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Introduction

“My wife and I wanted the world. Little did we know, I had to channel my feminine side to attain that goal.”

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

∞∞∞

Ambitious, greedy, and would stop at nothing, were just some of the few traits that my wife and I shared.

But when she told me that I had to trade my slacks for pencil skirts, I started pondering if the lap of luxury was worth it.

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 Desperate Housewife.


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

∞∞∞

THE SMELL OF STALE COFFEE filled my nostrils as I eased into my colleague's ergonomic chair. It creaked under my weight, the shrill sound echoing through the eerily quiet office. I looked nervously around the immaculately organized desk, cluttered with spreadsheets and papers, a familiar sight in our ruthless real estate world.
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I remember the cool, sleek surface of the unattended PC, the faint glow throwing distorted shadows around the workspace. It was oddly warm from use. My heart hammered in my chest, a drum providing the soundtrack to my deceit.

I slipped the USB into the port, my hand shaky. It was a calculated risk, a move that could skyrocket me to the top or send me spiraling downwards. The transfer window popped up, and I held my breath as the files began to copy over. Sweat prickled at the nape of my neck—the air conditioning seemingly doing nothing to cool my fevered skin.

As the files slowly copied, I noticed a small, silver picture frame out of the corner of my eye. It was one of those obnoxiously lavish mansions you see on the cover of glossy lifestyle magazines, sprawling and pretentious.

"Someday," I found myself whispering to the still air, "I'll buy a bigger house than that."

My gaze lingered on the image, drinking in the opulent marble columns, the emerald-green manicured lawns that seemed to stretch for miles. The decadence was almost sickening, yet I craved it.

A faint chirp from the computer pulled me back. The transfer was complete. A sense of accomplishment washed over me as I ejected the USB, my heart still thundering in my chest.

The harsh overhead lights cast a pale glow on my hands as they fumbled with the USB—the cool metal reassuring against my heated skin. I hastily shoved it into the pocket of my tailored Armani suit, the fabric smooth and expensive.

As I rose from the chair, the scent of my cologne mingling with the stale office air—a feeling of anticipation washed over me. The cogs of my future were in motion, greased by the prospect of stolen success.

I was still a bundle of nerves as I strolled past the glass-walled conference rooms and the empty cubicles. My Rolex, a sign of my achievements thus far, glinted in the artificial light, the time indicating that my unsuspecting colleague would be back any minute.

My hands were still shaky as I reached my own office. It was a spacious corner one, complete with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the busy streets of L.A.

From here, the world was a symphony of car horns and the hum of life, all set against the backdrop of a sprawling urban jungle.

I sank into my plush leather chair, the taste of impending victory bitter-sweet on my tongue. I was Clark Cane, I had to remind myself, a man of ambition and audacity. I had clawed my way to the top, from the run-down tenements of my youth to the marble-floored lobbies of opulence.
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As the afternoon sun streamed into my office, casting long shadows across the mahogany desk, I could almost taste the future. A future of success, of grandeur, of a mansion that would dwarf the one in the silver frame.

Just as the vision was starting to take shape, my phone rang, shattering the silence. The caller ID displayed a picture of Sally, my wife. Her fiery red hair was a stark contrast to her pale skin, her emerald green eyes sparkling with a competitive spirit. I could tell she was smiling in the picture, her lips a perfect shade of red.

I picked up the call, her voice coming through the speaker, as sharp and sweet as the Moscato we'd shared the night we met. We bickered about trivialities, the usual arguments that formed the soundtrack of our marriage.

By the time I hung up, the sun was setting, painting the sky with hues of pink and gold. My Lexus waited in the underground parking lot, a silent promise of the luxury that was just within my grasp.

As I drove back to our high-rise luxury apartment, the setting sun reflected off the gleaming skyscrapers of L.A. The taste of the day's deceit was still fresh—the thrill of what lay ahead, intoxicating.

At home, my wife was waiting, dressed in her usual attire. A crisp, white shirt tucked into a high-waisted pencil skirt, her red hair curled to perfection. She was the embodiment of a domesticated housewife, yet there was a fire in her eyes that belied her appearance.

I loosened my tie as I walked into our kitchen, the sharp scent of rosemary and garlic wafting from the oven. She stood by the marble countertop, her back to me, her red hair styled in a messy bun.

"Sweetheart," I began, my voice echoing in the spacious room, "We need to celebrate!"

She turned around, her eyebrows arched in surprise, a wooden spoon still in her hand.

"And why is that?" Her voice was laced with a hint of skepticism, her ruby lips curving into a smirk.

"I've got the client list!" I announced, my heart pounding in my chest.

A flash of delight spread across her face, like a predator that had just spotted its prey.
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"Well then," she said, setting down her spoon and striding towards the wine cabinet, "we should celebrate indeed."

The soft clicking of her stiletto heels against the hardwood floor echoed through the room as she fetched the 20-year-old vintage wine we had been saving for a special occasion.

"I knew you had it in you," she said, her voice thick with pride and a hint of malice. She sounded like a scheming queen from one of those medieval dramas she loved to watch.

Her fingers, adorned with her diamond wedding ring, expertly worked the corkscrew. The pop of the cork echoed through our apartment, a sound that spoke of success and ambition. The aroma of the aged wine filled the room, a bouquet of dark fruits and subtle oakiness.

She filled our crystal glasses, the wine's deep red hue glistening in the dim light.

"To us," she said, raising her glass.

"To us," I echoed, the sound of our clinking glasses reverberating in the otherwise silent room.

The wine tasted like victory, rich and decadent, with an aftertaste that hinted at the forbidden fruits of our actions. I watched as she savored her sip, her eyes closed in satisfaction.

There was something almost villainous about us, reveling in our deceit, toasting to a stolen future. But I couldn't bring myself to feel guilt, not when success was so close I could taste it on my tongue.

The night passed in a blur of indulgence, our laughter filling the luxuriously decorated apartment. We talked about the future, our future, one filled with grandeur and success.

Sally, in her queen-like demeanor, talked about the parties we would throw, the influential people we would rub shoulders with. Her voice filled the room, the deliciously wicked dreams painting pictures in my mind.

We danced around our kitchen, the taste of the wine still fresh on our lips, the scent of success enveloping us. It felt as if we were on top of the world, invincible and unstoppable.

When we finally retired to our bedroom, the city of L.A. spread out beneath us, twinkling lights that seemed to bow to our grandeur. I remember the feeling of the silk sheets against my skin, the taste of the vintage wine still lingering on my lips.

The sound of her soft breathing filled the room as I watched the city from our window. The future seemed more attainable than ever, a mansion that would dwarf the one in the silver frame not too far away.

But for now, I had a stolen client list and a partner who was just as ambitious, if not more. I had the taste of success on my tongue and the promise of a future that was within my grasp. For now, that was enough.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I was back in my office, the taste of victory still fresh on my tongue. I found myself thrust back into the relentless world of real estate, answering emails, setting up oculars, and giving tours of prospective properties.

My suit, a custom-made charcoal gray Brioni, fit me like a glove. My secretary, a blonde bombshell with more beauty than brains, scurried around my office, trying to keep up with my fast-paced world.
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"Stephanie," I snapped at her, my patience wearing thin, "how many times do I have to tell you? The Evans file goes under 'E', not 'V'."

She gave me a blank look, her hands shaking slightly as she rearranged the files. I sighed, rubbing my temples, the scent of her cheap perfume making my head spin.

I spent my day buried in paperwork, my office a whirlwind of activity. Between phone calls and site visits, I found myself closing deal after deal, each one bringing me closer to my dream.

In between, I found myself imagining the mansion, my mansion. I could almost feel the smooth marble floors under my feet, taste the expensive champagne that would be popped to celebrate our housewarming.

I could hear the sound of the city below, the steady hum of traffic, the occasional honk of a horn. It was a melody that kept me grounded, a reminder of how far I'd come and how much further I was willing to go.

As the day progressed, I felt a sense of accomplishment washing over me. I was closer to my dream, each deal bringing me one step closer.

My phone rang continuously—a cacophony of voices and offers that demanded my attention. With every call I took, every deal I closed, I could almost taste the success.

Each email I answered, each tour I offered, brought me one step closer to my goal. It was a heady feeling, a rush of adrenaline that was intoxicating.

In between, I found time to nag at Stephanie, my impatience with her increasing by the minute. The sound of her gum chewing, the scent of her drugstore perfume, it all served to irritate me.

As the day drew to a close, I found myself standing by the floor-to-ceiling windows, the city spread out beneath me. I could almost touch the future, my future, a future filled with success and grandeur.

The next day started as any other. I strolled into the office, my Italian leather shoes echoing against the marble floors. My gaze was met with envying glances from the other managers, their sour faces a sweet song of success to my ears.

As I passed, the scent of freshly brewed coffee mingled with the heady musk of ink and paper, the perfume of my dominion. In the middle of my kingdom, my throne was waiting. My mahogany desk, the battlefield where I waged war and emerged victorious every time.

"Mr. Cane," my secretary, Stephanie, said, her voice a nervous flutter.

"Mr. Wong wants to see you."

That was strange. Mr. Wong rarely called for individual meetings. His thick accent and stern gaze were reserved for board meetings and annual reviews. I masked my surprise with a cocky smirk, taking in the anxious glances of my fellow managers.
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Let them sweat, I thought. They couldn't close a sale if their lives depended on it.

Mr. Wong's office was at the end of the polished hallway. His office was as luxurious as he was formidable. As I entered, I felt a prickle of unease. His usual jovial demeanor was replaced with a stern expression. His narrowed eyes burned into me, and for the first time in a long time, I felt a flicker of doubt.

"I know what you did, Clark," he said. His voice was cold, his thick accent mangled my name.

"Our IT department keeps an eye on all work laptops and we have CCTV footage of you snooping in different offices."

My heart pounded in my chest. But I remained defiant.

"I don't know what you're talking about," I said, my voice steady.

"The client list," he said, his gaze unyielding.

"You stole the client list from the other managers and the master list from my assistant!"

His words stung. I wasn't just a thief; I was a traitor. But I wasn't going down without a fight.

"You're mistaken," I shot back. "I didn't take anything."

He leaned back in his chair, his hands steepled in front of him.

"I had high hopes for you, Clark," he said, his voice heavy with disappointment.

"You were the best here. But I cannot let this slide."

I felt a cold sweat prickling at my neck. I could taste the metallic tang of fear on my tongue, the realization that my plans were unraveling. But I kept up the façade.

"I'm telling you, I didn't do it!"

He rose from his chair, the finality in his eyes left no room for argument.

"You leave me no choice. You're fired!" he said. His voice echoed in the silent room.

"And if I catch you using that list, I will sue!"

His threat rang in my ears. My palms were sweaty, my breath coming in shallow gasps. I could taste the bitter tang of failure. But still, I stood my ground.

"I haven't done anything wrong."
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His gaze was icy. "Get out!"

As I made my way out of the office, the stares of my colleagues felt like knives in my back. The taste of fear, once a mere hint, now lingered in my mouth. The scent of success, so intoxicating just a few hours ago, was replaced with the foul stench of defeat.

Coming home earlier than usual, I pushed the front door open—the scent of Sally's beef bourguignon reached me. But today, the savory aroma failed to bring a smile to my face. My thoughts were too clouded with the day's failures to enjoy anything.

She was in the kitchen, her red hair tied back in a messy bun. She looked up at the sound of my entrance, her eyes widening at my despondent expression.

"Why are you home so early? Is everything okay?" she called, wiping her hands on her apron. Her voice was soft, laced with concern.

"I’m good," I lied, loosening my tie. But my voice gave me away. It lacked the usual cocky lilt.

She wasn't buying it. She rushed to my side, her eyes searching mine. Her hand, warm and comforting, rested on my cheek.

"Talk to me, sweetheart," she urged.

But I didn't know where to start.

How do you tell your wife that your dreams were shattered?

That your world, once so full of promise, had crumbled around you?

