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Introduction
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“I know that what I did back in grade school was wrong… but I don’t think I should wear a dress and meet his parents to pay for my past mistakes.”

All Alex Anderson wanted was to prove to The New York Affairs that he could write more than sports trivia. However, his supervisor Connie Talbot didn’t think he was talented enough.

Contemplating a career move, Warner Wang enters the company. The same Warner who he relentlessly made fun of from the fourth to seventh grade.

Warner was his only resolve but his aid didn’t come without certain feminine caveats.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains 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 DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

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*

It’s January 23, 2023, 05:11 PM, and scalding hot in the Philippines. Luckily, I’m wearing a yellow Sunday dress. Tomorrow’s my birthday and I’m so excited to write this book.

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


Free Vip Mailing List
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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
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The New York Affairs was dubbed as the only newspaper born in the twenty-first century to rival The New York Times. For a newspaper that has only been out for eight years and thriving when publishers often said that print is dead, its market cap and annual revenue did nothing but increase.

I was so proud to be a part of it. I’ve been working under the supervision of my team’s editor, Connie Talbot, the 45-year-old brunette spinster who did two things best—approve winning pieces and reject my drafts.

“You could’ve just used your free time to watch more sports. Even a toddler won’t doodle over this horrific mess,” she said before crumpling my story about the downfall of crypto and shooting it dexterously in her trash can.

Bitch!

As I defeatedly sauntered back to my station that I shared with five other writers, I couldn’t help but wonder how it’d feel like to work with a view of the Empire State Building. Along with that were thoughts of smudging Connie’s magenta lipstick with the palm of my hand to shut her up.

Three years and over a hundred stories about an athlete’s favorite color later, I still couldn’t quit my thankless job. The thought of going back to Montana and hearing nonstop nagging from my parents as to why I didn’t pursue accountancy proved a more horrifying scenario.

I once watched The Devil Wear’s Prada when my ex-girlfriend Kelly dragged me to the movie house. What resonated with me from that movie was when Stanley Tucci said, “Let me know when your whole life goes up in smoke. Means it’s time for a promotion.”

Well, I was single and only texted my parents once a week. I only contacted my brother whenever it was Christmas or his birthday. I was the perfect candidate for a promotion but it seemed like the quote didn’t apply to anyone.

It’s funny to think that I used to be a popular kid in grade school up until puberty arrived and my height didn’t continue to grow beyond 5ft. 7in.

Back in high school, I wasn’t what you’d call a popular kid but I was friends with jocks. I also went to prom with a pretty girl named Jenny, who was part of the cheerleading team.

Whether or not I’d like to admit it, after college, most people would say that I turned out to be a loser, at least when compared to my peers who had six-figure salaries and starting their families.

“I told you to leave the legal articles to me. I can’t believe I’d have to go overtime to fix your shit. Do you really know what you’re doing!?” Sebastian, my colleague queried in exasperation before glaring at me and massaging his forehead across the workstation we shared.

“I’m sorry, I just wanted to help out,” I gingerly said before returning to my sports article. With a scoff, he unbuttoned his blue linen shirt to let out steam before fixing the legal blur I crafted.

Although I didn’t appreciate Sebastian’s tone, I felt bad for causing him more trouble. All I could do was stare at the digital wall clock in our office decked in pastel gray modernity.


Chapter 2
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The day after, it was a sunny winter morning in Manhattan. Albeit I didn’t have a strong portfolio and none of my work could rake me Pulitzer prizes, I was never tardy. Living in a shoebox apartment in the Bronx really helped me find everything I need easily before going to work.

Feeling guilty about having Sebastian succumb to extra work, I decided to buy him coffee and a sandwich.

Fuck!

I wasn’t a breakfast person and seeing the long queue in Midtown Manhattan’s Starbucks only solidified that characteristic.

“Come on, come on! What’s taking so long!?” a man with graying hair in a black coat impatiently said.

He was right, what was taking so long? The store didn’t seem short-staffed. There were only about a million customers and only two baristas. Briefly, I thought of lecturing him by stating the obvious but I didn’t want to tarnish my sterling attendance with a morning argument.

Thirty minutes later, I was tenth in line. It was 8:45 and I was so close to giving up. However, I was still determined to make amends with Sebastian.

“Warner!” the female barista announced, referring to the availability of the customer’s order.

That’s it!

Without thinking things through, I rolled the sleeves of my brown coat and rushed to the counter. I pulled out an old receipt for a pair of socks that has been begging to escape my wallet for a year and took the stranger’s croissant and Dark Roast Venti.

“Warner?” she asked.

I nodded and handed her the receipt before rushing to the door.

“Hey! That’s mine!” a male stranger screamed.

Without looking back, I sprinted to our office building—almost soaking the brown paper bag with the 155-°F drink.

Just in time…

“Good morning, Sebastian,” I greeted before placing the theft-obtained breakfast on Sebastian’s desk. Surprised by the novel act of kindness, he stood from his squeaky gray computer chair and helped removed my coat.

“What’s this for?”

“Oh, you know.”

“Man, sorry about that. I’ve just been under a lot of stress lately. You know what Connie’s like.”

“Tell me about it,” I seconded before pressing the power button of my iMac. As the computer loaded, thoughts started downloading in my head. Was he right? Did I really know what I was doing?

“Sebastian…” I said.

“What’s up?” he replied with a croissant-muffled tone.

“Am I really a bad writer?”

I was expecting a quick answer but it took him three seconds to get back to me.

“No…” he answered.

“Seems like a yes with that pause,” I jested.

“I was swallowing.”

However, I could see his face turn scarlet from my query.

“Okay, can I be honest with you?” he added.

I knew it…

Resting his elbows on our shared desk, he leaned closer. I ensured that I had open body language—the one that could take on constructive criticism as my eyebrows felt like they were about to reach my scalp.

“You see, The New York Affairs thrive on the misery of its subjects. Sometimes, you have to sensationalize a story to make it readable—here’s a good example.”

He turned the pages of a copy of our daily newspaper and showed me an article written by Connie.

“Sugar baby acquires 40% of ClearTech after husband’s passing?” I said with bewilderment.

“This is just below the belt and a word count away from a lawsuit,” I followed.

After a shared giggle, he took another bite of his croissant, well, the stranger’s croissant.

“Seriously, just give Connie some tabloid crap and she’ll start respecting you.”

Fuck…

Moments later, there she was, in her all-white dress suit ensemble inching towards our desk.

“Good morning, Connie,” we greeted in unison as I frantically flipped the pages of the paper.

“You guys look like shit. Did you forget that we’re meeting our new editor-in-chief today?”

She was right, I forgot about it as I was too busy replaying Sebastian’s words in my head last night. As she leaned in, expecting a professional reply as to why our sweaters and jeans weren’t presentable enough for the new boss’ introduction, we had nothing.

“Ugh! I can’t believe it. Just wear your coats and head straight to the conference room,” she said before fluffing the bottom curls of her shoulder-length hair.

Briefly, I preened in my iPhone’s front camera and brushed my blonde bangs to the side. Sebastian was lucky, he didn’t have to worry about where his locks landed as he was bald. But he was also unlucky, because again, he was bald.

Moments later, there we were, waiting patiently in the conference room decked in ivory modernity. As the editorial staff of twenty-two waited patiently in their professional ensembles, I couldn’t stop thinking about the bullying piece that I’d been writing for the past two months.

There were many reasons as to why kids get bullied in school. Many of them were motivated by gender, race, social status, religion, and looks. Albeit many parents took it lightly, especially the ones who were raising monsters, bullying creates trauma and that trauma could cause a lot of harm for an individual… for the ones who had it worse, they didn’t only inflict the pain on themselves, they lead to causing the kind of pain they were forced to succumb to… towards a lot of innocent individuals.

Albeit I was passionate about shedding light on the harrowing situations that a lot of children were going through, I felt like I was the last person that should spread the message of awareness. After all, I wasn’t one of the victims, I was one of the monsters…

“Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome our new editor-in-chief, Mr. Warner Wang!” Arthur Albright, one of the company’s most esteemed editors announced.

What the!?

“Good morning everyone! I’m so glad to be part of The New York Affairs,” the newcomer said as I took off my coat at a hastened pace—the same outfit that he saw me in as I ran away with his breakfast.

“I’m so sorry for the delay. I had to fall in line twice because some blonde dude in a brown coat snatched my breakfast.”

