, each movement choreographed, each gesture meaningful. I found myself enjoying the dance, the subtle art of dining elevated to a form of communication.

"I have to admit, this is not how I imagined my first public outing as Francesca would go," I confessed, as we finished our meal. "But if turning heads is part of the deal, I think I could get used to it."

Her smile was proud, her eyes reflecting a sense of accomplishment. "You're doing wonderfully. I knew you had it in you."


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

A MONTH INTO MY TRANSFORMATION, the day had finally come for me to meet Brody. Standing in front of the full-length mirror in my luxury bedroom, within the sprawling suite that had become my new world, I couldn't help but feel a whirlwind of emotions. Nervousness was at the forefront, but there was something else too—an odd anticipation about the prospect of attracting a guy, a thought that had never crossed my mind before.

Dressed in the armor of my new identity—breastplates, hip pads, a meticulously chosen wig, and makeup applied with an artist's touch—I hardly recognized the person staring back at me. Then, slipping into the pastel pink dress Elizabeth, my soon-to-be mother-in-law, had picked out for me, I felt the final piece of the Francesca puzzle fall into place.
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The dress was a soft whisper of fabric against my skin, its hue a perfect complement to the persona I had crafted over the past month. It was elegant, understated, and undeniably feminine—a far cry from anything Frank would have ever worn.

As I adjusted it, smoothing down the fabric, my mind wandered to Brody.

What if he liked me?

The thought sent a shiver down my spine, both of fear and curiosity.

What would kissing a guy feel like?

Did entertaining such a thought make me gay?

But then, looking at my reflection, so convincingly feminine, I couldn't help but wonder, why would a gay guy be attracted to someone who looked just like Grace?

The questions circled in my mind, each one probing at the edges of my identity, my sexuality, and the role I had agreed to play. I had never questioned my sexual orientation before, always comfortable in my skin, my interests squarely focused on women. Yet, here I was, contemplating the nuances of attraction and identity in a way I never had.

But as quickly as the doubts and questions arose, I pushed them aside, reminding myself of the reason behind this elaborate masquerade. I was fulfilling a promise to my father, a vow that had led me down this unlikely path.

It wasn't about my personal desires or attractions; it was about honor, duty, and perhaps, a bit of adventure.

"Okay, Francesca, you've come this far," I muttered to my reflection, a half-hearted attempt at self-assurance.

"No backing out now. Just remember, it's all an act, a performance. And you're the star."

With one last glance in the mirror, I steeled myself for the introduction, ready to face Brody and whatever this next chapter held.

The Francesca looking back at me was poised, prepared, and on the precipice of something entirely unknown. And despite the swirling doubts, I couldn't deny the thrill of stepping into the unknown, of challenging every notion I had about myself and the world around me.

Walking to the helipad atop the condo, my stomach was a tight knot of nerves. Not only was I about to meet Brody, the man I was supposed to marry, but I was also facing one of my biggest fears: heights. There, amidst the sprawling opulence that stretched beneath us, stood my about-to-be mother-in-law, a pillar of strength and elegance, her smile reassuring.

"I've never been in a helicopter before," I confessed, my voice barely above a whisper as the reality of our mode of transportation sank in. Elizabeth, ever the comforting presence, wrapped an arm around my shoulders.

"It's just like taking a car, but with a better view," she said, trying to ease my nerves.
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The roar of the engines drowned out any attempt at further conversation as we boarded. The world of private jets and helicopters was as foreign to me as the surface of the moon. To the Fergusons, it seemed, private jets were as commonplace as sedans were to the rest of us.

As we lifted off, the city receded below us, a tapestry of man-made structures and nature that seemed both beautiful and distant. The view was breathtaking, the skyscrapers shrinking to mere toys beneath us, but my heart raced for more reasons than just the fear of heights. The sensation of being suspended over the city, the wind a constant hum against the helicopter, was both exhilarating and terrifying.

The journey to Rochester was a blur of nerves and awe. When we finally landed at the Ferguson manor, a sprawling estate that looked like something out of a fairy tale, I took a moment to steady my shaking legs before stepping out. The wind caught my dress, billowing it around my legs in a scene that felt ripped from a movie.

Ahead, two figures stood waiting: James, with his commanding presence, and beside him, the man I was about to marry, Brody. As we approached, my heart pounded so fiercely I was sure they could hear it. The closer we got, the more details I could make out—James's welcoming smile, Brody's curious gaze. It was a moment suspended in time, the culmination of weeks of preparation, leading me to this very point.

My nerves were jangling like alarm bells. But to my utter surprise, Brody was nothing but welcoming. He was taller than I expected, with a disarmingly warm smile and eyes that twinkled with a kind of mischievous light. His hair was the kind of tousled that suggested he'd just rolled out of bed looking effortlessly handsome, and his casual, yet impeccably tailored clothes added to his prince-like aura.

When he hugged me, a gesture so unexpected and full of warmth, I felt an odd flutter in my stomach, a sensation I couldn't quite place. I wasn’t into men, but Brody made it harder for me to stay in the straight lane.
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"Wow, you're lovely," he said, stepping back to look at me, his compliment sending an unfamiliar thrill through me.

Was it because he was like a prince out of a fairy tale, because of his undeniable good looks, or simply because he had called me beautiful? I couldn't tell.

James chimed in with a nod of approval. "Indeed, she's quite the vision," he said, his voice carrying that paternal pride that seemed to blanket the entire estate in a sense of familial warmth.

Elizabeth beamed, her happiness palpable, as if this moment was the culmination of a dream she'd harbored since the idea of me becoming part of their family had first been conceived.

As we settled into our seats at the elegantly set table, the sunlight filtering through the windows casting a warm glow over the fine china and crystal, I felt the last of my nerves begin to ebb away. Brody sat across from me, his smile both disarming and genuine, while Elizabeth and James took their places at the head and foot of the table, respectively. The maids quietly retreated, leaving us in a bubble of familial intimacy that was both new and surprisingly comforting.