Her voice was a soft murmur, trying to reach me through the fog of disappointment. I closed my eyes, her scent—vanilla and cinnamon—bringing me a modicum of comfort.

Finally, I broke. The words came rushing out, my voice hoarse with suppressed emotion.

"I was so close, Sal," I choked out. "I was so close... they found out… I lost my job…"

She held me, her arms wrapping around me, her touch grounding. I leaned into her, the comfort of her presence a balm to my raw nerves.

And then, suddenly, she pulled away.

"Get a hold of yourself!" she snapped, her eyes blazing. Before I could react, she slapped me, her hand connecting with my cheek with a stinging force. The shock more than the pain pulled me back to reality.

"I can't have you weak," she declared, her eyes fiery.

"We'll figure this out."

And just like that, my spirited, relentless wife was back, her mind buzzing with ideas. I told her exactly what happened then she proposed starting from scratch—reaching out to other firms, even borrowing money from her rich Aunt Edna.

But none of those sounded right. None of them had the foolproof guarantee of success I craved. But then, she proposed something so absurd, it made me burst out laughing.

"How about you pretend to be a girl? You can use my name, I don’t think your old boss will recognize it anymore," she suggested, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

I couldn't help but laugh, the absurdity of it all too much. But Sally looked at me, her gaze serious.

"It sounds silly," she admitted, "but it could work."

And as I weighed the pros and cons, it didn't seem like such a bad idea after all. It was audacious, outlandish, and completely out of the box, but that was the beauty of it.

"Sally," I said, pulling her close. "You're a genius."

Her lips met mine in a searing kiss, our worries momentarily forgotten. The scent of her perfume, the feel of her skin against mine, the taste of her lips—they were intoxicating. And in that moment, I felt hope. Hope for a better tomorrow, for a brighter future, for a comeback that would leave them all in awe.

Later that night, the apartment was filled with the scent of bourbon as we lounged in the living room, our feet up on the coffee table. She was in her element, her eyes sparkling with malicious glee as she filled me in on the latest gossip. The wives of my former colleagues and their mediocre husbands provided enough fodder for our amusement.

"Can you believe Jane's husband got demoted?" she said, her voice tinged with glee.

"And they just bought that new car too!"

I chuckled, swirling my drink. I could feel the smooth leather of the couch beneath me, the slight chill of the glass in my hand, and the warmth of her beside me. It felt good, this normalcy amidst the chaos.

Our conversation took a lighter turn as she began brainstorming names.

"How about Clara?" she proposed, her voice filled with excitement.

"It's close enough to Clark."
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I laughed, the sound echoing in the spacious living room.

"You're really enjoying this, aren't you?" I asked, watching as her eyes sparkled with enthusiasm.

"Oh, absolutely," she replied, a wicked grin playing on her lips.

"I've always wanted a sister."

Despite the uncertainty that lay ahead, I found myself drawn into her excitement. There was something infectious about her energy. In the face of adversity, she was a beacon of hope. And for that, I was grateful.

"We could go shopping together, get our nails done," she continued, her imagination running wild.

"And imagine the looks on their faces when they realize that Clark Cane is back, only better!"

I wasn't completely sold on the idea yet. There were still so many things to consider, so many uncertainties. But I played along, humoring her as she went through a list of names—Clara, Clarisse, Claire. It was almost endearing, seeing her so engrossed in this fantasy.

As the night wore on, the laughter died down, and the apartment fell into a comfortable silence. She leaned against me, her body warm against mine. I could smell her shampoo, a faint scent of jasmine that always drove me wild.

"Regardless of what happens," she murmured, her voice a soft whisper against the quiet hum of the city outside, "We'll get through this."

I pulled her closer, planting a soft kiss on her forehead.

"I know, Sal," I murmured back.

"With you by my side, I can conquer anything."

As I sat there, with my wife in my arms and the city lights casting shadows in our apartment, I felt a sense of calm. I wasn't sure what the future held, or how this wild plan would unfold. But I knew that with her by my side, I had no other choice but to succeed.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I'D BEEN RELISHING the feeling of absolute freedom for a while now. Waking up late, living in my bathrobe, my days filled with trashy TV shows, and takeout food. After all, when else was I going to get a break like this?

But after a week of this hedonistic indulgence, even I had to admit that it was getting old. The pile of empty pizza boxes was becoming an eyesore and the growing stubble on my face felt itchy and unkempt. And let's not even talk about the ever-present scent of stale beer that permeated our once immaculate apartment.
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With a groan, I pushed off the couch and called out for Sally.

"Sweetheart, we have to execute the plan."

Her response was quick, a touch of impatience in her voice.

"Finally! You're starting to look like a hobo."

Her entrance was like a breath of fresh air in the stuffy room. She was dressed impeccably, her fiery hair tamed into soft curls. She smelled like summer, a hint of coconuts and vanilla wafting from her as she sat across from me, her legs crossed elegantly.

"Alright, let's get started," she said, her eyes sparkling with a renewed sense of purpose.

"First things first, you need to start taking care of your body. Proper grooming is essential if you're going to pass as a woman."

As she started detailing her extensive beauty regimen, I couldn't help but feel a little overwhelmed. I had always prided myself on my low maintenance routine. A quick shower, a shave, and a spritz of cologne had always been enough for me.

"But I'm not a woman, I don’t think I can achieve that level," I protested, only to be met with an arched eyebrow.

"You will be," she said with a stern look. "And the sooner you start, the better."

Her words were a wake-up call. This was real. It wasn't just a pipe dream anymore. We were actually going ahead with this absurd plan.

She started talking about various skincare products, her hands moving in animated gestures as she explained the difference between a toner and a serum.

She spoke of hair removal and the agonizing ordeal of waxing. She went on about the intricacies of makeup, how a little blush here and a swipe of mascara there could transform a face.

As I sat there, listening to her lecture, I couldn't help but feel a little daunted. There was a whole world of beauty that I was oblivious to, a world that I was soon going to be a part of.

"And then, there's the matter of clothes," she said, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

[image: ((wearing green silk blouse and pencil skirt)), be]

"You can't just wear a skirt and call it a day. Fashion is a language, and you need to learn how to speak it."

Diet, workout, clothes, it was all becoming a blur. The more she spoke, the more my head spun.

Was I really ready for this?

But then, I looked at her, her eyes bright with determination. So, with a deep breath, I nodded, ready to embark on this crazy journey.

"Alright," I said, a determined glint in my eyes. "Let's do this."

Her smile was the only answer I needed. We were in this together, for better or worse.

The second I agreed to her plan, she was off the couch and on her phone, flipping through her contacts like a woman on a mission. She sat across from me at the coffee table, her red hair in a messy bun atop her head. There was a glint in her eye that spelled trouble for anyone on the receiving end of her calls.

"Martha? Hi, darling," she purred into the phone.

"Sally here, I need to book an appointment at the salon."

She paused, listening, then rolled her eyes dramatically.

"No, not for me, Martha. Do I sound like I need an appointment? It's for a friend."

I had to fight back a laugh. The woman had a tongue sharper than any knife I'd come across, and she wielded it like a weapon. I felt a tinge of pity for Martha.

Then she was on to the next call, her voice switching from faux sweetness to ice-cold disdain in a blink.

"I need to book a session at the spa, Maria. A full day package."

She paused again, her brow furrowing in irritation.

"Yes, Maria, don’t make me repeat what I said."

I bit down on my lip to stop from laughing. It was a whirlwind, watching her work. She had this commanding presence, like she owned the place or something. It was hilarious yet impressive at the same time.

The calls kept coming, one after another. Salons, spas, skincare centers, you name it. She tackled them all with a fierceness that was both daunting and admirable.

"A waxing appointment, too, Lisa," she barked into the phone, her fingers drumming impatiently against the coffee table.

"And if I hear any snide comments from your staff this time, I swear to God..."

I lost it then, the laughter bubbling out of me before I could stop it. She shot me a glare that could melt steel, but there was a smirk playing on her lips.

"Laugh all you want, Clark, because you won’t be able to laugh when they start waxing your booty hole," she jested.

Her words sobered me up instantly. Right. This was all for me. The pampering, the preening, the torturous waxing. I gulped, suddenly unsure. But she was already on the next call, her voice dripping with saccharine sweetness again.

"Stephanie? Hi, sweetheart. Sally here. I was wondering if you could help me out with something."

As she continued her tirade, I couldn't help but marvel at her. She was a whirlwind, a force to be reckoned with. And I was right there, in the eye of the storm.

A day later, I slung the keys onto the dashboard as Sally and I stepped out of our black Lexus.

"We should have parked closer," she whined, slipping on her oversized sunglasses.
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"We’re not disabled," I shot back, shutting the car door with a bit more force than necessary.

"They're not all for the disabled, you know," she huffed, flipping her hair over her shoulder.

"There's a few for the lazies, too."

I snorted, pulling her close to me as we crossed the street towards the skincare center.

“You’re right, sorry, sweetheart.”

“You’re not the one in heels, but you’ll soon be,” she grimaced.

It was a swanky place, all glass and chrome, with a faint scent of lavender wafting from inside. A receptionist greeted us with a wide smile as we stepped through the doors, her eyes lighting up as they landed on Sally.

"Mrs. Cane! It's been so long," she gushed, rushing over to greet us. She was all blonde curls and shiny lip gloss, but the glimmer in her eyes told me she was sharper than she appeared.

Sally gave her a tight smile, her fingers gripping mine with a force that belied her calm demeanor.

"Amy, darling, it's only been a week."

Amy's smile faltered for a moment, but she recovered quickly.

"Of course. And who is this?" she asked, turning her gaze towards me. There was a curious gleam in her eyes as she looked me up and down.

"This is Clark, my husband," Sally introduced, her grip on my hand tightening. I could see the gears turning in Amy's head, and I had to stifle a groan. Here we go.

"Pleasure to meet you, Clark," she greeted, her smile never faltering.

"What brings you in today?"

Sally wasted no time. "He needs a wax," she declared, her tone brooking no argument. Amy's eyes widened in surprise, but she quickly masked it with a professional smile.

"A full-body wax, or...?" she trailed off, looking to me for confirmation. I gulped, feeling a bead of sweat slide down my back.

God, what had I gotten myself into?

"Top to bottom," Sally said before I could protest, her eyes sparkling with mischief. I shot her a glare, but she simply shrugged, an innocent smile on her face.

Amy simply nodded, her eyes twinkling with what I could only describe as cheeky delight.

"Right this way, Clark," she said, leading us towards the back of the center.

As we followed her, I couldn't help but feel like a lamb being led to slaughter. But there was no turning back now. I was in this for the long haul, and I had to see it through.

After all, this was all part of the plan. Our plan. And if there was one thing I'd learned over the years, it was that you don't mess with Sally Cane's plans. You just buckle up and enjoy the ride.

In the waxing room, a bead of sweat trickled down my forehead, making its way to the bridge of my nose. I eyed the pot of wax as it simmered in the corner of the room, the smell of it hot and sickly sweet.

I was about to protest, to argue that shaving’s good too, but Sally beat me to the punch.

"Oh, don't be so dramatic," she admonished, her eyes glittering with a perverse sort of amusement. She lounged in a plush chair adjacent to my own, her fingers lazily scrolling through her phone.

The waxing lady—a petite woman with a kind smile—simply laughed, patting my shoulder reassuringly.

"It's going to be alright, sir. We do this all the time."

Somehow, I doubted that very much.

Before I could voice my doubts, Sally sighed heavily, placing her half-drunk chardonnay on the nearby table with a firm thud.

"Move," she commanded, her gaze flicking towards the waxer with an icy stare.

Without waiting for a response, she reached for the pot of wax and a small spatula. A glob of the molten substance dripped onto the spatula, and for a split second, I saw my life flash before my eyes.

The first dollop of wax hit my chest with a thud. I gasped, my eyes widening as she smoothed it out with a practiced hand.

"Don't be so dramatic," she repeated, rolling her eyes.

When the waxer returned, she seemed taken aback by the sight before her.

"I can take over, ma'am," she offered, clearly uncomfortable with the turn of events.