As the crowd laughed from Warner’s slight misery, I could see Sebastian stare at me with fear in my peripheral vision. However, I didn’t have the balls to acknowledge the petty crime.

“He kinda looks like…,” Warner continued as he faintly rubbed his chin.

“You!”

“Fuck!” I softly let out. All I could do was smile in embarrassment as a warm rush coursed through my body. After an influx of laughter and his winding speech, I was finally back at my desk.


Chapter 3
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Hours later, I was feeling accomplished albeit having the first brush with the most humiliating thing that has happened in my life. I knew that I would be called out to investigate if I was indeed the coffee thief, but my yearning for Connie’s approval kept nagging me.

Yes, I disliked her to the core, but I also respected her—and I just finished another draft of an article about the future of self-driving cars.

With the stapled three-page article in my hand, I walked to her doorstep like I was Clark Kent that had just taken a spoonful of kryptonite. As soon as I opened the door of her office, there he was, my victim, sitting across from my witch editor.

Shit!

I wanted the floor to crack open and swallow me but I settled for closing the door and running away. However, her sharp senses prevailed and caused me to reluctantly enter the room.

“G-good afternoon, Mr. Wang…,” I guiltily greeted.

“Connie…,” I followed as I handed her my draft.

As she peered at my article, Warner peered at my face.

“It is really you,” he said with a smile. Connie, albeit hyper-focused on my article, didn’t pass on the chance to pry.

“Got something to say, Mr. Anderson?” she followed like a mother about to chastise her child.

“I’m… sorry… I just didn’t want to be late,” I reasoned.

“I promise, I’ll pay for it!”

“Haha, there’s no need for that. I admire your balls,” he shared with a wink.

“Alex, stick to sports. You’re turning my shredder obese,” she said but right before she could crumple my draft, Warner stopped her and gave my musings a try.

With a displeased look, he handed me my work.

“You said you’ll pay right? Come to my office as soon as you clock out.”

Dammit!

Moments later, Sebastian couldn’t stop flooding my thoughts with negativity. I knew that he was scared and worried about me but with all the hypothetical situations that he shared, I was so close to plugging his mouth with one of my crumpled drafts.

“Man, just be careful, I just Googled him and his family basically owns publishing both in the US and Canada. They have shares in Conde Naste, Thomson Reuters—.“

“I get it, I get it! I’m over!” “I didn’t mean it that way Al—.“

“Jeez!” I interrupted before walking out.

Shortly after, there he was, Warner Wang, liberating himself from his black Paul Smith dress shirt, not minding my presence as his body looked like it was crafted using Photoshop.

“Oh, hey there, can you lock the door? Thanks.”

As the lock clicked, he dropped his black slacks, showing how proportionate his thick and masculine thighs were to his beefy chest, girthy arms, and six-pack abs in his tight black Versace boxer briefs.

“You know, you’re a gifted writer. It’s just, your work needs a little pizzazz,” he added as his thick Asian bulge jiggled before changing into his blue jeans.

“Thanks, Mr. Wang,” I said a tone still brimming with regret as I stared at the gray carpet and squeezed the leather strap of my brown messenger bag.

Moments later, in his decent black sweater and blue jeans ensemble, he tipped his black-framed glasses and ordered Alexa to cover the Empire State Building view with the voice-commanded gray blinds.

“Let’s go.”

He brushed his raven locks to the back of his head and led the way.

I’ve never been comfortable with the presence of a person who had that much authority. Back when I was in high school, I’d always thought that kids who had close relationships with principals and teachers were suckers.

“Do you drink?” he asked as we sauntered to his private elevator.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

“How long have you been in the company?” he queried once more before hitting the G button in the elevator.

“More than three years.”

“So you write about sports?”

“Yeah, but not the events… unfortunately. I mostly write about athlete trivia… you know, favorite color, favorite food, zodiac signs.”

After a smug scoff, he smiled at me. I wasn’t sure if it was brought upon by condescension as his 6ft. 2in. frame towered over my 5ft. 7in. height.

Great… second humiliation of the day. Way to go Alex!

Moments later, there we were, in Clyde’s, a sports bar that looked like a basement, close to our office building.

“What do you like to drink?” he asked as he munched on the free warm nuts by the bar.

“Just good ole beer,” I answered—trying to avoid his gaze.

“How about you?” I asked, in an effort to make him feel like I was interested.

“Scotch on the rocks and beer,” he told the bartender—giving me an indirect answer.

It was just past five and the workers around the vicinity were already filling the place. I’ve only been to Clyde’s once when Connie treated us after exceeding our quarterly goal in number of online reads last year.

I preferred drinking alone at home as it was more economical… and I didn’t have anyone to go out with. Although technically, Sebastian’s a friend at work, I’ve already seen him drunk and I had no interest in being associated with him while he lay unconscious on the subway floor.

“Cheers!” he said once our drinks arrived.

“Do you want anything to eat?” I asked as it was my unwilling treat.

“Two Philly Cheestakes, chili fries… and a serving of nachos,” he told the bartender.

Fuck…

He really meant his vengeance. Although his orders didn’t seem intimidating, Clyde’s charged three times the standard prices.

“Don’t you recognize me?”

Huh!?

“We were classmates, Alex.”

I was still lucid as I barely touched my Budweiser bottle but I wasn’t sure how to address his revelation. As I tried to recall my Asian classmates at Bridgewater State University, the epiphanous recollection of a certain Warner Wang still didn’t arrive.

“You used to make fun of my Korean lunches and when I asked my parents to give me money instead, you took my allowance.”

At that very moment, my heart started beating like a jazz scat. I knew exactly who he was talking about.

“Wiener Wang… Ranchville Elementary…,” he followed.

“Oh my God! Look at you!” I happily said before drawing him into an awkward embrace.

“I’m so sorry about that…,” I added, realizing that what he just shared wasn’t a happy memory.

“Yeah, I was hungry all the time and almost failed my exams. I had to be homeschooled.”

Although I didn’t have a mirror in front of me, I knew that my face was red based on how warm my neck and head felt. My chest couldn’t deny how fast my heartbeat was and it wasn’t brought upon by the bass of the trap music that bellowed in the room and the thumping sounds from the men who slapped tables whenever their basketball team made a score.

Like earlier, I hoped that the ground would shake and split into two and just swallow me—instead, I started tearing up.

“Warner…,” I let out as soon as he brushed my tears with his fingers.

“Don’t worry, that’s all in the past. But you’ve got to stop stealing my food,” he jested.

“No… it’s not right, I’m really sorry. I promise I’ll make it up to you, I’ll do anything!” I wholeheartedly suggested.

“Anything?” he said with a smirk—sending a shiver down my spine.


Chapter 4
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Two weeks have passed and Warner has spent it showing me the ropes of writing sellable articles. First on the list was that every story can be sensationalized and editorialized. The best example that he has given me was that during an event of an accident, a good writer can share the details to the tee, but a rich writer finds a way to find a villain and a hero in the situation.

It was the formula that got Connie promoted as an editor when she got gullible people to ride the hate train to blaming a widower for her husband’s death when he rode his motorcycle inebriated—writing that the man wouldn’t have gone drinking that night if it weren’t for the wife’s nagging.

Yes, I didn’t find the idea to be noble but it was a stroke of demonic genius. That article was shared over a hundred thousand times on Facebook and got everyone liking our newspaper’s fan page.

Of course, I wasn’t Connie and I never dreamed to go that low, but I needed something to solidify my position in the company.

“What the fuck is this Alex?!” Warner yelled after reading the article I wrote about Petroyuan.

“I felt like I was reading the musings of a conspiracy theorist. Write something about micro investments! Give me the top fifty sources you can find by the end of the day!”

He tore my three-page submission and threw it in the air like confetti. I thought that nobody could top Talbot’s Tantrums but it seemed like the Asian Adonis was a bigger toddler.

“Uh-uh!” he followed as I stepped out of his office.

“Use my laptop. I want to watch your process.”

What the hell is wrong with him!?

Why the sudden change? He was awfully nice in the past two weeks. As I perused investing articles on Google, I could feel his close watch—causing me to work slower than usual. I wanted to voice out the discomfort that he was delivering but I didn’t want to compromise my job.

“Tch, tch, tch…”

“Seriously? You only read the articles from the top results? I can’t believe you’re being paid to do amateur work.”

“S-sorry, I usually read three pages.”