"So, Francesca," Brody began, his voice carrying a hint of curiosity, "I hear you've been conquering Manhattan. How's the city treating you?"

I laughed, a little too loudly, perhaps, but the butterflies in my stomach made it hard to gauge. "Well, let's just say it's been an adventure. Between learning to walk in heels without tripping over myself and figuring out which fork to use when, I'd say it's been... educational."

Elizabeth chimed in, her eyes twinkling with mirth.

"Oh, darling, you've been doing splendidly. And those heels have nothing on you now."

James nodded in agreement. "Indeed. And it's not just about the forks and heels, is it? It's about carrying yourself with grace, something you've picked up quite naturally."

The conversation flowed effortlessly from there, with Brody sharing anecdotes from his own experiences in the city, tales that made him seem more approachable, more human, than any storybook prince. His laughter was contagious, filling the room with a warmth that eased any lingering tension.

"And what about you, Brody?" I ventured, curiosity getting the better of me.

"What's been keeping you busy these days?"

"Oh, the usual," he replied with a casual shrug that belied the twinkle in his eye.

"Running a few charity events, attending galas, and trying not to embarrass myself too much on the social scene."

Elizabeth laughed, a sound that seemed to wrap the table in a hug.

"My son, always the modest one. He's been doing wonderful work with his charities, Francesca. You should see him in action."

The conversation turned to lighter topics then, from favorite movies to debated the merits of New York's best pizza places. It was during these moments, laughing over shared jokes and finding common ground in the most unexpected topics, that I found myself looking at Brody not as a stranger, but as someone I was genuinely interested in getting to know better.

As lunch drew to a close, and we lingered over dessert, I realized how easy it was to talk to him, to share in this moment of connection.

It was odd, considering the circumstances that had brought us together, but for the first time, I allowed myself to entertain the thought that maybe, just maybe, this arrangement could lead to something real.

After lunch, as the conversation began to lull and plates were cleared away, Brody turned to me with a tentative smile. "Would you like to walk with me in the garden? It's quite large, and the view is beautiful this time of year."

James and Elizabeth exchanged a look that seemed loaded with unspoken words before nodding encouragingly at us. I found myself nodding shyly in agreement, a flutter of anticipation stirring in my stomach.
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As we stepped out into the vast expanse of the garden, Brody took my hand in his. The contact sent a wave of butterflies through me, their wings beating against the walls of my stomach. I could feel a blush creeping up my cheeks, the warmth of his hand both comforting and confusing.

"So, Francesca," he began, his voice light, "tell me about yourself. What are your hobbies? What do you like to do for fun?"

I was caught off guard by the normalcy of his questions, as if we were on a typical first date. "Well, I... I enjoy reading, and I've recently developed a rather keen interest in fashion," I said, trying to match his casual tone.

"How about you?"

"Oh, you know, the usual. I play a bit of tennis, and I'm involved in charity work. Keeps me busy," he replied, his gaze sweeping over the garden before settling back on me.

The walk was sweet, filled with small talk and shared laughs, the sprawling garden around us a perfect backdrop to what felt like a burgeoning connection. However, just as I was beginning to relax into the moment, he suddenly let go of my hand.

"Ok, it's time to stop pretending now," he said, his voice dropping as he came to a halt. The sudden change in his demeanor took me by surprise.

"We both know we aren't into each other. We're both guys and I’m not gay."

I stood there, taken aback, my heart sinking. "I... what?"

"You're not even trans," he continued, his tone matter-of-fact. "You were just asked to fulfill a stupid promise our parents made. Look, Francesca—or should I say, Frank—we're going to play along because you need money, and I want my inheritance secured."

His words felt like a slap, cold and jarring. The sweet, almost magical bubble we'd been in just moments ago burst, leaving me exposed and foolish.

"I think this whole idea is dumb, but we don't have much of a choice. In public, we'll put on a show, but in private, we don't have to pretend. And don't worry, I won't sign a pre-nup. When we divorce, you'll still get half. But I want Groover. My father promised to make me CEO if I got married."

Left standing alone in the garden, his words echoed in my mind, a harsh reminder of the reality I'd been trying to ignore. The momentary illusion of connection, of potentially something more, shattered, leaving behind a stark truth—that he only wanted to be the CEO of a car-booking company. He was right—I wasn't a girl; this was all a show, a means to an end for both of us.
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As I continued standing there, the promise of money was a small consolation for the whirlwind of emotions Brody's revelation had stirred in me. The garden, once a scene of budding possibility, now felt like a stage for a play in which I was both actor and audience, caught in a script I hadn't fully read.

And yet, as I reflected on his words, on the agreement we were both bound to, I realized that this was just another role I had to play. The stakes were high, but so were the rewards. Groover, the inheritance, the promise of financial stability—it was all within reach, as long as I remembered my part and played it well.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

A MONTH LATER, there I was, lounging in the sun-drenched bedroom, the Page Six article spread out before me. The sparkle from my Harry Winston engagement ring cast little rainbows across the pages, a shiny reminder of the role I was playing.

The photo of Brody and me, our pre-nup shot, showed us as the epitome of a happy couple, the toast of the town. The headline might as well have dubbed us the modern-day Cinderella story—the rich man whisking away the nobody, except this Cinderella wasn't exactly the girl she was made out to be.

Mom was there too, bubbling over with excitement for the wedding. She found the whole article amusing, especially the fabricated story of how Brody and I met.

"Can you believe this?" she laughed, shaking her head at the absurdity.
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"PR really is something else."

What I didn't tell her, what I couldn't bring myself to admit, was the reality behind the glossy photos and fairy-tale narratives. Brody and I were sleeping in different parts of the bedroom—he on the massive sofa, and I in the plush king-sized bed. We hardly spoke, and when we did, it was nothing more than necessary pleasantries.

Brody continued to date other girls, a detail we had agreed upon as part of our open relationship arrangement. But agreement or not, it stung more than I cared to admit.