Sally simply waved her away.

"He's fine, go on," she ordered, gesturing towards the chair where the waxer usually sat.

And so, I found myself at the mercy of Sally Cane—a position I had often found myself in, though never quite like this.

It felt like hours before she finally put the spatula down, the last remnants of the wax gluing the last strip of paper onto an opening where the sun doesn’t shine...well, you get the picture.

As she peeled the strips away, each one felt like it was taking a layer of my soul with it. The pain was indescribable, yet oddly cathartic. It was a physical manifestation of the turmoil I was experiencing internally, a purge of my old life as I prepared for the new one.

Through it all, Sally didn't waver. She remained the constant, the one solid point in the storm. When she finally stood, disposing of the wax strips with a grimace, I felt oddly grateful for her presence.
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"Ready for round two, sweetheart?" she jested, her voice filled with mock sympathy.

I groaned, burying my face in the pillow as she reached for her phone. I could only imagine what horror she had in store for me next.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THAT NIGHT, the soft glow of the living room lamp bathed Sally in a warm halo of light. I watched as she meticulously worked the lotion into my skin, her slender fingers rubbing in small, soothing circles. The scent of the lotion—aloe vera filled the room, its fresh, clean smell offsetting the lingering musk of the wax.

"I hope you're appreciating this," she said, her voice just a hair above a whisper. She moved onto my legs, her touch firm yet gentle.
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"It's not every day I play masseuse."

I let out a low chuckle. "Trust me, sweetheart. I do."

Her hands paused mid-stroke. "Well, don't just lie there," she said, flicking a glance in my direction.

"Feel your skin."

I raised an eyebrow but did as she said. I trailed my fingers down my arm, my skin smooth and hair-free. It felt alien, unfamiliar. But she was right. It felt good, liberating even.

"You're right," I admitted, turning my hand over to examine it.

"I like it."

Her smile was triumphant. "Told you."

She leaned back, her gaze falling on my face.

"You know, you look much younger without all that scruffy facial hair."

I couldn't help but chuckle. "I'll take that as a compliment."

She laughed then, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "You should."

Then, she grew silent, her eyes distant. "I have a surprise for you tomorrow," she finally said, her voice soft.

My eyebrows shot up. "Oh? What is it?"

She simply winked, her fingers once again finding purchase on my skin. "You'll see."

A shiver of anticipation raced down my spine.

"Sally Cane, what do you have planned?"

She laughed, her fingers teasing my sides. "Just wait and see."

I reached out, my fingers brushing against her waist. "I don't like surprises."

Before she could reply, I began to tickle her. She squealed, her laughter filling the room. In the dim light of the living room, her face was radiant, flushed with joy.

As I continued my playful attack, her protests grew weaker. Finally, she collapsed against me, her laughter subsiding into a soft, breathless chuckle.

"Okay, okay," she gasped, batting my hands away. "I surrender."

I stopped, my hands resting on her sides. She looked up at me, her green eyes sparkling in the low light.

Slowly, I leaned in, pressing my lips to hers. The kiss was sweet, gentle, a stark contrast to the playful banter that had come before.

After a moment, she pulled away, her hand coming up to trace the line of my jaw.
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"We should go to bed, we have a long day tomorrow," she murmured—her eyes half-closed.

I nodded, my hand closing over hers. "Oh, Sally..."

We retreated to our bedroom, the remnants of our laughter still echoing in the silent apartment. As I lay there in the darkness, Sally's even breaths providing a soothing backdrop, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement for what tomorrow would bring.

The next day, the city's hustle and bustle was replaced by the hum of hair dryers and the chatter of patrons as Sally tugged me into the salon. My nose was immediately greeted by the familiar smell of hair products—a mix of chemicals and sweet fragrances that was surprisingly pleasant.

I looked around, my eyebrows furrowing in confusion. It wasn't the upscale, chic establishment I was expecting from my well-to-do wife. Instead, it was an urban salon, its unassuming facade in stark contrast with the women inside.

I followed Sally, taking in the retro decor. The vibrant patterns and bright, mismatched colors were a far cry from the stark, modern aesthetic I was used to. But the laughter and easy banter amongst the staff and customers gave it a warmth that was difficult to ignore.

"Sally!" A voice rang out over the din of hair dryers and chatter. A woman named Pham, if her name tag was correct, strode towards us. She was undeniably beautiful, with flawless skin and glossy hair that fell in waves around her shoulders.

She gave Sally a hug, then turned to me. "And this must be the famous husband I've heard so much about."

I extended a hand, but Pham brushed it aside, pulling me into a hug as well. I stood stiff for a moment, then relented. When we pulled apart, I found myself studying her.

There was something striking about Pham—beyond her beauty. It took me a moment, but then it clicked. Pham was a transgender woman. And damn, she was stunning.

"Isn't she beautiful?" Sally gushed, pulling me towards a chair.

I swallowed, my heart pounding in my chest. Despite my initial nerves, something about the atmosphere here was soothing. I found myself slowly relaxing, the warmth and acceptance in the room seeping into my skin.

"Alright, sweetheart," Sally was saying, flipping through a magazine. "We're thinking extensions."

Pham looked at me, a playful smirk on her lips. "Girl, you're cuckoo," she said to Sally, but her eyes were laughing. They began to giggle, flipping through the glossy pages.

I watched as they picked a style, my thoughts churning. I looked around at the other women in the room, studying their mannerisms, their confidence.

Could I be like that? Could I be that convincing?

"Denise Richards," Sally finally said, pointing to a picture.

"Circa Friends. What do you think?"

Pham studied the picture, then me.
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"He's got the face for it," she said finally.

"Small, delicate. I think we can make it work."

Their words were a balm to my nerves. I wasn't sure if I could pull this off. But as I sat there in the salon chair, surrounded by women who were so much more than their appearances, I felt a glimmer of hope.

Maybe this could work.

Maybe I could make this work.

Maybe, just maybe, I could be like them. Confident. Beautiful.

As Pham began her work, I closed my eyes, letting the hum of the salon fill my ears. The journey ahead was daunting, but for the first time since this crazy plan started, I felt like I could actually pull it off.

"Sally, you wouldn't believe the mess that came into my chair from Le Beau last week," Pham was saying, and I felt the sensation of a comb running through my hair. She and Sally were deep in salon gossip, a conversation which seemed as foreign to me as the detailed discussions I'd had with clients about real estate.

The scent of heated hair products filled my nostrils, a pleasant aroma that was punctuated by the sharp tang of nail polish. The sounds of hairdryers, laughter, and clattering scissors formed a chaotic symphony around us.

Sally and Pham seemed in their element, sharing horror stories about botched dye jobs and uneven cuts. The whole time, Pham's skilled hands worked on my hair, her fingers deft and sure.

As I sat in the salon chair, I found my thoughts returning to the fact that Pham was transgender. I had been trying to wrap my head around my own upcoming transition, and seeing how well she seemed to fit in, how beautiful she was, made me wonder about her own experiences.

"H-how did you...?" I started, my voice drowned out by the surrounding noise. I cleared my throat, trying again.

"How did you know you were a girl?"

She paused, her hands still in my hair. Then, she laughed.

"Well, cutie," she said, resuming her work.

"I've just always known. It's like knowing your own name, you know?"

She was casual about it, her attention divided between our conversation and my hair. It struck me how comfortable she seemed discussing her gender identity.

"How do you... look so feminine?" I asked, my cheeks heating up.

Pham giggled. "Well, it's a combination of things," she replied.

"Genetics play a role, of course. But hormones, a healthy diet, a good skincare routine... all these things help. I've had some surgeries, too."

She gestured to her face with a smile. "Nose job, a bit of work done on my jawline... and let's not forget the girls," she added with a wink, indicating her chest.

My mind was buzzing with the information. It seemed like so much, but seeing Pham, the image of feminine beauty, made me realize how much I had to learn.

"Do you think I could pass?" I asked, my voice barely more than a whisper. The idea still seemed ridiculous to me, but seeing Pham, it felt less impossible.

"Honey, not just pass," she said, meeting my eyes in the mirror.

"I can turn you into a bombshell, like me."

A chuckle rose in my chest at her confidence. But there was a sincerity in her eyes that made my heart flutter with hope. Maybe, just maybe, this crazy plan could work. I swallowed, my mind filled with images of the feminine version of me that Pham was describing.

As I listened to her detailing her transition journey and all the work she'd put into her appearance, I realized this was more than just physical changes.

It was about accepting yourself, and being who you were meant to be. As daunting as the road ahead seemed, there was a strange sort of comfort in that. I had a guide in Pham, a mentor in Sally, and a burning desire to achieve my real estate dreams.

The thought brought a flutter of excitement in my chest, mixed with a healthy dose of fear. But if Pham could do it, so could I.

Maybe even better.

Three hours and what felt like a million tugs and snips later, Pham spun me around in the chair. My hair cascaded down my back, soft and shiny under the salon lights. It was different, very different, but as I stared at the reflection in the mirror, I couldn't help but see the beauty that she had promised.

"Oh my god," Sally gasped. She was standing behind me, her eyes wide.

"You look...you look stunning!"

There was a chorus of agreement from the other stylists and patrons in the salon. I sat, stunned, my fingers tentatively reaching up to touch the long strands of my hair. I could hardly recognize the face that stared back at me in the mirror.

The angular, masculine features seemed to have softened, and there was an undeniable feminine charm that had taken their place.

It was hard to believe that I was looking at my own reflection. The woman in the mirror was nothing like the sharp-suited businessman that I was accustomed to seeing. But there was a peculiar sense of rightness to her, a sense that she was exactly who I was supposed to be.

Even though I was still wearing my regular suit, there was no denying the feminine allure of my new appearance. It felt strange, but at the same time, thrilling.

As I ran my fingers through my long, soft hair, I felt a rush of satisfaction. I looked like a woman. And not just any woman—a beautiful woman.
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"I can't believe this," I murmured, still transfixed by my reflection. I turned my head this way and that, fascinated by the way the light caught the golden highlights in my hair.

I looked at Sally through the mirror. Her eyes were shining, her lips curved into a proud smile. She reached out, running a hand through my hair.

"Perfect, darling."

I grinned, my heart swelling with pride. "Thanks, sweetheart."

"Come on, let's get out of here," she said, linking her arm through mine.

"I can't wait to have you all to myself."

We made our way out of the salon, the chorus of admiring comments following us. The cool evening air hit me as we stepped outside, causing a shiver to run down my spine. I could smell the scent of the city, the faint traces of exhaust fumes and street food mixing with the fresh night air.

We got into the car, and as she started the engine, I could still feel the heat of her gaze on me. I glanced at her, and saw the teasing smile on her lips.

She reached over, tugging playfully on my hair.

"We're going to have so much fun in the bedroom," she said with a wicked grin.

The suggestive remark sent a jolt of anticipation through me. I looked at her, my heart racing.

"Is that so?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.

She laughed, a rich sound that warmed me from the inside out.

"Absofuckinglutely," she said, and leaned over to press a soft kiss to my lips.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

STEPPING INTO our opulent living room, the soft warmth of the Los Angeles sun caressed the fine leather of the couch and the polished marble floor. Sally was full of energy, like an excited kid who just got a new toy.

The gleam in her green eyes was that of mischievousness, and her ruby red hair, usually perfectly groomed, fell playfully onto her face.

Her hands, those soft hands I'd always loved, began to explore me in a new way. My chest, smooth and bare, seemed to surprise her, and she allowed her fingertips to trace paths across my skin, sending shivers down my spine.

The lingering scent of the salon products filled my nostrils, a sweet and pleasant aroma that mingled with her own elegant perfume.

[image: ((sitting)) ((wearing white silk blouse and pencil]

“You’re so fucking hot,” she hissed.

Her fingertips dug into my flesh, pulling me closer, causing a rush of warmth to flood my body. My heart pounded like a drum, a thunderous rhythm echoing in my ears. The rustling of our clothes and our labored breaths were the only sounds in the room, creating an intimate symphony of our own.