“Big whoop! You do know that Google blocks a lot of articles, right?”

As he got back to his executive chair across from where I was seated and rolled the sleeves of his white linen shirt, I could feel his tension rise—causing me to type an influx of random letters to make him feel like I was working when I had a zilch idea of what I was doing.

“Why are you dressed like that?” he asked with a scoff—referring to my pastel pink sweater.

Perturbed by his question as I didn’t find anything wrong with my attire, I returned a faint smile.

“What do you mean?” I queried back without looking him in the eyes.

“Was just wondering. You used to call other kids fags in school and that’s not exactly a color I’d imagine you’d ever wear.”

After many years of just blending in after losing the clout I once had as the handsome blonde and blue-eyed kid in grade school, I thought that I’d already paid for the tantamount pain I caused for being a normie. However, from how detailed Warner was when it came to my ignorance and diabolic behavior when we were young, I was reminded how reminiscent victims could be from the deep-seated scars that they were forced to succumb to.

“Yeah… I was really stupid back then,” I answered, hoping that he wouldn’t bring up another memory.

After that day, I knew that something had shifted, and I was proven right by how hands-on he was with me two weeks later. I wasn’t the only writer in the company but he ordered me to work in his office. Jokes in our conversations were non-existent and he was blatant about how our positions in the company were night and day. Along with forcing me to write click-baity articles, he also made me do work that was outside my job description.

I’ve been buying him breakfast, and thanks to that, my perfect attendance, the only thing that I was proud of, was ruined. I also turned into his personal lunch and snacks delivery man, and plenty of times, he made me ride a subway to Brooklyn just so he could enjoy his afternoon coffee with some fresh cannoli.

“Shoot!” he let out after deliberately dropping a box of cannoli that I bought him earlier on his office’s gray carpet.

“You know what to do.”

Enough is enough! Fuck it!

“You cannot keep doing this to me! You cannot torture me every day for something I did more than ten years ago!” I screamed, not caring if the whole office heard me.

With widened eyes, he sprinted towards me and squeezed my delicate arms.

“Shhh! Why are you being so dramatic!?” he asked with an audible whisper.

Try as I might, my tears started streaming down my cheeks.

“I’m sorry, Warner. I wish I had a better excuse but I really was just stupid back then.”

He grabbed my wrist and motioned for me to sit on his chair before kneeling as I wiped my tears with the collar of my sweater.

“Shh… shhh…,” he followed.

Without thinking things through, he drew me to him as I accidentally drenched his white linen shirt with my tears. For some reason, every gentle stroke from his hand on my back made me feel some sense of security.

“We can’t keep doing this. You don’t have to forgive me but please… this job is very important to me.”

“No, no, shh…,” he said before unhinging and looking into my eyes with utmost sincerity. Watching him kneeling on the ground and feeling his profuse rubs on my hand proved to be an effective way to instantly pacify me.

“I’m not gonna lie, watching you cry felt nice,” he explained.

That’s evil…

“It lets me know that you’re human,” he followed.

Fair enough…

“I’m sorry Alex, I’ve just been under a lot of pressure lately.”

Realizing that I’d occupied his chair for far too long, I stood up and sat on the squeaky black chair across the glass desk. I was sure of my heterosexuality but being in close proximity to his perfectly-chiseled face, strong brows, and almond eyes, along with having experienced how it felt like to be guarded by his masculine body, started painting my mind curiosity about what his red lips tasted like.

“My mother won’t stop talking about why I’m still single and she’s going to nag me about it at my cousin’s wedding. Korean mothers are different—I don’t want to keep turning down every girl she introduces to me.”

At that very moment, it was his visage that emanated frustration. Slowly, he lifted his head and glanced at me as he rubbed his chin and square jaw.

“I’ve been thinking about hiring some sort of escort to introduce to her but I might develop feelings. You know how the story goes, boy meets girl—blah, blah, blah. I’m just getting started with my career. I don’t need that kind of distraction.”

Suddenly, his disposition started switching, almost rivaling that winter afternoon’s bright sun.

“Will you stand up for me?”

Huh?!

“But wh—.”

“Just! Do it… please.”

With a grin, he motioned for me to turn around. Albeit not wanting to participate in another possible form of grade school revenge, I followed his lead. He stood up and pulled my sweater from the back.

“Hold it,” he ordered—referring to the slight knot he created on my back. Feeling cold from the exposed bottom part of my belly and awkward from the tightness of my sweater, he grinned once more.

“Really, not bad…”

“No offense but you’re shaped like a lady.”

What the fuck!?

“Haha, very funny. Can I get back to work, please?” I let out mockingly.

“How’d you feel about pretending to be my girlfriend?”

At that very moment, his common sense was nowhere to be found.

“Sure, if your mother’s blind,” I mildly retorted with a giggle.

“If you do this for me, I’ll stop toying with you.”

He was right, I did have a womanly shape. I’ve heard it several hundred times from my friends and family. My girl cousins would often dress me up in feminine clothing and apply makeup on me at our reunions as I was the only blonde in the family and I was the only one capable of providing them their Barbie fix.

Added to that, my Adam’s apple wasn’t obvious and my facial hair was light, far, and few. But I didn’t have tits and I sounded like a baritone. Those weren’t enough to convince anyone that I could trick someone into believing that I was a woman, I briefly pondered.

“I’m sure you could find someone else,” I said.

“Why would I look for somebody else when I could have you?” he sternly said with an intent gaze that I’d never seen him exhibit before.

Warner…


Chapter 5
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If an author was assigned to write my biography, they would’ve given up right off the bat from the abundance of inconsistencies. Yes, I didn’t find Warner’s plan a stroke of genius and I would’ve done anything to repel it, but two days after, there I was, laying on a foldable plastic bed with a white towel covering my nether regions, in his three-bedroom Tribeca penthouse suite decked in black and chrome modernity, watching a middle-aged Russian spa attendant apply hot wax on my legs in his black powder room.

“Are you sure it won’t hurt?”

“No… I mean, yes, I’m sure it won’t hurt,” she said with a thick Slavic accent.

The hot wax looked exactly like honey…

“Fuck!”

…but it stung like a bee.

“You said it won’t hurt…” I mildly retorted. With a giggle, she continued applying the concoction with something that looked like an enlarged popsicle stick on the other patches of my legs.

“You have nice legs despite being short… like a ballerina,” she said after pressing a white sheet on the waxed area.

“Fff!!!” I let out once more after the second unannounced hair-pulling.

“Hello, hello!” a black lady with bleached hair announced as soon as she entered the room in her all-black shirt and pants combo.

What the!?

“Who—," but before I could finish my query, the sound of her chair pulling filled the room. As soon as she found comfort with the tufted beige stool near my head, she started brushing my hair with a plastic comb.

“I’m Tanya, I’ll do your weave.”

“Weave?”

“Your hair. Mr. Wang asked me to put hair extensions on you.”

“No, he did not.”

Suddenly, Warner trotted to the room in his black silk robe and interjected.

“Yes, I did,” he proved before tipping his black-framed glasses.

“Is that really necessary!? And what do you mean by weave!?” I demanded clarity.

“So basically, I’ll braid your hair then sew in extensions on the braided parts,” she nonchalantly explained. I wanted to ask if it was going to hurt but the waxing lady lied to me earlier and I wasn’t sure what to believe anymore. Added to that, Warner not only promised to end his tyranny, but he also promised me ten thousand dollars just to meet his mom and pretend to be a woman for a night.

“Don’t worry, it’s not gonna hurt, you’re gonna look fabulous!” Tanya added, sensing that I needed pacification from how unstoppable my toe-curling was.

“It’ll be fun,” Warner said with a smile before progressing with salvaging my unpublished articles in his bedroom.

When he mentioned a makeover, I was filled with thoughts of being pampered. I didn’t expect to be beautifully tortured. Shortly after, as Tanya braided my hair, Olga, the hot waxer, was ready to perform one of the most harrowing scenarios I never thought I’d go through… waxing my pubes.

“How will I remove it if you keep covering yourself?” she queried sternly—causing Tanya to giggle. With feminine vigor, she displaced my hand and at that very moment, she did something that I feared more.

“Ah! No biggie,” she jested as Tanya took a peek—sharing a giggle with her from how small my member was. Not only did I feel a shiver down my spine, I felt like I just double-showered from the cold sweat that drenched my body.