Deep down, I was falling for him, a realization that made me feel all kinds of vulnerable. I knew this was all for show, a meticulously crafted play where I was both lead and understudy, aware of my cues yet unprepared for the emotional turmoil that came with the role.

I was in this for the money, a fact that loomed over me like a shadow. The promise of financial stability for my family was too significant to ignore, yet the more I pretended, the smaller I felt. Faking happiness in the public eye was one thing, but faking indifference to my fiancé’s real dates, to his life that carried on without me, was eating away at me.

"It's all so ridiculous, isn't it?" I mused aloud to Mom, forcing a laugh that didn't quite reach my eyes.

"Like a soap opera, but with better clothes."

She nodded, blissfully unaware of the internal struggle behind my casual facade. "Just think of the wedding, Francesca. It's going to be beautiful."

"Yeah, the wedding," I echoed, my voice tinged with a sarcasm I didn't feel. The thought should have filled me with excitement, but all it did was remind me of the performance I had yet to give, the biggest one yet.
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And as I looked down at the article again, at the smiling faces of Brody and me, I couldn't help but wonder if, beneath the surface, he was just as lost in this charade as I was.

The engagement ring on my finger felt heavier than ever, a beautiful burden, a dazzling lie. And as I turned my gaze back to the sunlight streaming through the window, I wished for a moment that I could dissolve into it, become nothing more than a beam of light, free from the weight of expectations, contracts, and unrequited feelings.

Later that night, I saw a side of Brody I hadn't encountered before—he was utterly drunk. It was the first time I'd seen him lose his composed facade, his steps unsteady, his words slurred. Despite everything, my instinct was to help, so I guided him to bed, a task that felt oddly intimate given our complicated circumstances.

As I stood there, watching him sprawled across the bed, a part of me wanted to understand him more, to peel back the layers of the man destined to be my husband in this bizarre charade.

"Do you need anything?" I found myself asking, though I doubted he was in any state to answer.

To my surprise, he reached out, his hand grabbing my arm before gently caressing my face. His touch was soft, tentative, as if he was exploring something precious.

"Such beauty," he murmured, his voice a whisper of vulnerability.

"Too bad you're a guy."

The comment felt like a dagger to my heart, a stark reminder of the reality we both danced around. I wanted to snap back, to defend myself or to challenge his perception, but before I could find the words, he had already succumbed to sleep's embrace.

Yet, as I stood there, his words echoing in my mind, I couldn't deny the warmth his touch had ignited within me. It was confusing, this mix of emotions—wanting to be seen for who I was playing and yet feeling validated by his drunken admiration.

On a whim, propelled by a curiosity I couldn't suppress, I leaned down and kissed his cheek softly, wanting to know what it felt like. The contact was brief, a stolen moment of closeness that left me giggling quietly to myself.
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Why do I feel giddy… I thought. My heart was beating a mile a minute. I couldn’t stop gushing. I felt like my heart was going to jump out of my chest.

It was foolish, perhaps, to find joy in such a small gesture, especially given the circumstances. But for a fleeting second, I allowed myself to imagine what it might be like if things were different, if the affection were real and not a product of inebriation.

The desire for more was there, an ember of longing that I quickly smothered. I knew any further exploration of those feelings would have to be rooted in reality, not in the shadows of what could be. And yet, Brody's offhand remark about my being a man lingered, a bittersweet reminder of the line we couldn't cross.

As I retreated to my own corner of the room, the weight of our arrangement settled back upon me. The night had revealed a crack in the facade we both maintained, a glimpse of something genuine in a world built on pretense.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, in the sprawling bedroom that had become my stage, I found myself meticulously preparing Brody's golf clothes. The idea was for me to accompany him to his game, a request he made despite my protests.

"What if your friends figure out I'm not a girl?" I had asked, the worry evident in my voice.

"They already know," he said with a casualness that took me aback.
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"Think of it as practice."

The revelation that my secret was common knowledge among his circle was jarring. It underscored just how different the billionaire world was from the one I came from. In any normal setting, my gender would have sparked discussions, debates, maybe even outrage. Yet here, it was just another piece of gossip, perhaps mildly interesting but ultimately accepted without question.

The oddity of it all didn't escape me. "So, your friends are cool with me being... me?" I asked, folding his polo shirt with more force than necessary.

Brody, ever the enigma, just shrugged.

"Yeah, why not? You're with me, and that's all that matters to them."

I couldn't help but marvel at the simplicity of his logic. In the world I grew up in, things like this mattered. They defined relationships, sparked conflicts, and sometimes even ended friendships. But in Brody's circle, it seemed the rules were different, more fluid.

As I laid out his golf shoes, I found myself chuckling at the situation.

"Guess I'll have to brush up on my golf clap, then," I quipped, trying to lighten the mood. "Don't want to embarrass you with my lack of sports etiquette."

Brody's response was a grin, a rare glimpse of genuine amusement.

"I think you'll do just fine," he said, and for a moment, I allowed myself to believe him.

The drive to the golf course was filled with an odd sense of anticipation. He looked nonchalant as he stirred the wheel of his Pagani while voices in my head were stirring how embarrassing the meeting would be even if they knew.

Arriving at the golf course, my nerves were doing somersaults. Dressed in a tailored golf skirt and a matching polo that Brody insisted on, I felt both parts of the part and utterly out of place. The outfit was chic, the skirt hugging my hips with a soft flare at the hem, paired with sleek golf shoes that somehow managed to be both stylish and comfortable. I'd never imagined myself in such attire, yet here I was, trying to embody the role of an enthusiastic golf spectator.

Brody's friends were a trio of cocky, handsome men, each exuding the same kind of effortless charm and confidence that Brody carried like a second skin. Gavin, with his devil-may-care smile and eyes that seemed to miss nothing, was particularly forward. Upon introduction, he took my hand and placed a light kiss on the back, his gaze lingering just a bit too long.

"Pleasure to meet you, Francesca," he said, his voice smooth and undeniably flirtatious.
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I was still trying to compose myself from the unexpected gesture when Gavin, leaning in as if sharing a secret, remarked, "I’m into chicks with dicks."