“Oomph,” I let out. “Easy tiger.”

Her fiery locks brushed against my freshly waxed chest. My skin was tender, so her touch ignited a soothing sensation that had me arching my back and letting out a sound that was somewhere between a groan and a sigh.

I could taste the remnants of the Chardonnay on her lips as she kissed me, a sweet and fruity delight that made my head spin. Our tongues tangled, our breaths mingling as we drowned in the throes of our passion. The taste of her was intoxicating, making me forget my own name.

“I love you, baby,” she whispered.

My freshly installed hair extensions tumbled down my back, giving me a strange but not entirely unpleasant sensation. Her hands played with the locks, twirling them around her fingers, eliciting soft moans from me.

“Your hair’s even prettier than mine now,” she said.

I could feel her smile against my lips, and it was infectious. I found myself smiling too, feeling a sort of exhilaration I hadn't felt in a while.

The sound of our hearts pounding against each other's chests created a symphony that drowned out the hustle and bustle of the city outside. The world outside our living room seemed insignificant, as if it had ceased to exist. All that mattered was us, in this moment.

“Gosh, I still can’t get over how pretty you are,” she added.

She drew back, her emerald eyes glazed with a fire I hadn't seen in a while. She held my face in her hands, her thumb caressing my jawline. The subtle scratch of her diamond engagement ring against my skin reminded me of how far we'd come together, how much we'd endured.

As she straddled me, I noticed a new kind of grace in her movements. My hands found her hips, gripping her tightly as she leaned into me. Her eyes never left mine, holding a promise of pleasures to come.

“I feel like I’m a virgin,” I jested.

The soft hum of the air conditioning mingled with our breaths, a comforting white noise that underscored the intimacy of our moment. I noticed the way the light caught her features, casting her in a glow that made her look ethereal. The redhead I married, as it turned out, was more than a firecracker; she was an angel, cloaked in passion and draped in desire.

Her nails raked gently down my back, pulling a gasp from me. I felt goosebumps rise along my arms, my body tingling with anticipation. The sense of pain was oddly pleasurable, adding to the rush of excitement coursing through my veins.

“And I’m going to be your first,” she said.

She leaned down to whisper in my ear, her hot breath sending a thrill down my spine. Her voice was husky, seductive. She whispered sweet nothings, words meant just for me, words that stirred a storm within me. Her scent was overpowering, a combination of her sweet perfume and the intoxicating scent of her natural musk.

“Mmm,” she let out a delightful moan.

I let my hands roam freely, exploring her, familiar and yet so new. Every gasp, every shiver under my touch, seemed like a testament to my love for her. Her skin was soft beneath my hands, a canvas of ivory that welcomed my touch.
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Our bodies entwined on the plush rug, bathed in the afternoon sun. I could feel the softness of the rug against my back, a contrast to the heated fervor of our bodies. I could see the perspiration on her forehead, glistening like diamonds. I reached up and brushed away a bead of sweat, watching as it trickled down her cheek.

As our passion reached its peak, I could hear the echoes of our shared laughter, of whispered secrets, of exchanged promises. In our silence, in the echo of our heavy breathing, I could hear the rhythm of our connection, of our shared past, and of the promises of an exciting future.

Eventually, we succumbed to our passion, leaving us panting and entangled on the floor. We lay there, basking in the afterglow, the silence punctuated only by our labored breathing. She lay on top of me, her body heaving with each breath, her skin flushed and warm against mine.

“Clark!” she called.

“Sally Cane!” I called back.

I reached out and tucked a stray lock of her hair behind her ear. She smiled at me, her eyes sparkling with a warmth I hadn't seen in a while. It was a shared moment of intimacy, a confirmation of the love and partnership we'd built together.

We lay there for a long while, the sun setting outside and casting a golden glow over us. It was peaceful, just us, in the stillness of our apartment. There was no place else I'd rather be.

The sight of Sally, so beautifully vulnerable in the fading light, was a moment I wished to capture forever. I had known her in so many ways, and yet, this felt like a first. A memory to hold onto as we embarked on our audacious plan.

The next morning, sunlight filtered through the bedroom curtains, the soft golden glow illuminating the room. I opened my eyes, momentarily disoriented as I sat up. The smell of bacon and pancakes wafted through the air, mixed with the scent of Sally's sweet perfume.

Stretching my arms over my head, I glanced around the room and spotted my wife by the closet, her red hair up in curlers. She was shuffling through a collection of what looked like women's clothes.

She was humming a tune, her hips swaying to the rhythm, her body bathed in the morning light that seeped through our windows.

The sight was strangely endearing, my wife in her silk robe, her feet adorned in fluffy bunny slippers, completely engrossed in her mission. Her back was to me, her slender figure silhouetted against the morning sun.

I rubbed my eyes, rousing myself from the remnants of sleep. The scent of fresh coffee reached me then, warm and inviting. She had already made breakfast. A familiar warmth spread through me, comfort and home wrapped in that familiar smell.

She turned then, her eyes bright and full of excitement. In her hand, she held what appeared to be a silk blouse and a pair of tailored pants.

"I've been looking for an outfit for you, sweetheart," she said, her voice brimming with enthusiasm. She held the clothes up, appraising them critically.

My heart pounded in my chest. For the first time, the reality of our plan fully hit me. It was no longer just talks and thoughts, it was happening, and it was happening now. A wave of panic washed over me, my stomach twisting in knots.

I must have paled because her smile faltered, her eyes filling with concern. She rushed over, her bunny slippers slapping against the wooden floor. She wrapped her arms around me, her body pressing against mine. Her touch was soothing, comforting.

"Consider this as your training, sweetheart," she said, her voice soft and full of understanding.

"After all, you will meet many people once you start building the agency. You have to get comfortable in these clothes."

Her voice, so gentle and reassuring, made me breathe a little easier.

Her words, as always, were full of wisdom. My hands instinctively found her waist, pulling her closer. I buried my face in her neck, the scent of her skin calming my racing heart.

Her hands were soft and comforting as she rubbed my back, her fingers tracing soothing circles.

"It's okay," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.

"We're in this together, remember?"

Her words were the reassurance I needed, the reality check I craved. Yes, I was nervous, and yes, I was scared. But I was not alone.

I nodded, pulling back to look at her. Her green eyes held mine, a silent promise of unwavering support. I then turned to find her rummaging through her drawer, her face a picture of determination.
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"Here," she said, turning to face me. In her hands was a pair of lacy, silk lingerie, the fabric delicate and feminine.

"I know this is going to be a bit...unfamiliar," she began cautiously, her eyes searching mine for any sign of apprehension.

"But it's important you feel comfortable in these, sweetheart." She gently handed me the lingerie, her hands lightly brushing against mine.

I held the fabric in my hands, the silk cool against my skin. The lace was intricate, the detail astounding. It was like holding a piece of artwork. I could only nod, swallowing the lump in my throat.

She was a constant presence by my side, her explanations clear and concise. She taught me how to 'tuck', her words gentle and patient. It was strange, uncomfortable, but as she kept reminding me, it was necessary for what we were about to embark on.

We then moved on to my outfit for the day. Sally had a keen eye for fashion, her sense of style always impeccable. But as she paraded various dresses and blouses in front of me, they seemed too mature, too elegant. While they were beautiful, I couldn't help but feel they didn't fit the part we were aiming for.

"We're not going for the 'powerful businesswoman' look, sweetheart," she said, echoing my thoughts.

"We need something a little more...enticing. Something that'll help close deals."

She went back to her wardrobe, her hands sifting through the sea of clothing. She pulled out a random dress, her face scrunching up as she studied it.

"Fuck it," she said, tossing the dress aside.

"We're going shopping!"

I couldn't help but chuckle at her enthusiasm. She was a force to be reckoned with when she had a mission.

"Alright, let's do it," I said, matching her determined expression.

Her face lit up, a brilliant smile spreading across her face. She kissed me swiftly, her lips soft and promising against mine.

"That's the spirit," she said, pulling back.

"Now, let's get you ready."

We spent the next hour getting ready. She was meticulous, her hands steady as she applied light makeup on my face. She taught me the basics, explaining each step as she went. The soft brushes against my skin, the smell of the makeup, the mirror's reflection showing a gradually transforming me; it was surreal.

She worked with precision, her focus absolute. The scent of her perfume, a mix of vanilla and sandalwood, filled my senses, anchoring me to the moment. I watched her work, watched as I slowly became a version of myself I had never known existed.

By the time she finished, I was taken aback by my reflection. The man I had always seen in the mirror was replaced by a woman who looked uncannily similar to me.

The change was drastic, but not in an unpleasant way. It was a strange sensation, seeing myself like this. It felt like I was looking at a different side of me, a side I hadn't known existed.

As I studied my reflection, she stood by my side, her fingers lightly tracing the outline of my face in the mirror.

"You're beautiful, Clark," she said, her voice soft and genuine. I turned to her, finding comfort in her smile. I nodded, taking her hand in mine.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE DAZZLING LIGHTS of La Beverlie Mall flickered overhead as Sally and I walked into the women's section. An array of colors burst into view, the countless outfits each more stunning than the last.

The scent of new fabric and fresh perfume hung heavy in the air. I'd been in this mall a hundred times before, but never like this.
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Never for this.

"We'll need to get you fitted for shapewear first," she said, picking up a bodysuit in black lace.

"You have a good figure, Clark, but this will give you that feminine silhouette you need."

"I'm still having trouble believing I'm actually doing this," I confessed, rubbing the back of my neck. The cool fabric of the shapewear felt alien in my hands.

"Sweetheart," she said, giving me a warm smile, "you'll look fantastic. Trust me."

Next came the dresses. She'd pick one up, hold it against my body, and scrutinize my reflection in the mirror.

"See this one?" she asked, holding up a dark green pencil skirt.

"It's a classic. It cinches the waist and highlights the hips. It's perfect for the boardroom."

"But it's...green," I said, unsure. She laughed, a melodious sound that echoed off the high ceilings of the store.

"The color is perfect. It'll bring out your eyes. You'll be a knockout," she assured me.

"Try it on."

She led me to a fitting room, and I reluctantly changed into the green skirt. It felt strange, but not necessarily in a bad way. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. I was a man in a skirt. But I looked absolutely convincing as a woman, dare I say it, I looked absolutely scrumptious. Was I still a man?

"Remember, stand up straight. Confidence is key," she said, making me adjust my posture.

"Am I really doing this, Sal?" I asked, feeling my chest tighten. She looked at me in the mirror, her eyes soft.

"We're in this together, okay?" she said, and I saw the determination in her eyes. It was all the assurance I needed.

We returned to the floor, and she continued picking out clothes, commenting on the cut and style of each piece.

"Now, this one's perfect for casual Fridays," she said, holding up a pair of fitted jeans and a flowy top.

"I don’t know, those look like they won’t fit me, can we try the Men’s department?" I suggested.

"Don’t be ridiculous. We're only shopping in the women's section, sweetheart," she said with a cheeky grin.

"You're going to have to get used to this."

Her enthusiasm was infectious. It wasn't easy, but I could feel a spark of excitement, too. I was going to be a woman, and damn it, I was going to be a good one.

"Alrighty, let’s do it!" I said—a rush of adrenaline coursing through me.

"There's my man," she said, winking at me.

"Or should I say, there's my woman."

She laughed, and for the first time, I joined in. I felt nervous, excited, but above all, I felt ready.

Moments later, she was standing behind me—both of us looking at our reflections in the full-length mirror in the shoe department in the store’s harsh lighting, I could almost believe the woman staring back at me was real.

"Well, don't you look just gorgeous," she said, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. Her eyes twinkled with a mischievous gleam.
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"I do clean up well, don't I?" I returned, a nervous laugh bubbling up from my throat. It was strange; looking at myself in the mirror, dressed in women’s clothing and with my hair done, I felt like a different person. Yet, the man in the reflection was unmistakably me.

"You think being hot is this easy?" she suddenly said, raising an eyebrow at my reflection.

"Sweetheart, you're in for the real challenge."