Apart from my height, my dick size was one of my biggest insecurities. Sure, I could still get the job done with five inches, but it proved to be a dealbreaker in trying to keep a woman interested in me. Three women have ghosted me already after sleeping with them and if that wasn’t more telling of how dissatisfied they were with my member, I don’t know what would.

She continued by waxing my tiny pink balls and I couldn’t feel a thing from the numbness that the embarrassment caused. Soon after, she pulled my hair. At that time, I was brought back to life. I wanted to cuss everyone in the room from the sharp pain but feeling emasculated by how they joked about my tiny member, I wanted to prove to them that I was man enough. Instead, I settled for a faint grunt to endure every blow until my body was hairless from mouth to toe.

“All clean,” she proudly said before handing me the towel back.

“You can sit here,” she added, pointing at an identical chair that Tanya pulled earlier.

“Okay, I’m going,” she added before folding her table and exiting the room. For a good five minutes, I thought that the beauty treatments were ending with Tanya when...

“Good afternoon! I’m Leah, I’ll do your nails,” a Vietnamese lady with a raven ponytail around my age entered in an all-white shirt and pants combo.

“I’m Sandra, I’ll do your skin,” a blonde girl added with the same ensemble.

I knew that Warner was extremely rich but I had no idea that he had New York’s beauty department on speed dial. After two hours of hair extension application, skin treatments, manicure, and pedicure, there I was, alone in the powder room, staring at myself in front of an oppressive wall mirror, in disbelief at how feminine I looked.

Not wanting to admit it but seeing my novel image provided me with confidence that I’ve never felt as a man. For some reason, I looked highly attractive as a woman, all I needed were a set of knockers and something that meowed and I could get any heterosexual man I desired. With an utmost curiosity to complete my sweet delusion, I straddled and tucked my five incher.

“Wow!” I let out softly as I caressed the ends of my new straight long blonde hair—playfully brushing its ends on my pink nipples. Looking at my flat chest and tucked penis wasn’t providing me with the result that I felt would make my disguise plausible. Slowly, I turned around and looked over my shoulder.

Oh wow!

Shortly after, I was consumed by my hourglass figure and my hairless ass. Olga waxed my hole and I thought that it was the perfect opportunity to inspect how smooth it was. Carefully, I spread my ass cheeks and marveled at my pink and tight orifice. Speechless from how inviting the sight was, my member started getting hard when…

“Oh fuck! Sorry!” Warner let out from his brief witness of how much I adored myself.

Fuck!

I didn’t know how to approach him after the foolery I exhibited. But then again, I was doing him a favor. With a deep breath, I covered my body with a white terrycloth robe and looked for him.

“Warner…” I said softly after knocking on his ajar bedroom door.

“H-hey!” he greeted back.

Although he wanted to make me feel comfortable about my disguise, It was his disposition that needed fixing. His white briefs were soiled in precum and his cock pointed at me like I was the culprit for his erection. Shyly, he sprinted to his black tufted ottoman and covered himself with a black silk robe.

“You look like a girl, this is insane!” he followed.

“Yeah, your team did really well,” I awkwardly said as I squeezed my hands on my back.

As he inched toward me with a novel look in his eyes that I’d never seen before, my heart retrograded and orbited in a myriad of directions.

“I don’t think you needed that much help,” he said as he tucked the front layers of my hair extensions at the back of my ear. Scared to embrace my homosexual tendencies, I burst into laughter and pushed him away.

“Very funny,” I jested—causing him to rub his nape and tilt his scarlet face toward the floor.

“Sorry, I got carried away.” he reasoned.

“Haha! It’s a trap!” I added, fully knowing that if he came any closer, I would’ve put my stern heterosexual thoughts on life support.


Chapter 6
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I stopped going to work for a week to avoid questions from the office about my new look. Warner excused my absences with the guise of sending me to Silicon Valley to work on an investor’s biography.

My job assignment wasn’t about investments and fiscal crises, I spent the whole week undergoing vocal modulization, etiquette lessons, and fashion courses. Although I didn’t exactly sound like a cisgender woman, my new tone was enough to fool people I get into conversations with for less than a minute.

“Hello!” I told myself in front of my vocal coach’s bathroom mirror.

“Hello…” I tried again in a less perky tone.

Too frustrated, I scratched the tracks of my hair extensions and murmured, shortly finding out that my most passable tone was the one that needed a pair of hearing aid to be heard.

In my all-pastel pink sweater, leather skirt, and boots ensemble, I walked out of the bathroom and into Mrs. Meyer’s, my coach’s office.

“I heard your utterances, Lexie,” she said before creasing the sleeves of her black blazer from resting her elbows on her oak desk.

Being called Lexie, the name I chose for the disguise, didn’t make me cringe. For some reason, I enjoyed the ring of it.

“I know that you want to express emotions but it’s too soon for that. For now, master a feminine neutral tone before getting to the next level,” she added with a knowing smile.

She was one of New York’s most popular transgender vocal coaches. Not only was she adept at making someone sound feminine or masculine, but she also taught transgender individuals how to sing in a tone with the gender they identify with.

“Okay, let’s do it one more time. Hello,” she said as we sat across her desk in her office decked in all-white modernity.

“Hello,” I greeted back in my attempt at a neutral feminine voice.

“Very good!” she exclaimed—jiggling her pearl necklace from jumping on her seat.

“What’s your name?”

“I’m Lexie. Lexie Anderson.”

Half an hour later, at exactly 2:03 PM, there I was, hailing a cab to Madison Avenue from an old building where Mrs. Meyer’s office was in Harlem to meet Warner. Being in my female disguise didn’t scare me. Living in a city like New York where most people minded their business greatly helped.

However, there’s the kind of attention that puzzled me the most. Amidst men’s busy lifestyle, a lot of them still took double looks at me wherever I went. I wasn’t sure if they were clocking me, marveling at my newfound beauty, or trying to get into my pants. But none of those mattered because the only male attention I felt comfortable with was the one I was getting from Warner.

*Ring ring!*

“Warner?”

“It’s freezing out there, hop in,” he said over the phone before rolling the windows of his black Lexus limousine down.

“I thought we were gonna meet there,” I informed as I scooched in with him at the back.

“Hey Paco, please take us to Loro Piana, Madison,” he politely ordered his driver before offering me a saccharine smile. Warner not only had dashing looks, but he also knew how to dress well. As the gentle ride swayed our bodies, all I could do was avoid staring at his handsome face by looking out the window as I inhaled the sillage of his Creed Aventus perfume from his unbuttoned black Paul Smith dress shirt.

“How’s the session?”

“I think I did good,” I proudly said with my novel feminine voice.

“Warner!” I followed—shocked by his unannounced hand-holding.

“Tomorrow’s the wedding, we might as well practice doing this today,” he said before placing my hand on his lap that was dressed in black slacks.

My brain was signaling me to let go but as the warmth from his body seeped into my pores from his romantic rubbing, all I could do was succumb.

“Seems like you’ve been using the cream.”

“Y-yes… the one Sandra gave me. It’s really expensive though.”

“I’ll get you a box of it. It’s really effective. I could hold your hand forever,” he followed as he felt the silky texture of my hands that were laced with a $72 Biologique Recherche hand cream.

Warner…

Moments later, there we were, in Loro Piana’s boutique decked in gilded French minimalism.

“Mr. Wang!” a blonde lady in her early thirties with a French accent in a faint gold blazer greeted.

“Hello, miss?” she followed.

It was a fairly chilly Winter afternoon but I could feel trickles of sweat building up underneath my hair extensions.

Natural… natural… natural…

“Lexie…,” I gingerly replied—trying to avoid eye contact.

“Lovely to meet you, Lexie. I’m Dominique.”

She faintly shook her ponytail from my absence of niceties and smiled once more.

“What a beautiful lady! This is the first time that Mr. Wang brought a lady friend to the store.”

I could see the awkwardness in Warner’s eyes from the store attendant’s overstepping—but I was more surprised by how he dealt with the blunder.

“I’ll be taking my girlfriend to a cousin’s wedding. She’s meeting my parents. Please find something suitable.”

Girlfriend!?

Without thinking things through, my body twitched in the form of painting his visage with agony from an arguably intentional yet accidental vigorous hand squeeze.

“B-babe, I’ll wait for you here,” he let go before fiddling with his mobile phone on one of the store’s beige couches.

“How did you meet Mr. Wang?” she pried as we sauntered to the dress section.