The comment hit me like a cold splash of water, leaving me momentarily speechless. My cheeks flushed, a mix of embarrassment and irritation swirling within me. "Well, I, uhh…," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

I was taken aback, not just by his audacity but by the casual way in which my personal life had become fodder for conversation.

The rest of Brody's friends seemed to take Gavin's comment in stride, chuckling at what they must have seen as harmless banter. But for me, it was a stark reminder of how different my world was from theirs. In their circle, boundaries seemed fluid, and privacy was a concept as foreign as a quiet day in Manhattan.

As we proceeded to the first tee, I found myself reassessing the situation. Brody, oblivious or indifferent to the exchange, focused on the game, leaving me to navigate this social minefield on my own. The day stretched ahead, filled with the promise of awkward conversations and forced laughter, a test of endurance in more ways than one.

While Brody, Kirk, and Tom were deep into their game, Gavin took it upon himself to give me a crash course in golf. His teaching methods were undeniably effective, but his hands roamed a bit too freely for my comfort, correcting my stance more times than strictly necessary.

Despite this, I couldn't deny I was actually improving, the swing of the club feeling less foreign with each attempt.

I caught Brody's gaze on us more than once, his expression tight, a look of annoyance clear in his eyes whenever Gavin adjusted my grip or stance. It was the first time I'd seen that look directed towards me, and it stirred a weird mix of emotions inside.

Part of me was confused by his reaction, given our arrangement, while another part, foolishly, felt a flicker of satisfaction at his apparent jealousy.

As the afternoon progressed, my newfound skills earned cheers from Kirk and Tom, though Brody's applause was notably absent. Needing a break, I excused myself, blaming an overindulgence in orange juice.
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Moments later, on my way to the ladies’ room, Gavin's hand snaked around my arm, pulling me back. "Wrong room, come with me," he whispered, a mischievous glint in his eye as he tried to pull me into the men’s room.

I resisted, trying to keep the situation light, but Gavin was insistent, his grip firm and mouth hungry—painting kisses all over my neck. That's when Brody appeared, his voice cutting through the tension. "Come on, dude, not my fake fiancée."

“Come on man, it’s not like she’s a real girl. I just need a BJ.”

Without thinking things through, Brody shoved him and spat on his face.

“Who the fuck do you think you’re talking to!?”

Gavin's face turned a shade of red I didn't know existed, his apology stumbling out as he quickly retreated, leaving me standing there, flustered and embarrassed. Brody's gaze then turned to me, sharp and accusing.

"I didn't know you're a slut," he said, his words like ice.

"Brody, he—he pulled me," I tried to explain, the unfairness of his accusation stinging. "I was just t—trying to go to the bathroom."

Brody's reply was dismissive, a verbal shrug that somehow hurt more than his earlier words. "Don't worry, it's not like we're a real couple," he said before walking away, leaving no room for further discussion.

Standing there, alone and confused, I couldn't help but feel bewildered by Brody's hot and cold demeanor. One moment he seemed possessive, the next utterly indifferent. It was clear he was hurt, thinking I might have been cheating, despite the absurdity of the idea given our circumstances.

As I made my way back to the group, my mind was a whirl of thoughts. Brody's reaction, Gavin's forwardness, and the complicated web of relationships I found myself entangled in—it was all becoming too much.

The day had started as a simple outing, a chance to blend into Brody's world, but it had quickly evolved into a revealing glimpse into the complexities of our arrangement.

Later that night, Brody's mood had done a complete 180. He was tipsy, his laughter filling the room, a stark contrast to the tension that had unfolded on the golf course. Yet, despite his apparent cheerfulness, I couldn't shake off the sting of his earlier accusation. The word 'slut' echoed in my mind, a bitter reminder of the complexities of our arrangement.

As he continued to chat and joke, seemingly oblivious to my silence, my frustration simmered. Finally, unable to contain it any longer, I burst. "How could you say that to me earlier? Do you even realize how offensive that was?"

Brody's smile faltered, his tipsiness receding as the weight of my words hit him. He looked at me, really looked at me, and for the first time since we'd met, I saw a glimpse of genuine remorse in his eyes.
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"I... I'm sorry, Francesca," he said, his voice losing its earlier buoyancy. "I didn't mean to... I was out of line."

He paused, collecting his thoughts before continuing, "It's my fault. I've had... issues in the past. When my exes found out I couldn't have children because of my sperm count, they all cheated. Seeing you with Gavin, it just... it triggered something in me."

I listened, the anger slowly dissipating as I began to understand the depth of his hurt.

"There's nothing going on between us," I said firmly.

"I'm playing my part as your fiancée. I'm not going to cheat on you—not because I don't want to, but because I made my father a promise."

The room was heavy with unspoken emotions, a tangle of hurt, misunderstanding, and the fragile beginnings of understanding. "Don't worry, the wedding will push through," I continued, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside.

"I just wish you could've assessed what really happened before calling me a slut."

Turning away, I pulled the sheets around me, a cold barrier against the warmth we might have shared. My eyes were teary, not from sadness but from the frustration of navigating this intricate dance of expectations and reality.

Brody was silent for a moment, the air between us charged with the remnants of our confrontation. Then, quietly, he said, "I understand. I... I'll try to do better."

As he retreated to his part of the room, the distance between us felt more profound than just the physical space. Lying there, in the cold embrace of the luxurious sheets, I contemplated the strange journey that had brought me to this moment. Despite the apology, the wound remained, a reminder of the precarious balance we were trying to maintain.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD PASSED since our argument, and in that time, Brody had undergone a transformation of sorts. He started spending more time with me, taking me on what could only be described as "friendly dates" around Rochester.

He showed me the sights, introduced me to the intricacies of Groover, and gradually shared more of his world with me. Despite the lack of an official label between us—apart from the ongoing charade of being fake fiancés—our connection had deepened, moving into a territory that felt surprisingly genuine.
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One day, we found ourselves in the back of one of his Jeeps, parked at a scenic overlook that offered a breathtaking view of the city—the wind guiding the hem of my skirt in different directions.