Before I could ask her what she meant, she took my hand and led me towards rows and rows of high heels that stood tall—their glossy leather reflecting the lights.

"This is nirvana," she announced, pulling a box from the shelf and revealing a pair of glossy black pumps.

My eyes widened, and I could feel my heart thumping wildly in my chest.

"You can't be serious..."

"Now," she said, her tone stern.

"Nobody closes million-dollar deals in flats. Heels are the epitome of power and femininity. They demand respect."

I swallowed hard. The shoe seemed like a weapon more than anything, its pointed heel sharp and menacing. But I nodded, trusting her.

She led me to a bench and knelt to help me into the shoes. As she slid my foot into one, it felt like I was strapping into a pair of stilts. The tight grip of the shoe made my foot feel like it was in a vice, the pointed heel foreign and scary.

"Now, remember," she started, her hands steady on my calf as she adjusted the straps of the shoes.

"You need to walk heel-to-toe. Heel first, then the ball of your foot."

I pushed myself to a stand, the world suddenly seemed a lot taller. Each step I took felt like I was about to topple over. She watched as I stumbled, a sympathetic smile on her face.

"Maybe we need to get you trained by an expert," she finally said, patting my hand reassuringly.

I could only nod, the prospect of walking around in these weapons of torture seemed impossible. But I was already in too deep. I just had to keep going, one high-heeled step at a time.

Despite my initial trepidation, I felt a flicker of excitement. This was all part of the journey, a journey I had chosen. There would be stumbles and falls, but I wasn't alone. Even in heels.

We strolled leisurely through the outdoor mall, our arms heavy with shopping bags and our hands clutching ice cream cones. The sweet taste of vanilla tickled my tongue as I tried to swallow down my concern about the money we'd spent.

"Can you believe how much we spent?" I said, my voice tinged with anxiety.

She looked at me, her eyes sparkling with an unmistakable glint of excitement.

"Sweetheart," she started, licking her cone.

"This is our capital investment. You'll see, once we get those clients from the list with your new identity, we'll be rolling in it."

"Oh, you she-devil," I chuckled, wrapping an arm around her. Her enthusiasm was infectious, and for a moment, my anxiety about our spending spree eased.

As we passed by a drugstore, she suddenly declared she needed vitamins. But as we entered, it was not the vitamins that captured our attention.

A young sales assistant from the makeup aisle—a lovely girl with pixie-cut hair and a face full of well-applied makeup was smiling at us.

"Hi there," she approached us, her eyes focused on me.

"I couldn't help but notice your makeup. It's really good, but I think it's a bit too warm for your skin tone."

I blinked at her, surprised. Sally looked equally stunned, her brow furrowed as she watched the girl.

"Would you mind if I did a quick color match for you?" she asked, gesturing towards a makeup chair nearby.

"It's free of charge, and I think I can help you find your perfect color."

Before I could respond, Sally nudged me forward.

"Go ahead, sweetheart. It can't hurt."

As the girl ushered me to the chair, she began explaining color theory to us.
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"You see, everyone has either a warm, cool, or neutral skin undertone. Your makeup needs to match your undertone to create a natural look. Currently, you are wearing warm-toned makeup, but I think you might be a cool tone."

She watched intently as the girl selected a few products from her stash.

"And how can you tell if someone's a cool tone?" Sally asked.

The girl continued her explanation, detailing how vein color, jewelry preference, and the way someone looks in certain colors could all indicate their undertone. I watched as her practiced hands applied foundation to my skin, her fingers blending it in seamlessly.

With each stroke of her brush, I could feel a new level of confidence rising within me. When she finished, she held up a mirror to my face, and I gasped at the transformation.

The makeup was subtle yet impactful. I looked more polished, more feminine, and above all, more comfortable in my own skin. I could see Sally in the reflection, her eyes wide with astonishment.

She walked up and took a closer look at my face, her hand covering her mouth in awe.

"Oh, my god," she exclaimed. "You look... You look stunning!"

The girl smiled proudly at her work, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror.

"I told you, didn't I? The right colors can make all the difference."

At that moment, I saw a glimmer of my future self, the woman who would close million-dollar deals with a charming smile and impeccable style. And for the first time since starting this journey, I felt genuinely excited about what was to come.

In the sun-drenched living room of our Beverly Hills home, I sat hunched over my laptop, setting up social media accounts for my new persona and our business.

The light from the screen reflected off my reading glasses as I typed in the company's name, tagline, and description. I could feel the weight of each keystroke, echoing the gravity of the transformation I was undergoing.

From across the room, I heard Sally on the phone. She was perched on the edge of the plush velvet sofa, her legs crossed elegantly at the ankle, her hand fluttering with excitement as she spoke. I could see her curls bobbing as she talked, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

"Yes, this is Sally Cane," she said into the phone, her voice oozing with charisma. I watched her as she held her breath, waiting for the response on the other end. I felt my heart pound in sync with the ticking of the wall clock, the seconds drawing out into what felt like an eternity.

Then, all of a sudden, she let out a triumphant squeal and jumped up from the sofa. Her pearl necklace bounced with her joy, her laughter ringing through the room. I felt a surge of warmth wash over me, even before she shared the news.

"Sweetheart!" she called out, her voice bubbling with excitement.

"Misty Day Langdon has agreed to take you as a student!"

My heart leapt in my chest. Misty Day Langdon was a renowned name in the world of etiquette, known for transforming the raw and the rough into the polished and the elegant. The chance to learn from her was a golden opportunity.

"Really?" I asked, my voice echoing my disbelief.

She nodded vigorously, her curls bouncing with her.

"Yes, sweetheart, really!"

A swell of gratitude washed over me, and I couldn't help but reach out to hug her. As we held each other, I breathed in the familiar scent of her vanilla perfume, feeling my worries melt away in her comforting presence.

"To celebrate," she announced as she pulled away from our embrace, "we're popping open a bottle of our finest vino."
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Within minutes, the sharp pop of the cork and the intoxicating sound of wine pouring into crystal glasses filled our living room. The ruby red liquid shimmered in the afternoon sun, the scent of ripe cherries and spices wafting through the air.

We clinked our glasses together, the chime echoing through the room. As the velvety wine slipped down my throat, I felt a sense of accomplishment that I hadn't felt in a long time.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

SITTING IN THE PASSENGER SEAT of our car, I felt my fingers tapping nervously on the windowpane. Sally, in her signature glamorous fashion, was effortlessly maneuvering us through the roads of Bel-Air.

She wore a figure-hugging Chanel dress and her favorite pair of Manolo Blahnik heels. I, on the other hand, had chosen a more understated Givenchy blouse paired with a black pencil skirt, my newly acquired long hair neatly styled.

"Sweety," she began, her eyes focused on the road ahead, "you know Misty Day Langdon is not just any etiquette coach. She has trained beauty queens and heiresses. New money wives who want to mingle in high society—they all come to her."

I gulped, feeling a surge of nerves.

"I'll be on my best behavior. I promise," I assured her, yet the tremor in my voice betrayed my apprehension. She placed her hand over mine, giving it a comforting squeeze. The delicate scent of her Dior perfume drifted over, serving as a calming presence.

A few moments later, we arrived at the Langdon estate. The house sat nestled amidst meticulously manicured gardens, blooming with roses of all colors.

Statues of goddesses and fountains adorned the landscape, water cascading down in a tranquil melody. As we stepped out of the car, the cool breeze whisked past us, carrying with it the sweet aroma of flowers.

Ushered by a retinue of maids and butlers in crisp uniforms, we made our way through a grand entrance with marble pillars and gilded chandeliers. The opulence was almost overwhelming, but Sally maintained her poise, her arm linked with mine as we walked.

We were led to a lavishly decorated parlor. At the center of the room, sipping from a delicate china teacup, was Misty Day Langdon herself.

Her ash-blonde hair was styled in an immaculate chignon, her age-defying features accentuated with a subtle touch of makeup. Dressed in a soft gray Chanel suit with a string of pearls adorning her neck, she was the epitome of elegance.

"Misty, darling," Sally greeted, her voice as smooth as honey. "Thank you for agreeing to meet us."

Misty set down her cup, a warm smile playing on her lips.
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"Sally, dear. It's my pleasure," she said. Her voice was cultured, each word meticulously enunciated.

"And this must be Clark."

I felt a warm blush creeping up my cheeks as she turned her attention towards me.

"Yes, ma'am. It's an honor to meet you," I managed to say, bowing slightly in respect.

Her smile broadened as she gestured for us to sit.

"Let's not stand on ceremony, dear. We have a lot of work to do."

As we settled into the plush velvet seats, I took a deep breath. I was about to embark on a new chapter of my transformation, and despite my nerves, I felt an odd sense of excitement.

The sound of birds chirping outside, the faint scent of tea in the air, and the warmth of Sally's hand in mine—all of it brought a sense of comfort and reassurance. I was ready for the challenge, ready to dive into this unfamiliar world headfirst.

Misty looked at me appraisingly, her icy blue eyes studying my appearance.

"I must admit," she began, folding her hands elegantly on her lap, "I had been contemplating retirement from taking new clients, but when I heard about your unique situation, I felt invigorated by the challenge."

Sally chuckled beside me, her eyes twinkling with amusement.
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"Believe me, Misty, it's a challenge indeed," she interjected, giving my hand an encouraging squeeze.

Misty's gaze shifted to me.

"You don't look like a man," she said, her words causing a strange warmth to spread through my chest.

"But you walk like one," she continued, the blunt honesty of her statement bringing me back down to earth.

The way she stated it, so matter-of-factly, made my cheeks flush with embarrassment. I glanced at Sally, hoping for some sort of reassurance, but she was grinning, seemingly agreeing with Misty's blunt assessment.

"Alright, let's get to work, then," Misty declared, standing from her seat. She moved with the grace of a ballet dancer, each step measured and elegant.

Following her lead, I found myself in a spacious room with a glossy wooden floor, walls lined with mirrors.

She produced a hardback book from a nearby shelf, her slender fingers holding it out to me.

"The first thing we need to correct is your posture. Walking is an art, and every woman must master it," she instructed, positioning the book on top of my head.

As I began walking, the book swayed precariously.

"Straighten your back, Clark. And no, not like a soldier, like a queen," Misty instructed, her tone strict yet somehow kind. I tried to do as she asked, attempting to glide as she did, but the book inevitably tumbled from my head.

This went on for what felt like hours, Misty correcting my stance, my stride, my arm movements, and even the way I held my head. Despite the strain, I found myself learning, slowly but surely, under her tutelage.

"I've trained beauty queens, Clark, but you might just be my most challenging student yet," Misty teased, her voice laced with a rare hint of humor.

Sally, who had been observing all along, clapped her hands in delight.

"Oh, Misty, you do know how to motivate someone, don't you?"

Misty's laughter rang through the room, filling it with a warmth that eased my nerves. Her criticisms, though sharp, were never hurtful. She had a knack for pushing you without making you feel inferior.

As I continued to struggle with my walk, I started to appreciate the soft rustling of my skirt against my legs, the faint scent of Misty's lavender perfume, and the encouraging smiles Sally gave me from the side.

Following the walking practice, Misty turned to the subtler aspects of femininity, the gestures, the body language.

"Clark, it's not only about the physical appearance, but how you carry yourself," she stated, her gaze probing into mine.

"A woman's grace is in her movements, in the way she gestures, sits, or even stands."

A small, high-backed chair was brought into the room, and I was instructed to sit.

"Firstly, you don't plop down like you're at a bar, dear. It's about grace and elegance," she remarked, demonstrating the motion herself. I watched as she gently perched on the edge of the chair, crossing her legs at the ankles. Her movement was fluid and poised, something I couldn't help but admire.

Following her example, I slowly descended onto the chair, trying to mimic her grace. A snort came from Misty, followed by an amused chuckle.

"Not quite, Clark. Your movement is still too stiff. Try again."

The process continued, with Misty's guidance steering me toward a more refined and feminine way of sitting, standing, and even waving. It was a slow process, filled with countless attempts and minor adjustments.