“Work.”

I wanted to say more so she wouldn’t think that I was a snobbish bitch but I didn’t want her to find out that I was a man. Feeling like I wasn’t the chatty kind, she attended to her dress hunting.

“Hmmm?” she let out with a mystified visage after rotating five elegant dresses with different colors on top of my decolletage.

“I hope you don’t feel offended…”

Fuck! She found out!

“But, it’s so hard to decipher which colors suit you best without makeup. You look very pale. Do you mind?”

I wasn’t sure what she meant but out of politeness, I shook my head and offered her a smile. Shortly after, there she was, darting a pink lipstick bullet on my lips after drawing it out of her breast pocket.

The creaminess of her lipstick felt like a woman’s kiss. She rubbed her fingertip on the bullet and tapped my cheeks gently.

“You have natural beauty. No wonder why he’s smitten.”

I didn’t want her to clock me but I needed to know more. With bated breath, I let out a nervous query.

“What do you mean?”

“The way he looked at you when we left. That’s a look of a man in love.”

Why would he fall in love with a dude? That’s bull…

“Ah, much better!”

She progressed with color-matching my skin and decided that my tone was neutral and that I’d look great in all shades from the color wheel.

“Are you part of the entourage?”

I shook my head once more.

“Good, I think pink suits you best. Kind of like what you’re wearing now.”

She handed me a pastel pink sleeveless cocoon silk dress and asked me to try it on. Just like the store, it felt out of my income tax bracket. It turned out that I was right after I saw the heart-stopping $2,143 price tag.

Panicking in the dimly lit fitting room, I took a photo of the tag and sent it to Warner via FaceTime.

“This is ridiculous. I can’t afford this!” I wrote.

“I got it,” he replied with a kiss emoji.

“We can find another store.”

“You don’t know my parents. I mean, my mother. Stop worrying. Can’t wait to see you =).”

Not wanting to make a scene, I liberated myself from my candy-colored apparel. Shortly after, there I was, staring at my slim alabaster physique with nothing but black nylon panties on. Stepping into it was easy… but after struggling to figure out how to zip the back of the dress and in fear of drenching it with sweat and not being able to return it, I called for help.

“Dominique?”

“Oh! Look at you! You look like a blonde Audrey Hepburn.”

Geez, she’s pushing too hard for a sale…

After zipping the back and staring at me with twinkling eyes, she had another suggestion. Moments later, she emerged again with a nude-colored bra.

“Again… I don’t mean to offend you but… it’s a bit flat.”

She was right but I haven’t worn a bra before. However, asking for assistance and showing her how flat my chest was would blow my feminine cover. Unsure of what to do, I took the bra and closed the door.

After taking off the overly-priced dress, I figured out how adaptable I was when it came to wearing a bra. It was 34A, according to the tag, and it only took five minutes to wear it.

Woah!

I didn’t know if it was the cost of the dress but I looked like I was a senator’s wife. Well, to be completely honest, I could pass for a President’s wife, if only I had the right shoes on and not knee-high pink acrylic boots.

Proudly, she zipped my dress and delivered me to Warner as if I was a mail-order bride.

“What do you think, Mr. Wang?”

He jumped out of his seat and abandoned his investment portfolio scanning then held my hand once more. At that time, all of my trepidations blew out of the boutique’s window. My heart was still beating fast but my muscle memory didn’t order my brain to push him away or squeeze his hands anymore.

All I could do was succumb to his full brows and brown eyes.

“Perfect… just what I needed…”


Chapter 7
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It was a Saturday just before the twilight succumbed to a night of exchanging eternal vows when Warner held my hand from his limo on the way to The Plaza Hotel.

“Do I look alright?” I queried as I fiddled with my blonde bun.

“Alright? If you were a girl, we wouldn’t be here. I’d have you in my bed all day.”

That’s funny.

“What if they find out?”

He unhinged his hold and anchored my arm with his as I did my best not to trip in my four-inch Guiseppe Zanotti pink patent leather pumps. At that very moment, I didn’t need a word from him anymore. Feeling his warmth was enough for me to shut up and go with the flow.

Two steps more, there we were, at the grand lobby of The Plaza Hotel that was decked in gilded and crystal elegance. As I held tighter on his oppressive biceps, I tried my best to fight my homosexual urges—but he was making it very hard by how dashing he was in his black suit ensemble and chivalry.

Soon after, we found our way to one of the hotel’s wedding venues.

Wow!

Briefly, my nagging reluctance of flirting back got distracted by the room’s majesty. The 100-guest venue was dimly lit by purple, blue, and green fairy lights and the flora and fauna looked like they had the capability to grow in concrete.

The chairs and tables were customized to look like we were in an enchanted forest. Luckily, the place was dark enough that I could perform my disguise more flawlessly—God knows how much I needed it as I was the only white person in the room.

“Are Korean weddings usually like this?” I asked as he led me to the pews.

“No. It’s just my cousin’s fiance,” he informed as we sat side-by-side.

“Tell me more about this couple.”

“Well, Mike’s in the automotive industry. His family owns Byeol cars.”

What the fuck!?

“You don’t mean South Korea’s version of Tesla don’t you?!”

With a giggle, he rubbed my hand and crossed his leg. As we watched the entourage in their fairy-like dresses, he started opening up about his life.

“Our families belong to the chaebol—South Korea’s conglomerate families.”

“So you mean you’re not just rich but you’re rich-rich!?”

“Nah, I’m a peasant compared to my father. My tax bracket is just income tax.”

After an epiphanous conversation about his family’s wealth, I couldn’t help but feel small. Not only was I pretending to be a girl, but the reason why he bought me a dress that I wouldn’t be able to afford in a lifetime was that I had to pretend that I was rich.

Just one night…

“Oh, there he is!” he said excitedly, pointing at his cousin who just like him, won the genetic lottery. The orchestra started playing Here Comes The Bride and everyone’s attention went to the two-door entrance.

The venue was enchanting but it wasn’t enough to upstage the bride’s magical apparition. She was the only one in white and her raven hair glimmered with diamond-encrusted star-shaped hair pins—brightened even more by the spotlight that highlighted her glorious tan and cat-like features.

“Where are your parents?” I nervously asked.

“They’ll drop by after the ceremonies. My father’s very busy and this event is a nuisance to him.”

As the bride got closer and closer, I started forgetting that my jaw had joints. Salivating on her beauty…

“She’s got nothing on you,” he said.

“Look at her knockers. What a lucky man,” I jested.

“Big boobs are overrated,” he said in defense of his compliment.

I never enjoyed weddings but there was something about the night that almost made me shed a tear. I didn’t know if it was the ceremony, the shoes that tortured my feet, or being in a dress and watching two people in love with a handsome man. Moments after arduous Catholic prayers and exchanging of vows, there they were, the groom and bride, both beautiful enough to top their fifty-layer wedding cake.

After feeding each other with the saccharine treat that cost as much as my annual rent, the crystal chandeliers lit the room.

Fuck!

“Anyeong hase—oh! We have a white girl in the wedding haha!” the bride announced on her gilded microphone.

Double fuck!

At that very moment, all eyes were on me. I could feel my blood course through my face. Not even the heavy makeup that the artist Warner has hired applied on me could hide my embarrassment.

Warner…

And just like that, after he wrapped his hand around my waist, all I could do was smile.

“Alright alright alright! It’s time to eat!”

Soon after, there they were, Mr. and Mrs. Wang, dressed to the nines and walking towards our table. That’s when I realized that there was someone scarier than Connie. Never in my life did I imagine I’d whimper in the presence of a middle-aged 5ft. 2in. lady in a green dress suit. With my knees shaking, Warner motioned me to stand up and perform a slight bow. A custom that Korean children did whenever they greeted their parents.

“Warner,” Mrs. Wang let out as she tried her best not to land her dagger eyes on me out of reluctant politeness. Before that moment, I thought that such a meeting only happened in TV dramas but seated across two intimidating parents of a rich boyfriend, well, a rich fake boyfriend, helped clarify the meaning of “art imitates life”.

“This is Lexie Anderson, my girlfriend.”

I thought I perfected the Cambridge-cross seating position that I studied on YouTube last night but from the way Mrs. Wang looked at me from head to toe—maybe I should’ve studied more.

“Is she mute?” she let out with a raised eyebrow.