We were sharing ice cream, a simple pleasure that somehow felt intimate in the moment. The sunset painted the sky in hues of orange and pink, casting a warm glow over everything.

"Can you believe we're getting married in three days?" I mused, the reality of the situation hitting me anew.

Brody, his expression a mix of disbelief and something softer, turned to me.

"I know, it's crazy," he said, a shy smile playing on his lips. "I've been... really enjoying my time with you, Francesca."

The air between us charged with unspoken possibilities, and for a brief moment, I saw him lean in, as if contemplating a kiss. My heart raced at the thought, a part of me yearning for him to close the distance. Yet, as quickly as the desire surfaced, I pushed it away, a reminder of our impending divorce like a cold splash of reality.

I turned my gaze back to the city lights, changing the topic to something trivial, even as my heart ached to lean into the moment, to allow myself the fantasy of what could be.

"The ice cream here really is something else, isn't it?" I said, forcing a lightness I didn't feel.

Brody paused, then pulled back, the moment of vulnerability gone as quickly as it had appeared. "Yeah, it's great," he agreed, though the atmosphere had shifted, the brief spark of what might have been doused by the unspoken boundaries between us.

Three days flew by in a blur, and suddenly, it was the morning of my wedding day. Standing under the hot spray of the shower, my mind raced with a million thoughts. I'd managed only three hours of sleep, the rest of the night spent tossing and turning, plagued by a mix of excitement and nerves.
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The Rochester manor was set to become the stage for our grand performance at 10:30 AM, with an audience composed of his family, my family, press people, and the corporation workers of Brody's billionaire dad. The pressure was immense.

I scrubbed every inch of my skin, as if I could wash away the jittery feeling that clung to me. Stepping out of the shower, I began to apply lotion methodically, covering my body in smooth, even strokes. The realization that Brody hadn't slept in our bedroom last night hit me—tradition dictates it's bad luck to see the bride before the wedding. I found comfort in that small adherence to convention amidst our unconventional arrangement.

As I smoothed lotion over my arms and legs, I marveled at the results of the laser treatments. My skin was practically hairless, a blank canvas that made the task of transforming into Francesca a little easier.

For a fleeting moment, I allowed myself to wonder what it would be like to have real breasts instead of relying on breastplates. The fantasy was tempting, a brief indulgence in a "what if" that had no place in my current reality.

Shaking off the daydream, I focused on the task at hand. I carefully secured the breastplate, adjusting it until it sat just right, a part of me still amazed at the lengths I was going to fulfill this role. The breastplate, once an alien concept, had become a familiar part of my routine, a necessary step in the transformation from Frank to Francesca.

As soon as my eyes landed on the lingerie set laid out for me, all thoughts of worry and apprehension evaporated. The ensemble was purely bridal—corset, stockings, panty—all in pristine white. It was a first for me, something so intricately feminine and undeniably sexy. Holding them up, I felt a surge of excitement, a sense of beauty and allure that was both empowering and new.

Slipping into the breastplate and lingerie, I couldn't help but marvel at the transformation. The corset cinched my waist, accentuating curves I didn't know I could have, while the stockings added an elegance that made my legs look endless. Looking at myself in the mirror, I felt beautiful, hot even.
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“I made it through the wilderness, somehow I made it through,” I sung the lyrics of Madonna’s Like a Virgin playfully.

I played with the veil, draping it over my head, and struck a few poses, laughing at my own boldness. It was a moment of pure joy, a celebration of the persona I had crafted over these past months.

Next came the shoes. I slipped my feet into the white heels, admiring how they elongated my legs, adding to the overall effect of seductive bridal elegance. Paired with the huge diamond ring, the look was nothing short of stunning. I felt like a character out of a fairy tale, ready to step into her own story.

Finally, my gaze then drifted to the wedding dress, a masterpiece of fabric and design that seemed to glow in the morning light. I ran my fingers over the material, marveling at its beauty and the craftsmanship that had gone into every stitch.

"Wow," I whispered to myself, a smile playing on my lips.

"Not before the makeup, though. Can't risk any stains."

Wrapping myself in a robe, I rang the bell, a signal for the makeup and hair stylists to make their entrance. As they filed in, their kits brimming with tools and products, I felt a thrill of anticipation. Today, I would be transformed into Mrs. Francesca Ferguson, the embodiment of grace and femininity, the epitome of a New York bride.

"Oh, wow," the makeup artist, Rita, exclaimed.

"That's not just a dress; that's a dream."

Her partner in crime, a hair stylist named Marco, nodded in agreement, his eyes still fixed on the gown. "Absolutely stunning. You're going to be the most beautiful bride, Francesca."

Their chatty and warm demeanor instantly put me at ease. As Rita began to lay out her array of brushes and palettes, she explained her plan for my look.

"We're going for bridal, sweet, but not too much. You've got such a great canvas, we just want to enhance your natural beauty."

Marco, separating my hair into sections, chimed in, "And for your hair, we're thinking something timeless. An updo, but with soft, romantic waves to frame your face. It'll complement the dress perfectly."

The room was filled with the sounds of Spotify playing in the background, Madonna's "Like a Virgin" setting a playful tone that matched my mood perfectly. I couldn't help but sing along softly, caught up in the excitement of getting ready.

Rita, applying a delicate foundation, laughed.

"You really are having the time of your life, aren't you?"

I grinned at her reflection in the mirror. "Absolutely. It's not every day you get married in a lavish manor, dressed like a princess, with Madonna serenading you in the background."

The atmosphere was light and full of laughter as they worked their magic, transforming me into the bride I was supposed to be. Rita's hands were gentle as she applied the eyeshadow, a soft, shimmering shade that made my eyes pop, while Marco's skilled fingers twisted and pinned my hair into a masterpiece of curls and twists.