But each time I improved, a sense of satisfaction filled me.

As we went through each motion, I became increasingly aware of the texture of the dress against my skin, the light scent of Sally's perfume filling the room, and the faint sounds of Misty's heels against the wooden floor.

Sally, as always, was there, beaming at me with encouraging smiles.

"See, Clark, you're getting better!" she said, her eyes sparkling with excitement. Her positive energy filled the room, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride each time she complimented me.

"Alright, let's move on to your hand gestures," Misty suggested, interrupting my moment with Sally. She demonstrated how to hold a cup, how to wave—even how to hold a phone. It was fascinating how much thought went into these seemingly mundane actions.

"Remember, it's not a firm handshake," Misty said as she held her hand out for me to shake. Her hand was delicate in mine, the softness surprising. It was another reminder of the delicate balance of femininity I was learning to navigate.

Though the process was rigorous and at times exhausting, the transformation was undeniably thrilling. I was pushing the boundaries of what I thought was possible for myself, and in the process, discovering a new side of me I'd never known.

Following the exhaustive training session, we finally settled in for a tea break. The table was set with an exquisite porcelain tea set that seemed as delicate as the world I was just beginning to understand. As I reached for my cup, Misty cleared her throat, giving me a knowing glance.
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"Misty, I gotta say, I feel damn great!" I exclaimed, my words echoing around the room. I noticed a slight twitch of Misty's eyebrow, a sign I'd said something that didn't quite fit her refined world.

"Oh, dear," she chuckled lightly, shaking her head with a warm smile.

"We have a lot to work on, Clark. You can't be talking like that. We ladies, don't speak that way."

A quick exchange of confused glances with Sally confirmed we both found the situation slightly amusing. However, we quickly adjusted ourselves, realizing the depths of this journey into femininity went beyond our initial expectations.

Misty continued, gesturing towards the teacup in front of me.

"You see, even something as simple as drinking tea has its own protocol. Your hand should cradle the cup gently, and always remember to bring the cup to your lips, not your head to the cup."

I observed her as she picked up her own teacup, her fingers delicately wrapping around the handle. Her movement was graceful, fluid, effortlessly embodying the elegance she radiated.

With a deep breath, I reached for my teacup, my fingers awkwardly grasping the handle. Her words echoed in my mind as I tried to replicate her movements.

I lifted the cup to my lips, the porcelain cool against my skin. The scent of the tea filled my nostrils, a light and sweet aroma that seemed to match the mood of our setting. I sipped the tea slowly, savoring the taste as it slid down my throat.

My first attempt was met with a light nod of approval from Misty.

"Not bad, Clark. You're getting there." Her words were a motivation. I found myself repeating the process, each sip bringing me closer to mastering the skill.

Meanwhile, Sally was at my side, a soft smile playing on her lips as she watched my progress. She gave me an encouraging thumbs up every now and then.

The sight of her unwavering support, her sparkling eyes full of joy and admiration, warmed my heart. It was for her that I was embarking on this journey, and seeing her happy made every struggle worth it.

The afternoon sun painted the room in a warm glow. The chirping of birds in the background accompanied our training session, a perfect soundtrack to the unfolding scene. The scent of fresh flowers and tea blended together, creating an enchanting ambiance that seemed to embody the elegance we were striving to achieve.
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In that room, under Misty's guidance, surrounded by the intoxicating fragrance of the tea and the supportive presence of Sally, I found myself delving deeper into my feminine persona.

Each sip, each small gesture, every subtle movement was a step towards unveiling a side of me I had never known. It was a transformative experience, one filled with challenges, laughter, and moments of self-discovery, and I was excited to see where this journey would lead me.

“I think we’re done for today. Don’t be late on your next appointment and please, have your nails painted with Essie’s Ballet Slippers the next time,” she said before shaking our hands and having her staff escort us out.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE NIGHT BEFORE the grand opening of our real estate agency found me perched on the edge of the sofa, my hands stretched out in front of me.

Sally was hunched over them, applying a coat of nail polish with an almost sacred intensity. The color, a demure shade known as Ballet Slippers by Essie, had been recommended by Misty Day, and somehow, it felt like a seal of approval on my transformation.

The steady strokes of her brush against my nails provided a soothing rhythm, but did little to quell the storm of butterflies dancing in my stomach.
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"I'm just... I don't know. Nervous, I guess." I murmured, breaking the silence. My gaze drifted from the ballet-slipper-pink being painted on my nails to the glimmering skyline outside our window. It felt as though the whole city was holding its breath, waiting to witness my debut.

She paused in her ministrations to offer me a reassuring smile, her hand reaching out to squeeze my knee.

"You've been preparing for this, sweetheart. You can do it."

I sighed, my fingers curling around the soft fabric of my satin robe. The material was cool and luxurious against my skin, a reminder of how far I'd come.

"What if...what if I'm not convincing? What if I mess up my speech, or my demeanor, or..." I trailed off, the uncertainties spilling over.

She set the polish aside and turned to face me, her gaze searching mine.

"Clark, you've been trained by the best. You've embraced this with so much courage and you've come so far. You're more than convincing. You're compelling."

Her words stirred something within me, a flicker of self-belief that fought against the anxieties. Yet there was one question that had been gnawing at me, one concern that remained unvoiced.

"What if Mr. Wong finds out?"

"Mr. Wong," she scoffed lightly, a roll of her eyes accompanying her dismissive tone.

"Why should we worry about him? He's just another shark in the ocean."

"But, he's been in the business for years. He's got contacts, influence... he could ruin us," I protested, unable to suppress the worry seeping into my words.

"And we have you, Clark. Or should I say, Clarice?" She teased, her fingers brushing a loose strand of hair from my face.

"You are going to be phenomenal. Just believe in yourself as much as I believe in you."

Our conversation was underscored by the sounds of the city at night—distant traffic, the low hum of our apartment building, the rhythmic tick-tock of the clock on our wall.

The taste of the herbal tea we had sipped on earlier lingered on my tongue, its calming properties doing little to still my racing heart.

Throughout our discussion, Sally's presence remained my anchor.

Her scent, a comforting blend of her favorite vanilla perfume and the faint hint of nail polish, filled my senses, a soothing balm to my fraying nerves.

As I sat there, allowing her words to wash over me, I felt the first stirrings of confidence replacing my anxiety. With each passing moment, I could see the woman I was becoming reflected in Sally's proud gaze.

Perhaps she was right. Perhaps I could pull this off.

The morning sun streamed through the curtains, casting long shadows over the bedroom floor. Sally was already up, her form a picture of concentration as she carefully selected lingerie and makeup from the extensive collection that had accumulated over the last few weeks.

On the other side of the room, I looked at my reflection, studying the smoothness of my skin, and the length of my lashes.

"What about this?" Sally asked, holding up a delicate lace bra. I nodded, admiring the intricate design and the softness of the material.

The sensation of lace against my skin was still new, but not unpleasant—a constant reminder of the identity I was embracing.

Once dressed in the selected lingerie, my nerves seemed to intensify, my reflection confirming the change. Next came the makeup—a process that, under her expert guidance, was becoming second nature.

The feel of the brush against my skin, the smell of the foundation, the sound of Sally's voice as she instructed me on the best techniques—it all combined to create a symphony of sensory experiences.

"You have to blend it well, sweetheart," she would say, her hand guiding mine as I worked the foundation into my skin. The smell of the makeup was oddly comforting, familiar. A blend of soft floral and something vaguely chemical.

The final touch was a swipe of lipstick, a vibrant shade of red that popped against my otherwise neutral makeup. She watched me with a proud smile, her fingers gently outlining my lips.

"You're doing great, Clarice," she praised, her voice thick with emotion.

A glance at the clock told me that it was almost time. Dressed in my chosen outfit—a flattering pencil skirt that hugged my curves, a chiffon blouse that billowed lightly around my waist—I took a moment to appreciate the sight before me.

My outfit, coupled with my meticulously styled hair and artfully applied makeup, completed the transformation.
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Clarice was ready to face the world.

Sally, ever the vision, was resplendent in a crimson dress that matched her lipstick. Her hair was styled in loose waves, her makeup flawless. As she slipped on her heels, her eyes met mine in the mirror.

"You look beautiful, sweetheart," she said, her voice filled with sincere admiration. I met her gaze in the mirror, feeling a sudden surge of emotion.

"So do you," I responded, my voice barely above a whisper.

Just then, my phone buzzed with a text. It was a message from my new secretary, a reminder about the guests invited from the master list.

Today was not only the ribbon-cutting of Prima Residencia, our new real estate agency, but also a chance to show the world Clarice and the thought sent a thrill of anticipation coursing through me.

"Sally," I called, my voice stronger now.

"It's time to go." As I moved towards her, I could feel the soft carpet beneath my heels, the subtle weight of the skirt around my hips.

In response, she turned towards me, her eyes shining with pride.

"Let's do this, Clarice," she said, reaching out to cup my face. Then, leaning in, she pressed a soft kiss to my lips, a wordless promise of support.

The world outside was waiting, ready for the unveiling of Clarice. I was ready too. Stepping into my new shoes, literally and metaphorically, I allowed myself a final look in the mirror.

"Here goes nothing," I whispered to my reflection, taking a deep breath. Today was the beginning of a new chapter, and I was ready to turn the page.

As we pulled up to the office, I could already see the crowd that had gathered. The large, modern building where we were renting in was a flurry of activity, men and women from all walks of life milling about.

The sense of anticipation in the air was palpable, like a tangible thread connecting everyone present.

"Looks like we've got a crowd," Sally observed with a grin, her eyes sparkling with excitement. I felt my breath hitch as I took in the scene, a swell of pride in my chest. This was a far cry from the small-time operation we used to run.

I could see our assistant Lara, a bright young woman of Filipina descent, darting around, trying to accommodate as many people as possible. A pang of gratitude hit me for Lara, for her hard work and dedication. Her choice to join us despite the unconventional nature of our venture showed her courage and vision.

"We should get inside," I suggested, swallowing down the nerves. Sally nodded, giving my hand a supportive squeeze.

As we stepped out of the car, the chatter of the crowd grew louder. I could hear the rustle of expensive fabric, the clinking of jewelry, the distant hum of the city beyond. The scent of fresh flowers and spilled champagne filled the air, mingling with the earthy aroma of the surrounding trees.

Inside the office, it was a whirlwind of activity. Lara was directing people to their seats, her face flushed with excitement. I could hear the murmur of voices, the occasional laughter, the hum of anticipation.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped onto the stage, my heart pounding in my chest. The room fell silent, all eyes on me. I took a moment to steady myself, drawing on the lessons I'd learned from Misty Day.

Elegance, poise, confidence - these were my armor now.

"Ladies and Gentlemen," I began, my voice steady despite the tremor in my hands.

"I want to thank you all for being here today, for supporting us in this new venture."

My words echoed around the room, a wave of attentive silence following them. I could feel the weight of the crowd's gaze, but rather than intimidating, it was empowering.

"We believe that every person deserves a home," I continued, finding my rhythm.

"A place where they can feel safe, loved, and cherished. Prima Residencia is not just a real estate agency, it's a dream. A dream of helping people find their perfect home."

The crowd erupted into applause, a wave of cheering and whistling that made my heart flutter. Looking out at the sea of faces, I could see the impact of my words. Sally was beaming at me from the side, her eyes brimming with pride.
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As the applause died down, I reached for the oversized scissors provided for the occasion. The ribbon in front of me was a vivid red, reminiscent of my wife’s fiery locks. I could feel the cool metal of the scissors in my hand, the slight resistance of the ribbon.

With a swift motion, I cut through the ribbon, the cheer that followed deafening. A feeling of accomplishment washed over me, followed closely by relief. The first hurdle had been crossed.

A waiter approached, a tray of champagne flutes in his hands. I took one, the cool glass against my skin, the bubbles dancing in the liquid. Raising my glass, I turned to the crowd.

"To Prima Residencia," I toasted, my voice filled with emotion. The crowd echoed my toast, their voices merging into one loud cheer.