“S-sorry, n-nice to m-meet you,” I softly said—letting her know that I wasn’t mute but may have also given her the wrong idea that I possessed a speech impediment from the way I stuttered.

I extended my hand for a shake but she tucked her brown bangs behind her ear—making me feel like I had undiagnosed leprosy.

“So, how did the two of you meet?” Mr. Wang queried in a friendly manner as he rolled the sleeve of his black suit before taking a sip of his scotch on the rocks.

“Work, she’s one of our star writers,” Warner interjected as he rubbed my hand under the table.

Star writers…

“Anderson of Topa Equities?”

I shook my head with a faint smile. I’ve been writing finance articles for years, albeit none were published and I knew exactly what he was talking about.

“Ah! Yanbal Internacional? You don’t look Latina.”

“They’re in the food industry, abeoji (father),” Warner interrupted.

“I have a Go game in ten minutes, let’s say hi to Mr. Lee and leave—Warner, don’t forget your dinner with Catherine tomorrow,” Mrs. Wang said before carrying her white Himalayan Birkin bag and making her exit.

“Whooh…” I let out after the breathless encounter.

“Are you okay?” Warner queried with his brown eyes emanating utmost concern.

“I’m good. Do you think they bought it?”

“She looks pissed. Seems like it, haha!”

“Great, I have to go to the restroom.”

“I’ll go with you.”

“Haha! Have you forgotten!? I have to enter the women’s bathroom!” I whispered audibly.

“Haha! Right.”

Moments later, after untucking my penis and struggling to pee seated down, an influx of voices started filling the pastel pink bathroom that smelled like potpourris.

“Who does that bitch think she is?! Showing up to a chaebol wedding with her white ass,” a female voice said.

“I know, I love her outfit though and she looks chic. Do you think Warner’s serious about her?” another female voice replied.

“Shut up! We all know he’s destined to be with Catherine. That white girl’s just probably some hooker he found on OnlyFans.”

Ha ha ha!

I wanted to burst into laughter but then again, even if I was in disguise, I was still the one they were talking about. Not wanting to cause drama and get my $10,000 hooker fee, I waited in the cubicle until they finished lambasting me.

Moments later, as I sauntered back to our table…

“Lexie! Warner’s waiting for you!” the bride announced as Warner naughtily winked at me from a distance with a garter belt in tow. As the crowd cheered, I briefly prayed for an asteroid to collide with the earth, but then again, if I didn’t play the part, I’d humiliate both Warner and me.

As everyone took videos of Warner pacing himself to wrap my leg with a white garter belt, I could feel my heart trying to leap out of my chest.

“What were you thinking!?” I said—trying to be heard amidst the blaring noise.

“It was Mike’s idea,” he nonchalantly replied.

Warner…

As soon as the fabric touched my skin, I knew that he’d trail up higher—possibly giving everyone a view of my tucked crotch in nude-colored panties. Luckily, he was a complete gentleman. He crouched and ensured that nobody but him had a view of my thighs—however, along with that chivalry came the lack of proximity between his lips and mine when suddenly…


Chapter 8
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He closed his eyes, opened his mouth, and planted a warm and wet kiss on my lips. My brain nagged me to push him away but as he continued his wilful exhibition of fake love by using his tongue, I could do nothing but succumb.

As the crowd cheered while we locked lips, I could feel every follicle of my skin solidify. Sinking his hand on my thigh, I briefly wondered why I had such trepidation beforehand when all I wanted at that moment was for the bliss to turn into an eternity.

Maybe it was gay, maybe it wasn’t, but as soon as it ended, I wanted more. However, even if the moment felt magical, I was still unsure if he meant what he did.

“I’m sorry, Mike, but we have to go.”

With utmost vigor, he grabbed my wrist and led me to the valet. As we waited for his driver, we couldn’t look each other in the eyes.

“Alex…”

“I’m sorry for what I did, I just got—“.

I didn’t know if it was me forgetting to take my coat and waiting for a car outside on a snowy evening or the unfound lust that developed from tasting him but at that very moment, I needed to feel the warmth of his body. Without thinking things through, I tiptoed and wrapped my arms around his neck for an encore.

“What are we doing?” I said with warm breaths as he grabbed my waist and continued kissing me back.

“I don’t know, I don’t care…”

As soon as the car arrived, he led the way with his mouth and strong hands.

“The hair!” I let out as soon as he accidentally disheveled my bun.

It seemed like he didn’t hear my quick panic as he deliberately squeezed the tracks of my extensions. Suddenly, his kisses trailed my neck and all I could do was relish his lasciviousness.

“Warner…”

“Lexie…”

“Yes, call me Lexie,” I encouraged as I wrapped his back with my legs and hung for my dear life on his black suit.

“Remember when you called me small weiner wang when we were kids?”

I exactly knew what he was talking about but I chose not to respond. The last thing that I dreamt of happening was to taint our romantic moment.

“I’m not sure what you’re talking about,” I let out—closing my eyes and absorbing his yearning and carbon dioxide. Moments later, there we were, in his apartment’s living room with only the moonlight shedding clarity from the floor-to-ceiling windows.

“Alexa—,” he said, but before he could command the Amazon bot to turn the lights on, I shut him up with another warm kiss.

“I prefer it this way,” I said.

“You’re not the boss of me,” he retorted, then manually turned the warm lights of the living room on.

“I want to see you in full color.”

Fuck…

Fully clothed under the moonlight, I was sure I looked more feminine. But he was right, he was my boss, and it was his wish that held more weight. As I watched him take his suit off on the leather couch, my tuck started to cause pain. Sure, I’ve never slept with a man and whenever I perused porn sites, all I searched for were wet pussies.

Maybe it was the novelty or I was unaware that I was doing some sort of method acting, but at the very moment that his pecs and abs emerged from his white linen shirt, a bubble of precum escaped my penis.

“Take your clothes off, let me see my effect on you,” he encouraged. Without thinking things through, I lifted my dress, revealing my tight alabaster body covered with nothing but a pair of nude-colored lingerie, along with flesh-colored pantyhose that enticingly hugged my smoothly waxed legs.

“I guess it’s my turn to call you small weiner,” he jested before filling the room with the sound of his belt buckle—revealing his fat and solid manhood and wet white speedo briefs.

He inched closer and joined me in the comfort of the sofa.

“You feel that?” he asked with an intent stare before rubbing his strong body against mine and frothing our bulges. His hard nipples, every edge of his muscle, and his boner provided me with tactile sensations I never knew I needed in my life. Whenever his dick rubbed against mine, I felt my balls tighten and my penis head beg for a release.

Suddenly, he pulled away and dropped his briefs, giving me a view of his hard body, 8-inch girthy, hairy, and veiny Korean cock, and pink mushroom head that targeted me without inhibitions.

Lifting my leg and kissing my shoes—he trailed to my ankle and started licking my thighs. Finally, he was gonna give me head, but right before he could reach my groin, he abandoned my wet penis and sat on my belly.

“Ahhh… I’ll only give you head if you give me head,” he explained as he mildly jerked his cock in front of my face.

What am I gonna do!?

“We don’t have to do it if you’re not comfortable.”

Hearing the possibility of ending the night abruptly alerted my body to give in. I didn’t want it to end. Besides, I wasn’t Alex that night, I was Lexie. What have I got to lose? We’ve already locked lips in public and we enjoyed every second of the encore in the car.

With bated breath, I raised my head and started providing his mega-hard meat with tongue flicks.

Mmm… not so bad…

“Ahhh! Lexie!” he exclaimed.

Hearing his moan felt like music to my ears. His precum tasted salty and bittersweet, an exotic flavor that I yearned to relish more. Wanting to see him express more joy, I challenged myself by taking the head in. At that very moment, I got the full flavor, and there was no turning back.

“Mmm… mmm!” I let out a guttural groan as I sucked his dick head like a binky and swallowed my saliva with the flavor of his precum. He started rubbing my boner against the panty’s fabric—providing my penis with a velvety and euphoric feeling. Shortly after, he inched closer and inserted half of his cock, causing me to gag and tear up.

“Sorry…” he said with a lascivious moan as he rolled his head and looked me in the eyes. Shaking my head to assure him that I was fine, I lifted my head, welcoming two inches more with my wet and warm mouth.

“Fuck!” he let out as he mindlessly fucked my mouth like it was a pocketpussy toy.

“Gwak!”

The rocking, gagging, stroking, and impaling continued until he…

“Wait! I don’t wanna cum yet!” he said.