Almost two hours later, "Look at you," Marco said, stepping back to admire his work. "A vision of bridal perfection."

Rita added the finishing touch, a swipe of gloss on my lips, before standing beside him. "He's right. You look breathtaking, Francesca."

As they packed up their tools, leaving me to my final moments of preparation, I felt a surge of gratitude.

"Thank you both. I couldn't have done this without you."

They smiled, their job done, as they wished me luck and left me to my thoughts.

Admiring my reflection in the mirror, I was struck by the person looking back at me. The wedding dress was a masterpiece of design, its fabric flowing like water, with delicate lace detailing that adorned the bodice, cascading down into a full, breathtaking skirt.

The silhouette it created was both elegant and timeless, accentuating every curve Francesca was supposed to have. My hair, styled into a romantic updo, provided the perfect crown for the veil that fell softly down my back.

For a moment, I allowed myself to simply breathe it all in—the beauty, the transformation, the surreal journey that had led to this day.

"This is it," I whispered to my reflection, a mix of excitement and a trace of disbelief coloring my voice.

The door creaked open, and my mother, Annie, entered. Her eyes widened as they landed on me, a mixture of shock and awe painting her features.

"Is that really you, Frank? I mean, Francesca?" Her voice was thick with emotion.

Finding words seemed beyond me, so instead, I wrapped her in a hug, the kind that said everything words could not. "Hey, don't cry," she chided gently, though I could hear the catch in her voice. "It's ok. You're gonna ruin your mascara."

She reached for a tissue, dabbing carefully at my eyes, a tender gesture that felt grounding amidst the whirlwind of emotions.

Then, standing behind me, she looked at our reflection in the mirror. "I never thought that I'd be watching my son get married like this. This is bizarre," she mused, her voice a blend of wonder and reflection.

"But thank you for doing this. I owe you so much. I owe you my life."

The weight of her words hung in the air, a reminder of the sacrifices and decisions that had brought us to this point.

[image: (((cute female Slavic fishbraid blond hair thick m]

"Please, Mom, don't say that," I replied, my voice steady despite the emotion that threatened to overwhelm me.

"Let's just enjoy the day."

As we stood there, together yet each lost in our own thoughts, I couldn't help but feel a profound sense of gratitude. For all the strangeness of our situation, for all the challenges we had faced, this moment—a moment of connection, of understanding, of love—was what truly mattered.

The day ahead loomed large, filled with promises and performances, but for now, in the quiet of the room, with my mother by my side, I felt ready.

Today, Francesca would walk down the aisle, a bride in every sense of the word, not just for the sake of a promise, but as a celebration of the journey that had shaped her.

Just as Mom and I were about to step out, ready to face the grand affair waiting for us, James entered the room. His presence was always commanding, but today, there was a hint of shyness in his approach, an awkwardness that seemed out of place.

"You look great," he managed, his eyes taking in my transformation with a mix of admiration and something else—perhaps apprehension.

Then, without much preamble, he pulled out a paper from his jacket. "I know we promised you money for doing this," he began, his voice faltering slightly, "but we also want to protect Brody. Should he truly find someone who would accept his shortcomings in the future, you know…"

The paper he handed me was a prenup, the terms laid out in stark legal language. According to the document, should Brody and I divorce, I would be entitled to only 10% of Brody's wealth.

The shock of it hit me like a physical blow. Mom, standing beside me, could barely contain her outrage.

"Te-ten percent?" she sputtered, her voice a mix of disbelief and anger.

James, ever the businessman, tried to rationalize it. "To be fair, 10 percent of 5 billion is still 500 million. It's more than what your father loaned me..." His attempt at justification did little to soften the blow.

In that moment, it dawned on me just how shrewd James was, a shark in the truest sense. Yet, despite the sting of the prenup's terms, my resolve didn't waver. "Yes, I'll sign it," I said, my voice steady.

"Don't worry, Mr. Ferguson.”

Mom turned away, her disappointment palpable.

James seemed relieved, perhaps even grateful, as he hugged us both. "Thank you, and from now on, it’s Daddy," he said, his gratitude sincere despite the coldness of the contract between us.

Once he'd left, Mom's frustration boiled over.

"How can you just accept this!?" she demanded, her voice a low hiss of anger.

"Please, stop it, Mom," I pleaded, the weight of the day pressing down on me. "I want to get married in peace." The words hung heavy between us, a plea for understanding amidst the storm of emotions.

After a moment, Mom's features softened, and she pulled me into a hug, her earlier anger giving way to resigned support.

"I'm sorry," she murmured.

"Let's just enjoy the day, for what it's worth."

As we made our way to the ceremony, the prenup and its implications weighed on my mind.

Not long after, the opening notes of "Here Comes the Bride" filled the air, I took my first step down the aisle, my heart pounding in my chest. From afar, I could see Brody, and to my surprise, kept wiping his eyes. The sight of him, so vulnerable, momentarily took my breath away.

The flashing lights from the cameras, the sea of faces—some familiar, most not—felt surreal, as if I were floating through a dream. The weight of my gown, the soft rustle of fabric with each step, grounded me in the moment, a constant reminder of the reality I was stepping into.

As I reached Brody, his whisper reached me over the hum of the assembled guests.

"You're a vision," he said, his voice choked with emotion. Despite the anger and confusion that had clouded the morning, his words pierced through the fog, offering a moment of clarity. Yes, the prenup had stung, a sharp reminder of the transactional nature of our union, but here, now, I chose to play my part.

The vows were a blur of promises and aspirations, words that we'd rehearsed but that felt strangely potent in the moment.

"I, Brody, take you, Francesca, to be my lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, until death do us part," Brody vowed, his gaze locked with mine, a promise shining in his eyes.

"And I, Francesca, take you, Brody, to be my lawfully wedded husband, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, until death do us part," I echoed, each word a step closer to a future unforeseen.

At the signal of the officiator, it was the moment that I had been waiting for, the one that I had been thinking about for the past few months.