The moment the applause died down and the final note of the toast rang through the air, the hum of the crowd's chatter began to rise. Whispers of my beauty and the sudden rise of Prima Residencia buzzed around the room.

The spotlight felt heavy, and I could feel the heat on my face, not from the lights but from the attention and scrutiny.

"Dang, Clarice, where'd you get such a following? Just emerged out of nowhere!" A man, richly dressed, exclaimed. I smiled nervously, the truth a secret locked tightly within me.

"It's just... I guess we have a good marketing division and a great team," I lied, trying to sound casual. A bead of sweat rolled down my back, and I fought to keep my posture straight and my expression calm.

"And you're beautiful, darling, just gorgeous!" A woman interjected, her words flitting around my ears like tiny butterflies. I could see the curiosity in her eyes, a mirror to the murmurs that filled the room.

My heart pounded in my chest, the whispers morphing into a near-deafening roar in my ears.

A mixture of perfumes, colognes, and anticipation filled the room, creating a heady cocktail that made my head spin. I could feel the tension mounting, the inquisitive gazes and the probing questions threatening to unravel the carefully constructed persona I'd built.

Thankfully, Sally was by my side. Ever my protector, she sensed the rising tide and stepped in, her voice cutting through the chatter like a knife.

"Clarice is a little busy right now. She'll be happy to answer all your questions later," she announced, her tone authoritative yet friendly.

Her intervention came like a lifeboat in a storm, providing me with the relief I needed. I could feel the tension in my shoulders easing, the nervous energy dissipating.

I could see people nodding, some even looking a little chastised. They began to drift away, leaving Sally and me in a small bubble of calm amidst the bustling crowd. I took a deep breath, the taste of the lingering champagne sweetness on my tongue helping to soothe my nerves.

She turned to me, her eyes sparkling with a mixture of concern and amusement.

"You okay?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. I nodded, a weak smile on my face. Her concern was palpable, her hand reaching out to gently squeeze my arm.

"I'm okay," I assured her, my voice steadier than I felt. She gave me an encouraging smile, her touch acting as a grounding force amidst the chaos.

We stood there, the murmur of the crowd around us a low hum. The air was filled with a blend of different conversations, the clinking of champagne glasses, and the occasional burst of laughter.

Despite the undercurrent of nervous energy, there was also a sense of accomplishment. We had done it. We had launched Prima Residencia, and the turnout had been beyond our expectations.

As I stood there, taking in the scene, I could taste the sweet victory. The nerves were still there, of course, but they were overshadowed by the sheer joy of the moment.

Sally and I exchanged a glance, a silent communication that spoke volumes. Despite the stress and the uncertainty, we had managed to pull off a successful launch. The whispers of my beauty and success were flattering, if nerve-wracking, but they also fueled a sense of pride within me.

I had embraced my new identity, becoming Clarice, and the world had accepted her with open arms.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

AS WEEKS TURNED INTO MONTHS, I found myself settling into my role as Clarice, lady boss of Prima Residencia. With revenue pouring in and our staff expanding, there was an air of success and satisfaction that settled over me like a snugly fitting designer dress.

I would stride into my office each morning, the click of my high heels echoing powerfully down the marble corridors.

Lara was a godsend, her efficiency and enthusiasm helping to keep the cogs of our business well-oiled and turning. The smell of fresh coffee from her desk was a comforting constant, as was her warm smile and diligent attitude.

And, of course, Sally was the backbone of it all. With her support, the novelty of my new life didn’t seem to fade. It was as if I were living in a constant state of discovery, finding new aspects to enjoy in my feminine persona. Her presence was like a familiar scent, a comforting blend of floral and musk that lingered even when she wasn't there.

I would catch myself looking in the mirror, my eyes scanning the reflection of a woman who was confident, successful, and, dare I say, beautiful. I was no longer Clark hiding behind a mask; I was Clarice, standing in the spotlight and loving every second of it.

The smell of my makeup, the smooth feel of the lipstick on my lips, the mascara enhancing the length of my lashes—every bit of it was a testament to my transformation.

Fashion became a newfound passion. The rustle of silk, the tactile sensation of cashmere, the allure of well-tailored dresses—I reveled in it all. My closet expanded at an alarming rate, each new addition a symbol of the successful woman I'd become.

Handbags in every color, shape, and designer brand lined the shelves. I found a particular joy in selecting the perfect bag to complement my outfit each day. The smell of the leather, the cool metal of the clasps, the soft interior lining—they became as much a part of my routine as my morning coffee.

And shoes. Oh, the shoes!
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My wife would tease me about my growing obsession, but even she couldn't deny the allure of a well-crafted stiletto or the elegance of a sleek pump. The feel of a new pair of shoes, the way they hugged my feet and added an extra inch or two to my height, was intoxicating.

We were earning more than we'd ever dreamed of, and with the money came the freedom to enjoy it. Shopping sprees, luxurious trips, extravagant meals—we were spoiling ourselves and each other.

There was a constant taste of decadence on our tongues, a sweet hint of the luxury we now indulged in.

Sally was always by my side, her joy matching my own. We reveled in the success we'd built together, our shared laughter filling our luxury apartment, our nights filled with celebration and satisfaction.

The softness of her skin against mine, the sweet scent of her perfume, the sound of her laughter—it was all proof to our shared victory.

At night, I would lay in bed, the soft fabric of my nightgown whispering against my skin. Sally would be sleeping peacefully next to me, her breath a steady rhythm in the quiet room. As I listened to the soft sounds of the city outside our window, I realized that the novelty of my new life hadn't worn off; it had simply woven itself into the fabric of my existence.

My days as Clarice were filled with discovery and delight. Every morning brought a new opportunity to explore my femininity, to assert my presence in the world as a successful woman.

The way my skirt swished around my legs, the soft feel of my makeup, the scent of my perfume—these were reminders of the woman I'd become.

In the grand scheme of things, our life had changed significantly.

But underneath the surface, we were still Clark and Sally, navigating the new world we'd built together.

A week later, I was in the middle of retouching my makeup when Lara knocked on the door of my office.

"Your next appointment is here," she announced, her voice carrying the professional inflection she always used.

"Let them in," I replied, still focused on the mirror. I was adding a touch of blush to my cheeks, the soft bristles of the brush tickling my skin.

A few more strokes of mascara, a light dusting of powder, and I was satisfied. With a final pout towards the mirror, I turned to greet my appointment.

And there, standing in the doorway, was Mr. Wong.

His eyes narrowed as he scrutinized me. His mouth was drawn into a thin line of discontent, his eyebrows knitted together in a severe frown. The air suddenly felt chilled, the comfortable warmth of my office replaced by an icy apprehension.

"I knew it!" Mr. Wong burst out, his finger pointed accusingly at me.

"You're the reason why I'm losing clients!"

I blinked, taken aback and pretending not to know the reason behind his sudden outburst.

[image: ]

"What are you talking about?" I asked, feigning confusion.

"Don't play dumb with me!" He spat, "You've gone so low... even dressing up as a woman! Did you think I wouldn't recognize you?"

My heart pounded in my chest. The taste of panic was sharp in my mouth, bitter and unrelenting. The soft hum of the air conditioning seemed amplified in the silence that followed his words.

"Mr. Wong, please... let's talk about this," I pleaded, my voice sounding shrill in my own ears.

"You've stolen my clients! You and your... your..." He struggled to find the words, his face red with anger.

"I'll sue you! All of you! And then I will kill you! You think I haven’t done it before!?"

With that, he stormed out of my office, leaving me and Lara behind a lingering sense of dread. The heavy door closed with a bang, echoing throughout the otherwise silent room.

I stood there, rooted to the spot, my heart pounding in my chest. The scent of my perfume suddenly seemed overpowering, cloying, the rich notes of jasmine and vanilla overpowering the panic that was slowly creeping in.

"Fuck..." I muttered under my breath, the expletive cutting through the oppressive silence.

The shock was slowly replaced by a cold dread. The comfortable feeling of my office was tainted, the plush carpet under my feet and the cozy warmth from the radiator now a mocking reminder of the danger I was in.

"Shit..." I muttered again, feeling the cool leather of my office chair beneath me as I sank into it. The room spun around me, the tastefully decorated walls and the impressive city view from the window blurring together.

I tried to slow my breathing, to calm the racing heartbeat that was echoing in my ears. I could still smell Mr. Wong's cologne, a spicy, woody scent that seemed to cling to the room. It was a stark reminder of his presence, his words, his threat.

Lara, her face pale, asked.

"What do we do now?" her voice barely more than a whisper.

"I... I don't know," I admitted, feeling the weight of the situation pressing down on me. The soft hum of the computers, the distant chatter from the outside office, the occasional ring of a phone—it was all background noise to the pounding in my head.

What had started as a regular day in the office had turned into a nightmare. The taste of panic still lingered in my mouth, the scent of fear hanging heavy in the air.

As I stared at my reflection in the mirror, the woman staring back seemed vulnerable, her usual confidence replaced by fear.

All I could think about was how everything we'd worked so hard for could be snatched away in an instant. The threat of a lawsuit, the potential loss of clients, the public scandal... it was all too much.

We'd built this life, this company, on a gamble. And now, it seemed, the house was calling in our bet. As the adrenaline subsided and the reality of the situation sank in, I knew one thing for sure: we were in deep, deep trouble.

Weeks later, the news had spread like wildfire, seeping into every corner of the city, spreading across social media with an uncontainable fervor.

It felt like everyone was watching me, their eyes eager and alight with the scandal, their voices ringing with accusations and condemnation. It had only been three weeks since Mr. Wong had discovered our secret, and our life had spiraled into chaos.
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The world outside felt surreal, hostile even. Hiding in our home, Sally and I found ourselves trapped in a vacuum, each moment punctuated by the constant dinging of my phone as another damning headline or tweet about me surfaced.

Thief. Scammer. Con artist.

The words echoed in my head, looping over and over until they filled every corner of my thoughts. Mr. Wong wasn't even suing yet; he was just reveling in the public's outcry against me.

His laughter seemed to reach me even from across the city, leaving me cold despite the comfort of our home.

My lawyers had advised me to lay low, to not do anything that could potentially incriminate me further. But the guilt was eating at me, gnawing away at my conscience, leaving me restless and unable to sleep.

Night after night, I'd stare at the ceiling, the steady rhythm of Sally's breathing the only sound in the otherwise silent room.

One night, as we lay side by side, the soft glow of the city filtering through the curtains, I turned to her. The guilt was a heavy weight in my chest, making it hard to breathe.

"Sally," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the hum of the city outside, "forgive me. I have to pay for what I've done."

Her hand stilled on my arm, her breath hitching in her throat. Her eyes were wide, fear and confusion etched onto her face.

"No, we'll fight this, Clarice."

Her voice was determined, strong. But I could see the fear in her eyes, the flicker of uncertainty. I could feel the tremor in her hand, could hear the unsteady rhythm of her heartbeat.

"There's no use fighting," I told her, reaching out to cup her cheek,

"We're in the wrong."

She tried to argue, her words falling over each other in her desperation. But I silenced her with a kiss, my fingers tangling in her hair, my heart aching with the intensity of my love for her.

Her hands clung to me, her tears falling onto my cheeks. We stayed like that for a while, wrapped up in each other, our tears mingling together. Her scent was a comforting balm, the familiar notes of her perfume and the underlying scent that was uniquely hers enveloping me.

We held each other until the tears stopped, until our breathing had slowed down and the only sounds in the room were the quiet hum of the city and the steady rhythm of our hearts.

Even then, we didn't let go, clinging to each other as if we were the only solid things in the shifting world around us.

As I drifted off to sleep, my arms wrapped tightly around her, I made a silent promise to myself. No matter what happened, no matter what the future held for us, I would do whatever it took to protect her, to make sure she was taken care of.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

A DAY LATER, I sat in our bedroom, the camera pointed at me, the stark artificial light emphasizing the redness of my swollen eyes. I had rehearsed my statement numerous times in my head, but when the lens focused on me, the weight of what I was about to do rendered me speechless. Sally watched me from the corner of the room, her face etched with worry and anticipation.