“I’m a man of my word,” he followed before kissing my neck and trailing to my belly. Shortly after, there he was with his handsome visage, sinking his face in my nylon-dressed cock.

“Mmm, you smell so good,” he complimented before liberating my soiled penis from my panties. My view of him was the most erotic picture I’ve seen in my life—his handsome face between my thighs, playfully licking my hairless pink balls, my modest five-inch penis profusely pulsating, my hairless thighs and legs dressed in nude-colored stockings and pink pumps femininely resting on his shoulder. I could cum right then and there but it was only fair for him to pay me back.

Just like how I was earlier, I could see his visage painted with reluctance, but at the very moment that… “Ahhh!” I let out as soon as he embraced my penis with his mouth. After sucking my cock, again, just like how I was earlier, he couldn’t stop.

Albeit I could feel his teeth, his mouth’s hospitality still made my balls tingle.

“Mmm, Warner.”

“Lexie… gwak!”

“Keep doing that!” I requested, interlacing my fingers tightly with his.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm!”

“Ahhh! Warner! I think I’m gonna—,” but before I could ejaculate, he abandoned his penilingus performance and swiped my hairless asshole with his tongue.

With brute strength, he lifted my ass and sunk his face in my hole like he was doing a mukbang. Nobody has ever eaten my ass before and I had no idea that I’d missed out on so much for many years.

He was sloppy, strong, and hungry, and his tongue darted inside and slightly opened my orifice like he was drilling a subway tunnel. I couldn’t have asked for more.

“That’s so good…” I let out—curling my toes inside my shoes.

“You like it, huh?” he said before progressing his gift of analingus.

“Let me fuck you…”

No!

At that very moment, I closed the tunnel and squeezed my asshole as hard as I could.

“Warner, I don’t think I can handle it.”

“No worries. Sorry, I got carried away,” he reasoned before scooching in with me on his oppressive black leather sofa that could pass as a bed.

Gently, he spooned me as we basked in each other’s warmth. Both speechless and still fully erect, our bodies were begging for a release as we rested and murmured about how good we felt. After five minutes of cuddling, we still needed a resolution.

Maybe…

“How about, just the head in?” I compromised.

I could feel his body jiggle with delight as he painted my nape with kisses and poked my butt with his hard cock in a myriad of directions.

“I think we should use some sort of lubricant…” I followed.

“Yeah, I have one of those,” he said before sprinting to his bedroom and taking out a tube of KY jelly.

“Why do you have that?”

“I use it when I jerk off,” he nonchalantly informed.

“Bend over.”

“Just the head!” I reminded him before swiping my hair to the front and bending over on the lush pastel gray carpet. I could see the grin on his face as he laced his big dick. Giving him a stern look…

“Okay, okay, I promise, just the head in.”

“Ahhh!” I let out as soon as I felt the cold gel touch my walls of orgasmic pleasure.

“Damn, you’re so fucking sexy!” he exclaimed as he inserted an inch of his index finger while lustfully staring at my hourglass-shaped back.

“You have a girly body,” he added before grazing my opening with his mushroom head.

“You ready, Lexie?”

I wasn’t, but I wanted to be, and the only way was to nod and return his gaze with a yearning visage over the shoulder.

“Ahhh!” I screamed in agony from the sharp pain brought upon by his entrance. Yes, he was honest about only putting the head in but with his horse-like dick, the length of his mushroom head was far off from the standard sizes.

“Fuuuuuck!” he said as he circled my opening with his solid penis.

“So… fucking… tight!”

As he endured the torture of not being able to fuck me how he wanted to, I stroked my cock as I gazed at him. Shortly after, the sharp pain faded away and a novel sensation started enveloping every fiber of my body. The feeling was similar to what his ass-licking provided, however, it was more intense, and I needed to feel it more.

Like a curious cat, I dared myself and welcomed two more inches.

“Ah—are you okay?” he asked with utmost concern. With a nod, I stroked my cock harder. My instinct was right, the more of his cock I let in the more pleasure I felt. As I endured the fading pain and he delighted in my compromise, I could feel his fingers sink into my hips. Squeezing the carpet, I embraced his cock more up until my butt cheeks landed on his pubic hair. As I let the fibers of his adolescence brush my skin, I let his pulsations tickle my prostate.

With every beat from his yearning, my balls tightened, signaling my penis to navigate the waters of uncharted pleasure.

“Fuckkk!” he let out, hanging onto my hips and gently scraping my skin with his nails.

“I never thought I’d like this,” I let out with warm breaths.

“How does it feel?” I added.

Naughtily, I circled my hips, driving him wilder.

“Just like heaven,” he informed with a quivering voice.

Proud of the pleasure I provided, I started bouncing on his hard cock, letting him go in and out of me like his dick was a train and my ass was a New York subway tunnel. At that very moment, the pain was completely gone and all I could feel were unbridled and tingling sensations. After giving him the green light, he didn’t need to ask for permission.

At a romantic pace, he started taking my body, Lexie’s body, and I allowed him to explore me like he was my man.

“Lexie!” he screamed—grabbing my hips and pounding me harder.

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!”

“Warner!” I let out from the mindblowing feeling of how deep his meat was inside of me.

“I could fuck you all night, Lexie!”

“Mmm! Yes, give it to me, Warner!”

“Mmm, mmm,” he roared like a lion in the Sahara. Suddenly, he pulled my hair and stripped me of any remaining masculinity I possessed.

“I can’t believe you’re my bitch now!”

“Yes, Warner, I’m happy to pay for my mistakes! Ahhh!”

“You like my big wang!?”

“Yes! Every inch of it! Big Weiner Wang!”

With every recitation and poke, my balls nagged me to cum.

“I’m so close! Warner!”

“Mmm! Gah! Me too!” he exclaimed before proceeding to five aggressive and deep pumps.

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!”

His Tribeca apartment bellowed in the sound of his aggressive penetration and our moans.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m cu—,” but before he could finish his announcement, he started drizzling my hole with his sweet sauce. As his daddy honey flowed inside me, my balls opened their floodgates and created a puddle of cum on the carpet.

It was the most intense ejaculation I’ve ever experienced in my life—the kind that had extensive pleasure, lightyears ahead of how I usually came in the palm of my hand after jerking off.

“Gahhh!” he screamed after releasing a final squirt. Shortly after, he leaned into me and kissed me like we were unfamiliar with each other’s taste.

“Thank you, Lexie…”


Chapter 9
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Warner and I have been dating secretly for two months. Albeit he accepted me for who I was, I knew that he was only turned on whenever I dressed up in lingerie. I’ve been covering my hair extensions with beanies to work and luckily, no one was privy to the sudden change of style.

Living with a hairless body not only made me feel nice on the outside. For some reason, I felt more confident in my female disguise. It was exactly why I used the chunk of Warner’s $10,000 payment for laser hair removal treatments.

Underneath my work clothes were bras and panties and I’ve also gotten used to tucking my penis. Some people may regard what I was doing as an exhibition of love and some may call me a martyr, but there was something deep inside me that felt great.

Admittedly, I only agreed to all of his wishes as I wanted to pay him back for the way I relentlessly bullied him when we were kids, but waking up and looking in the mirror with a hairless face made me feel like I was at the top of the world.

“This came for you,” Sebastian said after handing me a gold envelope with an elegant W stamp.

Huh!?

“Meet me at The Mark Restaurant, 5:00 PM. -W,” the note wrote.

A date!

It was already 3:00 PM and I had two more hours at work. Many things could be said about Connie but she wasn’t strict with time. As long as we already made our submission for the day, she allowed us to leave the office whenever we desired.

The restaurant was one of the fanciest in the city, after all, it was at The Mark. I still had the dress I wore to the wedding and it was the perfect attire for a Manhattan spring evening. More than an hour after rigorous preparation, there I was, seated by the maître d' at one of the most coveted tables. Briefly, I wondered how he was able to get an abrupt reservation as Warner and I haven’t discussed going on a date in the place, and it was one of the hottest restaurants in town. Then again, I wasn’t dating an Average Joe.

What the fuck!?

Suddenly, there she was, Mrs. Wang, with a black crocodile Hermes Kelly bag in tow, blessing everyone with her chaebol presence in an all-black power suit. Without thinking things through, I stood up for a bow but she gestured for me to sit down and abandon the niceties.