The kiss that sealed our vows was our first, a collision of lips that was tentative earlier, then deepened with a surprising urgency. Butterflies erupted in my stomach, their wings beating a frantic rhythm that echoed the pounding of my heart.

His lips were soft, warm, a contrast to the cool air of the manor's gardens, and it was no different from the lips of the women I kissed before, and in that moment, everything else fell away—the prenup, the doubts, the audience.

It felt real, more real than anything I'd experienced in the whirlwind that had led to this day.

Before we could part, he pulled me closer, grabbing my waist and kissing me harder. I felt like I was going to faint and I was sure that it wasn’t because of how my tight my corset was.

Finally, when we parted, the world rushed back in, but the echo of the kiss lingered, a sweet note that sang of possibilities.
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“How does it feel to be Mrs. Ferguson?” he asked with a grin.

“Like winning the lottery!” I jested.

The party that followed was a blur of music, laughter, and celebration. I allowed myself to get swept up in the festivities, to enjoy the day for what it was—a beginning, no matter how unconventional. Brody's hand found mine often, a touch that spoke of shared secrets and desire—even if the future wasn’t as clear as the diamond on my finger.


Chapter 12

∞∞∞

LATER THAT NIGHT, Brody and I found ourselves back in our bedroom, the air thick with the scent of roses and the unmistakable buzz of champagne still humming in our veins. The room was a sea of rose petals and soft lighting, a setting straight out of a romance novel.

We were giggly and tipsy, caught up in the exhilaration of the day, chasing each other around the room in a playful dance that ended with us collapsing onto the bed in a heap of laughter.

"Now what?" Brody asked, his eyes sparkling with a mix of mischief and something tender.

"We go to sleep," I replied, the sensible part of my brain trying to take the reins.

He gave me the puppy dog eyes, a look so comically earnest it was hard not to laugh. Playing along, I feigned seriousness.

"You do realize I’M A VIRGIN with men, right? And I don’t know if I can handle the backside. And I mean not just 'Like a Virgin' by Madonna," I added, wagging a finger at him.
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"So, don’t get any ideas."

His response was quick, a blend of humor and honesty. "Well, we can do other stuff. I’m a virgin too, with guys," he admitted with a shrug.

"But I understand if you can't because our marriage isn't real."

"Yeah, on the bright side, we'll both get what we want," I mused, the reality of our situation wrapping around us like a sobering blanket.

But then, he closed the gap between us, his gaze intense, searching.

"Are you sure? Because all I want right now is..." His voice trailed off as he leaned in, and suddenly, the world seemed to narrow down to just the two of us.

When his lips met mine, it was with a tenderness that took me by surprise, the kiss deepening with a natural, unrushed passion. It was romantic, the kind of kiss that spoke of possibility and promise, a stark contrast to the contract-bound nature of our relationship.

“Are you sure?” I asked softly.

“Haven’t been more sure in my life,” he hissed.

For a moment, nothing else mattered—the prenup, the public facade, the complexities of our arrangement—all of it faded into the background, leaving only the warmth of his lips against mine and the fluttering of my heart.

The kiss deepened, stirring a whirl of sensations that neither Brody nor I had expected. The world around us seemed to fade, leaving only the intensity of the moment—the soft press of lips, the tentative exploration that grew more confident with each passing second.

It was uncharted territory for both of us, a journey we embarked on together, guided by a connection that felt both new and achingly familiar.
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"Do you like it?" Brody whispered against my lips, his voice laced with a vulnerability that echoed my own uncertainties.

In response, I found a courage I didn't know I had. "Yes," I breathed, the word a soft affirmation of the trust and desire that had grown between us.

"I want this—to be with you."

As our kisses grew more fervent, the barriers between us melted away. There was a sense of discovery, of giving and receiving, that transcended any fears or doubts. For the first time, the labels and expectations that had defined us seemed irrelevant.

I wasn't just Francesca, nor was Brody simply my husband in name. We were two souls, seeking and finding comfort and connection in each other's arms.

“Ahh,” I exhaled heavily—every fiber of my being shivering.

The sensations were overwhelming, a tide of warmth and closeness that enveloped us. Each touch, each caress, felt like a revelation, a silent conversation between hearts.

And in those moments, I didn't feel constrained by my identity or the role I had assumed. I felt wholly and completely a woman, a wife, fulfilling a promise not just to my father, but to myself and to the man who had become so much more than a contractual partner.
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When our connection culminated, it was with a tenderness and a depth of emotion that left us both breathless. We fell into each other's arms, our bodies entwined, the barriers of the outside world no longer relevant.

The room was filled with the soft sound of our breathing, the gentle caress of skin on skin, as we held each other in the quiet aftermath.

Lying there, in the dimly lit room, the reality of what we had shared hung between us—a moment of vulnerability and trust that had transformed into something beautiful and real. We were no longer just playing roles; we had shared something profound, a connection that defied explanation.

"Thank you," he murmured, his voice a soft rumble in the quiet of the room.

"For trusting me, for being here with me."

I smiled, my heart full, the earlier reservations and uncertainties replaced by a sense of peace.

"Thank you for being you," I replied, the sincerity of my words underscored by the gentle press of my lips to his.

Soon after, we showered together and then drifted off to sleep, wrapped in each other's embrace, the complexities of our situation seemed distant, overshadowed by the simplicity of the love that had blossomed in the most unexpected of circumstances. For tonight, we were just two people, basking in the glow of a newfound intimacy, our hearts entwined in the promise of what tomorrow might bring.

The morning after our honeymoon was a blur of sunlight streaming through the curtains and the soft rustle of sheets. My mind was still adrift in the haze of last night's revelations and emotions when Brody's raised voice outside the bedroom door jolted me back to reality. "Why the hell did you do that, and on our wedding day!" he was arguing with my father-in-law, his tone a mix of anger and disbelief.

Frozen by the bed, I was scared, unsure of what had incited such a reaction from Brody. Moments later, the door swung open, and he stormed in, his expression a storm of emotions.