With a deep breath, I forced a smile on my face, the action feeling foreign and strained.
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"Hello," I began, my voice a little shaky, "As you know, my name is Clarice Cane."

I paused, swallowing hard, my heart pounding in my chest. I could feel the tickle of my falsies against my eyelids, the faint scent of my perfume filling the air.

I reached up and nervously tugged at the pearl necklace around my neck, a gift from Sally when we were in the Bahamas. It felt cold against my skin, a stark contrast to the warmth of my tears.

"I owe you all an apology," I continued, forcing the words out, "I have wronged a lot of people in my quest for success. And for that, I am deeply sorry."

I swallowed hard, my mind racing.

"Firstly, I want to apologize to Mr. Wong," I said, taking a deep breath. The name tasted bitter on my tongue, but I forced myself to continue.

"I admit, I took your client list. It was wrong, and it was unforgivable. I am truly sorry."

A lump formed in my throat as I said the words. The rawness of my admission echoed in the silence of the room. The weight of my actions seemed to press down on me, threatening to crush me. I blinked back tears, my eyes stinging. I could taste the saltiness of them on my lips.

I turned my thoughts to my team, the wonderful people who had worked alongside me, who had believed in me, who had now lost their jobs because of my actions. My voice broke as I addressed them.

"To my staff at Prima Residencia, I am deeply sorry. You did not deserve this. You gave me your trust, your loyalty, and I failed you. I will do everything I can to make this right."

Then, I turned my gaze to Sally. My heart ached as I looked at her, standing there in the dim light, her face etched with worry, her eyes filled with tears. I reached out a hand towards her, my voice barely a whisper.

"And to my wife, Sally, the love of my life... I am so sorry. You did not sign up for this. You have been my rock, my anchor. You deserve better."

She rushed towards me then, wrapping her arms around me, her body warm against mine. We sat there for a while, her sobs echoing in the quiet room, her tears soaking my shoulder.

I could feel the softness of her hair against my cheek, the faint scent of her shampoo filling my senses.

I held her close, my heart breaking as her body shook with sobs. I could feel the warmth of her skin against mine, could hear the sound of her heart beating wildly in her chest. I closed my eyes, my own tears falling silently down my cheeks.

At that moment, as we sat there in our room, the world outside seemed to fade away. All that mattered was her, her warmth, her presence.

Days later, I was pacing the living room floor, a cup of untouched coffee in my hand, the dull hum of the television in the background. I was uneasy, the anticipation gnawing at me from the inside.

Three days had passed since my confession, and Mr. Wong had yet to take legal action. It didn't make sense.

Sally sat quietly on the couch, her fingers absentmindedly tracing the patterns on the fabric of the cushions. She looked up at me every now and then, her eyes filled with worry.

"Something's not right, Clark," she murmured, her voice echoing my own thoughts.

Suddenly, the chatter on the television intensified. I spun around to look at the screen, my heart pounding in my chest. Sally quickly sat up, her eyes wide with shock as she saw the headline: "Lara Lopez Exposes Real Estate Tycoon."

Our former assistant, Lara, was on the screen, her face pale but determined. She was holding up a video, the footage showing Mr. Wong in my office.

"I will kill you!" he spat, his voice raw with anger.

The room spun. I sank into the armchair, the cold leather against my skin the only thing anchoring me to reality.

"This... This can't be real," I breathed, the taste of fear bitter on my tongue.

But it was. Lara was talking to the camera now, explaining how she had recorded the video during Mr. Wong's visit to our office. She talked about fearing for her own safety, for mine. And then, she dropped the bombshell.

"Mr. Wong is suspected to be behind the murder of his old rival, Mr. Jefferson."

The silence that followed was deafening. I could hear my own heartbeat pounding in my ears, the cold realization sinking in. We had been in the presence of a killer.

I turned to look at Sally, her face as pale as a sheet. Her mouth moved, but no sound came out. Her eyes were fixed on the screen, the horror reflected in her gaze.
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But it didn't stop there. The news anchor was talking about a petition that had been set up by Lara. A petition that was supporting me, supporting Prima Residencia.

I could hardly believe what I was hearing. Over 5000 people had signed it. Clients, employees, even strangers. All supporting me, all stating that stealing a client list didn't compare to taking a life and that I should be pardoned if ever Mr. Wong decided to take legal action.

The comments flooded in, people expressing their outrage at Mr. Wong, their support for me.

At that moment, I felt a strange mix of relief and disbelief. I looked down at my hands, still trembling, the scent of the coffee in the air now mixed with a faint hint of hope.

I reached for Sally, pulling her into a tight embrace. Her body was tense against mine, but slowly she relaxed, her hands finding their way around my waist. I could feel her breath against my neck, the softness of her hair against my cheek.

The room was filled with the sounds of the news report, the murmur of the crowd outside, the quiet ticking of the clock on the wall.

The familiar scent of mahogany filled my nostrils as I unlocked the doors of the Prima Residencia office. It had been a month since our whirlwind of events, and now we were reopening, ready to face the world again.

Mr. Wong was dealing with his own lawsuit, not with us, but from the case that was reopened by the family of Mr. Jefferson. I stood there for a moment, taking it all in, the silence of the office punctuated by the soft hum of the air conditioning.

Sally came up behind me, her warmth radiating against my back.

"It's like we never left," she murmured, her voice filled with a mix of nostalgia and anticipation. I turned to face her, the faint smell of her vanilla perfume wafting in the air.

Just then, Lara joined us, her eyes filled with determination. She had become more than an assistant to us, she was part of our family. She had been the unexpected hero in our tale, and for that, I was grateful.

I looked at her, her eyes shining with hope.

"Life is crazy, isn't it?" I mused, a small chuckle escaping my lips. She laughed, nodding in agreement.

"You can say that again," she replied, her voice filled with mirth.

In the midst of our laughter, I found myself leaning into my wife, pressing my lips against hers in a tender kiss. We stood there, our bodies pressed together in a comforting hug. The warmth of her body against mine felt like home.

Finally pulling away, we stood there, our hands still linked together.
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"To the future of Prima Residencia," I said, my voice filled with newfound determination. Sally and Lara echoed the sentiment, their voices harmonizing with mine.

I could feel the energy in the room, the air tingling with potential. The walls of the office seemed to hum with life, the echo of our voices bouncing off them. The taste of victory was sweet on my tongue, the sounds of our unified voices resonating in my ears.

Looking around at the office, I could picture it buzzing with activity once more. The ringing of phones, the clacking of keyboards, the chatter of agents discussing property listings. I could feel the vibrant energy of the place, the taste of anticipation lingering in the air.

Sally squeezed my hand, pulling me out of my thoughts. Her eyes were bright with excitement, her lips curving into a smile.

Yes, life was crazy. Crazy had led us here, to this moment, to this new beginning. And as I looked around the office, at the empty chairs waiting to be filled, the untouched files waiting to be opened, I realized that we were ready. Ready to face whatever came next. Ready to rebuild, to grow, to thrive.

After all, Prima Residencia wasn't just a business to us. It was a dream, a vision, a testament to our resilience. It was a symbol of our journey, our trials and triumphs.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR LATER, I found myself staring at my reflection in the office bathroom mirror. I was Clarice, dressed in an elegant cream suit with matching pearls.

My makeup was meticulously done, my lipstick a shade of red that perfectly complemented my attire. The scent of the vanilla-infused makeup lingered in my nostrils.
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I savored the feeling of the silk blouse against my skin, the softness of it so different from the cotton shirts I used to wear as Clark. The confidence and joy I felt while working as Clarice was unmatched. It was as if donning these clothes, this persona, unlocked a part of me I never knew existed.

Yet, at home, I was Clark again. Shedding the clothes and makeup of Clarice and slipping into my comfortable trousers and t-shirts. It was a transition that had taken time to get used to, but it was a balance that I had learned to appreciate.

I traded my hair extensions for wigs so I could switch back and forth easier but the skincare regime remained—I couldn’t stand being hairy anymore.

Sometimes, my wife would ask me to stay as Clarice a little longer.

We'd have a candlelit dinner or a movie night at home, me in my elegant gowns and Sally in her beautiful dresses. It added an element of excitement, of playfulness to our relationship. It was during these moments, I'd smell her floral perfume stronger than ever, her laughter sounding sweeter.
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Prima Residencia was doing better than we had ever dreamed. We had become one of the top five real estate agencies in California, a feat that filled me with pride. The sound of the phones constantly ringing, the hum of voices discussing deals, the smell of fresh coffee brewing in the kitchen, it was all music to my ears.

Our clients trusted us, they saw the passion we put into our work, the integrity with which we handled their properties. The taste of success was sweet, the sensation of achievement a warm glow that stayed with me long after I left the office.

Every day brought new challenges, new opportunities, and we embraced them with open arms. The sight of my team, bustling around, eager and determined, made my heart swell with pride. The sound of their laughter, the sight of their shared victories, it was more rewarding than any financial gain.

We were planning to open a branch in Florida, a move that was both thrilling and nerve-wracking. As I looked at the plans spread out on my desk, I could almost smell the salty sea breeze, hear the hustle and bustle of the city, feel the excitement of the new market.

Even with all the success, I never lost sight of what truly mattered.
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Every night, I'd return home to Sally, her smile the most beautiful sight after a long day.

My life had taken a turn that I never anticipated, but I wouldn't change a thing.

As Clarice, I was successful, respected, loved.

As Clark, I was grounded, content, loved.

The duality of my life was a dance, a delicate balance between two identities. And as I navigated through it, I realized that both Clark and Clarice were a part of me. And with Sally by my side, I had found a sense of completeness I never knew I was missing.

As I looked out of my office window, at the bustling city below, I felt a surge of gratitude. Gratitude for the journey, the ups and downs, the lessons, and the love.

The future was bright, for both Clarice and Clark.

THE END <3

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

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

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

Story 2 – The Doctor is In

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

Story 3 – Island Princess

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

Story 4 – Red Light Sissy

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

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

Story 5 – Royally Switched

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

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

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

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

Read Feminization Fantasies

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“I really love her. But she’s crazy, almost batshit, to the point where she asked me to wear her high-heeled pumps during one of our dates!”

Read My Crazy Girl


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit The Sissy Store


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

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

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

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

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Desperate Housewife – Reluctant Husband Femized by Wife.

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)

OEBPS/image_rsrc1NP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1P9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N4.jpg
BANSEEMINIZED BY WIFE

Y LSTWROD






OEBPS/image_rsrc1PN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PD.jpg
AN ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATION ROMANCE NOVELLA BUNDLE

LEELY WS TWOQAR

¢





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1P0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PV.jpg
'l
SUB
Lsiey

volghe

MMTWOOE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PE.jpg
{
GE §WEETHEART

g OD






OEBPS/image_rsrc1P8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1R3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PF.jpg
ZANO MORE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PY.jpg
COMPLETE AND DEFINITIVE GUIDE TO TOTAL FEM

¥ LusTwooD 2 NIKKIC






OEBPS/image_rsrc1P7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PP.jpg
> ONILY 1 COPY

= A >
COSPLAY INIZAHONWROMANCE

LUSIWOOD






OEBPS/image_rsrc1NJ.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1P6.jpg
r 4






OEBPS/image_rsrc1PG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PX.jpg
SISSY TOYS & C
FOR FEMININ






OEBPS/image_rsrc1NR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1P4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1R1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PH.jpg
B i AND,

4 LUST






OEBPS/image_rsrc1P5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1R0.jpg
Bl LY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1P3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1R2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1N6.jpg
FREE SISSY mosoox

Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
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

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)






OEBPS/image_rsrc1NC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PZ.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1N5.jpg
BRIEHTLIJIIKYPRESS





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1P2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1P1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1ND.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PJ.jpg
LILLY I_USOQD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PS.jpg
AFEMINIZATION FICTION AND TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

LILLY LUSTVVOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1NN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1PK.jpg
volighe

METW“E%@