“I know exactly who you are, ALEX.”

I didn’t know if it was the thickness of my hair extensions or the harrowing revelation but my neck was profusely sweating. As my spine shivered for the lack of what I was going to say, she drew a checkbook from her bag.

“Write the amount in numbers and stay away from my son,” she ordered as she handed me the checkbook and an executive pen.

“Mrs. Wang… I am no—."

“Save it. Everyone has a price. I will not let a freak like you ruin my family’s name and my son’s future.”

Freak!?

Insulted to the core, I had to salvage my pride. Although I loved Warner, she needed to hear the truth.

“Mrs. Wang, your son hired me to pretend to be his girlfriend.”

And… I also lied.

“I’m not in love with him.”

With a smirk, she gave me a harrowing stare.

“Really? Why the hell did you kiss him? I saw the videos.”

“He kissed me first.”

With a raised eyebrow, she scoffed and tucked her hair behind her ear—blinding me with her 10-carat diamond and devouring my existence with her wealth and power.

“And you allowed him, and you let it go on in the car. Yes, the driver told me everything.”

“Listen to me, I don’t know what kind of voodoo or spell my son is under. You’re not a woman, Korean, and you won’t be able to give my son heirs. I’m sure you could find another sicko to play dress up with you.”

“I have a Go game, write the amount.”

Trembling in fear and anger, I picked up the pen and did exactly as she pleased. Shortly after, I handed her checkbook back with the word MANNERS written on the amount field.

“It was lovely meeting you. I hope that’s enough for you to buy some.”

With my heart racing, I stood up and never looked back. Sure, I wasn’t a saint, but my dignity wasn’t for sale either. At that very moment, I knew that my fairy tale with Warner was over. Possibly, my career as well.

The same night, I ignored all of Warner’s messages. My mind kept telling me that I needed to escape. All along, I thought I was the only bully that he has come across. Little did I know, his mother was the biggest one of all. Without thinking things through, I cut my hair extension tracks and booked the next flight to Montana.

As I cried on the flight, I kept wishing that he would understand. After all, his mother was right, even if I were born female, I wouldn’t have a chance.

He needed to be with his kind. A rich woman from a rich family who could give him children—all the things that I couldn’t cultivate with a disguise, no matter how many pastel dresses I bought.


Epilogue
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A month after leaving New York, I had to change my contact details as Warner, Sebastian, and Connie kept reaching out. Living in Montana with my folks reminded me why I bullied other children in school. It wasn’t because I thought I was above everyone, I needed to prove to the other students that I was a boy.

Growing up, my parents restricted me from acting girly, and from exhibiting my authentic self. They feared that if I continued doing so, the kids would make fun of me and beat me up.

But with Warner’s help, I realized who I needed to become… and exactly why I had to come out to my parents as a transgender woman.

After three months, I legally changed my name to Lexie and I was able to grow my hair past my shoulders. This time, they were mine—albeit this morning, my mother fluffed them for me, and I was wearing a pink polka-dot dress that she bought me.

It was an uneventful yet picturesque Saturday morning as my mother and I tended to the hydrangeas on our humble yet verdant lawn.

“Don’t you miss him?” my mother Sarah, randomly asked, causing me to accidentally splash her red apron with soil from my mini shovel.

“Sorry! What’s with the question, mom?”

“You know, a love story like that doesn’t happen often.”

Shaking my head, I proceeded to dig.

“Did you ask dad to buy a birdcage?”

“Don’t change the topic, Lexie.”

“You wouldn’t say that if you met his mother.”

“You mean… her?” she said—lifting her head toward my back.

Oh my God!

There they were, the Wang family, walking in our direction in their candy-colored summer outfits from their black Rolls Royce limo. At that moment, my head was flooded with thoughts of protecting my mother. However, as they got closer, I witnessed something rarer than the Virgin Mary’s apparition, Mrs. Wang, smiling from a distance.

Warner sprinted towards me but his mother stopped him. Slowly, she inched closer.

“Lexie…,” she said with a stern tone.

“Remember when you gave me that check?”

Fuck!

“Mrs. Wang, I—"

With a smile, she gently shook her head.

“I bought a lot with it and it made me look back on my life.”

She looked around and took off her Harry Winston 10-carat diamond ring.

“My life here in Dillon, with my childhood best friend, Sarah,” she informed with a Montanan accent.

What the!? Mom!?

“Yes, dear, when you told me about Warner, I had to give this woman a call!” mom said.

“I’m not from a chaebol family and if this man didn’t love me for who I am, we wouldn’t have Warner,” she said, proudly rubbing her husband’s arm.

“My son deserves to be happy, you deserve to be happy…,” she continued before handing her son her ring. Slowly, Warner inched towards me as Mrs. Wang and my mom held each other—tears streaming down their cheeks as he knelt on the soil and took my hand.

“Life’s really funny, but I wouldn’t have it the other way,” he said.

“Lexie Anderson…”

“Warner, are you su—”

“Lexie, I haven’t been more sure in my life.”

“What about children? The Wang bloodline?” I mildly retorted.

“Don’t worry about that, he has two brothers and we already have four grandchildren,” Mr. Wang assured.

“Lexie, if you want babies, we could adopt or something. Don’t change the topic.”

“Lexie Anderson, my lunch thief, my hired girlfriend, the love of my life, will you please, pretty please, be my wife?”

“Will you marry me?”

“Hell, freakin’, yes!” I screamed, not caring how I looked with a scarlet and tearful visage. As he kissed me and the platinum band pinched my ring finger, our parents cheered with congratulatory messages.

“I love you so much, Lexie. You don’t know how hard it was without you.”

“I love you too, Warner, I’m sorry.”

“Make it up to me on our honeymoon”, he jested through a warm whisper—tickling every fiber of my body with his unconditional love.

The End <3

Did you enjoy Bully to Girly? In that case, I hope you could check out the bundle The Feminization Bible Volume One.

It contains five of my chart-topping feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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First Feminization Fiction – The Office Gurl

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.

Second Feminization Fiction – The First Lady

Wearing pearls, dress suits, and looking the part came easy… but dealing with the scandal of the century with the President was a whole ‘nother story.

Third Feminization Fiction – Barbie Gurl

From her rose-colored glasses, womanhood was sweet as candy, only to find out that it wasn’t as saccharine as she thought it would be. But then again… she’s Barbie *wink*.

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Beauty in the Brothel

In an underground T-Girl Brothel lies the dreams of transgender women, only to find out that they were all disillusions. Will her newfound beauty and bravery emancipate her sisters from the harrowing confinement?

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Oh Carol

It was the 8th day before Christmas when she decided to come out as a transgender woman. Yearning to feel what it was like to be coveted as a lady, she secretly wrote her wishes in her songbook.

On Christmas eve, the choirmaster stumbled upon her musings… then shared every detail from cover to cover with her choirmates.

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 The Feminization Bible V1


Other Titles
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“All she had to do was stick to the plan. However, fate prepared something shinier than a diamond ring.”

Read Diamonds Are A Gurl’s Best Friend
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It encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies
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It encapsulates three transgender romance stories of three sissies’ first time feminization, forced feminization, and sissy husband experiences with three dominant transgender women.

Read Romantic Sissies V1
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It encapsulates three transgender romance and MM stories of three sissies’ forced feminization fairy tales with dominant transgender women, futas, and romantic gentlemen.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One
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Transformed By T-Girls Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s first collection of her Prima Femina Romances books.

Read Transformed By T-Girls Vol. One
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Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.

Read The Office Gurl
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Find a place with utmost privacy and join Lilly as she takes you back to 2007 when she experienced being coveted, objectified, and loved for the very first time.

Read My Cherry No More
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"Vicious and criminally sexy, that’s how they describe Stacey. Just how many notches on her bedpost should she accumulate to satiate her worldly desires?"

Read Stacey The School Sissy


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Bully to Girly – A Feminization Fiction and Transgender 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.

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)

OEBPS/image_rsrc17T.jpg
A HIGH SCEBO

il Y

ESY STORV

TWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc17K.jpg
Vvolighle
/

ION FICTIONS SELECTIONS1-5

STWOOR





OEBPS/image_rsrc17E.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17P.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17H.jpg
=]

mil

TRANSGENDER AND 3 MANCES

LILLY | USTO‘_\;;






OEBPS/image_rsrc17M.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc17G.jpg
FREE SISSY mosoox

Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
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a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man
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