In his hand, he clutched the prenup, his eyes searching mine for an explanation. "He made you sign this?" he asked, his voice a raw edge of frustration and hurt.

"Yes, why?" I responded, my confusion mirroring his own.

Without another word, he tore the prenup into pieces right in front of me. The sound of the paper ripping seemed to echo through the room, a definitive end to the document's hold over us.

[image: torn pieces of paper on carpeted floor]

"The moment I saw you walking down the aisle," he said, his voice softening, "I knew I would never divorce you. I will take care of you, I will love you forever. We don't need it."

The sincerity in his words, the gesture of tearing up the prenup, it all coalesced into a moment so full of love and promise that it took my breath away. He stepped closer, and without hesitation, I met him halfway, our lips meeting in a kiss that was both a seal on his vow and a confirmation of the bond between us.

As we kissed, the worries and shadows of the past seemed to dissolve, leaving only the warmth of his embrace and the certainty of his love. The room around us, with its scattered remnants of torn paper, felt like a cocoon, a private world where only we existed.

"I promise, Francesca," he whispered between kisses, "to always be there for you, to support you, and to love you, no matter what."

"Oh Brody, I love you too, I’ve been dying to say this. And I promise to always stand by you, to share in your dreams and to face any challenge together," I whispered back, my heart swelling with a love so profound it felt like it could overcome any obstacle.

The morning light, the softness of our kisses, and the promises we exchanged—it all felt like the beginning of a true love story, one that had defied expectations and emerged stronger for it.

At that moment, with the prenup nothing but a memory, we were just Brody and Francesca, for better or worse—husband and wife.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

TWO YEARS HAVE FLOWN BY since that fateful day when Brody and I exchanged vows, and my life has transformed in ways I couldn't have imagined. After our wedding, I took the steps I'd been contemplating for so long—I started seeing a gender specialist, a decision that set me on a path toward aligning my external self with the woman I've always known myself to be.
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My hair, once kept short out of necessity, now falls in soft waves down my back. Over a year of hormone therapy has reshaped my body, softening and feminizing my facial features in subtle yet profound ways—Brody especially liked how fuller my bottom was becoming and he couldn’t get his hands off it.

And just a month ago, I slightly recovered from breast augmentation surgery, a step that felt like coming home to myself. He couldn’t wait to get his hands on my double Ds, but they had to fully heal, and I enjoyed torturing him by giving glimpses—knowing that he couldn’t do anything about it.

Every glance in the mirror reveals more of the woman I've always been, each change a piece of the puzzle fitting perfectly into place.

The decision to start voice feminization training is the next chapter in my journey, one that I approach with a mix of excitement and nerves. It's part of my desire to join the Manhattan society fully, not just as Francesca Ferguson, but as a woman whose past doesn't define her future.

Meanwhile, Mom's living her best life in Tribeca, often joining Elizabeth in their adventures through Manhattan society. They've become quite the pair, their laughter and joy a constant in our lives. It's a happiness I never anticipated for her, and seeing them together, thriving, fills me with warmth.
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James continues to dominate the business world, his acumen undiminished, while Brody has taken Groover to new heights. It's now the premier car-booking app globally, a success that's both exhilarating and a little bit daunting.

One night, as we sat together, the glow of the city lights casting a soft light over our Manhattan apartment, I shared with Brody my growing desire to contribute more meaningfully to the world.

"I really want to help the less fortunate afford college," I said, my voice tinged with the passion of my conviction.

"Fundraisers, charity events... but I'm scared, Brody. What if people dig up my past?"
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His response was immediate, his support unwavering. "Francesca, you're a Ferguson now. Why would you worry? I'll proudly claim you, always," he reassured me, his hand finding mine in the darkness.

His words, so full of love and assurance, bolstered my resolve. My fears about my past, about being accepted, seemed smaller, manageable with Brody by my side.

"Thank you," I whispered, leaning into his embrace.

"For believing in me, for standing with me."

As we sat there, looking out at the city that had become our shared canvas, I felt a sense of peace.

The future was bright, not just for Francesca Ferguson, but for the woman I was still becoming. And whatever it held, I knew I would navigate it with grace, with courage, and with my husband.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Born To Be A Bride? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Chronicles.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Becoming My Mother

The passing of my mother left a hole in the hearts of me and my stepdad. He was trying to be strong but I couldn’t stand the sight of him, secretly crying in his bedroom while hugging her clothes. It all started with ensuring that his meals were warm, his clothes were laundered and pressed, and the house remained spotless.

But then, as I was cleaning the master bedroom, I couldn’t help but try my late mother’s clothes—from her stockings, intimates, skirts, blouses, and down to her dresses. Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.

Story 2 – Female ID

I didn’t mean to pull the trigger but I was already in too deep. Bumping into him in the most harrowing experience I’d gone through was a brush with lady luck.

However, it was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.

Story 3 – In The Navy

Finally, I was out of my toxic home and found my place on the ship. But being a sailor wasn’t easy. The training was tough and I had to navigate through uncharted waters.

Moreover, I didn’t expect that I’d be asked to slip into something more appropriate for the bedroom and not the ocean. Something that was so out of character and out of my job description. But then again, he was the Captain, it was his ship, and I had to follow his orders...

Story 4 – Cheerleader By Chance

My sister must’ve lost her mind when she introduced me to the squad. Yes, I was desperate for a scholarship but not to the point that I’d have to wear a skirt and parade with pom poms.

However, when I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!

Story 5 – The Secretary

It all started with the Mayor’s weird foot fetish. However, it didn’t end there. Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes.

He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.

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 Chronicles

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“He’s the only one I have. I can’t lose him. I’ll do anything, I’ll even transform into someone hotter than his girlfriend if I have to.”

Read Girl Bestfriend


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.

[image: A person in a white dress  Description automatically generated]

Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

Read The Girly Guide 2

[image: A person in glasses and garment  Description automatically generated]

“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

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

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Born To Be A Bride – An Arranged Marriage Feminization Romance.

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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a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
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for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
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